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Wonder at all things belore you,lor wonder is the
beginning of knowledge-

THE OXYRHYNCHUS PAPYRI

"We are iust entering what may be called'the field
of vibrations,' a field in which we may find more
wonders than the mtnd can conceiv e" -M 
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Introduction

Dear Miss Penrose,
Yes, I will write an introduction to your book. There ue

only three people for whont I would do such a thing,
Your outline looks fine, and I'm sure the book will be ex-

cellent.
Anyway all good wtshes to you and let me know more when

you can.
Stncerely,

KBNNETTI ROBERTS

My friend, Mr. Kenneth Roberts, the celebrated American
author, died before he had written his promised introduction.

Hts last letter to me was dated luly 20th, the day belore his
death, which was a great blow to me.

E.P.
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My Cornish Childhood

'\f r Arr happened because I was born in Cornwall on Mid-
I summer's Dav.
n As everyone (or, as least everyone who has the good
fortune to be Cornish) knows, no baby born in Cornwall on
Midsummer's Day can be left alone for one moment on the
day of its birth, or the fairies will steal it and put a changeling

-af.airy 
child-in its place.

The country house where I was born was called "Parkhenver"
which means in the old Comish language "a house standing
in meadows." ft was surrounded by trees and velvety lawns
and, like so many Cornish houses, was haunted by a ghost!

It was full of real Cornish servants whose minds were filled
with folk-lore and age-old superstitions, as "The Duchy" is
not just an ordinary English county but a virtual Celtic island,
still haunted by supernatural beings which modern.progress
has driven from their homes in other parts of the British
Isles.

So the excitement in the house reached fever-pitch when
the Old Retainer in the form of the parlour maid, discovered
that the nurse had wrapped the new-born baby in a blanket
and left it on the bed in a spare room, since its mother was
extremely ill and not expected to live.

One by one the household crept in to look at the fairy baby.
Had the good fairies brought it or had the wicked fairies got in
first? Was the baby dark with long black hair and claw-like
hands or was it fair, fragile and fairyJike and destined to
bring luck to the house and all in it?

As I was fat and fair and entirely devoid of hair, and had
remained peacefully asleep during the summing up of this
critical jury, it was decided that I had been brought by the
good fairies. There was, however, one sceptic, but as she was

1l
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12 Adventure Unlimited
half a "foreigner" (the River Tamar ran through her father's
farm, and everyone born across the Tamar is a foreigner in
Cornwall and must be treated as such) what could she know
of fairy babies? She was soon put in her place. The Old
Retainer picked me up, while the others held their breath in
suspense. All Cornwall knows that the fairies, or the Litfle
People as they like to be called, whether good, or bad, put a
mark on all their fairy babies, which no human being can
obliterate-the Pixie ear-and there, for all to see was my
Pixie ear, smooth and flat, and pointed at the top and no little
roll around the edge like humans have. So all was well and they
tooked on me as a child apart, from whom great fairy things
were to be expected.

All the fairies are supposed to be asked to the christening of
a fairy baby and bring gifts of beauty, brains and wealth. My
sister Mabel is said to have remarked, with sisterly frankness,
that it was a prty that my mother was too ill to ask them. She

added that, "Mother wasn't Cornish and didn't believe in
fairies, anyway."

My mother came from Worcestershire and never lived down
the fact that she was a foreigner and disliked Cornish pasties
and saffron cake, and, worse still, refused to believe in the
family ghost.

But I think my father, who was Cornish through and
through, must have forgotten for once his austere Victorian
upbringing and consequent treatment of his family, and invited
some of the less-known fairies to my christening, who gave me
a gift of divining which was equal to his own, clairvoyance,
clair-audience and a strange affinity with the wild beasts and
birds, all of whom have never had the least fear of me and
treat me as one of themselves. Even that King of Song, the
Australian Lyre Bird, whose shyness is as proverbial as his
glorious voice, flew across a river and almost landed on my feet
in the woods of New South Wales and chatted to his little wife
without taking the least notice of me, while they scratched
around with their large claws for crustaceans on which to
feed.

Mice will rtay quite still when I pick them up and put them
out of the room and, in spite of my great dislike of rats, they
have been known to climb on my lap, calmly sitting there clean-
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ing their faces and polishing their whiskers, deliberately ig-
noring my desperate commands to depart.

Still, the animals on which I seem to have the most effect are
cats. They will come across wet fields of grass to rub against
me and even the most dignified and unsociable members of
their species insist, with the regal and commanding dignity of
their ancestors, the Sacred Cats of Egypt, that I pick them up
and caress them.

My first knowledge of divining came from my father when I
was a child. He had the gift to a remarkable degree, inherited
from his mother. The gift generally goes from father to
daughter and mother to son.

He married twice and was by no means a young man at the
time of his second marriage. I was the younger of his second
family of two.

In spite of the fact that my grandmother was a product of
the early Victorian era she used to walk about with her little
divining rod, dressed in a crinoline, and people living in our
small town were most shocked and horrified, as they said it
was most unladylike of Mrs. Penrose to use a divining rod.
Such proceedings were only for men.

When my father had to entertain a Member of Parliament
or perhaps a bishop or some other visiting dignitary-all of
whom seemed so awe-inspiring but painfully dull to a child-
he always took them out into the grounds after lunch and got
them to try for themselves if they had the power to divine
for water. Our home was in the mining area of Cornwall and
had tin and copper lodes running across it as well as streams
of water. After picking a fresh hazel or willow forked stick
and showing them how to hold it, my father would watch them
with great interest to see if they had the gift or not, and then
he would show them what the stick could do in the hands of
a real diviner. He was a big powerful man and always used
a thick, strong divining rod, and I have often seen the rod
skin the bark off itself and sometimes twist itself into a sort
of rope in his hands, but nothing in the world would stop it
from turning.

I still retain a vivid recollection of a certain severe bishop
being prevailed upon to try the rod, although he left no one
under any delusion but that he strongly disapproved of the
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whole procedure. The rod turned with great violence in his
hands in spite of his determination and strenuous efforts to
stop it, much to his annoyance and consternation.

Much as I disliked this forbidding personage I owe him a
debt of gratitude since he cleared up for me a childish puzzle
which I could never understand and which I didn't dare ask
anyone to explain for fear of being laughed at.

Those were the days when "Grace" was said before meals
and my father gabbled something which always sounded to
me like "Watery Bortery-Ceeve. May the Lord make us
truly thankful." I wondered and wondered what it could be
that was so very unpleasant that my father couldn't make
himself thankful for it but had to ask the Lord to do it for
him. So when the bishop was duly and properly asked to say
"Grace" and pronounced in a loud, sonorous voice. "For what
we are about to receive, may the Lord make us truly thankful,"
I gave a great sigh of relief and looked on the bishop as a most
clever person. But I still disliked him, and this unfortunate
habit of taking violent likes and dislikes has stuck to me
throughout my life. Although I realize it is quite wrong, I
always find that I have reason for regret if I ignore it.

When my father had finished showing his guests how to use
the rod he would then give it to me, for I could find water and
minerals as easily and as quickly as he could, although I never
told him so!

I never had to leam how to divine and I looked on it as a
natural thing like riding a pony and, when I was older, finding
the north with a compass.

From all round the neighbourhood people would come and
ask my father to find water for them. I can never remember
his refusing to do so. I can see him now slowly proceeding to
the stables to find a groom who also had the gift and solemnly
walking round the lields searching the hedges for a suitable
hazel fork or, failing that, a willow rod, since in those days it
was considered necessary to have a freshly cut rod with the
sap in it. Now a piece of. ztnc or copper wire, or even a bit of
fencing wire will do. I go still further and say that if none
of these are available one can work without them, using only
one's bare hands, especially when finding water, in spite of
the fact that I have only found one other person who could do
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it. I have never been able to teach anyone else how it is done.
A surprising number of the Cornish tin mines were dis-

covered by divining. But the great trouble in these mines was
that the tin was hidden below a layer of copper and it was
a number of years before the tin was discovered. This proved a
great trouble to the diviners also, as copper has a much
stronger reaction on the diviner than tin, possibly because it
is so much more magnetic, and for a long time diviners had no
means of by-passing the copper and reaching the tin. To-day
this can be done in two ways. The first is for a diviner to hold
a sample of tin in his hand in a small glass tube with a cork
stopper until he is tuned into the vibration or wave-length
given off by the tin, thereby cutting out the stronger emanation
from the copper.

This is similar to tuning in on the radio to London and
cutting out New York. The other way is to do it mentally,
by fixing one's mind on tin so firmly that one is quite im-
pervious to the rays or emanations of the copper.

My father was the first person to work out a system for telling
the depth of water. This was based on the Isosceles Triangle.
After finding a spot for digging a well, which was then vaguely
marked within a yard or two (not like the present method of
marking which must be accurats to one inch) the diviner turned
his back on the marked spot and walked away, after having
returned his rod to its original position, pointing upwards. The
spot where the rod turned over sharply and pointed down was
marked and measured back to the starting point and that was
said to give the depth of the water. In homogeneous soil this
worked very well, but where there were several changes of
strata this method was often hopelessly inaccurate.

My father would doubtless have continued his investigations
of this difficult, but all-important problem of depth, as divining
was his great hobby, but he had his first serious illness when
I was very young, and this gradually led to his being a com-
plete invalid. I thus lost the valuable knowledge which he
might have given me and which only came to me after many
years' experience.

Despite his austere nature, we had many links in common
besides my gift for divining, for he shared my love for our
beautiful home and our Cornish heritage.

I

I
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I wasn't at all friendly towards the ghost who lived in the

house because he had a horrid habit of following one about
and putting a hand on one's shoulder which got tighter and
tighter till it felt like a claw going clean through the flesh.
Sometimes he crept up behind the servants and threw them
down like a sack of potatoes. He used to stand by my bed at
night, often lifting the heavy window curtains straight out into
the room on a still summer's evening and then letting them fall
again, making all the curtain-rings rattle in a terrifying manner.

He was just as troublesome by day as by night and many
people saw him and said he looked like an ordinary man
dressed in grey, who let them approach quite close and then
vanished in front of their eyes.

Even although I was frightened of him I really agreed with
the Old Retainer who said one day, when he was particularly
noisy and troublesome, "'E's at it again. But I don't mind'e.
'E's our 'e, but I wouldn't like no ons else's 'e."

Everything in Cornwall is called "he" (or "'e" as the case
may be) except a tomcat and that's "she."

I have a shrewd idea that my father felt the same as the Old
Retainer and myself. It was just part of the house and it was
somehow bound up with him and part of himself.

But as a child I had another way of loving things which he
hadn't discovered, which was by "feeling" them. I liked to put
my hands on the great blocks of pale grey granite of which our
house was built because that was my way of talking to it.
Also I placed my hands on trees because I could feel them
growing inside and I knew which ones were really my friends,
and which ones disliked humans. I loved to touch a dog or a
horse (very lightly of course) for I knew then if I had a friend
or an enemy.

But of all my childhood's friends my pony was my greatest
and dearest friend. He was called Rufus because his coat was
red and he came from Dartmoor, where so many of the English
ponies are born and bred. He was never broken and had never
had anyone on his back but my sister and myself. As my sister
was generally at school, he was, to all intents and purposes, my
pony, and there was something almost uncanny about our
friendship.

I was never allowed to ride without a groom and Rufus was
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led by a leading rein which he hated as much as I did, but
which promptly came off once we left the main road and
reached the country lanes.

My favourite ride was a disused road amongst the old mine
dumps from the Cornish tin mines. Rufus knew the game as

well as I did: we raced up one side of the dump and slipped
and slithered down the other, round the little paths and up
another and then back on the road in a wild gallop to catch
up with the groom who kept the nervous, spirited black horse
quiet by walking him slowly up and down. But one day Rufus
thought he would change the game and it would be fun to stop
suddenly in the wild gallop, which he did. I shot over his head
and sat down with a terrible "wump" on the ground. Poor
Rufus, when he realized that I was no longer on his back,
turned round and gently nuzzled me with his soft nose in the
most pathetic distress.

The groom hastily picked me up, literally shaking with
fright, as he knew he would be dismissed for disobeying orders
and taking me off the leading rein. The worst disaster of all
would be if I was forbidden to ride Rufus. So I was carefully
dusted and tidied up and a conspiracy of silence entered into
in which only my dear old nurse must be included as my many
bruises would give it all away, anyway.

But nothing mattered so long as my mother didn't know.
She was very severe, especially with me, but then who but a
Cornish mother could be expected to have any sympathy with
a child who preferred walking about with a stupid piece of
stick and declaring that water was underneath where she stood,
(which no one could prove anyway) to playing with dolls-or
talking to trees--or bothering people to tell her about the stars
and then asking silly (and awkward!) questions as to what kept
them up in the sky and why they didn't fall down on the lawn,
and why birds could fly and we couldn't, and so on. But, per-
haps, the thing my mother resented most was that at seven I
couldn't read. It was no use my trying to explain that the words
wouldn't keep still and as soon as I looked at them, they
slipped down the page, or went soaring up off the top. This
was sheer laziness or crass stupidity to her way of thinking.

This trait has worried me all my life and, although I learnt
to overcome it to a great extent, it was not until I needed my

I
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first pair of reading glasses that a Harley Street specialist ex-
plained to me that it was lack of co-ordination, or more
probably, a break in the co-ordination between the eyes, the
brain, and the tongue, or in the case of music, which I couldn't
read either, the fingers, because the notes of the music never
stayed still any more than the words did. I still get paralyzed
with nerves if I have to read anything out loud.

I was certainly born ahead of my time for I was born into
a period when all children must be alike and if they were not
"they were really quite something to be ashamed of." All the
talk of ghosts and Midsummer's Day babies and divining were
so much rubbish to my mother and "not quite nice."

The curious fact that diviners cannot bathe or go into deep
water wasn't understood either. When I turned bright purple
and shivered like someone with the ague, and ended in having
a form of lock-jaw after being made to bathe in the cold
English sea it was an additional irnnoyance to my "foreign,
non-Cornish mother."

So I was constantly in disgrace. But for all that I was a
sunny, happy, little child and I always felt that I had a great
golden light burning somewhere inside me. The happier I was
the brighter it grew, and when I rode Rufus I was just one great
ball 6f radiating light.

My mother's lack of sympathy for me, her younger daughter
drove me much nearer to nature for consolation and gave me
an understanding of animals and trees and flowers and a love
for the earth itself, so that I could find water with my bare
hands and know whether it was good and flt to drink.

My father died after a long and painful illness. Then
occurred one of the most tragic days of my life. The Old
Retainer came to me one morning and told me that my mother
wanted me. Her face was white and drawn and I saw she
had been crying. With her usual dignity, she was sitting at her
desk writing. She barely looked up when I went in.

The family used my second name "Maude," a name which
I still detest.

I remember her words, every detail of her dress, her white
handkerchief lying on the desk and even the blue-grey paper
she was writing on, as if they were burnt into my brain. In her
soft, well-modulated voice, she said, "I do not want any scene,
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Maude, but I have sent for you to tell you that I have sold

Parkhenver',"
For a moment I was too stunned to speak. Not only "Park-

henver" but my whole world was collapsing on me like a

terrible avalanche thundering down a mountain side'

Then I gasped, "But you can't-it's u.t, you can't sell it"'
Immediiteiy after, in a blinding flash, came the thought of

Rufus. I hardly dared to say it but I stammered out, "But,
Rufus, oh, you can't have sold Rufus?" and my mother's calm

voice saying, "Of course, Rufus and the horses have been sold'

That is r"aity a very silly question, isn't it?" Then she added'

"You can go now" and quietly went on with her writing'
How I g-ot out of the room I don't know. As I opened the

great, heavy mahogany door I tealized that I was in the dark'
arrA tnat the light inside me had gone out, as if a lamp had been

shattered by a huge black stone.
I was to carry that black stone with me for the rest of my

childhood. Grown-ups would have called it resentment.I called

it my "black stone." Although grown-ups talk of dying of a
broken heart, children can die of that too, only children don't
speak of it, because they know that it isn't the "outside child"
but ttre little "inside child" that never stops talking, who dies'

Somewhere inside me I always knew that when I crossed

the Great Divide Rufus would be waiting for me saddled and

ready, and I should jump on his back and go careering down

the Heavenly roads looking for mine dumps and then I should

lose my black stone and find the great ball of golden light that
I had when I was a child.

a
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Schooldays-Bruges

lfr rooK a considerable time for the sale of "Parkhenver"
p to be completed. During the delay, my mother decided that
ll my sister and I must go abroad to learn languages, parti-

cularly French, and that it must be to a place where my sister
could have really good violin lessons. My mother was obsessed
with the idea that my sister was a musical genius and that no
competent tuition could be obtained in Cornwall.

A girlhood friend of hers had married a Mr. Ellis, an artist,
and they had gone to Bruges for their children's education; so
she wrote to Mrs. Ellis, asking what she thought of Bruges as
an educational centre.

Mrs. Ellis replied that she thought it was good. There was a
Protestant school there and an excellent violin master who
had been a pupil of the celebrated Belgian violinist Isaye. She
had found that living was cheap and the only thing that worried
her was the French language.

My mother felt that this would not worry her. She was very
proud of her French and soon decided that Bruges was the
place for us, much to the dismay of our Cornish relatives who
were shocked at the idea of my sister becoming a professional
musician. But my mother adhered to her decision and, after
much delay, she and her young daughters set out for Belgium,
burdened with much unnecessary luggage.

In spite of being so narrow that the French call it La
Manche, the English Channel can be one of the most turbulent
and unpleasant strips of water in the world. It was her first
sea-voyage, and my poor mother soon discovered that she was
a very poor sailor. I am not a bad sailor myself, but I do not
enjoy the sea when it is rough. My sister proved to be as good
a sailor as my mother was bad.

While my mother was down in the stuffy cabin feeling that
20
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she wanted to die, and I was not feeling very happy in a chair

on deck, my sister explored the little packet boat. The more it
wallowed the more she enjoYed it.

When we reached Ostend a swarm of porters rushed on

board, shouting and gesticulating. They had numbered disks

on their blue uniforms. "No. 14" saw me in a chair on deck,

sitting beside a pile of handJuggage, upon which he swooped

and started to put a thick strap through all the handles pre-

paratory to taking it to the customs. Not having the least idea

of t it intentions, t jumped from my chair and seized the other

end of the strap, itrrieting "Nong" in my best French' The

more he pulted the more I pulled and, the more he shouted,

the more I shrieked.
My sister heard the noise and came running to my aid, blt

as her French was no better then mine, she only added to the

turmoil. Then my mother, white and shaken, appeared on

deck and entered the fray. She was quite sure that she fully
understood French, having a framed examination certificate

to support her confidence. She soon discovered that having

once kt o*n how to translate "Have you a pen?" "No, but I
have the dirty socks of the gardener," or "The canary has

fallen into the fire. Hark, how it crackles," was little help when

dealing with an excited Belgian porter. The latter went on

pouring out a torrent of French of which my Mother did not
undersiand a word, but she was determined not to give the fact
away to her children and nodded her head and said "Otti"
every now and then. Then the porter said something about the
police and I wondered what was going to happen.

At that moment a nice Englishman came to the rescue.

"Madame," he said, "perhaps you find Belgian French rather
difficult to understand. May I act as interpreter? The porter is
asking you whether you have any contraband goods in your
luggage, such as brandy, tea, matches or new clothes."

My mother was horrified and assured him that she had

nothing of the sort, not even the tea, which she had been sorely

tempted to bring.
But the porter was not easily satisfied. He said that Madame

had repeatedly assured him she had brandy and tea and many
new garments and he had threatened to call the police, because

she said she knew that they were contraband.
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However, he suddenly changed his tune. My sister told me

afterwards that she saw the kind gentleman give him something,
which she thought was money. Anyway, our new friend walked
to the Customs House with us and explained everything to the
customs officer, who seemed to know him quite wett ano called
him "Milor" over and over again. Finally we got into the right
train for Bruges. We never saw our kind friend again whiclr, I
thought, was a pity.

We found Mrs. Ellis waiting for us at the station. She then
took us to the Hotel du sablon where we stayed until we could
rent a flat.

At last we found one in the same street as the hotel, over a
poultry and game shop. The proprietor was the best chef in
Bruges, so we went down to his little restaurant for our meals
and thought his cooking delicious. A favourite dish of his was
jugged-hare and it was a favourite of ours too, until one day
when mother was telling Mr. Ellis about it and he laughed
and said: "What you eat, Mrs. penrose, isn,t hare for liares
are very hard to get hereabouts. It,s cat. Nobody in Bruges
can keep a cat but someone is sure to steal it and turn it iito
jugged-hare." Nothing would ever induce me to eat jugged_
hare again.

_ It was a nice large flat, quite close to the big square (La
Grande Place) with its celebrated belfry, and mf mother was
pleased at finding a place where she could have a piano for
playing my sister's accompaniments.

Mrs. Ellis was most kind in doing all she could to help my
mother, and had arranged for me to attend the prot&tant
school where her own children went. It was a Lutheran school,
particularly narrow and bigoted in its teaching.

- O-, -y first day I was taken with severaL other girls to the
headmistress's study to be interviewed and questior"?. Sh" *a,
quite nice to some of the older girls but, when it came to my
turn, I could feel one of those strange waves of distrust ani.
dislike coming over me, which I have had all my life. I knew
she disliked me as much as I disliked,her, and from that
moment she never lost an opportunity of holding me up to
ridicule in front of a class.

One of her pet tricks was to make fun of the English girls,
accents and pronunciations of French, and it un roy"dh.,
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exceedingly that she could not do so with me because my gift
of mimicry enabled me to imitate anybody's French.

But there were two subjects in which I was always in trouble

-spelling 
and mathematics. She often turned up at the spelling

class and, when there was some difficult word to spell she

would interrupt the class to say: "Vait, if you please. Petite
Penrose vill spell zat," which, of course, "Petite Penrose"
couldn't do. In maths I was always at the bottom of the class
and stayed there because I could not go any lower.

Matters soon reached a crisis and my b4te noire got the
opportunity for which she was waiting. A very young and
sanctimonious mistress was giving us a scripture lesson on
the first chapter of Genesis and telling us that the world was
created in seven days. I had always been as interested in the
inside of the earth as I was in the stars. Shortly before this
disastrous lesson my mother had taken my sister and I to tea at
the Ellis's. Mr. Ellis's younger brother, who was a noted geolo-
gist, had come over from England and was paying them a short
visit. After tea, my mother and Mrs. Ellis were absorbed in
some new kind of needlework and my sister had gone off with
the two elder Ellis children and I was left in the drawing-
room, sitting alone on the window seat.

Young Mr. Ellis was talking to his brother about a recent
geological discovery and, although I could understand but little
of it, I listened with absorbed attention. Presently the elder
Mr. Ellis went away and the geologist came and sat beside me.

"Well, little lady," he said, "were you interested in what I
was saying? You seemed to be sitting awfully still, so I thought
you must be."

"Yes, I was," I replied, "but I can't think how you can
know so much about the inside of the Earth and what it must
look like down there."

So he explained how the Earth was built up gradually and
was rather like a cake with layers in different colours piled on
top of each other. He went on to say that it had taken a very
long time to do.

I asked him how that could be because the Bible said that
the world was made in six days and that God was so tired that
he had to rest on the seventh day.

He smiled and said: "Our day isn't the same as the Bible



2t1 Adventure Unlimited
day. We have only twenty-four hours in our day, but what is
called a day in Genesis is quite different. Geologists call
it a period and that means thousands, and even millions, of
years."

This was an entirely new idea to me, so I said quickly: "But.
God did make it, didn't He?"

I was terribly afraid that he was going to say that God
hadn't made the world and that would have been dreadful. In
those days I looked upon God as a very great Personal Friend
who could do anything and who knew everything.

So when the "Jolgist," as I called him, said: "Of course
God made it. That is why it is so wonderfully and perfectly
made," I felt very relieved and glad.

Unfortunately, my mother came across the room at that.
moment and said to young Mr. Ellis that she was afraid that I
had been a great nuisance in keeping him talking so long and
that she must apologize for me. But Mr. Ellis said that he was
very fond of children and was sure that my mother must be
pleased at having such an intelligent little daughter. But my
mother wasn't a bit pleased, for she didn't approve of my
taking an interest in such silly things. So I was taken home,
rather in disgrace. But my "inside me" was very happy because.
I had heard so many interesting things about how the Earth
was made and I was longing to show off my new knowledge to
the girls at school.

Every week we had a scripture lesson and Miss Simpson"
the English mistress, used to give it.

She always took the lesson from the Old Testament, which
amused the elder Mr. Ellis when his children told him about it,"
because he said that he would like to hear what she had to say
about King Solomon and his 'tolumbines." Mrs. Ellis got
quite cross with him and told him to be quiet, but I couldn't
see why, because at "Parkhenver" we used to have great beds.
of columbines in the summer and everyone said how lovely
they were.

I had to wait for my chance of showing off until the begin-
ning of the following term when Miss Simpson said that she'
was going to start at the first chapter of Genesis and work
right through the Bible which, I felt, would take rather a long
time. She then read from the big Bible, which she always used,
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how God created the world in six days and rested on the

seventh.
I quickly got to my feet and put up my hand and said:

"Pleaie, Misi Sl*pson, the world wasn't made in seven days,

because the Bible day doesn't mean our sort of day. It means

a period and that is probably thousands sf-"
Before I could say any more, Miss Simpson turned on me in

a fury: "What did you say, Petite Penrose? I cannot believe my

ears. Do you dare to get up and say that the Bible, God's Holy
Book, isn't true? It is too terrible to be belioved. Sit down. Sit
,down at once. I never heard anything so awful in my life'"

By then, all the other children in the class were looking
horrified and rather frightened and, as anyone can catch fear
just as they can catch measles, I began to feel frightened, too'
ihougtr I couldn't imagine why Miss Simpson should 9. !o
angt, when I had only ropeated what the geologist had told
me.

When the bell rang for the end of the class, Miss Simpson

bolted from the room, but was soon back with a scarlet face.

She almost spat the words out at me: "You are to go to
Madame this minute, you horrible, wicked little girl. This
minute. Do you hear?"

I was always highly-strung and easily frightened, and to be

sent to the headmistress in disgrace was a terrifying thing
to happen to any child. So I was shaking all over and close to
tears 

-when I knocked at Madame's door. I heard a loud
"entrez" and went in.

Madame Bernard (always known simply as "Madame") was

seated at her desk with a Bible open before her.
As I stood in front of her she gave mc a look which might

well have frightened me, so full was it of spite and hate. With
a sort of horrible pleasure she said:

"So, Mademoiselle, you are not only a stupid and objection-
able pupil, but a wicked, blass-fee-mous little 'eathen as well.
To t'ink that you should dare to get up before a w'ole class of
pure and 'oly children and say zat ze vord of God vich is in
'is own 'oly Book, each and every word of which 'e wrote
'imself-is unffue is so ter-ri-ble zat I can 'ardly believe it.
Vot 'ave you to say for yourself?"

Madame's English was most fluent and she was very proud
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of it, but her pronunciation was so thick and bad it was often
unintelligible. Her protruding eyes glared at me as she sat like
a cat with a cornered mouse.

"I only said, Madame," f began, with tears streaming down
my face, "what a big jolgist told me-"

But I got no further.
"Do you mean to tell me zat yolur mover, who calls ,erself

a Ctrris-ti-an woman, allowed a 'eretic to talk to you. She
should indeed be ashamed. She is unfit to 'ave ,ad child-er-en.
And, as for you, Mademoiselle, God will pour the Vials of ,is
Wrath on you and it will kill you-yes, kill you. But listen,,'
and she rapidly turned over the leaves of the Bible, until she
found what she wanted, and went on. "The 'oly Book says
'The prayer of the righteous man availeth much., you do not
deserve zat I pray for you, but still I vill. Kneel down, vile I
pray."

When she said "the vials of His wrath" it sounded l7ke,,z,e
vowels of is woth" and I hadn't the faintest idea what she was
talking about, except that she was saying that God, who was
my good, kind friend was going to do something horrible to
me, if she didn't stop Him. So I got all hot and angry inside,
for I was sure it wasn't true, though I didn,t dare say so. So
I stopped crying and peeped at her through my fingers. And
there she was with crocodile tears running down her face, tell-
ing God how He made the world and how long it took and
begging Him not to hurt me, which I felt was terribly silly.

Perhaps she felt that she wasn't frightening me as much as
she_hoped, for she got up and said, "Stand the other side of my
desk, Mademoiselle, vile I write to your mover, commanding
'er to come 'ere to-morrow at two of the clock and you vili
come too."

Then she sat down to write and I thought what an ugly, fat
old woman she really was, with her red eyes and untidy hair,
and I wondered how I had ever been afraid of her.

Her hand was shaking so much that she could hardly write,
and a large tear splashed onto the paper and spoilt the letter.
She looked so comical I had to cram my wet handkerchief into
my mouth to stop myself laughing. All the time she was writing
she was muttering in French. I could, generally. understani
her, whether she spoke in English or French, blt she was so
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angry she said a lot of things which I couldn't understand at
all.

When the letter was finished, ordering my mother to come
to the school next day-I couldn't help thinking that my
mother wouldn't like being "ordered," as she always did the
ordering herself-I was dismissed and told to take the letter
home and give it to my mother at once.

When my mother got the letter she said that she was
"entirely mystified" and I had to explain as best I could.

As I had expected, she was very much annoyed and I felt
that this part of the row was going to be the worst of all, for
when my mother got really angry she beoame very quiet and
terrifying.

"Really, Maude," she said, "you are a most tiresome child.
I am extremely annoyed that Madame Bernard has seen fit
to order me to go and see her to-morrow and I am afraid that
I shall hear'that you have been very rude, which will force me
to punish you, too. What does she mean when she says that
she prayed for you to save you? To save you from what? I
really do not understand at all."

Then, with the strange intuition for self-preservation which
children often have, I said, "But, Mother, Madame prayed for
you too and said awful things about you. She said that you,
who called yourself a Christian woman, should be ashamed of
yourself for allowing a heathen man to 'taminate your children
and that you should never have had children at all and that
'God would pour the bowels of his wrath on you, too."

'"lhe what?" said my mother, in absolute horror. "My dear
child, what areyo\ talking about?"

However, she apparently thought it wiser not to investigate
further at the moment. "Anyway," she said, "we will go to-
morrow and I will hear what this impertinent Frenchwoman
fias to say."

Then I felt safe, for I saw that mother's anger had shifted
to Madame.

Next day we arrived at the school at two oclock. My mother
was wearing one of her best dresses, with a little train, which
made her look much taller and very dignified.

When we were shoryn into Madame's study, an old clergy-
man-a Mr. Law-was sitting in a big arm-chair, with
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Madame standing over him, talking very loud and waving
her hands about. When Madame saw my mother, she tried to
appear calm and said in her ugly English. "You vill be pleased
to be seated, Madame, I fear this is a ter-ri-ble day for you to
find what a vicked, blas-fee-mous child you 'ave. I say, with
much pain, Madame Penrose, that a child, who is so wicked as
to say that the 'oly Vord of God is untrue, is not fit for my
very see-lect school, because she vill soil the kracters of the
pure and'oly children vich I 'ave in my care."

My mother sat perfectly straight and still in her chair and
watched her with a cold, unmoved stare. To cover her dis-
comfort, Madame started talking louder and louder and her
face got redder and redder and uglier and uglier. She looked
so silly and untidy, that I again wondered how I could ever
have been afraid of her.

Then Madame turned to Mr. Law. "fs it not correct, Mr"
Law, that this vicked girl vill soil the kracters of the pure and
'oly children in my school?"

Mr. Law, who was very old and shaky, had gone to sleep,
but he woke with a start when Madame addressed him. "Yes,
yes, of course. Of course. I quite agree," then went off to sleep
again, though how he could sleep with that dreadful voice
shouting near him, I couldn't understand.

"I 'ave prayed for'er, Madame Penrose," she went on, "that
God vill spare 'er, otherwise'e would 'ave poured the vowels
of is woth upon'er."

My mother almost smiled at the word "vowels." 'May f ask
you to repeat that, Madame Bernard, as what you have said
is an absurdity and has no meaning atall."

Then Madame completely lost control of herself and tears
of rage, as well as of pious horror, ran down her face. Madame.
Penrose was questioning her English. That she would not have.
She burst out. "Madame, you are as much to blame as your
vicked child. God will punish you too for allowing a vicked
'eathen man to talk'eresy to a child."

She then became hysterical and shrieked. "I will not 'ave
this child in my school. You must remove'er at once. I expel
'er. Do you 'ear, Madame Penrose? I expel'er. She shall never
blacken my doors again." Then turning to Mr. Law, who was
pacefully slumbering, she shouted. "Arn I not right, Mr-
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Law? She must go at once, and I say at once'" Then seeing

that the old man was still asleep, she bellowed in his ear' "Mr'
Law, Mr. Law. I demand that you pronounce the judgment,
tore and now."

At that he woke with a start and stammered. "Yes, yes, of
course, of course. I, I, quite agtee" and sat blinking like an

owl disturbed in daylight.
My mother then rose slowly to her feet. She was very small,

but ihe seemed to have grown inches in the last few minutes'

She looked Madame slowly up and down. "I am morehorrified
than I ciln say, Madame Bernard, to think that I entrusted my

little daugtrter to the care of an hysterical woman, utterly
devoid of self-restraint or manners. You are correct in saying

that my daughter shall never darken your doors again. Also,
I do not wish her to have such an absurd and garbled account

of the Bible and religion as I have had to listen to to-day."
Her eyes were like steel and her voice small and icy. By this

time the old clergyrnan began to realize that he had given his

consent to something which he knew nothing about, so he

started to say something to my mother. But she would have

none of it. "Your verdict, Mr. Law, might have carried some

weight, if you had some idea of what was in question, instead

of being asleep all the time. But to constitute yourself a judge

and pronounce a verdict in such circumstances is a disgrace

to you as a man and to your cloth as a clergyman."
then, signing to me to follow her, she sailed out of the

room.
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Fff\Hnr was the last I ever saw of Madame Bernard and

H her school. A governess was engaged and I had her to
Jf myself, for my sister was spending all her time studying

the violin and was no longer going to school.
I liked her very much. She took me for walks and would

answer any questions I asked. She corrected my French con-
versation which was fluent but incorrect, and let me talk as
much as I liked. But this happy time came to an end when
my mother and sister returned to England. Acting on the
strong recommendation of a friend in Bruges, my mother
decided to send me to a finishing school in Brussels. It occupied
a large house in the Avenue du Bois, one of the fashionable
residential streets, and was owned by a Madame Jerard.

To one who had been brought up in cotton wool and so very
strictly, it was like being transplanted to another planet. At
first I felt hopelessly at sea. There were Dutch, French, German
and English girls, but they had all lived lives of which I,
coming from a small town in Cornwall, had never even dreamt.
Several of the English girls had titled parents and had ridden
to hounds and could talk knowingly about horses. One girl
was the illegitimate daughter of a French ex-Royalty and
most of the German girls were "vons." Madame Jerard's
Finishing School for Young Ladies was indeed select

I was very shy, which meant that I was left much alone,
which drove me to devoting more and more time to my music
so that the piano came to rflean a great deal to me. I had had
music lessons in Bruges, but neither my mother nor my sister
took the least interest in my progress and there was always
some reason for its being inconvenient for me to practice. In
consequence, f generally went to my music lessons with very
little work done.

30
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But in Brussels I was encouraged to practice all I could

Jtd I generally put in at least flve hours a day at the piano'

To teaih me, I had a leading master from the Brussels Con-

lorvatoire of Music (a young Monsieur Alphonse) and he

oortainly ended by teaching me a great deal more than music!

I welt remember one particular music lesson. I had been told
by him that I might choose a musical composition and bring
It to my lesson when I considered that it was ready. I had

chosen the Nocturne of Chopin in B Major. It was fairly
dlfficult and I had worked very hard at it; especially at the

rtirring part in the middle and the tragic ending. I was very
proud of it and thought I played it very well!- 

My master stood by the window listening. Suddenly he
gould stand it no longer. He strode across the room, snatched

the music off the piano, tore it into shreds and stamped on it.
He ran his fingers through his thick hair till it stood on end

like a gollywog. "You-you-you little English miss, you think
you can play that?" he shouted. "Why, you English people are

iold and have no real feeling, not even any emotion! Your
country is cold in its climate, and in its peoples, and tempera-
ments. Before you can play that you must live, yott must know
what love is, what hate is, and feel the pangs of hunger. Listen,
Mademoiselle Anglaise. Go out and get a lover. Live with
him and love him and have him leave you for another woman,
ancl then you will know anger and jealousy, and perhaps a
broken heart. You must know what it is to have no food in
your kitchen and a stomach that is so empty that you nearly
it[rve, so that you are forced to take another lover who is

rich and old and you see the world with him--but him you
hrte. Then you wili have something to put in your music.
Now you have nothing, nothing at all. Do you hear me?

Nothing."
'Ihen he said something in Italian and seeing that I did not

undcrstand, he translated, "Nothing comes out of a sack that
is not in it. Put something in the sack, Mademoiselle."

I gazed at him in wide-eyed amazement. He certainly could
not have chosen an English girl with a more conventional
rupbringing to whom to say these things. But, instead of being
nlrrrckcd, as I felt I really should have been, I was immensely
irrtcrostcd. It opened up an entirely new world, and I was so
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taken with the idea of living such a rapturous life that I stared
at him in silence.

Then he came and sat on the stool beside me, which I
thou_ght rather silly as his chair was close by, and took my
hand.

"You wonder Petite, why I say this to you of all my pupils.
It is because you have something that I would give ten years
of my life to have, and that is your touch on tlie piano. It is
something that I have no words to describe. you do not play
the piano. You caress it. You make it sing. you make it cry.
But, so far, you cannot put love or passion into your musit.
That must be cured. If ybu will stay with me for ihree years.
I will make a great pianist of you. Believe me, petite Madbmoi-
selle, I can teach you all you need to know.,'Then, after a short
pause, he added, "Everything."

Carried away by his own eloquence he rushed down to
Madame Jerard's salon to beg her to write to my mother and
put his proposal before her that he should take my tuition in
hand for three years and turn me into a musical star.

But, unfortunately, Monsieur Alphonse allowed his elo-
quence to outrun his discretion and gave Madame Jerard some
idea of what he had been saying to me. She was extremely
angry.

"Monsieur Alphonse, you must be mad to speak like that
to an English miss. She will tell her mother and the reputation
of my school will be ruined, and that will ruin me tdo, for it
is only.the rich English who can pay my high fees.,, Tempers
rose quickly on each side.

However, she agreed to write to my mother and was met with
a flat refusal. Presumably, the latter thought that one musical
star in the family was enough.

Needless to say, I went to my next music lesson full of
excitement to hear more about my thrilling future, only to
flnd-the German governess sitting at a table correcting exeicise
books, obviously ensconced there for the afternoon.

{t _w-as 
an unhappy hour. I was too stirred-up to play well

and Monsieur Alphonse lost his temper and the lesson Lnded
with me in tears.

But, soon after that, something happened which put Mon-
sieur Alphonse out of my mind.

I
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b tlo allowed to attend. I loved dancing. The Ballet Master
Itom the Com6die Frangaise came every week to give us a
drncing lesson and I soon became the show pupil. This was
tomc small compensation for not having titled parents and a
hunter of my own in England, and for not being the illegitimate
drughter of a French royalty which, among us schoolgirls, was
oonsidered the acme of human felicity.

The reason for the ball was that Madame had two unmarried
daughters. She had married off her eldest and now it was
Madelaine's turn. Madelaine was very pretty and the apple of
hor mother's eye. She was very sweet to everyone and all the
pcnsionaires (pupils) loved her. The ball was given so that she
could be seen by the officers of the "Guides" regiment----equiv-
alcnt to a Guards regiment in England-particularly by Captain
lo Comte de Blaise, the son and heir of a Vicomte, whom Mad-
ame Jerard hoped to welcome as a future son-in-law.

No girl in Belgium or France can hope to marry without a
dot (dowry) and Madame Jerard carried on her select and
oxpensive school mainly for the purpose of making this dot and
marrying off her daughters well.

The school was full of excitement about the ball. The pen-
tknaires all had new frocks for the occasion and, as Madame
hod a veritable flair for clothes, they looked like a garden of
lovely coloured flowers when grouped in one corner of the big
ball-room-a beautiful room which was used as our dining-
hall in the ordinary way.

Madame had chosen a most ethereal white frock for me and
I longed to dance with someone out of reach of the other
glrls. I also envied Madelaine who was dancing with the
csptain.

The waltz was at the height of its popularity with the new
vrriation of "the reyerse," and the polka was quite the latest
facl in Brussels. Madelaine was dancing the polka and, although
I could see that the captain danced really beautifully, poor
Mntlclaine was as heavy as lead and I knew she was saying
kl lrorsclf all the time. "One, two, three, hop-One, two,
tltrcc. hop." In spite of being so pretty and sweet, she looked
tnost unhappy, and somehow quite out of place when dancing
witlr thc handsome captain.

lr
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I loved the polka and when I danced it I felt as if I had

wings on my feet. Then I quite believed the ancient Irish
legend that in the old days in Galway "everybody danced in
the air like leaves in a storm." So I danced with Louise, who
was as dark as I was fair and wore a lovely yellow frock, and
was my rival as the show dancing pupil.

It never dawned on us that the other couples had mean-
while stopped dancing and that we two girls had the floor to
ourselves. When the band stopped there was a burst of
applause.

In a few minutes Madelaine brought the captain over to
where I was standing and said that he wanted to be introduced
to me. After a formal introduction he invited me to dance and
never, before or since, have I danced with such a perfect
partner. He escorted me to a chair and bowed and left me
when the dance was over, as was correct in Belgium at that
time.

Then a huge decorated basket, mounted on wheels, was
brought in, full of little bouquets of flowers. It was drawn by
coloured ribbons which were held by Madelaine and three of
her friends. The men all formed a circle around it and did
a formal dance, rather like a quadrille, to special music, and
then received two bouquets from the girls and danced twice
round the room throwing their bouquets to their chosen ladies.
When I received the first, as the captain danced by, I was
thrilled, and still more thilled when he stopped in front of me
the next time to give me the second and offer me his arm, and
to finish the dance in a quick sort of gallop.

We ended opposite a long passage, but instead of conducting
me to a chair in the ball-room, he led me to two chairs at the
opposite end under a hanging oil lamp, where we sat
and talked. I realized that I had never felt so happy in my
life.

But the lamp smoked badly and smelt horrible, so he quietly
got up and put it out. The whole thing was unpremeditated and
quite harmless, but at that moment Madame Jerard came down
the passage, like a ship in full sail, with all its guns primed and
ready.

"May I ask Mademoiselle Penrose why this lamp is out and
you are sitting here in the dark?" she asked, in a voice full of

]

I
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coldly, and turned to me and said. "It is quite time that you
and all my penstonaires were in bed. Make your adieus, if you
please, Mademoiselle, and retire."

I felt like someone who had been suddenly awakened from
a lovely dream by a shower of ice-cold water. Could anything
be more humiliating than to be sent to bed like a little child
in front of a man who, I knew by then, was the most wonderful
person I had ever met?

The whole of me rose in anger and revolt and, instead of
making the captain a formal little bow and saying "Adieu,
Monsieur" as Madame expected and as French etiquette
required, I held out my hand to shake hands and said in
English: "Good night, Captain de Blaise, and thank you very
much. I have had a lovely time." Then, instead of shaking my
hand and saying in English, which he spoke as well as he spoke
French "Good night, Mademoiselle," he took my hand and
raised it to his lips and kissed it very slowly.

I had no idea what happened to me when he did that, as

that kiss seemed to run through my veins like fire. I felt, too,
that it was a fire that linked two people together and could
never be extinguished, no matter what happened afterwards.
For one moment I stood looking into his eyes, which made the
tie between us even more binding, and then my eyes filled with
tears and, without even looking at Madame, I crossed the hall
and ran quickly upstairs to my room and threw myself on my
bed and cried as if my heart would break. With my terrible gift
of foreseeing the future I knew that I would never see him
again. Had I been older and more sophisticated I would have
known that we two young people had fallen deeply in love with
each other and that there really was such a thing as love at
first sight. In one short evening I had turned from a child into
a woman, and I knew that nothing would ever be the same
8gain.

Towards morning, when I was worn out with crying and
misery, I fell into a sort of doze and a scene which had
happened when we first went to Bruges unrolled before my
cyes, like a film in a movie theatre.

There was a large detachment of "Les Guides" stationed
in Bruges and once a year they had a review in the Grande
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Place. All the wives of the officers and the large resident
English colony sat at little tables outside the restaurants watch-
ing it. The magnificent coal-black chargers were a most
impressive sight and the uniforms of the officers, with their
cerise-coloured breeches, pale-blue coats and high black boots,
looked most striking against the ancient Belfry and the grey
walls, especially at the end of the review when the officers all
lined up to have a photograph taken, with the Belfry as a
theatrical backdrop.

Mr. and Mrs. Ellis were with us as usual, and sitting at a
nearby table were several of the officers'wives. My mother
remarked to Mr. Ellis-who was making lightning sketches of
the officers on their beautiful horses-that it seemed strange
that these smart and handsome men should choose such un-
attractive wives.

"They don't choose them, Mrs. Penrose," he said. "The
need for money chooses their wives for them. Les Guides is the
most expensive regiment in Belgium in which to be an officer.
Those magnificent horses are all bred in the same stable and
cost a pretty packet, both to buy and to keep. The pay in the
Belgian army is ridiculously small, so these men have to marry
money. As most of their own class are as poor as they are,
they have to go to the rich merchant class for their wives and
those girls have to have staggeringly large dots. Their fathers
will pay anything to get them married to an officer in Les
Guides. Personally," Mr. Ellis went on, "I would pay all I had
not to be married to one of those women, but then I don't
belong to Les Guides and those poor devils would suffer any
sort of torture rather than have to resign from their regiment."

Then the scene faded and I awoke once more to reality
and I realized that the power that would keep us apart was
money. I had been too long in Belgium not to have imbibed
the opinion that a dot was as necessary as a wedding ring, and
I accepted the position without question.

While I was sobbing my heart out alone in my room, the
ball was still proceeding on the floor below.

After my ignominious dismissal, I caught a glimpse of the
captain as I came to the bend of the stairs and saw that he was
still standing without moving, watching me out of sight, before
he turned to Madame, as she said in a rather peremptory

l
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voice, "Your arm, if you please, Monsieur le Comte, and we

will retum to the ball-room."
Madame, it was plain, was quite satisfied with her strategy'

She had made "Petite Penrose," as I was still always called in
the school look like a silly child in the eyes of the young man

who she was determined should marry her Madelaine. She

felt confident that, once he was back in the ball-room and

dancing with Madelaine, all would be well.
But ihe was quite unconscious of the fact that no one would

address the captain as "Monsieur le Comte" except a servant

or a menial and that she herself had put another nail into the

coffin of her hopes for Madelaine. She had also not realized

that it would have taken a dowry that only a millionaire could

have bestowed on a daughter to make the Count even consider

marrying the daughter of the proprietress of a girls' school'

As soon as Madame reached the ball-room she went straight

across to her pensionaires and ordered them to retire, as she

felt that they were attracting too much attention from all the

officers. "Monsieur le Comte" must be made to concentrate

more on Madelaine.
But Madame had reckoned without the Comte. He had

crossed the ball-room to a group of his fellow officers and

suggested that since the ball was becoming boring a speedy

departure was desirable, a suggestion to which they all agreed.

SoMadame was horrified when they all bowed before her and

took a ceremonious leave. Shortly afterwards the evening

ended with guests drifting out one by one. The night had been

a fiasco.
Next morning Germaine came to me with the news that her

mother required my presence in her salon. Germaine loved to
be the beaier of news, the more offensive the better. She liked
to watch people squirm, just as she liked to pull a wing off a
butterfly and then watch it try to flY.

I guessed what was waiting for me, but somehow I didn't
care,It didn't seem to matter any longer what Madame said or
did. It was all so utterly unimportant. I was entirely detached

and felt as if I were merely an onlooker watching someone

who had no connection with me.
I could see that Madame was very ptzzled. Only the night

before she had ordered a mere child to bed to humiliate her,
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and here now in her place was a calm and disinterested young
woman. She decided to play her trump card.

"I know you have already been expelled from school once,
Mademoiselle," she said, " and I think that your mother will
be very angry if I write and request that she shall come
here from England to remove you from school for a second
time."

I still felt how absurd and childish it allwas, but this injustice
served to wake me up and I found myself emulating my
mother in voice and manner when she herself was angry.

So I said, very quietly, and in a very good imitation of my
mother's icy voice. "That is entirely for you to decide,
Madame. However, I am sure that, should my mother be called
from England she would be far more shocked at the incredible
things that you allow your music-masters to say to their pupils
than by the fact that her daughter was to be dismissed because
she was asked to dance by a young man of good birth and
standing, whom you yourself had invited to your ball. Please
excuse me, Madame, but I shall be late for my music lesson."
Then, making her a formal bow, I left her without even wait-
ing for her permission.

I saw Madame change colour when I spoke of my mother,
knowing what Monsieur Alphonse had said to me and,
although I felt rather mean about using Monsieur Alphonse as
a tool with which to frighten Madame-as I still liked him and
was sorry that my music lessons with him had ceased-I was
sick of schoolmistresses whose petty tyranny culminated in
threats of dismissal. At least I now had the satisfaction of
knowing that I had turned the tables on Madame and that I
should probably hear no more about it, which proved to be the
case.

The last thing I did before leaving the school was to attend
a wedding dinner for Madelaine, who was marrying a young
and'progressive lawyer. On behalf of the penstonaires I had
to propose the health of the bride, which I did with great good-
will and a.ffection.

As I stood on the deck of the little cross-Channel steamer
on my way home to England and watched the white cliffs of
Dover emerge out of the blue hazn of a summer's day, I
wondered what life had in store for me and whether the rest

illi

I

I
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of it would be as varied and stormy as my school days had
been.

But one thing I knew with absolute certainty was that, no
matter where I went or what I did, nothing in the world would
ever happen to me that could touch the exquisite joy and pain
of those few minutes in the darkened passage of Madame
Jerard's Finishing School for YoungLadies.

i
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The Channel Islands

-\f ff T:F'EN I arrived in England from Brussels,I found
\ /[/ that my mother had bought a house in Devon-
V V shire in the sleepy little town of Totnes. The

faithful Old Retainer had come with her and eventually stayed
with the family for thirty years, until she was pensioned off and
went back to Cornwall.

I hated the new house. It seemed so small and cramped
after our old home. But I would probably have hated any
other new home, no matter what it was like. The Old Retainer
felt just as I did about it so, when my mother and sister were
out, I used to go and talk to her and we both said openly what
we thought about it and it wasn't flattering either to the house
or to Totnes. However, I spent little time there; every year we
went to Switzerland for three to six months for the winter
sports and stayed in, what was then, a little place called Arosa
in Canton Grisons.

Nothing of any interest happened during the next few years.
My life was a round of meeting friends, going to dances and
spending some of the winter months on the French Riviera.

There my mother's health began to fail and we had to find a
warmer climate for her-somewhere where there was plenty of
sun and where she could have a garden, which she loved.

We chose the Channel Islands, and settled at St. Peter Port in
Guernsey. Here I became interested in the study of bees. But
soon I discovered there was insufficient food for them and
decided to move my hives to Sark, where there was an abund-
ance of wild flowers and especially wild thyme, which makes
delicious honey. But my decision was made without consulting
the Sarkites.

Sark is the most beautiful of the Channel Islands, but also
the most benighted. The inhabitants are steeped in strange
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superstitions and bees are one of their particular aversions.
They regard them as devils and believe that an evil spirit lives
in each hive which can drive out the bees to attack their prize
cows. So, as soon as I landed with my hives a meeting of the
Parliament-the smallest in the world-was called in the boys'
school, which also served as the Parliament House, and the
question was debated whether my bees were to be allowed to
remain.

After much argument it was decided in favour of the bees,
provided they were kept shut in the hives. I was warned I
would be fined a franc-then about lOd.-for every bee found
flying over anyone's property.

A deputation of terribly-nervous men came as near to the
apiary as they dared and delivered the verdict. I replied that
I would pay a franc to anyone who caught a bee on his
property and brought it to me alive, but no one was ever brave
enough to catch one and put in a claim.

Apart from bees the islanders have many other superstitions.
Every year on the 2lst of June, for instance, everyone must
eat a crab, because on that day the sun enters the fourth sign
of the Zodiac (Cancer-the Crab). fn one corner of their tiny
fields they plant a few broad beans to keep off the evil eye.
The evil eye plays an important part in their lives, and many
of the women are believed to possess it and are looked upon as
Black Witches. These Black Witches are often consulted by
people with a grudge against someone else. It is believed that
with a mere look they can make a cow go dry or drop her
calf. They are also credited with the power of causing children,
particularly babies in cradles, to become alive with lice. The
most extraordinary thing is that they often seem able to exer-
cise the uncanny powers with which they are endowed in the
minds of the islanders.

There are also White Witches whose work it is to overlook
the Black Witches and counteract their evil machinations.

As late as the year 1928 a case came before the Court in
Guernsey in which the defence pleaded .,Witchcraft,,, a plea
which received the serious consideration of the presiding
Judge.

When the old Seigneur of Sark was alive, he lived quite
alone in the half-ruined Seigneurie, a lovely old house, built
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entirely of the local granite. He was usually a charming old
man to meet, but not always. Jealous of his feudal rights he
had been known to ride round the island at night with a gun,
threatening to shoot anyone who had lights in his cottage after
nine o'clock. He had the last word in all the island affairs and
could veto any of the decisions of the local Parliament. That
meant that he could shoot anyone, if he chose, and no one
could touch him, provided he never left Sark for, had the
Court found him guilty of murder and sentenced him to be
hanged, he could have vetoed the verdict and walked out of
the Court a free man-an almost incredible state of affairs in
the twentieth century.

Although I was on friendly terms with the Seigneur, the
antagonism of the islanders to my bees was hard to bear. What
finally made me decide to leave Sark was a visit I received one
night after dark from a strange man.

A day or two before, as I was returning to my lodgings at dusk
from my apiary,I found a little child crying by the side of the
hedge. I guessed that she belonged to the village but, as she
only spoke the dialect, it was difficult to understand what she
was saying. However, as I usually get on well with strange
children, I had little difficulty in making friends with this one
and we were walking hand-in-hand to the village when we met
a much-worried father and mother setting out to look for the
child who, much to my embarrassment, refused to leave me.
Thereupon the mother accused me of putting a spell upon
her with the intention of stealing her. But the father evidently
took a different view, for it was he who paid me this nocturnal
visit in gratitude for what I had done. After I had promised
secrecy, he told me that some of the people in the Parliament
had approached him to help them to throw my bee hives into
the sea. They were going to wait for the full moon "when bees
don't sting," and then cover the hives with sacks, put them on a
cart and throw them over the cliff.

I didn't wish to lose my bees, so I decided to leave the island,
but I would have liked to have seen the Parliamentarians
tackling my large hives. I am afraid that the full moon would
not have saved them from a very unpleasant and extremely
dangerous adventure, for the hives were made so that they
could be taken to pieces and consisted of boxes, without tops
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or bottoms, piled on top of each other, and each full of bees.
They would have fallen to pieces immediately they were picked
up, if they were not properly roped together beforehand, and
the infuriated bees would have attacked their attackers. As a
large modern hive contains some 20,000 bees, it is doubtful
whether the men would have survived the attempted removal
of even one hive,

Next day, I returned to Guernsey and two or three days later
went across to the small island of Herm, which was leased by
Sir Percival Perry, of the Ford Motor Company. Sir Percival
gave me permission to bring my bees there and even sent his
own launch to Sark to fetch them and me. So I returned to
Sark, taking a Guernsey bee-keeper with me to help rope the
hives and do all the skilled work necessitated by the removal
of hives full of bees under summer conditions and we took
them safely to Herm.

Herm lies between Sark and Guernsey and was much in the
news during the First World War. It was then leased to a Ger-
man Prince who, the islanders believed, had made it into a base
for enemy submarines. He lived in a beautiful castle, built of the
local granite, commanding a magnificent view of the English
Channel. It could have been used as a vantage point for
enemy spies, which added colour to the rumour.

The Prince was then interned as an enemy alien, and later
the little granite island, only three-quarters of a mile long and
about a quarter of a mile wide, was re-leased to Sir Percival
Perry, and it was he who allowed me to keep my hives in the
castle grounds.

After a short time I noticed that some of my hives housed
much stronger colonies than others, and f soon discovered that
those which did so well were always over a stream of under-
ground water. I then made a minute divining survey of the
apiary and put as many hives as possible over the underground
streams. The results were invariably good.

After this, I experimented with various animals and found
that only cats had no objection to sleeping over a stream. Dogs
will sleep out in the open on a wet winter's night rather than
in a warm kennel that is over underground water. If a dog
is bad-tempered and unreliable, it may be because he is
chained over a stream, and he will probably recover quickty if

I
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his kennel is moved. Pigs, which are said to rank second in
intelligence among domestic animals, prefer to take a new-
born litter out into the co1d, rather than allow them to stay
over underground water.

But it is human beings who suffer most from the ill-effects.
In every house in which I stay when I am divining, I test the
rooms and especially the bedrooms for these streams of water.
Many a time I have found a strsam passing beneath a bed or,
worse still, two streams crossing beneath it and have surprised
the owner by suggesting "You get a bad pain in your right
hip" (or wherever it might be). "It is not rheumatism, but is
caused by your sleeping over running water."

I have tested many so-called "cancerous" houses and have
invariably found that the sufferer was sleeping or had
a favourite chair or office desk over a crossing of streams,
frequently carrying malicious earth currents. The water, in
passing through certain earth deposits or mineralized areas
becomes contaminated and produces serious ill-effects on
human beings who sleep or sit over it for any length of time.
The usual results are nerves, sleeplessness, rheumatism and
arthritis, but, if the water is "malicious," it may bring cancer.
I have been able to effect extraordinary cures of the lesser ills
by getting people to move their beds, or chairs or desks, even
a few feet, so as to be off these injurious rays. Sometimes
the move has made the victim feel worse at first but, as a
rulo he soon feels the benefit, even if he is not completely
cured.

Why bees and cats should benefit and most other forms of
life suffer from underground streams is another of Nature's
mysteries.

Quite apart from my interest in bees, I found life in the
Ctrannel Islands of absorbing interest.

In Guernsey we bought an old sixteenth century house and
had to pay the Seigneur of the land a "Poulage Tax" (so many
chickens a year) and a tax on every window in the house.

Many of the old houses have small iron seats fixed to the
chimneys outside, so that the witches can rest during their
nocturnal flights instead of coming down the chimneys into
the house to find one.

Ghosts were plentiful, especially animal ghosts which
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haunted old houses and leafy lanes, and were usually the fore-
runners of disaster.

We had one in our house. It was a black cat, which looked
quite natural until one walked through it. The cat didn't seem
to mind, but it gaye a nasty turn to people who were not
accustomed to intangible animals.

ar.aa
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America-Divining For Oil

a F r E R mv mother's death in the Channel Islands, I
lL found mvself free of all family ties and responsibilities.

L \S", wfren I had paid the death duties and satisfied the

.upu"iry of the Governmint, I sold the house in Guernsey and

decided to travel.
Until now my travels had been mainly confined to Europe'

Now, I began to hanker after something on a larger scale and

turned my thoughts to America and the Canadian Rockies'

While quite a young man, my mother's youngest brother
had married a beautiful American girl, who was then a widow,
living in Sacramento, California. I thought that I might begin
my travels by paying her a visit.

She had had two children, but the son had been killed in a
mining accident just before I arrived and the daughter was

lvingln the old home, which was an orchard property in the
Californian hills. The mother and daughter (Dolly) were in
Sacramento to meet me.

Dolly was an enterprising girl! At the age of sixteen she had

run away with one of the men employed in the orchard and

married him to her mother's annoyance and her father's
sorrow. When I arrived, she had three big sons, all over six

feet and extremely goodJooking. I never discovered whether
she still had a husband or what had happened to him. There

was no sign of him about the house, but there was no lack
of other men. She was still very attractive.

They were jolly and amusing people to stay with and I had

the saiisfaction of taming a very savage watch dog, which
Dotly had just bought. It must have been very badly treated
by its former owners. It took to me at once and became my
shadow, and I have often wondered how it fared after I left.

My still good-looking aunt had a big, handsome, brother
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who had been a Minister of State in California for twenty-
eight years and was a candidate for re-election. He invited
me to accompany him on a tour of his constituency in his
enormous car. We had two other men with us and a dashing
young lady secretary, who was supposed to be there as a
chaperon for me: she certainly needed one herself a great deal
more than I did.

We ran down the coast to Santa Barbara and the oil-fields
of Signal Hill and it was there that I got my first experience of
divining for oil.

My host stopped at the headquarters of the various oil-fields
and had a chat with the managers, and I soon discovered how
popular he was wherever he went. Although he pretended to
laugh at divination, he knew that I was.very anxious to try my
hand at it. I naturally felt that it might be the chance of a
life-time to discover whether oil could be found by divining
and whether, in fact, I could do so myself.

At one of the big oil-fields, he asked the manager if I might
be allowed to try and, to please him, a young deputy-manager
was instructed to take me over the oi[-field and show me every-
thing that I wanted to see and to satisfy my every wish. On the
way I explained to him that, so far as I knew, divining for oil
had never been attempted before, so I had no idea whether it
would work. He entered into the spirit of the tests and was
most co-operative.

First of all he took me to a group of producing wells and
suggested that I should walk round them and see whether I
got any reaction. I found that the reaction was far more power-
ful than any I had obtained from water, or even from tin and
copper.

He then proposed that I should try four wells and see

whether I could tell him which was producing the most oil.
That was far more difficult, as I had to depend solely on the
violence of the reaction on myself. I finally picked out the best
one, but was unable to put the other three in their proper
order. However, as it was my first attempt, I was not unduly
discouraged.

The next test was a dry well, the derrick of which had not
been dismantled. I was given to understand that it was a yield-
ing well,like the others.
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Instead of getting a violent reaction as I expected, I got

nothing. I tried from every angle, with the same result. I was
very worried, as I felt that I might not be able to find oil after
all, if my reactions could not be depended upon. But the
deputy manager finally put me out of my misery by telling me
that it was a dry well, which he had given to me as a test. This
convinced us both that I could find oil and could tell whether
it was there or not. I was, however, surprised to find that there
could be a dry well among so many that were yielding, the
reason being that there are many cracks or "faults" in the
Earth's crust and, if a bore goes into one, the result is a dry
hole.

My guide then motored me to a place some distance from
my first testing ground. "I wonder what you will make of
this," he said. "Wander around and see whether you can find
anything and, if so, what."

At first I could find nothing as I was too far south, but when
I turned round and went north I was suddenly nearly thrown
off my feet. My rod worked in violent jerks, sometimes up and
sometimes down. I jumped about and turned and twisted like
someone demented. The young manager was holding his sides
with laughing, but it was no joke so far as I was concerned,
for it then seemed impossible to get away from whatever was
affecting me. When I did get out of its influence and my con-
vulsive movements ceased, I was told that it was "gas," not oil,
that had caused my antics.

This exhausting performance, coming at the end of a test
which had lasted several hours, made me feel very ill. I was
attacked with violent nausea and a blinding headache. I half-
lay and half-sat on the floor of the car in a miserable heap.
The heat was intense and never in all my life have I longed so
much for a darkened room and a quiet bed.

Next day, we had to move on. I had still to learn that oil-
divining has a very severe and exhausting effect on the diviner.
Often, when I have been testing alnarea for oil, especially when
it has been there in payable quantities, I would do a most
dramatic stage fall and everything would black out. As I was
generally out with men, they got scared and, next time, would
take out a flask of brandy, "just in case." I would be all right
so long as no one touched me until I came round but when, in
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mistaken kindness, they tried to force brandy down my throat'

ihe results were disastious. Also I hated brandy and it seemed

such a waste.
Diviningforwatercanbeverytiring'butonecangetalotoJ

fun out of-lt. got divining for oil is no joke, the work is much

too t utA. It is perhaps just as well that very few people have

the gift.----eitnough 
few diviners will admit it, the gift of d-ivryi1s for

water anithe gift of divining for oil are two entirely different

things. The only way to flnd out whether a diviner has both

gifts" is to test 
-him, 

as I was tested. He must be ready to

iearn how to find oil, for his experience with water will be of
iittl".r." to him. By admitting this, he witl spare himself much

disappointment and save divination many a bad mark'

I iometimes wonder whether the ill-effects on diviners when

seeking oil is Nature taking her revenge for their interference

in her-work which she carries on secretly in the earth. If it is
true that oil is still in a state of metamorphism, it seems

possible that if it were left undisturbed in the earth it might

iventually become drastically changed and possess powers

about which, at present, we can only surmise'
Even now, no one wants oil for the actual oil itself but

simply for the power it already contains and which man has

learnt to release for his own use and mis-use.

In spite of my work as a diviner which includes the finding

of moie oil, I cannot but admit that perhaps the world would

be happier and its future less gloomy if oil, and the extra-

ordinary power it contains, had never been discovered'

-
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Hawaii

Ifr?il,f 
,"dfr'rsf;r,#r.:f 

:il:f#d:;,r"*r,;:His pockets were-fult ;?';&;rd"ro_" dark green, someblue, some with rims, som" without. Hatf his time seemed to betaken up with trving tr nro ir,."iigrri pui. for the occasion orhuntingrhrough Lis pockets ro, u piiri" had lost.one day, when he t uo rirrJtii'pui, ,"r.rued for his con_versations with globe-trotting yiu;i -oJo,,"n, 
he told me abouthrs experiences in the Hawai"ian iffir;;. He had been a book_

leene1 o.n-a sugal-estate on the UiLe istanA of Hawaii andremarked how badry tt ut pu.ii*ru, ?r,ur" wanted water. Hesaid that the manager rraa triej ;;;;r;;" of those funny sortof people, *r,o *it a;i'.r{ii";i""" or stick and teti vouwhere water is,,, but couldn,t n"Jo1r". This-led to my .ayiogthat I was mvsetf one of those iunn| people and that I hadbeen^able to find water ever sir* i *"rr".nifa.After searchine for^a3o,fr", pr# 
"f spectacles, he wrote aIetter to the mana-ser-of lhe;ilh;; him abour my diviningand.suggesting thit I ,,gt iuJ'il#'"," finding warer.

,.- 
Th" ma,nlser replied 6t ;il ffii,l 1"r,"., sent to himby me and the man-of-ma.y-.p"it""j"s were answered in thesame way. It was fina,y arranled ;h;t I .r,ourd-go-i.-H"#rand work on the sugar 

_estate. I was to be paid my travellinr
;Xi,";'""jJ"Xl,ti"fi:* Hawaii ano ,"".iu" ; i; # ;;il;",f

If I had been less of a greenhorn, f would have realized thatthe cablegram was .om"*hat il;ig;;; and vague and thatthe agreement was hardty ;,IG"#I# *u.,u*"r or satisfac-tory from my point of view- Buii#; doubt, over-anxiousto accept, as it appeareA.to Oe a w"rj.#r, opportunity of see_mg another Hawaiian island ."fOom*iirited by tourists.
50
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When I arrived at the plantation I found that the manager

was living in a very nice house in a lovely garden overlooking
the bluest of blue seas, over which there brooded a curious
blood-red mist which is occasionally seen in Hawaiian waters.
My hostess was very pleasant and, as I sat drinking tea and
eating delicious little cakes, with the heavy scent of gardenias
creeping through the open windows, I felt very satisfied with
life, and steeped in comfort like a well-fed cat.

But I gave up purring when my host, the manager of the
plantation, came in. He was small and dark and obviously
had a large proportion of native blood in his veins. He had a
curious rasping voice and spoke with a slight lisp. There was
something very snakelike and repulsive about him, which
disgusted me.

It was just as well that I had had my tea before he came
in, for the delicious little cakes and scones disappeared like
magic. When he had cleared up everything in sight, he asked
me to go with him to the office to meet the overseer, who was
to take me about. The latter was a young man, white and
very pleasant. After putting me in his charge, the manager
left us and I saw very little more of him, except at meals, for
which I was very thankful.

I found that the overseer was very interested in divining and
anxious to see whether he could learn to do it himself. I ex-
plained that, first of all, it was necessary to find out whether he
had the gift, as, without it, no amount of study or practice
would make him a diviner. I promised to test him out and to
help him in every way I could.

Next morning, he and I set out on horseback to the furthest
part of the estate, an area which was particularly waterless. In
those days, I used to work with the old-fashioned forked stick

-like the letter Y with a short tail-and we stopped at several
clumps of bushes to look for something suitable. They are not
always easy to find, as each branch of the fork should be of
equal thickness. Finally we found a good tree with many
forked sticks and cut an extra one for my companion, for I
will never let anyone touch any tool which I am using myself
as I find that it becomes unreliable and difficult when I am
divining.

I found an excellent supply of good water and explained
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everything to the overseer as I worked. First, I drag my heel
on the ground to mark my progress and get someone to follow
me with a sharp tool or stick to deepen the marks. For
instance, if there are two or more streams crossing, I mark the
edges of the streams and the exact spot where they cross, so
that there is a record of what I have found clearly marked on
the ground for reference when drilling or digging. All work is
also recorded in a note-book.

When I had finished, I showed the overseer how to hold the
rod and, as he himself had done the ground marking, he knew
exactly where he ought to get his reactions. But nothing
happened. I then took his rod and used it, walking over the
streams where it reacted well. I find that in doing this for a
beginner it often helps. I call it "tuning it in," but I have no
more knowledge of what the force or emanation is to which I
tune in than I had when I was a child. I do not even know
what to call it, which is the great difficulty in writing about
divining.

I am always hoping that one of the scientists who are doing
such amazing things in photography (such as photographing
an acorn or horse chestnut and getting an image of the future
tree in all its details) will find that he himself has the gift of
divining and will set to work to discover what is the force
which we diviners come into contact with and make use of.*
He might also prepare a scientific phraseology for our use and
possibly even photograph the force or emanation risrng from
the ground, which would be no more remarkable than obtain-
ing a photograph of a (future) tree from the seed from which it
will spring. I have sometimes seen the emanation myself, rising
like a blue misty smoke, very much like the smoke you get
when burning autumn leaves in England.

However, the overseer hadn't the gift and was very dis-
appointed, so I put my hands on his wrists and told him to try
again. This time he couldn't hold the rod and had a large
piece of skin taken off his tough hands by the violence of the
reaction. Instead of being annoyed, he nearly burst with pride.
When he tried again by himself he got a slight reaction, especi-
ally when I touched him.

* Such as the experiments being undertaken at the de la Warr Institute
Oxford.
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He was out at the same spot at {ayn'next 
morning full of

hope and enthusiasm:;;;";it;o uv-t'i*t"lf' but it would

noi work. I have known this happen many times' So long as the

diviner is with th" ;;;i"";'' it'" latter seems to get a slight

reaction, which h" ;ii;;'g; bt himself unless he reallv

o"iH"ri['excellent 
water for this sugar ::i*i::::'"tf,n'

near where it was 'd;it"d' 
it *ut nito,t human consumption'

as well as for i'rigJti; 
-purposes' 

and was at a reasonable

depth, so I felt tt'utii'J'*5it'*u' *"tl done and that the time

had come for me * t** i" Honolulu'.which I had made my

headquarter.. r tn"'"ilou;Jih; subject of developing the

*"Ut u"O the payment of my feesto the manager'

That snaky g""fi;;-in"n uateo his fangs' "I have no

intention of O"'"fopiog uny of yout w-ells until after the sugar

crop is in, Miss P";;JI he iaid' and added' "and perhaps

"olr'1ilr',ne first time that r had come'up -leainst i TItv
dishonest -o,, ut'O i t'uJ-"o iO"u how to handle the situatron'

but r did manase t"';;;-;u;t yfSt about mv fares? Thev

were specially '"""it""i'in 
my letters and you said in your

cable that you agreed to the terms'"

"Mv cable," n"lipii"O' *itt' t'it eyes flickering' but never

*""'lii*'i"#. ..d #;i nu. nu. If vou are so stupid as to

accept a cable "t'";;;;"*' v9" 9i**e all vou get' And

now you t uu" gotiti;witt' tt'ui he got up and squirmed out

*il"#r"T;vious 
that he intended to develop the wells as

soon as he got rid of me; it was equallv obvious that he had

no intention "t 
p'vi"g -" u ti"gf" iollir' The overseer drove

me down to the bt#?";'H;ffi and I told him about it' He

seemed genuinety"JisG;J and I wondered whether his own

contract with the t"uty gentleman was water-tight'

No doubt ttre'maniger knew that my 99ntr?c1 
was un-

enforceable ut ru*.*wfien r got back to Honolulu, a very

charming English;an' t"tia""itft"re.' to whom I had ah intro-

duction, toot -e^il"hJ;;t"t' who said that' under local

lawacontractmaaeuytelegram.orcablegramcouldnotbe
enforced, unless "t"n#"J 

iriwriting uv th" party concerned'

I wrote to ttre man-of-many-spectacies in Sacramento and
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told him what had happened, but received no reply, whichstruck- me as odd, seeing ttui r," had been i"rt"i#""iui^iomy going to Hawaii in thehrst place.

However. if mv visit to ffa*aii Aia not increase my bankbatance it at leastLught me,;;;;;t;ty wisdom and enabtedme to see another delightful island, the memory of which Iwo_uldn't part with for many fees.
Honolulu is a delightfui ptace in which to spend a winterwith its balmy climaie, luxririous hot"l. and happy, car"frdpeople, many of whom I had the pr"u.u." or meetfi;:, 

-*^'-.;
.Bu, 

livingfor any length of t6;;lii; of hzytuxury amidst
::l:1r:gl-"1 beauty is rather like a diet of o;,;;;'i;;';;;,me,ngues and champagne, fine in small oo.es il-il;;ril#"as a daily menu.

The whole atmosphere was so unreal that I felt the timehad come for me to_move on and do some work myself. Afew days later I booked -y_ p;;g""o, ,t" Aorangi, sailingbetween Australia anO-Canada, i;;il;., new country where

,lry", 
to have some of the greatest;i;r*"g adventures of my
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-\T ff THEN I arrived in Canada I left the ship at Vic-
\/[/ toria the capital of British Columbia, instead

V V of going on to Vancouver. Victoria is on Van-
couver Island and it is still a sore point with a large section
of the population of the province that the capital should be
on an island, instead of on the mainland. But whoever chose
Victoria for the capital had an eye for the picturesque, as

there are few cities more beautifully situated.
Several of my friends in Honolulu had given me introduc-

tions to friends in Canada, including one to General Sir Percy
and Lady Lake, who were then living in Victoria, where they
were very well known. The general was a very distinguished
soldier and had, amongst other things, been Chief of Staff in
the Canadian Militia. He and Lady Lake were most kind and
treated me almost like a daughter, and I became devoted to
both of them.

After enjoying the beauty of Victoria and making many new
friends, I visited the Okanagan Valley, which is about 150
miles east of Vancouver City. I stayed in a little township
called Kelowna on the shores of the Okanagan Lake, which
is a long narrow sheet of water about the size of Loch Lomond
in Scotland. The valley and lake are famous for their beauty in
a land where beautiful lakes and valleys abound. I put up at
a little hotel called "The Royal Anne," which acted as the
club and social rendezvous for the inhabitants of the valley.
Their main topic of conversation was the terrible drought,
which held most of British Columbia in its grip.

The principal industry in the valley was apple-growing and
the orchards stretched as far as the eye could see, but many
of the trees were dead or dying and the owners were facing
ruin. When the orchardists heard that I was a water-diviner, a
number of them, mostly young men, asked me whether I could

55
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come to a generar meeting of the vaney orchardists which they
f#f,ffi:rto see whethei it wourJue possibte to emptoy me

The meetins was a reveration; it was the first time I had everheard of drou"shts-whichililf;;;;rs 
as this one had done.It was then in i-ts seventh year. 

- -- J -'
I tord the members that i wourd be grad to find water forthem but, as thev were.all .uying tf,"|_were practically ruined,how courd thev oossibrv ,n"i"''.r.""ir ,n" water whin I hadfound it? The-district was ,,"i"f, Jranite country, so watercould only be found in the Ji;i, ?.ra n..u."s in the rock,granite being an impervious ro"t.-bo.irg i";;i,; ruir,i".yexpensive so' unlesith"y *"* i" a position to develop thewater, it was useless for me to find it. bn" owner of the hotel,who was himself an orchardi.t, tt 

", .rggested their approach-ing the Governmentto. u..i.tu"""l'*Tf"*, led to my havine aninterview with the_Mlrr1,9! 
"i:Firan"", wtro also happened tobe the 

.district -representative in ttre iegistative Assembly. Hewas visiting his constituency ; iJk';.'',*.*",# i,"orchardists, meeting, so I went"to;""';i;. He was a very smallman, and seemed efficient u"a prolr"..i;";;;;;;i"i,i;,
making quick decisrons.

At first he treated 
-the 

matter as a joke having, apparently,had no experience 
:l )".i;;_;il,ij.i,,ir, he became seriouswhen I pointed out that it was t i, 

"o?rrtitrency and that it wasup_to him to do what he could.

,- 
,::lY 

1" 
pointed out ttre aimcUty of exploiting the warerrn granrte country, eye_n if it were found, *ti;h ;;r;.il il,opportunity for which I was waiting.l.ffri, i.;i";;y;##"in, Mr. Jones.,, I said-. .,Ii;;';;;?iut"',r,ing 

to see a, theseorchardists ruined and theiiiif",;;; d;ffift:*"t;ffi:is a case for Government assistance. rtris rs your constituencvand you are the Minister gt Fil; ir'i. tu.a to berieve thaiyou cannot do something. What.I *ourilit" r;;;ggJi;,h,r.that the Governmen-t employs -" to gl round the district tofind the water and ro,ows-r""'*"i,ir""tt"vernment dr,rer tobring it to the surface, which tuorrJ uL ioo expensive *itr,oulGovernment heln. I can,t 
""" t o* iii* U" done otherwise.That is my idea. I am stayinj;;"'R;;rl Anne, if you wishto see me again.,,
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With that I left him but, in a very short time, I found myself
engaged as the official Water-Diviner to the Government of
British Columbia. I also became the centre of a fierce argument
in the leading newspapers on the subject of divining. Those
against maintained that no one in their senses would employ a
diviner---especially a woman-to tackle the drought situation,
whilst my supporters warmly urged the Government to engage
my services.

When I obtained the appointment, the Agricultural Depart-
ment to which I was attached was nearly snowed under with
letters and applications. When I had originally suggested the
plan to the Minister of Finance, I had no idea what I was
Ietting myself in for. The drought was far-reaching and farmers
and ranch owners, as well as orchardists, were in desperate
straights. Everyone considered his need greater than his neigh-
bour's, so the amount of work that loomed up before me was
overwhelming.

British Columbia covers some 366,000 square miles (four
times the size of Great Britain) and vast stretches of it were at
that time unexplored. Many of the so-called roads were terribly
rough. The whole of the province is divided into "Agricultural
Districts" and in each district I was put in the charge of the
principal agriculturist (or horticulturist) who was given a list
of the people who had applied for my services.

One of the first orchardists whom I visited was a young man
with one of the best orchards in the Okanagan Valley. His
house was charming and the whole place had an air of affiuence
and well-being. It was therefore a great shock to walk with him
down a lane to see his orchard, covering the side of a large
hill, wilting and dying and to hear him say, quite simply, that
he was facing disaster. We stopped and looked up the hill and
he was telling me something when, suddenly, I was nearly
thrown off my feet. I grabbed his arm to steady myself.
"Water!" I gasped. "Water! Lots and lots of water." I can
never stand over underground water wthout being swung about
and the greater the amount of water the greater the reaction.

He looked at me in amazement, obviously thinking that it
was impossible that there could be any water in a spot that
he knew so well, and over which he walked every day of his life.

I followed this powerful underground stream with my
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divining rod to a little wood by the side of the lane. Here I
found the intersection of two streams which made the reaction
stronger than ever. Then I set to work. One of the most sur-
prising things about this find was that the water was almost
unbelievably shallow. At six feet it was necessary to pump
water out and at twelve the owner had to get the largest pump
obtainable. He wrote to me afterwards, saying: "I get 108,000
gallons per day, but I am sure that I could get two or three
times the quantity with a bigger pump. I shall now have the
best orchard in the Valley, thanks to the 'Wonder Well'."

This gave me the name of the "Divine Lady" in the valley
which, although very flattering, greatly increased the demand
for my services, something I could willingly have done without.

After this sensational success with my first water-well, I had
to settle down to really hard work as official Water-Diviner to
the Government. I had a tremendous lot to learn, not only
about water but also about men. It was the first time in my
life that I had ever done any professional water-work on a
large scale and I had to learn the folly of expending too much
energy one day and having insufficient for the next. But my
only thought was of finding the water which was so badly
needed.

I also had to learn how different men can be in their natures,
even when engaged in the same sort of work. Some of the
officials into whose charge I was put in the various districts
did everything they could to save me fatigue and would not
allow me to look for more than one supply of water on each
property, no matter what the owner wanted. Others treated
me as if I were a machine and grew very annoyed if I refused
to be rushed to four or five properties in a day-something
which would have killed the strongest man in a few weeks.

The head agriculturist of a very large district who had
charge of me for a considerable time went to Victoria and was
heard pouring out his woes regarding me to my old acquain-
tance, the Minister of Finance. "It's the worst job I ever had
in my life," he said. "She is like a terrier after a rat when she's
after water. She never looks where she is going, nor has any
idea where she is. She feels or, in some peculiar way, 'senses'
the water and oft she goes, straight into the forest like a shot
from a gun. If I take my eyes off her for a minute, she is gone.
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There are plenty of bears about there, too' I'd like to tie a

cow-bell round h"' bi;;;;;;k' .P"t'-11t 
all that' I've got to

admit that she ao"t iii"ni trgme 1tr1 
go:l* and the people in

the valley ate $azy t*Utit if'" wholJset-uD' Thev can think

and talk of nothing ;dI il; tte added ihoughtfullv: "It's

an extraordinary busir"" u'O she is an extraordinary woman'

I never know wheth"t I *u"t to hug her or hit her'"

To which ttre wisJ iitG t"i"ister replied: "I should do

neither, if I were You'"
It was when I *i' *nn this official lhat 

I encountered my

first wild bear. I # t;i u'*rv unrutiifactory morning- and

had not been able iI iffi ; tt"d supplv of water anywhere'

He was ,"ry aitupili"t"a *fri*t maoe rrim slightly sarcasuc'

and I was verv tit#;i;i'.-lq:-y distinctlv irritable'

Suddenly t Ue"ame 
"-Jscious 

of water in another direction' so'

forgetting -y "o*piii"" ""0 
wilhoyt giving him any warnrng'

r began pushing *ffi; iitt99e1 denie sciub to get at it and

walked straight t"i " 
jltg" Ltict ueart The lattel had heard

something coming and ha? got up on his hind legs' as bears

do before tt"V attait.*WJl"ii tt.oa and gaped 1t ?"h tt*t
I don't know wtrid was the more astounded' For a tew

seconds my fate t''ng in the balance'-as he towered above me'

one blow rrorn nii't'"o;; 
'q1* ;;;fd, have felled me and r was

too paraly zed to;;;"' Fortunately for me' he seemed to

think that I was t" lli""ii" u'oig.and made off into the

bushes, grunting #'dkdiit u"o tuti"g enough noise for a

herd of elephants' .r --r,r..r +r.o+ T nnrrl^ inSD'
Never in my life have I been so thankful that I could inspire

so much disgust'"jih-t"-tigttt' But a most peculiar thing

happened to my ["""'' t"ithey seemed suddenly to have

become jetlv ancl ilfffia;;t4 -"" the ground with mv teeth

chattering. Ttt"n i ;;;;;'tt'i"9itti"q else"pushing through the

bushes ano t tnoffii1it ti-I" I"-In"t beaiwas coming to look

for her mate, as li"lu#t"tl":tuiiv ao' And stillr was quite

unable to move! fio* Ji"'Id Iwas to find that it was only the

asriculturist *tto,'i"tt"iJ;i b;i"g kind and svmpathetic' was

te-rrified urro ru'io"ut'T;;;-;{ tr'" bear making off and

thought trrut r "t"Ift'uu"L""' 
attacked and killed'

But bears ur"'rr"Jru*-animals than cougars, which are

nasty, r,,"* u*'#T#'';;t"* "iiin"t "irountain lions"
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because of their tawny colour, but they are more like panthers
in size and shape and are known as pumas in South America.
I came into contact with them on one occasion, when I was in
the charge of a Government forester. Water was wanted for
a township which was surrounded by high hills. It was not an
agricultural district, the township owing its existence to the
logging camps and mills in the neighbourhood. I spent the
night in a hut in the forest, occupied by the forester and his
wife, who gave me the best sofa to sleep on or, more correctly,
to fall off, for it had such a list to starboard that I spent the
night shivering on the floor. There was a large crack under
the door which, besides making me very cold, admitted un-
welcome visitors such as spiders and cockroaches and, in the
early morning, a welcome one, in the shape of the sweetest
little chipmunk, which chattered loudly as it scurried about
the room. As soon as it was light I got dressed and, after a
very substantial breakfast, we set off for the day's work taking
with us enough food for a small army.

I was given a sturdy pony to ride, quiet and accustomed to
hill-climbing, and the forester rode a well-bred horse of which
he was very proud.

It seemed peaceful up there in the hills and I wondered
why the forester carried a gun slung across his back. After a
bit my placid pony showed signs of nerves and I noticed that
my escort was now carrying his gun across his saddle in front
of him. I inquired why. "We've had a pair of cougars follow-
ing us all the morning," he replied quite casually. "Nasty
brutes. Always come up on you from behind. Got to be care-
ful."

However, despite the cougars, we dismounted when we got
to the top of the hill and I began to look for water for the
township below. If it could be found up there in sufficient
quantity, it would be brought down by gravity and prove very
much more useful than if it were found at the same level as the.
township itself. It is remarkable, by the way, how often water
can be found close to the surface in high places.

Near where I was working was a beautiful little pool of
clear water, obviously fed by springs, beside which we boiled
the hilly and tackled our substantial lunch. The horses were
tethered close to us and the forester kept on picking up sticks
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which, he pretended, wer€ needed for the fire' but in reality

i;;;*; {""., toott'o"iiotit'" cougarsl All the time he kept

ip"Itiig ,"-the horses and patting t!:^' for they were very

restless and uneasyiff?i" ont! ttrils that disturbed.the

oeace in this beautifofli"t"*ut-i p"" oflattlesnakes' First of

fiT" i;;;il16p"e tuiriedly along the edge of the pool,

Ittio"tiv *itt tt 
"^otte 

idea of getting away from us as soon

as possible' A few minutes later ihe was followed by the male'

who stoppeA to ,frutJ^ttit t"itf" at us' but fortunately changed

iii* -i",i and followed the female out of sight'

Whenever I hear ffine abusing rattGsnakes I feel bound

to come to their a"t""l," and point out that they are ll" 9"*
mannered of aff .rrafe;, f--,h"y give fair warning with their

rattles of their intentions, whilst most other dangerous serpents'

such as the cobra u"J do"tf' African mamba' believe in sur-

prise tactics d^--.1^ Ar-i^a frnm heins
I once had a narrow escape in South Africa from bein5

killed by a cobra. f *"t pt"Gcting for oil in Natal for a small

oil company in JotrannesUurg' As most of the area over which

I had to work was ;;"JLfno"t.., the company thought that

it^-rgtt be easier; !"t-p"ttnission to go over it if I was

;;ffi;;"i"d bv a Boerind not bv an Englishman'

My Boer escort ;; ; kindly old tnatt' but he was the most

,,"iu"-*.u"king and reckless car-driver that I have ever come

across.
when we reached the property, we were joined by the owler

who provid"O r, *itt' t'o'""'' *t'i"t' *" tod" to a neighbouring

farm where *" r"ti ii'"- a"d p'o"eed9d on foot' It was early

summer, but the "igi'1t-*"i" 
still cold' Snakes hibernate in

cold weather' but 
"t8"p ""i 

clt their holes and lie in the sun in

a semi-comatose condition when the days be-gin to get warm'

It was therefore tt 
" 

t"u'o" when the danger from them was at

its worst.
We were approaching a wide'-sha1low' river and I-was

walking just in f;;-;f the old Boer when I was suddenly

taken by the shoul-tl-ers-and thrown sidewaYs 
-y111 i::11.3t*'

When I scrambled to my feet-naturally very llnoVedj
found the two men hurling stones at a big' yellow 

-cobra
;;;ft op o" u nu-itio"" at ihe edge of the water' It had gone

down tothe river to drink and had stayed there to get warm'
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rts colour matched the stone so perfectly I had not noticed it.

I_t w1s rearing itself, with its hood fully extended, ready to
strike, but was killed by the hail of stones before it could do
any mischief. The old man turned to me and said ..One more
step and you would have had it. you don,t take long to die
after a cobra has bitten you. It is the biggest brute Iive ever
seen and I've seen plenty."

He- was shaking all over. Both men looked thoroughly
scared, but they were probably not half so scared as I ias.

It surprised me to find that cobras could be yellow; I had
thought that they were always green, but this ij just another
instance of nature's wonderful camouflage, for they are yellow
when they live in stony areas and green in jungle.

After leaving the forester and his uncomfortable hu1 I was
glad to get back to Kelowna and sleep once more in a decent
bed. There I was awakened early one morningby atelephone
call from the agriculturist, asking me to be ieady in half an
hour, as an urgent call for my services had come from an out-
lying farm. As it would take us forty miles out of our way, the
sooner we started the better. I had a hurried cup of tea ind a
hunk of bread and butter in the hotel kitchen, in the company
of the hired man, five cats, a pet lamb and a cattle dog.

The agriculturist arrived and off we went. It was bltterly
cold and raining heavily. The road got worse and worse and i
grew colder and colder. fn one place my companion had to get
an axe out of the boot of the car to cut down saplings to fill in
a huge hole in the road, before we could go^or.-We *e.e
cheered when the farm buildings came into sight, with the
certainty, as we thought,- of a hot cup of tea aid possibly a
good breakfast, neither of which would have come amiss after
our early start and the trials of the journey.

But we didn't know the owner of the farm. She was a tall
gaunt woman, dressed in a dreadful shade of bright red.
Instead of greeting us with an apology for dragging ris so farin such awful weather, her first woids were: :.y6u're very
late. I have been expecting you for the last two hours.,' ShL
then gripped my arm. "Come with me,, she said, and dragged
me to the back of the house, where a square was marked out
by white stones. Then, to emphasize her words, she gave me a
shake. "I am going to build my dairy right here and f *urt -y

t

I



Canada-Drought 63

water just there," she exclaimed pointing to a spot in one
corner and-in a voice to wake the dead-"It hasn't got to be
too deep, either."

I looked at her in amusement and saw she was quite serious.
"f am so sorry," I replied, in my best party voice, "but I am
afraid that I cannot be of any use to you. What you want is
a Moses. He is the only person who could possibly help you."

We didn't get even a cup of tea, but I felt it was worth it,
although I was too knocked up to work for the rest of the
week.

Her later letter to the Deputy Minister about me was as

red hot as her dress. It was almost impossible to make some
of the people I worked for understand that a diviner can only
find water where nature has placed it. Even in the drought-
stricken areas, if I couldn't find water exactly where they
wanted it, which I always endeavoured to do, some of the land-
owners would write to the D.M., abusing him and me and the
Government and all diviners, without discrimination.

One of the most offensive letters ever sent to the Govern-
ment about me was from a man near the town of Penticton,
who had a mixed farm, and a more dirty and neglected place
I have never seen.

He was waiting when we arrived and was obviously drunk.
He started by being facetious and familiar. I always flattered
myself that I could squash anyone who dared to be familiar,
but I found that breeches and boots sadly cramped my style
so, after standing it for a few minutes, f turned to the agricul-
turist who was escorting me. "I haven't the slightest intention
of working for this man," I told him. "He is both drunk and
insulting." And I climbed back into the car.

My bewildered escort could do nothing but follow and we
heard the furious imprecations of the farmer fading into
the distance as we bumped over tins and rubbish to his
gate.

But trouble was awaiting me when I got back to Victoria.
The D.M. had had a letter from the furious farmer. "fs it

true Miss Penrose," he asked, "that you went to a farm in
Penticton and then refused to work for the owner?"

"Yes. Quite true, Mr. Munroe."
"But you can't do that sort of thing, Miss Penrose. You are
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employed by the Government. Don't you realize that you must
work for the people who send for you? Kindly tell me why you
wouldn't work for this man," he said, very severely.

"He was drunk, and I won't work for a drunk man," I
replied, and then added: "And what are you going to do with
a woman when she says she won't?"

I could see that he was trying to keep a straight face, but
suddenly he threw back his head and roared with laughter.
"You're quite impossible," he said. "I just don't know what to
do with you."

The drought seemed to grow a little worse in every fresh
district I visited. The outlook for many of the small farmers
was heart-breaking, for at the best of times they were fighting
against great odds for a mere existence, and their struggles
were rendered hopeless by lack of water. I was terribly sorry
both for them and their animals, and I used to work long hours
in the scorching sun in an effort to avoid having to tell them
that there was no water on their property. Happily, there were
not many holdings where I could not find some sort of supply
and, in many cases, I found water in abundance.

But, in spite of my many successes, the Minister was often
obliged to defend me against disgruntled critics, and once
became almost lyrical. "You can't," he said, "put a wild bird
in a cage. Leave her alone and give her all the freedom she
wants. We want water and more water. She is giving it to us.
So long as she does that she can have all the licence she asks
for. But don't overwork her. Remember she is a race horse and
not a cart horse, and we don't want to kill the goose which
lays the golden eggs."

After this strange mixture of metaphors I was allowed to
do pretty much what I liked-provided, of course, that I con-
tinued to find water.

I gave a number of lectures while I was working for the
Government. At one of them a man belonging to some religi-
ous sect, after a tirade about necromancy and dealings with
the Devil, quoted the verse from the Bible about the "Damsel
with the spirit of divination" whose gift troubled St. Paul so
much. This religious gentleman ended by saying that, of
course, anyone like myself who practised the Black Arts would
never have read the Bible.

I
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But I had heard this argument before, so was not unpre-
pared. I jumped to my feet, "I would like to draw attention
to the fact that the last speaker has quoted from the 16th verse
of the 16th chapter of the 'Acts of the Apostles,' but he has
only quoted half the verse. In fact, he has taken the words
out of their context, which is both misleading and unfair as
Verse 16 runs: 'And it came to pass, as we went to prayer, a
certain damsel possessed with a spirit of divination met us,
which brought her masters much gain by soothsaying!' The
young woman was a fortune-teller. I can assure my audience
that divining for water has nothing to do with fortune-telling."
There was a roar of laughter and the questionsr sat down with
a purple face.

In Rhodesia, where I lectured in a hall crowded to capacity,
a pompous local dignitary got up and said that divining for
water was a form of witchcraft and, as I had mentioned France
several times, I must know that the French openly called water-
diviners "sorciers," which has the same meaning as the English
"sorcerers." What had I to say to that?

So I turned to the chairman. "Mr. Chairman," I said, "I am
sorry, but I must correct my questioner's French. The French
people do not call us s-o-r-c-i-e-r-s, but s-o-a-r-c-i-e-r-s mean-
ing finders of the 'sources' of water, minerals and oil. You see, in
French the addition of one letter entirely alters the sense of
the word, just as it can in English. Let us take the simple
Engtsh word'as,'for instance, and add another 's'to it. You
can see now that it means something totally di.fferent."

I had no further heckling from that gentleman. Question
time in my lectures usually brought a good deal of amusement.

//s/a-

I

I

u

14"

I
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Lost In The Forest

-\1- \f lf HE N I had finished my work among the orchards

\/h/ in the South West oi British Columbia, I took
V V the train to Kamloops, an important town some

200 miles north-east of Vancouver.
The district agriculturist met me at the railway station

with a truly alarming list of properties whose owners wanted
water. Early next morning we set off on a long journey to a
large cattle ranch, which was in desperate straits. When we
turned off the highway onto the gravel road leading to the
homestead, we saw a young man breaking in a horse. My
companion who was an expert horseman, stopped the car to
watch, which made me very apprehensive, for in many parts of
British Columbia horses are broken in with fiendish cruelty,
so I was afraid of what I might have to witness.

I once saw an exhibition of this in Victoria, the capital.
During the winter, when the snow made it impossible for me
to work, I and a number of friends used to spend hours in a
riding school, where we practised the haute ecole and learnt
how to make our horses change feet when cantering and teach
them to pivot on one foot. The school was owned by a riding
master who was a good instructor and a pleasant man. His
wife unfortunately would have been more suitable as a warder
at Belsen.

One day I went to the school unexpectedly to arrange for
a special jumping lesson and found her in the smaller school
building breaking in a horse. She tried to stop my coming in
but she was too late and I saw what she was doing. It was
such a fiendish exhibition of cruelty that no normal person
could even have imagined it.

Young wild horses, called mustangs or broncoes are trapped
in corrals on the Western Plains of the North American Con-
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tinent and are then brought to the cities in droves for sale.

They are quite wild and have probably never seen a human
being until they are rounded up. The people who buy them
have only one idea of how a horse should be broken in. Like
the wife of the riding master, they tie the frightened creature
to a post-and sometimes one back leg is tied to another post

-and simpty flog them until the poor things are nearly
dead.

The pony, which the riding master's wife was handling, was
half-Arab. It was dripping with blood and sweat and great
welts stood out all over its body. It was shaking and suffering
so terribly that it would have fallen, if it hadn't been tied so

tightly to the post. Worst of all were its eyes. If I am ill or
have nightmares, those eyes still haunt me. They were blood-
shot and half-glazed, not only with terror and pain, but with
the most pathetic bewilderment. I had only once before seen

this in the eyes of an animal and that was in India. My host,
a cousin, gave a tiger shoot in my honour. It was on the borders
of Nepal, near the foot of the Himalayas. A deer came tearing
out of the jungle, frightened by the noise of the beaters who
were banging pans to drive the tigers and other big game to-
wards the guns. The deer stood for a moment, wondering
which way to turn, and the man I was with shot it. As its
legs crumpled beneath it, I saw the same look of utter bewilder-
ment come into its eyes before they glazed.

It was heart-breaking and horrible and cured me of any wish
to shoot big game. But the deer died a quick death with no
vestige of torture, whereas that wretched pony in the riding
school was suffering dreadful torture at the hands of that fien-
dish woman. Even while she was talking to me, she turned
round and struck the pony again and again, if it moved.

I said, "But what has it done? What has it done?"
"Done?" she replied. "Why nothing, of course, but it has

to be broken in, hasn't it? You had better get out of here, or
I will show you how I do it."

With all that so vividly in my mind, I was afraid of what
I might have to witness, when watching the horse being broken
on the ranch near Kamloops. So I was relieved to see that the
young man's methods were not cruel, although he was not so
gentle as horse-breakers are in England. Still, I was pleased
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when we moved on to the house where I met the tall and
handsome owner of the ranch and began my work.

Later on, the young man who had been breaking-in the
horse strolled over to where I was working and watched me
as I had been watching him. He appeared to be very interested
in my divining and, when I had finished the final work of
testing the purity of the excellent supply of water which I had
found and had walked over to some shady trees to rest, he
came across and sat down beside me.

Without any preamble, he said 'Are you any good at find-
ing gold? I know about your water-finding, for I was down at
Mr. Stephens' orchard in the Okanagan district last Sunday
and he showed me the 'Wonder Well,'as it is called, that you
found for him. But water isn't gold. Gold is what I am
interested in. What about it?"

Up to that time I had had no opportunity of working for
gold, and I asked him why he was so interested. He then began
to tell me about a gold-mine whichheownedinpartnershipwith
an older man, about ten miles from the town of Quesnel-pro-
nounced Kwinnel-on the Fraser River some 200 miles north
of Kamloops and which was then receiving a lot of publicity in
the Press through being the centre of a gold-rush.

After a bit he went away, saying, "Think about it, will you?
See you later."

He turned up unexpectedly several times while I was in the
district and watched me at my work. Just before I left for
another town called Vernon, he asked me definitely whether
I would go to Quesnal in my first spare time and do some
divining for gold at the mine.

He gave me few details about the mine, beyond the fact
that they had been tunnelling into the side of a mountain on
a big reef, which had formerly been carrying good gold. Now
the reef had faulted and they could not find it again, although
both he and his partner were experienced prospectors. He
explained that the mine was in.dense forest, which added to
their difficulties, since they could see nothing on the surface.
As divining depended on feeling and not on seeing, he thought
that I might succeed where they had failed. Was I willing to
try?

As I had no idea that going to a gold-rush would be regarded
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as a highly unconventional proceeding,I agreed.I thought-that

it would be a new experience, but the reality far exceeded my

expectations! I was aisured that there was a very comfortable
ca^mp at the mine and I would be housed in the shack occupied

by ttre wife of the overseer who was the only woman attached

to the camp.
It chanied that an epidemic of chicken-pox prevented my

visiting the town that was next on the Government's list, so I
took the opportunity of fulfilling my promise to the young

man and sei forth for Quesnel. I found him waiting for me

at the station, and we went straight to the hotel. The town

was crowded with rough-looking miners and the hotel was

packed. I then met the young man's partner. He was a much

ild"r -u, and very unprepossessing, with a scrubby black

beard. He was curiously unfriendly and seemed almost antago-

nistic, which made me feel sorry that I had undertaken the

adventure. However, during supper he seemed to recover and

I began to think that I must have imaginedhis hostility'
ai tne hotel was packed to overflowing, I was put into the

best parlour to sleep on the sofa. The hotel manager took the
precaution of locking the door, which was wise, since the

whole population seemed to be roaring drunk.
About-three o'clock in the morning the hotel quitened

down and at day-break we were off on horseback for a long
ride up the mountain, which was clothed in the dense forest
customary in British Columbia' It was a tiring ride, as anyone

who has climbed the foothills of a mountain range on horse-

back will know. I did all I could to ease my horse, in spite of
my light weight, until the young man said sarcastically. "Why
don't you geioff and carry the poor horse? Your weight would
kill any animal." After which I settled down to a gruelling ride,

with the day growing hotter and hotter all the time.
When we ieached our destination I found that it was a well-

established mine with some twenty men on the pay-roll. The
camp was on a sort of plateau in a natural clearing in the

forest and the mine was a6out half a mile away.
We arrived just in time for a meal. The heat was so great

that I did not feel much like eating, but I realized that I must

eat then or go without food until next morning. The old miul-
he wasn't really old, but his dreadful beard made him look as
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if he were-came up to the shack to fetch me and I followed
him down to a long wooden building, from which came men's
voices and a rattle of knives and forks. When we entered there
was a sudden silence and all gazed at me as if I were some
extraordinary animal that had escaped from the zoo. "Well,
boys," he said, "this is Miss Penrose."

This seemed to break the tension somewhat and from
around the table came a concerted grunt, to which I weakly
replied 'Eh-ah-How do you do?" in a mouselike squeak.

I was then instructed to sit in an empty place between
two tough-looking men, which I did but, not knowing what
to do next, just sat. Finally, one of the men an enormous
creaturs with a week's growth of beard on his face took pity
on me. "Say, aren't you going to eat something? You just help
yourself." Then, as it was obvious that I was a complete green-
horn, he took my plate and turned over the contents of a huge
dish of stew with his own fork. When he found what he con-
sidered was a succulent morsel he dumped it on my plate with
enough potatoes and onions to feed a dozen people and told
me to eat it up as I wouldn't get any more food until morning.

From then on he constituted himself my special protector.
Apparently the "mouse squeak" had won the day, for the
junior partner told me afterwards that there was nearly a strike
when the men heard that a diviner-and a woman at that-
was coming up to the camp. They were not going to be told
by any adjectival woman where to look for the blasted gold
and they knew just what sort of woman would go to a mining
camp and a lot more which was not repeated to me. But, from
then on, I had the greatest courtesy and kindness from these
rough men that I have met with anywhere in my travels.

When I crawled into bed that night I was soon dead to the
world, but was awakened by the piercing cold of the moun-
tain air and the effects of the gigantic meal which I had been
forced to eat to avoid giving offence to my new friends. The
camp was parly astir and, when I opened the door of the hut
to go to breakfast, I found the ground covered with three
inches of snow, which, after the scorching heat of the provious
day, seemed hardly possible. At breakfast the discussion was
whether I should start looking for the lost lode despite the
snow and, as everyone had something to say, I could feel that



Lost In The Forest 7l
the antagonism of the previous evening had disappeared and
that I was now accepted as one of themselves. The verdict was
"No." After the men had gone off to the mine the camp
become curiously still. I sat on a log looking at the dazzlng
beauty of the scene and enjoying the warmth, when I noticed
that the snow was covered with a yellow mist. It did not take
me long to discover what the mist really was,-swarms of
mosquitoes which settled on my hands and face with unholy
delight. My riding breeches and highJaced field boots pro-
tected the rest of me, but I had to flee to the shack to put on a
hat and bee-veil, which I often wore to keep off the flies. I
then took my divining-rod and proceeded to explore the camp.
For no apparent reason I soon began to feel alarmed. There
was no sound but the twittering of the birds and I told myself
not to be silly. But my uneasiness persisted and grew worse. I
kept the camp in sight, for I have no bump of locality and am
always afraid of getting lost. At last I became almost petrified
with fear.

I knew that many of the Red Indian tribes still hated the
white man and, when anything was done to arouse their resent-
ment, they put curses on him and the places where he lived.
I felt more and more convinced every minute that I was sur-
rounded by a terrific force of evil and that the mountain had
been cursed by the Redskins. I also knew that when one is
alone and otherwise unprotected one's greatest protection lies
in reciting the Lord's Prayer out loud. It should be done over
and over again without a break as the ritualistic formulas
(called Mantras) of the East are recited, and its power over
fhe forces of evil is very great.

I then walked back to the hut and sat down to think how
I could make the old man believe what I had to tell him.

I had plenty of time to think it over, for I didn't see him
until the evening when he came up to the hut to arrange for
an early start next morning. He sauntered in and walked over
to where I was sitting. "Charlie tells me you didn't eat any
supper. Why's that? I hope you ain't sick. We can't have sick
people up here."

Then, without giving me a chance to assure him that f wasn't
sick, he added: "When I first saw you at Quesnel, I said to
myself that Bill was stark mad to bring a person like you here.
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They are good boys up there at the mine, but it is no place to
take a woman. It would take two of you to make a shadow and
it sticks out a mile that you are English. I was fair mad with
BiIl and told him so. As for your doing any work, why I
could have laughed if I hadn't been so angry. But Bill said to
pipe down as he had watched you at work several times and
some of the places you had gone to were pretty rough, but you
had got on fine with them all. He said he wasn't a bit afraid
that you couldn't get along with the toughs on the mine,
so I let you come. And now I suppose you are going to be sick.
A pretty mess that would be."

He stopped and sat down to light his pipe, so I hastily began
speaking. "I am not ill, not a bit ill, Mr. Rogers, but I am
frightened, horribly frightened."

This time I really had put my foot in it. He leapt to his feet
and shouted. "Frightened? Who frightened you? Now that I
won't have. You tell me at once who frightened you and I'll
get your friend Charlie to deal with him. You know, the big
fellow who sits next to you at meals. He used to be a bruiser.
He'll settle him."

I saw the difficulty I was in and the problem of making him
understand. 'No. No." I said. "It wasn't somebody, but some-
thing," and before he could start haranguing me again, I asked
him whether Red Indians had ever had a village where the
mine or the camp were situated or if they had lived on the
mountain.

He looked at me as if he thought I must be quite mad. "No.
They have never lived up here. Their village was down at the
foot of the mountain, but they used to come here to dig for
gold. In fact, they found the reef which we were working on.
But what has that got to do with your being frightened?"

"Quite a lot," I replied. "Have you never heard of Red
Indian black magic and curses?"

In a moment he was standing over me, shouting the place
down. "Do you mean to tell me that you-an educated lady
----can sit there and ask me to believe such rubbish. Black
magic and curses! There aren't such things, and you know it,
Miss Penrose. Why, you are turning out worse than I feared.
I knew what sort of person you wero as soon as you walked
into the hotel. I didn't leave England myself until I was twelve,
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so I can remember what the people there were like. My father
was butler at the hall. It was a beautiful place in Devonshire,
about ten miles from Torquay. I remember it as though it were
yesterday."

I could see that talking about England had aroused some
deep-rooted memories, for he went on talking more quietly,
half to me and half to himself. "I can see His Lordship and
the young ladies now, as plainly as I can see you. And I re-
member the terrible day when the doctor said that my mother
had got consumption of both lungs-what they call T.B. out
here-and his telling my father that the only way of saving
her life was to take her to the mountains-just as if mountains
grew in the next village. I thought the news would kill my
father, he was so devoted to my mother, and I thought that it
would kill me too, for there was no one in the world like my
mother. I remember going into the stable yard and sitting by
the big yard dog, crying like a baby. It was there that my
father found me. He sat down beside me and put his arm round
my shoulder and said: 'Donald, my boy, when life deals you
a hard knock it never gets you anywhere to sit down and cry
about it. The only thing to do is to get busy and see what you
can do to make things better.'Then he began to tell me about
his plans, which altered all our lives.

"'Don,' he said, 'as you know, I have always wanted to
see Canada and I have read every book I could about the
life out there. I very nearly went there before you were born,
but I wanted to marry your mother and that's why I didn't
go. But I think it is where we ought to go now. There are
mountains everywhere in Canada,I believe and, if your mother
is willing, we will all go together. Nothing really matters but
getting your mother well again.'

"So we came to Canada and went to a place called Barker-
ville, about thirty miles from here, where there are big forests
below the mountains. My father got a job as book-keeper in a
logging camp and my mother got better every day. The camp
was miles from the nearest town, so I didn't have any more
schooling and spent my time with the loggers, learning how
to pick and mark the best trees for felling. In a year or two I
got pretty good at felling them myself and there wasn't much
I didn't know about trees and forests and the animals in them.
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What is more, in spite of my being only a boy, I never got lost,
though I would be out alone for days with a pack on my back
and a gun, often without a compass."

Then something seemed to break the spell of his early
memories and he again turned angrily on me, "I tell you, if the
boys at the mine were to hear you talking about black magic
and curses they would come out on strike. You ought to be
ashamed of yourself, Miss Penrose," and he stood over me with
his face scarlet, and his horrid beard bristling with rage.

By this time I was also getting very angry, and it seemed

hopeless to try and make him realize the danger threatening
him and the mine. f{owever, I faced up to him. "I can assure
you, Mr. Rogers," I said, "that what I have told you is very
real. The Red Indians can and do curse places and this is ons
of them. If you stay here, nothing but disaster will happen to
you all. You talk of me being sick, but it is your men who
will be sick and will suffer accidents, and you will get no gold.
The gold belongs to the Red Indians and the mine will ruin
you and your partner and bring evil to everyone on it."

He listened without trying to interrupt me, which I hadn't
expected, and seemed to lose a good deal of his aggressiveness.
Then, to my surprise, he said, "Wo11, well, well. Maybe yester-
day you were tired from that long ride in the hot sun and just
imagined things. The height up here often makes people go a
bit queer in the head at first." Then he added, with a sigh,
"I surs wish my old woman were here. She would give you one
of her rhubarb pills and you would be as right as rain in no
time. See you to-morrow. Breakfast at seven" and, without
waiting for any reply he departed down the hill to the mine
camp.

Next morning at breakfast it was decided that, before I went
searching for the missing reef, I should be shown over the
mine. So the senior partner and I walked across after breakfast
and I saw the crushing plant and the main shaft, which had
been driven into the mountain side. Then the old man and I
set out to look for the reef but, first of all, he insisted upon our
going back to the camp as he was not wearing the proper boots
for forest work. What a forester fears more than anything is
a sprained ankle or broken leg for, if he is alone-as he gener-
ally is-it may mean death before he is found. The longJaced
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boots, which all foresters wear and which I was wearing my-
self, have saved many serious accidents. They are also a great
protection against the rattle-snakes which are so prevalent in
that part of Canada.

But, instead of following the beaten track back to the camp,
the old man decided to take a short cut through the forest.
He led the way and I followed in his footsteps, for it is cus-
tomary in the forest to walk in Indian flle. After about half an
hour, I thought it was very odd that we had not reached the
camp, because it had only taken about a quarter-of-an-hour to
walk from the camp to the mine along the usual trail. So I
asked him whether we were not nearly there, to which I
received a curt reply that we should be there in a few minutes
and he "was just taking a look round" on the way. We walked
for another half-hour and then another and I realized, to my
horror, that we were lost in the terrible forest. The tall firs
shut out the sun and, as their lowest branches were some thirty
feet from the ground, smaller trees grew under them and
beneath the latter smaller still, so the going was very hard
and the gloom intense. What frightened me more than any-
thing else was the discovery that the old man, an experienced
forester, was also terrified. Then I remembered his boots
and thought of what would happen if he twisted his ankle.I no
longer looked upon the trees as friends, as I did when I was a
child. They were enemies. The branches smacked my face and
twisted themselves around my legs and tried to throw me down.
The old man and I sang songs, cracked feeble jokes and told
each other stories; we both realized that, whatever happened,
we must not panic. So long as we kept our wits about us, we
still had a chance.

We stopped to look at the trunk of a tree where a full-grown
stag had rubbed the velvet off his horns in spring time. The
old man told me what sort of deer it was from the dents and
cuts in the bark and its age from the height of the marks,
allowing so many inches for each year. Close to this tree was
another where, he said, a very young deer had rubbed off the
first velvet from its horns, as the marks were much lower and
far less deep, because the horns of a young deer are still tender
and it would cause him discomfort if he cleaned them as
vigorously as an older stag. On the same tree, but higher up,

)
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were the marks of a reindeer, who had used it for scraping his
enormous branching horns. The reindeer is known in North
America as the caribou, a Red Indian word meaning the
"pawer" or "scratcher," because they paw the snow aside in
winter to get at the moss beneath. These creatures generally
lived much further north, so the winter must have been excep-
tionally severe for it to have come so far south

But it is to the chipmunk, that tiny, saucy, Iittle grey squirrel,
that the Red Indians look for their prognostication of the
coming winter. If the chipmunk builds his nest and store low
down in the tree trunk, the winter will be mild, with little snow,
especially if his storeroom is only a small one. But if he builds
his winter quarters high in the trees and the storeroom is big
and well-stocked, the snow will be deep and the winter long
and severe. In parts of Canada, but well below the Arctic
Circle, the temperature will drop to 55o or 57o below zero

-minus 
87o to 89o of frost-but with some strange instinct

unknown to man these little creatures can foretell the winter
weather. and provide for themselves against what is to
come.

We saw a porcupine which showed no alarm at our approach
and continued on his leisurely way. The old man said that
they were preserved and no one would ever dream of killing
one, except as a last resour@. They were the only hope left
to a man lost in the forest, when he had exhausted his food
and ammunition, for they can be easily killed with a stick and
roasted on a fire of leaves and bark. I felt that we would soon
be eating porcupine, but it gave the old man quite another idea,
for he plunged his hand into his pocket and a look of utter
consternation came over his face. He turned towards me and
asked whether I had a match. I hadn't, not being a smoker.
When I realized what this meant, I nearly panicked. With
matches, we could have lit a fire and the smoke filtering
through the tree-tops might have been seen from the camp
when the men became uneasy because of our non-return. As it
was, the coming night might bring a blizzard like the night
before and we were both dressed in thin clothes for the heat of
the day. We had no food with us and, having eaten nothing
since the early morning, the long walk was telling on us both.

It was now three o'clock by my watch and we had been
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fighting fear for six hours. The old man might have been able to
make a fire by rubbing two sticks together, as the Red Indians
do but, owing to the snow on the previous night, we could
find no sticks dry enough to burn.

Many years before, I had read somewhere that when people
lost in a forest get panic-stricken they tend to start running
without knowing where they are going and I felt myself be-
coming obsessed with the idea that I might begin to run and
that the old man, not having proper boots, would not dare to
follow; or, worse still, that it might be he who started running
and either I couldn't keep up with him or he would break a
leg.In either case it would be the end of us both.

Then there was the fallen timber which covered the floor of
the forest in many places and which had to be climbed over, as
it was too thick to get round. It was an even bigger danger than
wild beasts, for a foot slipping between two tree trunks often
means the leg being snapped like a match-stick, with a slow
death from exhaustion and exposure the result.

I was near exhaustion myself when I had another horrible
shock. The old man stopped suddenly and said in a hoarse
whisper, "Listen! I hear someone calling. Yes! There's some-
one calling." He had a strange, wild look in his eyes and
there wasn't a sound to be heard.

One of the most remarkable things about any dense forest
is the absence of all sound. But the old man kept stopping to
listen every few minutes, and I thought that he was going mad.
I tried to thrust the thought out of my mind but how could an
experienced forester get lost close to his own camp, unless there
was something seriously wrong with him?

Finally, I got him to sit on the truck of a fallen tree and
put my hand in his, which he gripped like a frightened child,
while I repeated my mantra quietly to myself. Never have I
felt so desperately in need of its help and protection.

Gradually I felt the tensiron of his hand relax, and presently
he said, in a rather more normal voice, "Come. We must go
on. We are going to be all right, for we must surely get out
soon."

Instead of being reassured by his change of mood, I was
more afraid than ever that he had gone mad, as the sudden
change from abject fear to this strange calm was too quick to
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be natural. But he started walking again and I had to follow.

Then, after what must have been a few minutes, though it
seemed hours, we came round the side of the mountain and
saw some old mine workings below us, with some partly over-
grown trails which must lead somewhere.

We were saved!
I threw my arms round the old man's neck and wept on his

shoulder, despite his dirty old beard. I have a shrewd idea that
he wept too.

The trail led us to a country road; a passing farm cart picked
us up and took us to Quesnel, where we had a meal. We then
borrowed two horses and started the gruelling ride up the
mountain track back to the camp. By now it was getting dusk,
and the men were out in groups of three looking for us. About
a mile from the camp my friend Big Charlie and two other
men met us. I was too sxhausted to do anything but cling
to the horse's mano, so Charlie just lifted me out of the saddle
and carried me up the mountain to my shack, as if I were a
baby. Then he laid me on the bed where I slept, boots and all,
without moving until nearly mid-day next day, when someone
brought up a meal for me. I tried to get up to eat it, but found
that it was too much trouble and went off to sleep again.

In the evening there was a knock at the door and the old
man came in. He sat down heavily in the chair by the door.
He looked so ill and old I could hardly recognize him. "Fancy
me being lost," was the first thing he said. "It is past belief.
Me, who has been in the forest since I was a boy and have
never been lost before."

He sat huddled in his chair, utterly dejected. "I still don't
know what happened," he added. "f was like a man walking
in a fog and I couldn't see properly either. All my knowledge
of the forest was gone and I was a strange man in a strange
land. Me, who knows the forest like my own hand and it has
been my home, so to speak, for forty odd years. And then that
voice, calling, calling. I heard that again last night."

He paused and then went on again, as if the words were
forced out of him. "And I must admit it, I was afraid.
Frightened in a forest. No! There's something mighty queer
up here. I half-believe you're right. The Indians may have done
something funny to this place. Not that I am admitting any-
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thing about curses, mind you, but,'well . . . just something
funny.

"Look," he continued. "You said there would be sick-
ness and accidents. One happened this afternoon. One of the
boys had his hand caught in the crusher and lost two fingers.
He bled something dreadful. I don't like it. Not a bit!" He was
silent for a minute and then: "By the way, Charlie wants me to
say he hopes you are doing fine" and, for the first time, the
old man laughed. "He's tough, is our old prize-fighter-about
the toughest man we ever had up here and his language is
pretty awful. Yet he is like a little puppy dog on a string when
you are about. Damn funny, I call it. Anyway Bill was right
when he said that you could get on with the boys. You get on
with them fine and they all think you're wonderful."

Next day, the tunnel collapsed, injuring two men. Taking
two injured men down the mountain on horseback was pretty
grim. Later in the day, another man hurt his leg. No attempt
was made to get me to look for the lost reef again.

On the following day after breakfast I took my departure. As
each man came out of the breakfast hut, I shook hands and
said good-bye, leaving Charlie to the last. I thanked him for
all he had done for me. Instead of being pleased, he looked
at me in blank horror. "Here, miss," he said, "you can't go

thanking me. 'Tisn't right somehow.I haven't done nothing for
you. Honest!" When I shook hands with him, he was shaking
like an old man with palsy. It was probably the first time in his
rough life that anyone had actually thanked him for anything.

The junior partner escorted me to Quesnel and I was soon
back in my flat in Victoria, where I became very ill.

My stand-by in all my adventures had been my ability to
sleep but, this time, whenever I dropped off to sleep, I would
awake screaming or in a bath of perspiration, pursued by fire
or caught in a blazing forest. It was always fire, fire, fire. I
didn't dare call in a doctor, as I was afraid that he would
think that I was really mad. One day a friend, a young woman-
lawyer, came to see me. She was shocked at the state I was in
and promised to send a friend of hers to talk to me. He was a
learned man and a Professor of Anthropology, with a profound
knowledge of the Red Indians and their curses and ceremonies.
f was surprised to receive a youngish man, who quite under-

I
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stood all I was talking about. He took particulars regarding
the situation of the mine and returned next day to tell me,
what I knew before, that the mine had been worked by Indians
who had been turned out by white men and put in a Reserve.
So they cursed any whites who set foot on the ground and
"sealed" the mine, so that no one could get any gold from
it.

It was an effective curse. The partners never found another
ounce of gold and the lost reef was never discovered. Many of
the remaining men working on the mine met with injuries and
the others drew their pay and went elsewhere. Ths two men
were nearly ruined.

The professor knew just what to do to break the curse,
which he said, had fastened on to me since I was in touch
with the forces of Nature. But the cure took many weeks, many

prayer to break it and set
me free and it was a long time before I was well again.
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Caribou Highway

/-\ANADn in autumn paints the most vivid and gorgeous

5 'picture that I have seen anywhere in my travels round
Vtte world.

One of my divining journeys took me up the road known
as the Caribou Highway, although the caribou no longer live
in those parts, since the coming of the white man. The High-
way leads to many flourishing ranches and big properties.

A river with fairly deep banks cuts across it and there I saw
an unforgettable sight. Both banks, right down to the water's
edge, were covered with thick little bushes which had turned a
most glorious red and stretched for miles. Not only the bushes
but the whole atmosphere seemed to be full of the same rich
red, rising like a quiveringhaze to touch the beech trees, which
Nature had painted in all shades of colour, from the palest
yellow to the deepest orange. Above them, on the edge of the
dark forest, were the maple trees decked out in their autumn
dress, each layer of trees vying with the one below in its claim
for the greater beauty.

Earlier in the year the edges of the forests have great bushes
of syringa-generally known as "mock orange !165s6s1"-
covered with pure white flowers which could be taken for piles
of unmelted snow but for the heavy scent which fiIls the air
for a great distance.

Canada is indeed a beautiful country. When I visited it again
in 1953 I passed through the Rockies on my way from Van-
couver to Saskatchewan. It was May and a great deal of the
snow had melted, filling the rivers with that clear yellow-green
water which comes from melted ice and snow. However, with
one of Nature's strange vagaries, winter had suddenly returned.
Three days before there had been a blizzard which had clothed
the moulrtains with spotless white. This, with the rivers full
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of turbulent green water, made even the hardened travellers
sit dumb and awed in the presence of such grandeur.

In striking contrast to these huge mountains are the little bays
and creeks around the coast. Some of them are beautiful with
their blue water and the dark pines which grow everywhere in
the huge province of British Columbia, and it was to one of
these that I went when I had sufficiently recovered from my
illness. It was a place to which the Red Indians used to take
their sick, before the coming of the white man, as it was
reputed to cure all ills.

Since being in Canada I had acquired a theory that many of
the wild animals could be attracted by music, so I had learnt
to play a penny-whistle, which sounded quite attractive out
in the woods and carried a long way. It wasn't an original
idea as I remembered the boy in Greece playing to his goats
and also the goatherds in Switzerland where they varied their
music by yodelling to the sheep and goats when taking them
over the snow-covered roads to drink.

So, whenever I sat down to rest during my work I spent
most of my time playing the whistle and I proved that many
woodland creatures were attracted by it, for they would come
close to me both to investigate and listen. Chipmunks were
particularly interested and would creep cautiously down the
trees nearer and nearer, and I would often hear bigger animals
moving about in the forest beyond. I was often warned that
I would one day be faced by a snake.

One bright sunny morning, when I was staying at this little
bay, I was feeling the joy of being able to walk about again,
so I took my whistle and wandered off. There was some talk
of a cougar having been seen a couple of miles away, but I
didn't take much notice of it as wild animals like the deep
forest, and we were only on the fringe.

I was particularly anxious to attract a species of big squirrel
which was very shy, so I stood very quietly leaning against a
big tree, playing and watching for it.

I had nearly exhausted my repertoire when I heard some-
thing moving in the bushes behind me. I had had too much
experience of big game to mistake the movements of a large
animal for those of a human, and the report of the cougar
flashed into my mind. There was a little open grassy glade in
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front of me with some low growing trees on the other side.
How I got across it I have no idea, nor how I shinned up the
nearest tree. I never used to shine as a tree-climber in my child-
hood, but I guarantee that only a monkey could have beaten
me that day!

I stayed in that tree for hours, for I could still hear some-
thing moving about in the bushes, but finally I had to climb
down and run for it as it was getting dark. I must admit I was
very thankful to get back to the house and the companionship
of other human beings.

The next day a cougar was seen by a forester quite near
the little glade and shot. This cured me of playing the penny-
whistle when I was alone and near the forest.

When I was appointed official Water-Diviner to the Govern-
ment of British Columbia, I told the Minister of Finance about
my divining tests on the oil-fields at Signal Hill in California
and asked him whether it would be possible to send me up
north, as I understood that the Government had been looking
for oil there. The minister's reply was to pat me kindly on the
shoulder and tell me that English people were all the same and
had no idea of distances-which from the Canadian conception
of distance is quite true-and that I should have plenty to do
in finding water after a seven years' drought. I was therefore
very surprised some months later to receive an order to pro-
ceed to Edmonton, the capital of the neighbouring Province of
Alberta, to meet the deputy minister and proceed with him to
the Peace River Block to look for oil.

The Peace River Block consisted of three and a half million
acres in the north of Alberta, which had been transferred to
British Columbia by the Dominion of Canada. It contained
some of the best wheat land in the world and, what thrilled
me far more, was the home of the moose, caribou, bear-both
black and grizzly-wolves, cougars and the pretty but un-
pleasant skunk.

Some ten years before, Govemment geologists had marked
out likely spots for oil which, in the interim, had become
covered with scrub. One or two "pilot-holes" that is, small
exploratory bores had been put down and proved that the oil
was there, but insufficient finance was available at the time to
develop the project.
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British Columbia had been finding this Peace River Block

rather a white elephant, since the only outlet was the railway
to Edmonton, and all the money poured into it by the Govern-
ment found its way into the coffers of Alberta. So it was with
the idea of confirming the former oil locations of the geologists
that I was sent up there. Once oil was found and developed
the Block would become self-supporting.

However, as this was to be kept top secret it had to be
camouflaged by my finding water for the settlers.

At Edmonton I was joined by the deputy minister and two
Government officials and we took the train to a little town
called Pouce Coup6 in the Peace River Block, at the end of
the railway. The last ten miles of the railway were new and
we were warned that we would be well advised to sleep on the
floor, "as it was not altogether satisfactory." Our advisor did
not exaggerate, and by the time we arrived at our destination
I was black and blue. The journey resembled a very rough
channel crossing, and very dusty and dirty as well. On arrival
I asked the hotel manager if I could have a bath.

There were sounds of suppressed laughter all round me.
"My dear lady," he replied, "we couldn't give you a bath for
all the gold in Canada. At present, if you have tea you can't
wash, and if you wash you can't have tea." f heard a voice
say "Sometimes when I drink this tea I wonder. . ." The
manager ignored this and continued: "We are all hoping that
you are going to fnd some water for us to have a bath our-
selves."

Nowhere was the need for water more desperate than at
Pouce Coup6. Each morning, as a very special favour, I was
brought a half-pint jug of hot water to wash in.

The weather was broiling, with the dry burning heat of
Northern Canada. After ten days of hard work, our little party
of three decided that a bath was no longer just a luxury, but
an urgent necessity. The question was how to get it. After many
inquiries we found that we would have to motor ninety miles
back into British Columbia to get one. Wewere warned that the
roads would be bad and the dust suftocating for a great part
of the journey. Nevertheless, the decision to go was unani-
mous.

One hundred and eighy miles was certainly a long journey
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for a bath, but I have never enjoyed one so much in my life'
-- 

Before I left Victoria I had begged for a day off in the

-id;i; "1every 
week, as no one, not even a strong man' should

e*;" 
"u"ty 

iuy. Nobody could stand up to it and I was

U.gi."i"g to feei the considerable strain' My request was not

ffi;;6i"d I was told that no one believed divining to be hard

work.
But fate was kind. The D.M', who to all intents and purposes

*u, -y real boss was here with me and had expressed a desire

to see some divining done, which played into my hands-beauti-

fully. So I arrangLd wiitr ttre iocal agriculturist, who had

L*i, t"""iring apflications for my work and was taking me

about, to go to one of the worst place-s- he knew of' when we

t,uatt,'D-.M.withus'whichtredia.Hechoseaburninghot
J"v 

""0 
the fields were nothing but red dust. Not a blade of

grir. *ut to be seen. At last we came to a poverty-stricken

it u"U uftnough it was clean and tidy' The owner came to talk

to 
".'ono 

he"had that worn look of hopelessness which one

.""t o" the faces of people who have suffered from poverty and

frustration for years with no hope of any let up'

He told me that he had one strong horse' which he drove

every day with a small tank on a cart, to fetch water from an

irrig'utiori ditch seven miles away' In cold or heat' all the

*iiiufr which could do it had to walk the seven miles to the

aircr, to drink. Did I think that I could find water any closer

to hand.
It seemed a pretty hopeless task, and all day I searched

while I walkedit" b.n{., off his feet. He was a big' strong

man, but out of condition, and I would allow him no respite' I
;;;;iy collapsed myself, but I felt that it was in a good cause

una it ut one day's'intense fatigue was a small price to pay if
it resulted in my getting a day off each week'

The only watir I was able to find near the shack was a

little trickll in the ground seventeen feet deep and which' at

most, could not haie given more than about twenty gallons

u, ttout. So I had no a=lternative than to go back to the- shack

with the bad news. To my amazement, the man gasped "What

Jii vo" say, miss? Twenty gallons 1 duy or-twenty.gallons

a, htrrr?" to which I repeated that it was only a trickle' but

that they should get twenty gallons an hour'
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He then shouted for Marie, his foreign wife who, when she

heard the news, burst into tears and called down the blessings
of all the Saints on my head. To them it seemed too wonderful
to be true, but to me it had seemed too little water to be worth
digging for. As we left, Marie was sobbing on her husband's
shoulder and the last thing we heard was: "Twenty gallons an
hour? May the Blessed Virgin be thanked."

I heard later that they got their water, so my gruelling day
in the heat was not altogether wasted, but the poor D.M. took
to his bed and was not seen for the next forty-eight hours.

Before returning to Victoria the D.M. decided that he must
go further north and look at the wheat crops. It was in the fall
of the year and a time of great anxiety, for if a sharp frost
comes just before the wheat is ripe enough to reap-which can
easily happen in the northern wheat lands-the whole crop
will be ruined. The head agriculturist had received a call for
my work from some settlers living in the part of the country
to which the D.M. was going so he, the D.M., another agri-
culturist and I set off early for a long day's travelling.

About midday we arrived at the Peace River, to find a
roaring mass of muddy water about a mile wide. A car-ferry,
worked by a half-caste Indian, was waiting to take us across.
When he saw me, he asked the D.M. whom he immediately
recognized as the head of our party, why the white woman
wore trousers. I always wore riding breeches and boots, as I
never knew when I might have to ride a horse to reach my
destination. The D.M. explained that I was there to find water
for the settlers. At this, the ferryman, a huge fellow, got quite
excited-if a Red Indian can get excited-and asked the D.M.
if I could go to his shack on the opposite bank of the river
where, he said, there was no water, although there were three
springs not far away which, he thought, might run under his
land. He would show him the spot when we got across.

Without thinking, I said: "Oh no, you won't. I will point
them out from here." No sooner were the words out of my
mouth than I realized that I must be crazy for I had no idea
whether I could work across open water and a nrile of roaring
torrent at that. However, it was too late to go back on it, so
I made the attempt and, to my great relief, was able to point
out the three springs. The ferryman ignored me, but said to
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the D.M. that one of the springs was a big one and he would

show it to him when they got across. Having no idea that I
was piling up trouble foiui all, I called to him to come and

stand behlnd me and I would show him which was the big one'

This he did, most unwillingly, and grunted his confirmation

of its correctness. we were then ferried across the river and,

before continuing our joumey, the D.M. promised that I would

stop on the way- back to see whether the water from any of

the three springs was near his shack.
The roads iere the worst over which I had ever travelled.

When we arrived at the farm where I was to work, we found

two other families there, who begged me not to go without
helping them too, for they were also in desperate need of water.

afthough they had not applied to the Government for my

serviceJ, it wis impossible to refuse them, but it was all this

extra work, which I found wherever I went, which was nearly

killing me.
Alf along the roads the people would wait for us and beg

us to go to-them. They wouid hang over gates and waye an{
cheer is we went by. I could have been there for months and

still found people needing help. My time was all too short,

but I had tire iatisfaction of knowing afterwards that I had

given those lonely settlers in the north no less than 139 yielding

wells to lessen their hardshiPs.
On our return journey, in spite of being completely e-x-

hausted, I went *ith the three men to look for water for the

half-caste ferryman. when we arrived at the shack there was

not a soul to be seen. Smoke was pouring out of a chimney'

so I knew that there was someone about. But I wanted to get

finished as quickly as possible so I set to work to look for
water straight awaY.

Evidently the ferryman had told his family about my find-

ing the thrle springs that morning and they were too scared

to come near me.
One of the great lumbering sons was watching me from

behind a wood pite, and another from the shelter of a water-

butt and the squaw was peeping through the crack of the

door.
I called out to the elder son to come close and then told

him to tell his father that there was no water near the shack,
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but that he would get all that he wanted if he dug under a
spruce tree, which I pointed out in the distance, of which I
could only see the pale green tip. The boy took one look at
where I was pointing, made several grunts and clicks with
his tongue and fled.

I then realized that I had again been very foolish, for
in order to pin-point anything at a distance it ii necessary to
have three converging lines. But I had only one tine and the
water might be anywhere along that line. However, I was so
sure that water was under that particular tree, although I could
only see its tip, that I didn't worry and said to the riren: ..For
heaven's sake, hurry, and let's get offhome.,'

[e made our way down the road to the car and passed close
to the spruce tree, which the men marked with a little cairn of
stones.

The ferry was waiting for us when we reached the river. The
ferryman immediately asked about the water at his shack. The
D.M. stood by him and told him about the spruce tree and the
cairn of stones while the other two men took me to the other
end 

-of the ferry. As the ferry touched the bank, they both
cried 'Jump," and rushed me up the bank while the car,
driven by the D.M. came tearing up from the ferry onto the
road. One man tore open the door and fairly hurled me on to
the back seat, while the other jumped in the iront, and we shot
down the road, even before the car doors were shut. When I
had recovered sufficient breath, I burst out: .,What in the world
do you men think you're doing, throwing me about like that?',
to which the D.M. replied: "you oughf to be damn thankful
you were thrown into the car and not into the river."

He went on to explain that the spruce tree, which I had
indicated, used to have a sacred spring beneath it but it was
considered too close to the road to be safe and the engineers
had poured cement over it until it disappeared. For the -white
woman" to have found the spring from half a mile away,
when she could barely see the top of the spruce, was to the
fgrryman pure magic and he kept telling 

-the 
D.M. that I

should be thrown into the river and drowned as a witch.
If I had not had three white men with me, I certainly would

have been. The matter-of-fact D.M. who was driving, called
to me over his shoulder: "I don,t think that you have wer been
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nearer death than you were this morning. I am beginning to
think that divining is not only a very tiring profession, but a
very dangerous one as well."

The last work I did in the Peace River was very far north.
By this time I think the D.M. felt something akin to an old-
fashioned organ-grinder with a pet monkey. He and his exhibit
were greeted with so much enthusiasm and delight wherever
they went-the need of water being so desperate-that he
kept forgetting that the poor little monkey wasn't just
a machine to be wound up when it ran down, and went on
promising more and more people that they would have water,
and that I would find it for them.

At the end of one of the most gruelling days I have ever
experienced, I crawled into the back of the car and went fast
asleep, only to be wakened and told that there was one more
place I must go to. It was twenty miles away and as I should
aever be there again, it had just got to be done.

I tried to argue but I was too tired and went to sleep again.
In some places the roads were just tracks and it was incredible
that anyone could sleep when bumping over them. Yet it is
extraordinary what physical exhaustion will do.

When we arrived and I was finally awake I found we were at
Fort St. John, a small, lonely settlement with a gravelled
square in the middle of it and avery new little Roman Catholic
Church at one end.

There was one big underground stream and another cross-
ing it, but as it was just under the corner of the Roman Catholic
church it couldn't be used.

I was told I must find another. Now normally I lose my
temper perhaps once in ten years. I was suddenly absolutely
furious. It swept over me like a sheet of flame and was pro-
bably caused by my terrible exhaustion. Anyway I walked to
the middle of the square and said: "There is enough water
here to float a battleship but it is horrible water. I have a smell
like rotten eggs in my nose and a filthy taste in my mouth, so
you can't have it anyway," and I started to walk back to the
cat.

The D.M. and the inhabitants all shouted to me to come
back, and the former kept saying that I hadn't done any work
on the spot, so how could I know if the water was good or bad.
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But I did know, and I wouldn't listen to them, and I just sat
in the car and cried and cried, and I didn,t care if the whole
world saw me, which was odd, as I generally find it is as hard
to9ry as a lot of people I meet find it hard to laugh!

Then the priest from the little church told the D.M. that
years before a well had been dug very near to the place I had
shown them but the water was so fult of sulphur 

-that 
it was

useless and the well had been filled in again.
This was the first time that I had discovered that I could tell

whether the water was good or bad by the smell in -y rror"
and the taste in my mouth. I stilr oo trris and find ii most
useful.

f-x
I 4



10

Propitiating The Witch

-\f ff f w.rr-p I was still in the Peace River district,I was
H / H / sent to find water for the Shewswhop tribe of Red
V V Indians on the Sugar Cane Reserve.
I expected to find it very interesting as I pictured an Indian

chief in full regalia, wearing his feathered head-dress and fringed
caribou-skin coat, with wonderful tepees in the background
and all the other Red Indian trappings, which one sees on the
movies. I was accompanied by three white men, as it would not
be safe for any white woman to go alone among Red Indians.

When we arrived at the Reserve my disgust can be imagined
when a badly-dressed and dirtyJooking Indian, who tumed
out to be the chief, came out of a dirty wooden shack, followed
by a still dirtier lot of squaws.

It was very hot, with the dry heat of the north which seems

to burn one's skin through any sort of clothing. I had a good
look round while the white men were "pow-wowing" with the
chief. It was the first time I had been on an Indian reserve
and I was horrified. It was a small plateau, inches deep in dust.
It had probably been soil at one time but wind and drought had
reduced it to its present state of powder. Beyond it was a steep
rocky hill.

I told my companions to ask the chief where they got their
water and was shocked to hear that there was no water on the
Reserve and that it had to be fetched from a well over a mile
away.

When I work I take entire charge of the proceedings and
"run the show," so I said we would start at once, for my nose
was being attacked by one horrible smell after another.

The chief and I and the Reserve superintendent led the way,
followed by the other two white men and all the squaws, who
were chattering and grunting like a troop of monkeys. We

9t
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crossed the plateau and passed a dead dog, which accounted
for one of the smells and, a little further on, the remains of a
half-buried donkey, which nearly knocked me down. Then we
started to climb the hi[. It was a barren rock on which nothing
grew, but a creeping cactus, covered with small bladders, armed
with inchJong thorns, which pierced my softJeather boots as if
they were made of butter. The squaws were still following and
getting noisier every minute so, on the top of the hill, I turned
and pointed my finger at them and told them to "Go home.',

They stopped as if they had been shot, and fled screaming
down the hill.

The superintendent muttered, "They think you have put a
curse on them. What'll happen now, God only knows. Any-
way, we'll all keep close to you."

I hunted high on the hill and low on the little plateau sur-
rounding it but, with one rather poor exception, I could only
find quite inadequate sources of water. It seemed as if Nature
had abandoned this grim spot as unfit for human habitation
and taken her precious water with her. From the top of the hill
I looked down on the squalid huts and my disgust at the filth
and sordidness turned to pity for the poor wretches condemned
to live there.

That one race of human beings could compel another to live
in a barren waterless area, only fit for rattlesnakes and carrion
crows seemed too cruel to be believed. Perhaps, the fact that
I had seen some of the lovely spots where the Indians used
to live before the white man came and turned them out, and the
little mines which they worked themselves, added to my disgust.

No wonder the Redskins hated the white man, and killed
him and his "squaws" whenever they could. There are still
portions of old stockades all over Canada to show their fight
against their enemy to keep their country and their freedom.

When we got back to the huts, I had one of the greatest sur-
prises of my life. Spread out in front of them was a gteat array
of work, all done by the squaws, for me to see and choose from.
There were wonderful deer-skin gloves covered with embroi-
dery, and baskets and trays made from fine grasses in which
were interwoven patterns of fishes, birds and insects. There were
coats for chiefs, made from moose and caribou hides, orna-
mented with beads of various colours or embroidered with the
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heads of animals, to be worn at their formal "pow-wows."
They had deep fringes made of shredded hide around the
bottom, down the sleeves and across a sort of yoke front and
back. The hides, from which these coats are made, are first
smoked in a wood fire and then patiently chewed by the
squaws to make them soft and pliable. (Incidentally, they have
to be hung in the air for at least a week before one can wear
them, in order to get rid of the smell).

The superintendent, who acted as interpreter, held a conver-
sation with the chief and then turned to me "The chief says
that his squaws beg the white woman who, they think, is a
witch to choose something they have made, so they will know
that she will not throw her power on them and to prove that
she is no longer angry with them as she was when she pointed
at them on the hill and sent them away."

So I chose a chief's coat of caribou skin and asked to be
shown the squaw who made it; but she was too shy or else too
afraid to come forward and let me thank her.

I left the Reserve with a heavy heart in spite of my beautiful
Indian coat, for I had been able to locate only one small source
of water worth developing. Had I been possessed of the powers
of magic attributed to me by the squaws, I would have found a
large spring in front of their huts which could have turned the
little plateau of dust and smells into a beautiful garden and
given them, not only water to drink, but also water in which
to wash themselves and be once more clean and decent which,
under those appalling conditions, was quite impossible.

I never heard whether the Government decided to develop
the one small source of water for them or not, but that would
depend more on the superintendent's report than on mine.
Most of the Government agriculturists and horticulturists
were most co-operative as it made their own work much
easier if the farms and orchards in their districts had adequate
water.

But this was not always the case. Some were so antagonistic
that they did everything possible to make my work a failure,
regardless of the desperate needs of the settlers for whom I was
working. Sometimes the post with which I had marked the
exact spot for boring was moved, and then they would write
to the Government and report a dry hole and say my work was
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no good. I even became a political issue on the plea that my
employment was a waste of public money. All this made my
labours a gteat mixture of pleasure and worry, but un-
doubtedly the pleasure predominated and I wouldn,t have
missed the experience for anything in the world.

When the D.M. returned to Victoria I started my work of
prospecting for oil, which was the real object of my visit to the
Peace River Block. The Government wished to see whether
rny findings agreed with those made by the Government
geologists ten years before.

From then on the hotel manager became the head of all
expeditions, because he had been with the geologists and knew
the country. By now everyone had discovered that I had no
bump of locality, so the hotel manager kept stopping the car
every few miles and asking me where the oil was and in which
direction to go. But in that I was much more at home, for I
had discovered that I could find a mineral field eleven miles
away merely by using my bare hands. So, although I had no
data to assist me and had no idea of my own whereabouts, I
could point to the direction of the oil-fields. Though hills might
interrupt the view, they could not cut out the pull from the
oil even when so far distant. To do this I stand quite still,
stretch out my arm and turn up my hand so that the palm
and finger tips point upwards and act as a radio receiver. I
keep my hand gently moving sideways, backwards and for-
wards, and turn slowly round. When my hand gets into line
with the oil, water or mineral I immediately feel as if I had
a little thread coming out of each finger, connecting me with
the deposit. This little thread soon becomes a string and then
a rope and, unless I break the contact by running my left hand
down over my arm and fingers, my arm will be nearly pulled
out of its socket. But one day, I was conscious of another
strong deposit pulling me from the opposite direction. Instead
of breaking my contact with the first as I should have done, I
used my left hand to find the second. Then, not having a third
hand I couldn't break either! I felt as if I was being pulled in
two, and it was getting to be agony. Nci one was near me, and
anryay I doubt if they could have broken the contact for me
even if they had been, so I threw myself flat on the earth and
dug my fingers into the soil when I could actually feel the force,
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or whatever it was, discharging itself from me into the ground.
It was a most frightening experience and I have never done it
again.

When we arrived near to the place where the geologists
had been I took my bearings, made my contact with the oil
and went off at full speed up a little hillock-which I later
learnt was called a "dome." But the shock from the oil was so
great that I went down as if I had been felled with a pole-axe
and was parulyzed all up my left side. I don't know how long
it lasted, possibly only a minute, but it seemed an age. As soon
as I could I crawled off the dome on all fours and was then
horribly and disgustingly sick. I was finally picked up by the
kindly agriculturist and carried to the car. Later, the wife of
the manager put me to bed.

By some fortunate chance a doctor was paying his bi-yearly
visit to the distant towns in the north and was at Pouce Coupe.
He spent half the night with me trying to stop the sickness
which was turning into a hamorrhage.

Anyway, after a few days I managed to mark a number of
spots where there was oil and the hotel manager and the agri-
culturist found the old markings of the geologists and they
were within a few yards of the places which I had chosen,
which was very satisfactory.

I got as far as Edmonton on the way home to Victoria and
went to a doctor to ask her to give me something to patch me
up for the journey "as I was a bit tired." Instead of doing so
she went straight to the telephone and booked me in at the
hospital, taking me there herself. They kept me for over a fort-
night which gave me a rest and afterwards enabled me to
return to Victoria.

The cold weather was now beginning and Canada would
soon be covered in deep snow, which meant my work was over
for the season.

However, during the early winter and just before I fled to
Honolulu to escape the Canadian cold a mining man, and also
a personal friend, asked me if I would look at a map which he
had brought with him and do some work on it to see what I
could tell him about a mine which he was thinking of buying,
but about which he was a little dubious. It was a gold-mine
and in a good area but I got so little reaction for gold from
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the marked area on the map that I could only advise him not
to do so. However, I told him that up in one corner I received
a very powerful reaction for silver.

Silver on the ground gives the diviner a strong and often
painful reaction: it is like being stabbed through the feet and
body with a red-hot knife. The first time I went over a silver
mine in C-anada I thought I had trodden on a rattlesnake. I
get the same reaction from a map.

My mining friend said it was true that there was a big silver-
mine being worked just where I had said, but that he wasnt
interested in silver. So I forgot all about the map and sat on the
table while talking to him, unfortunately just over the corner
of the map where I had located the silver. Suddenly, I nearly
shot up to the ceiling with a vicious stab of pain, and let out a
yell loud enough to lift the roof.

In telling an English girl about this next day, her cryptic
remark was, "But, my dear, how very convenient to be able
to work at both ends!" Which was a point of view which cer-
tainly hadn't struck me before!
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Map-Divining

^lBour 
this time a great event happened in my divining

f$ career. I received a letter from Colonel A. H. Bell,

-.( \ President of the English diviners' society' called the
British Society of Dowsers, accompanied by a book on divin-
ing, of which few at that time had been published.

In my young days divining in England was mostly in the
hands of miners--chiefly in Cornwall-while in Europe it was
mainly confined to the peasantry. Nowadays, the divining or
dowsing societies are composed of scientists, geologists, engi-
neers and cultured people, as well as practical working diviners
of all classes. Instead of being confined to those who know that
they have the gift and make use of it as occasion requires,
divining is now being studied scientifically and seriously in
every civilized country in the world.

Many years ago the Ministry of War in France inaugurated
a school of divining for its engineer officers, and all those hav-
ing the gift had to go through the school and be properly trained.

The beginning of this serious study in France took place in
l9l3 at the Second Congress of Experimental Psychology in
Paris, when a special committee was formed to test the claims
of diviners and decide whether they were genuine.

Twenty of the leading diviners in France went to Paris and
submitted themselves to some very severe tests, under the
eyes of a very unsympathetic committee. They all passed the
tests so easily and successfully that the committee had to admit
that they could not have all arrived at the same accurate con-
clusion, if divining was a fraud.

While the committee was in progress, the head of the divining
tests-M. Henri Mager-received a letter from a M. Mathieu
saying, that if the committee sent him a map, hand-drawn and
to scale, he would undertake to mark on it all underground

I
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springs and streams and also all the surface water, such as
ponds and water-holes. The latter have no efiect on the diviner
when working on the ground.

The letter received the usual treatment given to any new
idea and was duly pigeon-holed and forgotten. But, in course
of time, M. Mathieu went to Paris and interviewed the com-
mittee, as a result of which he was given a plan of a piece of
property belonging to one of the committeemen. He took it
away with him and returned next day with all the water on
the property, surface and underground, correctly marked on
it.

The committee was still unsatisfied. They said the property
was near to Paris and that M. Mathieu could have spent the
afternoon divining over the actual area in the ordinary way.
So instead, they gave him a map of a property in a part of
France unknown to him, after first removing names, location
numbers and other indications of its whereabouts. Again the
map was returned to the committee with every detail correct.
After verifying a number of testimonials from people of un-
questionable integrity, they were forced to accept this new
form of divining as authentic.

When the Congress was over, the chief organizer of these
divining tests wrote a book giving a full account of all the
proceedings, in which there was a chapter describing this
divining on maps, with photographs of M. Mathieu at work.

This was the book which was sent to me by Colonel Bell.
I had seen many inexplicable things when working in the
field, but this idea of divining for water on a map, even a hand-
drawn one, struck me as being very far-fetched and well-nigh
impossible. However, I decided that the only way to check it
was to try it for myself but, in doing so I would have to make
do with a Government map. It still seemed inexplicable that
there could be some "contact" between a map, printed and
turned out by the hundred, and the ground it represented, but
to ask for a hand-drawn map on which to divine for water, was
to risk being shut up in a lunatic asylum.

Accordingly, I got a Government survey plan of a mineral-
ized area in British Columbia and set to work. I did all the
things that M. Mathieu said he had done and carefully studied
the photographs of him at work. I held a small pendulum in

I
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my hand, made of a little bottle, containing water--or what-
ever mineral I was hunting for-suspended on a string and
slowly moved it over the map. I was soon convinced that some-
thing was happening. The pendulum started slowly and
deliberately to gyrate over certain spots. These I marked with a
circle and, after working for several days, entirely ignorant of
the terrible strain on my health, I took the map to the head
Government cartographer and asked him to check my mark-
ings from a reference map of staked claims which he had in
his possession, and was kept locked in a safe. They were all
found correct. He asked me how I could have got to these
places, as many of them were in thick forest and miles from
civilization. When I told him that I had not been within a
hundred miles of them and how it was done, he flatly refused
to believe me and, from the look he gave me, I felt that the
asylum was already looming up before me.

However, I didn't care. I had proved that divining by maps
was possible. What he believed didn't matter.

Still I wanted more proof, which I got by finding the meet-
ing places of three streams for a minister in the Province of
Alberta. Again I did this from a map. I knew neither the
minister nor Alberta. A well was dug on the spot I had found
and marked on the map and enough water was located to
supply the whole farm.

Then I got maps of several mines in British Columbia and
the accuracy of my findings exceeded all my expectations.

One mine owner, accompanied by two friends, arrived at
my flat in Victoria one evening, determined to prove that this
"map-divining business" was merely some form of electricity
and that they could prevent anything from happening.

They had brought three rubber car-mats and several large
china plates and asked me to put on a pair of rubber boots
and a rubber bathing-cap, pulled well down over my head.
They then put one rubber mat under a card-table, another
under a chair and the third they bound round me, high up so
as to cover my heart. Why I don't know, but they were very
firm on that point.

The legs of the table and the chair were stood on the plates
and I had to sit on another plate and have one under each
foot.
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A map was then produced of a mine that was being worked

and put in front of me on the table, and the three men sat

down to watch me as they were quite sure nothing could
possibly happen.

I set to work. Divining on maps was so new to me I had no
idea whether I could possibly work under the conditions they
imposed. But I found that tho rubber mats and the plates and
the rest of the paraphernalia made no difference at all, and I
had no difficulty in marking the map correctly, which distinctly
annoyed my visitors.

But it had a different effect on me. I got scared. I didn't
know what I was doing or how I was doing it, so I decided
to go to France and England, as the International Divining
Society in France and the British Society of Dowsers in Eng-
land were holding congresses that summer and I was eligible
to attend them both.

I found the first day at the French Congress somewhat
alarming. I was the only woman among some 500 delegates
from all parts of the world. From experience I knew that men
do not like women intruding into what they regard as their
special preserves, so I tried to make myself as inconspicuous
as possible. However, it didn't work out that way.

In the days when I used a forked stick for divining, my
hands got very torn and blistered, so I had to evolve another
method to enable me to keep at work. This resulted in my
discarding all tools and using merely my bare hands. The
drawback to this is that it is very tiring.

When I am dealing with a rich mineral deposit, say wolfram
or copper, or a large quantity of water, I am so violently thrown
and tossed about I feel like a doll on a piece of string. In some
strange way I seem to lose all weight. Although a rod, whether
of wood or wire, reduces the reaction very much, it is certainly
not essential.

I may say here that no one who makes use of a machine or
appliance of any sort, except a non-mechanical forked stick or
rod, is entitled to be called a "diviner." A person who finds
water by means of a machine is a "water-flnder" and often
does very good work. He also meets with much less antagon-
ism from geologists and other scientists, because his machine
is something which they can understand and could prob-

a
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ably use themselves. But that does not make him a
t'diviner."

On this first day of the Congress of the French Society, I
was talking to a man who said that he had the same trouble
with his hands that I had with mine. When I told him that I
often worked without tools, he insisted upon my giving him
a demonstration. We soon had a little crowd around us and
every day after that a group would gather between the lectures
to try this new method but, in spite of the fact that there
were some of the world's leading diviners among them,I found
it impossible to teach a single one of them how to do it. Why
that was so I do not know, unless they were self-hypnotized
into believing that some sort of tool was necessary.

Anyway, at the end of the Congress, to my great surprise
and delight, I received the honour of being made a Maitre
Sourcier (Master Diviner) and was the first woman ever to re-
ceive that honour and, as far as I know, I am still the only one.
No doubt my ability to work without tools had a good deal
to do with it.

Although there were a large number of delegates at the
Congress, only about half a dozen were working on maps, but
they all claimed a much higher percentage of success than
when working on the ground, though none of them could
explain why.

Seeing other map-readers at work brought it home to me
that we were working on too small a scale and that the real
use of map-divining was on the great open spaces of the world,
where ordinary divining was of little use.

So I worked out an entirely new system for myself ming
my bare hands and no tools.

I get Government survey maps of one inch to the mile,
which, in most countries, are about 27" x 27". I do all my
preliminary work with my eyes shut, which necessitates having
an assistant to listen to what I say-as I have taught myself
to talk aloud-and notice where I receive the strongest re-
actions. I start by rubbing my hands over the map, until it
seems to turn into something alive. I get the same sensations
and shocks from the map that I do from the actual ground.
Every mineral gives its own special sensation.

Sometimes the map becomes alive instantaneously, irrespec-
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tive of distance; at others I seem to meet a curious barrier or
antagonism and the map remains dead. Then it takes great
determination and concentration to make my contact with the
area, but once it is made I have no further trouble.

I start the actual work by rubbing the tips of my fingers
over a small area and waiting. If I am looking for oil and my
hands rest immobile, I know that there is no oil there. If my
hands are over oil they start to rise alternately. Where the oil
is very rich, my arms and hands are thrown back with
such force that I think they would be torn out of their sockets
if I were not double-jointed. All this is done with my eyes
shut. Working on an oil map is an extremely exhausting per-
formance and one can only keep at it for about half an hour.

My assistant then takes the maps and numbers the area
according to the violence of my reactions and lightly pencils
in my remarks.

Next, but generally not until next day, I take a small pendu-
lum of heavy wood, about the size of an acorn, and swing it
over the rich spots, which it outlines for me and I mark them in
in pencil. These areas are subsequently much enlarged and the
perimeters of the oil-fields are carefully delineated in detail.
The faults, intrusions, etc., must also be put in with the same
degree of accuracy, and it needs much greater training and
sensitivity to detect them on a map, since faults give off hardly
any emanations which the diviner can feel.

A water-map is much less exhausting to do and needs a
different technique. After "tuning-in" my map and making it
alive, I 45ft "11"-lryhatever "It" may be-luestions and in-
struct "It" to tell me where the water-sheds are. I only use a
survey-plan and not a topographical map but, if there are any
hills from which the streams are coming, a strong draught
comes up off the map and lifts my hand on to the high land,
after which my hands float gently over the map, showing me
the direction of the streams from the water-shed. The little
pendulum then outlines the course of the underground streams
with the most minute accuracy and I draw them in. Before the
map is finished, the depth must be added to each stream and
a test made for the potability of the water.

Potability can be tested in several ways but, both on the
ground and on the map, my lips and tongue taste salt if the
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water is brackish and I get a horrible smell in my nose if it is
sulphurous or impure.

Although map-divining has proved to be as successful in
finding oil as well as water, I feel that its principal use should
be for finding water because of the endless blessings it can
bestow on all living creatures. But, so long as map divining
is considered "nonsense" and "unscientific," the world in gen-
eral will be deprived of one of the most valuable gifts ever
made available to man-that of finding water in the drought-
stricken areas and deserts, which cover so much of our Earth.

However, map-divining can no longer be ignored as unscien-
tific because of a recent discovery by scientists in the De La
Warr Laboratories at Oxford. In the April, 1955, issue of.World
Science Review it is stated in an article on "Radionics and
Homeotronics:" "Experiments show the existence of a'rapport'
not only between a plant and the detached leaf, but also between
a plant and the photographic emulsion of the photograph of
that plant. Similarly a relationship exists between an area of
soil and the photograph of that soil-an incredible and breath-
taking discovery."

This "incredible and breath-taking discovery" has been used
in map-divining for over thirty years and some of the successes
accruing from it might well come under the heading "incred-
ible and breath-taking."

Another remarkable thing about divining is the strange
power in the diviner of making his personal contact or "rap-
port" with deposits in the earth, regardless of their distance
away in miles and their depth in the earth, even to hundreds
or thousands of feet.

Perhaps now that science admits the connection between a
photograph and a piece of ground, it will investigate the con-
nection between a map and a piece of ground. Then map-divin-
ing will be accepted as a logical method of finding water and
minerals.

The connection between a person and his own photograph
has been known and used by diviners for many years. During
the First World War, diviners were continually receiving photo-
graphs of "missing" soldiers from their relatives, with a request
that they be tested to find out whether the men were dead. If
the person photographed is dead the diviner gets no reaction

I
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from the photograph, but if he is alive the reaction is quick
and often strong. Many frauds took advantage of this to set up
as diviners, and caused much distress by their fraudulent
methods to anguished parents.

One of the greatest joys to me personally in divining is the
feeling that I am part of one of the huge forces of nature and
no longer confined in the cage of a human body. I certainly
get tossed about and often cannot keep my feet---especially
over some minerals more than others-but it is a feeling of be-
ing part of a great force and the consciousness of its enormous
power that is so marvellous.

There are two ways of divining on the ground, quite apart
from map-divining. One is to get into touch with the emana-
tions given off by the water or mineral, when actually walking
or standing over them. The other is to go down mentally nto
the earth and get into contact with them there.

For years I have maintained that if the diviner could find
the right note (sound), water could be brought to the sur-
face without drilling or digging. This may sound fantastic, but
there are many fantastic things connected with sound.

It has been known for centuries that a note of a certain pitch
will break glass. At the Dublin Airport all the glasses in the
bar have been done away with and replaced by plastic tumb-
lers, because the glasses were cut right through the middle by
the pitch of a certain note made by the propellers of the aero-
planes.

Then, what is still more extraordinary, there is the great boul-
der of "Tay Ninu Annam," in French Indo-China, which is re-
ported to weigh 300 tons and yet hangs in mid-air with no
visible means of support. The natives believe it is supported
by sound; day and night there are always people humming a
mantra or ritualistic formula beneath it to keep it from falling.

There are many other known effects of sound and it is only
logical to suppose that they will soon be turned to practical use
and also the power, of which divining has only touched the
fringe, will be harnessed for man's benefit as well.
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Second-Hand Divining

fif lf -f HErv I went to France for the big International
\ /[ / Congress of Diviners I stayed wit[ the President
V \y the Vicomte Henri de France, in his beautiful

old castle, the Chflteau d'Arry, on the Somme. While there,
the Vicomte motored me over to Hardelot to visit the Abb6
Bouly, one of France's leading diviners, of whose work the
Vicomte had told me many amusing and surprising tales. He
was a jovial old man, quite ready to talk about his hobby in all
its branches, for he divined minerals as well as water and was
famous as a diagnostician of human diseases so much so
that surgeons had performed major operations on his
diagnosis.

I started by asking him the usual question asked by all
diviners when meeting a fellow-craftsman for the first time-
"What method do you use to find water?"

The Abb6 considered this for a moment and then made the
surprising reply: "I see it."

He went on to explain that, on arrival at the locality where
he was to find water, he would first look over the ground as
far, as his eye could see, while slowly turning himself round.
"Where there are streams of underground water," he said, "I
see streams of silver running on the surface. If it is a big under-
ground stream, I see a big silver stream; if it is small, the silver
stream is small. The silver stream runs fast or slow like the
water underground. I then pick out the largest silver stream
and work on it in the ordinary way. It is a very convenient
method and saves me much time."

It took me some seconds to digest this amazing statement.
"But you can't do that unless your eyes are out of focus," f
replied, which, he admitted, was the case, although the fact
had never struck him until that moment.
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He went on to tell me of a curious form of divining he used,

and which I can only call "Second-hand divining."
He said-in a mixture of bad English and French, of which

he was very proud-that he was sent for by a mining company
to work on a gold-mine situated on a steep hill, where the
known veins were petering out.

"I arrive at the place, Mademoiselle, and the weather it is
very hot and I am old and very fat, as you see. So I say to the
mine engineer, who is with me: 'It is you who will mount the
hill and make the divining inspection and it is I who will stay
down here quietly at the bottom'."

The engineer protested indignantly that he was not a diviner
and knew nothing at all about it, and said he had no intention
of going up the hill to do the Abb6's work for him.

But the Abb6 was very firm and made him stand in front of
him while he rubbed his thick whale-bone rod up and down
his coat, so that he could thoroughly establish his "rapport."

"Next, I instal myself in comfort on a large rockn" he con-
tinued," and I point my rod at the middle of the back of the
engineer and I say to him 'En avant' and, as he go up the
mountain, I call-'More to the right' or Now a little to the
left,' as my rod informs me by the way she pull in my hands,
and then-'There it is. You are on it'. Voila, ga y esti'

He went on to say that when the engineer returned he had
to admit that the Abb6 was right when he called out at each
vein known to the company, so it was logical to suppose that
he was right regarding the others, which indeed turned out to
be the case.

As the Abb6 was telling me this story,I had difficulty in con-
cealing my incredulity and found myself making polite little
sounds as one would to a person who was mentally deranged
so, when we got back into the car, I said to the Vicomte: "Ca
c'est une bonne blague." That is a pretty tall story.

To my amazement the Vicomte was extremely annoyed-
not to say angry. He defended the Abb6 vehemently and as-
sured me that above all things the Abb6 was "un homme
serieux" and would not say anything that was not strictly true.
As the word"serieux" in French includes integrity and reliable-
ness as well as being serious-minded, it was intended as a high
tribute.
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The Vicomte finished by saying tersely: "Anyway, if he can
do it, you can, Mademoiselle," and would not listen when
I indignantly assured him that I could certainly do nothing of
the sort!

On arrival at the ChAteau he immediately insisted on taking
me out into the wood at the back of the lovely old mansion.
The Chflteau d'Arry is built, as so many of the French chdteaux,
at the edge of a wood through which paths from the Chdteau
radiate out, like rays from a sun. We walked to the end of one
of these long paths, each armed with a pendulum. The Vicomte
was a great exponent of the pendulum and used no other tool.

I was instructed to take his radiation from his left hand.
This is done by holding the pendulum (still) over the left hand.
Soon the pendulum starts to gyrate-sometimes clockwise,
sometimes the reverse. The clockwise direction is generally
obtained from women, the anti-clockwise from men.

I then had to rub my pendulum on the sleeve of his coat and
hold it in my right hand on a short string and keep it oscilla-
ting, while I held my left arm and hand outstretched, with my
first finger pointing at the middle of his back.

The Vicomte then walked slowly up the path away from
me, with his pendulum held in front of him to check my find-
ings and carefully hidden from me. I remained stationary
where I was at the end of the path.I watched him go with some
amusement, for f was convinced that there would be no re-
actions and no "findings" to check. My surprise can be better
imagined than described when my pendulum began to gather
momentum and then gyrate violently, just as it did when I was
approaching and crossing a stream in the ordinary way. So I
called out to the Vicomte that he was crossing a stream at that
moment and he just raised his hand and called back, "Oui. Ca
y est" , and went on. So long as I could see him I found it worked.

He must have crossed at least four streams between me and
the Chdteau. The same procedure was followed the next day
far out in the country on a path leading through the peaceful
fields of France, then yellow with ripe wheat and with a
carpet of blue cornflowers and red poppies beneath. Each time
the Vicomte crossed a stream my pendulum re-acted just when
his did. There could be absolutely no doubt about it.

I don't know whether I was more pleased or annoyed that
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it worked for me so easily and accurately after what I had said
about the Abb6. If anyone thinks this is nonsense he has my
entire sympathy, but I would advise him to try it out for him-
self before he commits himself too far. It certainly works with
people who have the divining gift, which is possessed by many
people without their knowing it.

I learnt a great deal about the pendulum as a reliable divin-
ing tool while at the Chiteau. I now use a wooden ball with
a hole in the middle through which a string is passed. It is
four inches in diameter and weighs three quarters bf an ounce,
but a slightlf heavier one can be used when working on a
windy day. As colour plays a large part in divining, it ii pain-
ted black. The string of the pendulum is twisted round a little
stick, so that it can be lengthened or shortened at will.

The pendulum is a friendly little tool and, with practice, a
diviner can make it do almost anything but talk. It iJespecially
useful for diviners, who do not-or cannot-use maps foi,
with its help it is possible to make a divining survey while
standing still a mile away. So, if any such diviners are reading
this book, I suggest that they accompany me on an imaginary
water-divining expedition and get acquainted with so*e of the
things it can do and how it is used.

Imagine that it is a calm, fine day and that I have been sent
for by a big landowner to flnd water on his estate.

I shall get out of the car and, without moving from the spot
on which I am standing, I shall expect my pendulum to telline
seven things:

1. L! there any underground water within a radius of a mile?2. If so, what is the eiact direction of that water?3. Is it in large or small supply?

!. Is it moving quickly or slowly in the ground?
5. Is it deep or near the surface?
6. Is it a drilling or digging proposition?
7. Is it fit for human consumption?

The pendulum can answer all these questions without my
moving from the spot where I am standing and without my hav-
ing any previous knowledge of the district. It sounds i-por_
sible but_is really very easy, and I will tell you exactly n& it
is done. rf there is a fallen tree or little hummock for me to
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stand on so that I can see further, it is easier still. First of all,
the pendulum is held in the right hand on a short string and
kept gently oscillating. The left hand and arm are used as an-
tenna, stretched out with the first finger pointing in a straight
line with the arm.

1. I turn myself slowly round. When the pointing finger comes
into line with underground water the pendulum in the right
hand changes from an oscillation to a gyration. This answers
the first question. I have found underground water.

2. The exact direction of the water is taken by means of a com-
pass, when once the spot has been found.

3. If the supply is big, the gyration of the pendulum will be
strong, so strong that sometimes the string will break and
the pendulum will fly off for a considerable distance. If the
supply is small the gyration of the pendulum will be feeble.

4. If the water is moving slowly in the ground, the pendulum
gyrates slowly; if quickly, the gyration will be rapid. Quickly
is used in a comparative sense as water seldom travels very
quickly in the ground, except through caves or caverns.

5. To tell the depth, the pendulum should be held high over the
head and slowly lowered. The lower it goes before it gyrates,
the deeper the water. But it must be remembered that this is
only a preliminary and rough estimate of depth. Still, to get
any idea of depth at a mile's distance and in entirely un-
known territory is valuable knowledge. It must also not be
forgotten that the left hand with the pointing finger (the
antenne) must always be in contact with the emanations com-
ing from the under-ground water during all these operations

6. This is answered by deduction. If the water is deep it will be
necessary to drill, but if shallow it is better to dig a well.

7. To ascertain whether the water is fit for human consumption,
I prefer to use no tools. I stretch out both hands, pointing
to the spot where I have found the underground water and
gently wave them up and down. As soon as I have made my
"contact"-which I can tell by the pull on my arms and
hands-if the water is good, my right hand will be drawn
down towards the earth and my left thrown up; if bad, it
will be my left hand that is drawn down and my right that is
thrown up.

Which, I am sure everyone will agree, is all very easy. Once
when I was doing this in England before a large audience and
had ended by pointing out how easy it all was, a charming old
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gentleman said that he quite agreed that it was all very easy
and he only saw one sright difficurty and that was being able
to do it!

Many diviners test water by using colours. They twist a bit
of purple ribbon or silk round the fork of their rod o, the sticl(
hol.ding the pendulum. If the pendulum still gyrates, tt" *ui",
is fit for human consumption. The paler tf,L purple triof.t
purple) to which the rod or pendurum will respond, the better
the water. If the pendulum remains stationary-when purple is
used the water is not fit for human consumption. To make sure
that that is the case, a piece of royar brue ribbon or silk shourd
be tried and, if the pendurum gyrites with this, the water is cer-
tainly unfit for drinking.

This does not necessarily mean that it wilr be unfit for ani-
mals. In testing it for the use of sheep, take some woor frorn,a
fleece and use it instead of the coloured ribbons. If th;;re"_
lum works the water will be fit for them to drink. Foi cattle
use hair from a bullock,s tail.

I often wonder why, in a vast sheep_farming country like
Australia, divining is not used in sheep breedin!. Tht;i"i.".
should be given a piece of the fleece from a prizeiam to be held
in the same hand as the pendulum, which he will t.y ou"i 

"u"t,ewe in turn. In some cases the pendulum would gyrate well,
in others it would remain motioniess. The ewes over which the
pendulum gyrated well should be mated to that particulariam.
The others should be tried with the fleece of an'other ;;, ;;-
til their correct mate was found.

- As competition in Australia for breeding the finest Merino
sheep is so keen, this would be worth a Ihorough t.iut unO
might produce excellent results and some valua6'le p.og"ny.

At .the big Royal Show in Sydney in 1955_p-U'"Uii iii"
most important Sheep Show in tiie w-orld-a studMerino ram
was sold at auction for 6,000 guineas. This magnin."nt uri-ut
is named "Charles euintus" to commemorate the fact that the
stud from which it was bred has topped the Sydney *""1 ;d";
five years in succession. This price is a world .""oia.

As the number of sheep in Australia in 1957 reached the
fantastic figure of one hundred and fifty-one million, it is not
surprising that the srogan of this country is "Australia niJes
on the Sheep's Back."
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Divination of Disease

fTn u r pendulum is often used in diagnosing diseases and

H some surprisingly accurate results have been obtained.

-lL As I mentioned in the last chapter, the Abb6 Bouly
was outstanding at this work, except that he used a thick whale-
bone rod instead of a pendulum. This branch of divining is
one which I prefer to avoid, but one occasionally finds oneself
involved in circumstances over which one has no control.

When I was in Rhodesia, I was out prospecting with a
farmer and met with a nasty accident in which my nose was
badly injured, and I lost so much blood that I was taken to
hospital, where I was treated by a young doctor just out from
England. When I was well enough to talk, he told me of an
interesting lecture he had heard before leaving England, on the
subject of diagnosing diseases with a pendulum. He thought
it was a pity that I hadn't heard it too, so I told him that I had
often seen it done and, what was more, could do it myself.
Thereupon he insisted, despite my objections, on my coming
to his surgery as soon as I was well enough and giving a dem-
onstration of how I worked, to see whether my method was the
same as the lecturer's.

So, a few weeks later he fetched me from my hotel and took
me to his surgery, where I found two completely strange young
men waiting for me.

In diagnosing diseases, I use my pendulum in much the
same way as I do when divining water. The pointing finger of
the left hand is held a few inches away from the patient, who
is never touched during the whole proceedings. I begin by
pointing at the patient's forehead, then eyes, mouth, throat,
chest and so on, down to the toes.

When the finger points at a "trouble spot," the gentle oscil-
lation of the pendulum in my right hand turns into a gyration.

111
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If the trouble is serious, it jumps about and whirls round
madly.

One of the young men was my "patient." I began by point-
ing at his forehead and the pendulum went wild. 'You must
have terrible headaches," I said. "Probably vicious migraine."

I could find nothing wrong with his face or throat but, when
I came to his left side, the pendulum whirled round and I felt
as though I were being suffocated. (I get the reaction on myself
from everything I find, which is one reason why I dislike dia-
gnosing diseases).

I told him there was something wrong with his left side and
went on to the right. There the pendulum jumped about madly,
so I told him that his right side was covered with scars. Why I
said that I do not know, for I had never seen the pendulum be-
have quite like that before and the patient was fully dressed.

He gave me no indication whether I was right or wrong.
"What about my legs?" he asked.

I tested them. One seemed all right, but the other affected
the pendulum violently and gave me violent pain as well.

The doctor then asked the other young man to take me
home and took my patient into another room, without giving
me any idea whether my diagnosis was correct.

I followed the other young man out to the car. He had not
spoken a word and smoked a cigarette while I was making my
diagnosis, and I had no idea who he was or why he had been
in the surgery.

Almost immediately after we had started I clapped my hand
to my throat, and cried, "Oh, I am in agony! What can have
happened to my throat? ft's so odd! That man who I have
just diagnosed had nothing the matter with his throat."

The young man then said in an angry voice: "I suppose you
have got my throat." I looked at him seriously. "Young man,"
I replied, "I have never seen you before, but I know that if you
don't stop smoking you will die. And I am not speaking figura-
tively, but literally."

He dumped me down at the hotel and rushed back to the
doctor in a furious rage, accusing him of breach of etiquette
in telling me what was the matter with him. It was useless for
the former to swear that he had never even mentioned him to
me nor discussed his case. What I had said to him in the car
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was precisely what the doctor had told him that morning. He
had cancer of the throat from excessive smoking.

Next day the doctor came round to tell me all about it. The
strangest thing was that I was not even trying to diagnose this
silent young man and was not in the least interested in him.

The doctor told me that my "patient" suffered from severe

headaches. He had been badly gassed in the First World War,
which accounted for my feeling of suffocation when diagnosing
his left side. His right side was covered with shrapnel wounds
and one of his legs had been badly smashed. He added: "You
have indeed a most remarkable gift."

Instead of being pleased that my diagnosis in both theso

cases was correct, it made me more determined than ever to
exclude medical divining in my work. Then some years later,
a friend begged me to diagnose her, as there was some talk of
an abdominal operation. Rather unwillingly, I did. I could
flnd nothing wrong with that part of her anatomy, but there
was serious trouble in her ears, nose and right arm. She ad-
mitted that her ears and nose had been troubling her, but said
that there was certainly nothing the matter with her arm.

When next I met her, some months later, she said: "You
were just ten days ahead about my arm. I have hardly been
able to use it for months, and massage and the usual things
are doing it no good."

This made me more than ever determined to have nothing
more to do with this branch of divining. I also had no wish to
turn myself into a kind of bloodhound and trace missing human
corpses!

One of the leading diviners to undertake that ghoulish busi-
ness was a Mr. John Clarke, who lived at Melton Mowbray in
England, and died recently at the age of eighty-six. He helped
the police to trace missing people on many occasions, and is
credited with seventy successful results.

Once he searched twelve miles along the bank of the River
Trent before pointing to where the body of the missing man
was discovered.

I should mention that the police do not seek the help of
diviners until they have exhausted all their ordinary methods.
Similarly, a diviner is seldom called in, even to flnd water, until
every other known method has been tried in vain.
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The usual method employed by a diviner when tracing lost

persons is as follows. He first obtains a piece of unwashed
clothing which the missing person has worn next his skin, such
as a sock or a vest. Part of the garment is then wrapped round
the rod or forked stick, this giving the diviner the vibration
or ray of the lost person and acting as scent does to a blood-
hound. The diviner usually uses the old-fashioned forked stick
for this work.

The stick is then raised to the level of the forehead and held
horizontally, point forward. The diviner turns slowly round
and his stick "bows" in the direction taken by the lost person.
He then starts walking in that direction, and is pulled back by
the stick if he gets out of line. Where the lost person has stopped
on his last joumey, the diviner also stops and again turns
slowly round with the stick held horizontally in front of his
forehead until he again picks up the scent. This procedure
continues until the corpse is found.

When I first arrived in Australia, during the Second World
War, two important people from the Criminal Investigation
Bureau came to see me in Sydney with a view to getting me to
trace criminals in conjunction with another diviner, with whom
they were in touch.

I was really horrified, and not being very Amazonian in out-
look I tried to point out to them that I hadn't the least wish to
end my life at the hands of some desperate criminal. They
assured me that they would take every care of me, but I was
too frightened to be polite and said: "Oh, for goodness sake,
don't talk rot. How in the world could either of you stop a
bullet intended for me."

It was finally decided that neither I, nor the other diviner,
should be employed, for which I was very thankful.

But divining has pleasanter uses than this. Doctors make use
of it, especially in France, in testing foods for dyspeptics. The
patient puts out his right hand (left if he is left-handed) and
the doctor holds a pendulum over it to note the reaction.
Samples of foods (sugar, butter, pork, potatoes, eggs, etc.) are
placed on a table in front of the patient. The doctor takes the
radiation from the patient's hand and moves the pendulum
still gyrating, over the sugar. If the pendulum continues to
gyrate, sugar is good for the patient; if it gathers momentum,



it is very good. rr ,:"'ffi':i::1,:'f#:and begins. ".:l:late sugar will do neither harm nor good but, if it begins to
gyrate in the opposite direction sugar is definitely bad and its
degree of harmfulness will be indicated by the rapidity of the
gyration. Other foods are tested in the same way.

A similar method is used in agriculture. Suppose a field of
wheat is to be sown. A sample of the seed and samples of soil
taken from several fields are put into separate receptacles. The
pendulum is held over the wheat until it gyrates and is then
gently moved (so that the gyration shall not be stopped) over
one of the soil samples. If the same gyration continues, the soil
will suit the seed; if it increases, it is eminently suitable. If it
dies down and the pendulum begins to oscillate, various fertili-
z&rs are added to the soil samples until the gyrations over the
soil samples are the same as those over the seed. If these fertili-
zers are then used on the various fields good crops should
result.

But if the gyration dies down and the pendulum begins to
gyrate in a direction opposite to that when held over the wheat,
the seed should on no account be planted in that field as only
poor crops will result. Good results are said to have been
obtained, especially in France, by this method.

However, one of the most delightful things about possessing
the gift of divining is that it opens up so many new channels
of interest which otherwise might have remained undiscovered.
One is the connection between divining and "green-fingers."

I discovered this quite by accident. I was searching for un-
derground water on a large property by map-divining. I was
following my usual procedure of putting the map on the table
and swinging my little black acorn-shaped pendulum over it
to outline the course of the streams, which I then drew in with
a pencil. There is a hole in the pendulum through which is
passed a string, which I hold between my second finger and
thumb.

On this particular occasion I noted that there was a bright
phosphorescent mist around the tips of my fingers and that
it was running down the string to the pendulum, which had be-
come a ball of gleaming silver. I then began to notice that I
could see the same phosphorescent mist streaming out of my
finger-tips when I was planting-out seedlings or potting small
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plants and I realized that this was what constituted having
"green-fingers."

My childish trick of laying my hands on trees to know
whether they were friendly to humans or not developed into
my healing trees and plants when they were sick and making
them grow by gently stroking their stems upwards (never

downwards) between the thumb and two fingers.
Many people have "green-fingers" and know that anything

they plant is almost certain to grow, but few of them know
that the same power will heal their ailing plants and trees.
Very few people know that "green-fingers" is a phenomenon
visible to the naked eye, which can be seen by alrnost any-
body.

The simplest way to test it is to hang up a dull black cloth
on a door, or on some other convenient spot, and stand with
your back to the light which should not be too bright. Then
hold out your hands close to the black cloth, with the palms
towards you and the fingers spread out, your hands being about
an inch apart. Then look at your fingers in a dreamy way, as
if you were looking at a distant landscape through a window
with your thoughts far away. Let your eyes be slightly out of
focus.

The first thing that you will see will be a steadily thickening
mist round the tips of your fingers, from which a phosphorescent
ray will emanate. Then put the finger tips of both hands close to
gether without touching, so that the rays of both hands mingle.
The hands can then be slowly drawn apart and the rays stretch
like a piere of elastic. If the hands are stretched too far the
rays will break, but it easy to start again and re-join them.
When the "green-fingered" experimenter can do this, he can
turn his attention to sick trees and plants.

I had a very convincing demonstration of the reality and
power of these rays when I was living in Victoria, British Col-
umbia. An old friend of mine had sold her lovely house and
garden and had gone to live in a hotel, but she missed her
garden so much she decided to grow pot-plants and had a row
of cyclamens on her window-sill. They were all growing beauti-
fully and were all perfect specimens, except one which, though
strong and healthy, was curiously stunted. If anything, it had
more flowers and leaves than the others, but they all lacked
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height. Knowing that I had some, what she called, "funny"
gifts, my friend listened with great interest when I told her

ibout how to heal plants and make them grow and readily
accepted my offer to see whether I could do anything to make

the plant increase in height and catch up with the others.

So I put my hands over the flower-pot, like a cap' with my
fingers slightly spread-out and pointing downwards. I could
see the phosphorescent rays pouring out of my finger-tips and
I kept slowly raising my hands and quietly telling the flowers
and leaves to grow.

When I took my departure, I left a very grateful and much-
impressed friend, expecting great things from the experiment.

Next morning, she telephoned very early, no longer grateful
or impressed. In a furious voice she said: "You've killed my
plant. It is drooping and flat, just as though it had been dug
up and put out in the scorching sun."

Being only half-awake, I crossly answered: "Don't be so

silly. Give the plant some water," to which she replied that she

had done so and everything else she could think of. The very
least she said I could do was to go over and see for myself,
which I eventually did. What she said was quite true. The
plant was dead.

Apparently, I had given it too much of-whatever it was. I
was terribly sorry that I had killed the plant, but I also felt
ttrat here was absolute proof that in my hands I possessed a
power, which could dominate the vegetable kingdom for good
or i11.

When the "green-fingered" has proved his ability to heal
plants, he should experiment on birds, whose natures ars
closely connected with the flowers and the trees in which they
live. Francis Thompson voices this delightfully when he says:

"The brilliant liquid song of birds doth the flower-buds open,"
and there is an ancient belief among the Persians that the bul-
bul nightingale only sings near the budding rose.

One of India's leading scientists and possibly the world's
leading botanist was Jagdis Chandra Bose, who gave the gar-
deners of the world an entirely new outlook on flowers. He per-
fected several most delicate instruments by which he claimed
to demonstrate the indivisible unity of all life. He also proved
to the satisfaction of many scientific bodies that the vital mech-
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anism of a plant is similar to that of an animal, in that the sap
molement in vegetation corresponds to blood_pressure.

Perhaps his most interesting discovery in the plant world_
made by means of one of his chief inventions called a ..cres-
cograph"-was that plants have a nervous system and
emotional life. According to him ..Love, hate, fear, pt"a"ur"
and pain are as universal in plants as in animars." trzilo k ro*"
but when we walk down a garden path and admire ttris pfant
and condemn that, the plants themselves may be doing the iame
to us!

chandra Bose arso decrared that he had successfulry moved
hu_ge forest trees by chloroforming them first.

This remarkable man was educated at cambridge univer-
sity and was knighted in 1917. It would be interestiiig to t"o*
whether he had the divining gift, for r can flnd 

"o 
rdo.a oili.
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The War Office

\M nrN I left my charming hosts in the Chdteau
d'Arry, I went over to England to attend the big
summer Congress of the British Society of Dow-

sers and meet a number of England's leading diviners and their
President, Colonel A. H. Bell, who was, and still is, the main-
stay of the Society.

The British Society has not the international flavour of the
French Society which attracts delegates from all over the world
and was of particular interest to me, because of the different
rnethods of approach to divining which were discussed and
illustrated. Yet, like most English undertakings, the British
Society was most thorough in its methods, and every idea was
well tested and tried before being accepted.

There, I met the old type of professional diviner, who used
a forked haz.el or willow rod and did very fine work, as well
as others who studied divining from a psychic point of view
and various engineers, geologists and newspaper reporters.
Before the afternoon was over I found I had let myself
in for a series of lectures in London and other parts of
England.

After the meeting I suddenly became the subject of a pub-
licity campaign in the English Press. Even conservative news-
papers like the Morning Posl published an article about me
and my work, based on the fact that the War Office had called

- in dowsers to find water on Salisbury Plain. In the News Chron-
icle the headline ARMy sos ro woMAN DrvrNER. HELpTNG To
sAvE MANcUvRES was splashed right across the page. In nearly
every paper I opened there were banner headlines such as,rur
MOST MYSTIFYING WOMAN IN THE WORLD, WATER wlTCH WITH
wAvy HANDS, THE LADy oF THE wATERS and so on, illustrated
with photographs of me at work. There was one really good

119
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photograph in T he I llus tr at ed Lond on N ew s, showing me divin-
ing with my bare hands, without tools.

I got quite excited when Gaumont British wanted to make
a film of me working for the War Office on Salisbury Plain.
Thinking that it would probably be the only time in my life
when I could figure as a movie star, I jumped at the offer.

Colonel Bell accompanied me to Salisbury Plain but, alas,
when we arrived there we were informed that although Gau-
mont British had called at the camp with their equipment they
had been immediately sent away as f was to work in a very
hush-hush area.

I was bitterly disappointed.
When I arrived at the office of the colonel in charge of this

divining test I found it full of generals and other brass hats,
with a sprinkling of less-exalted ranks. I was introduced to
them collectively, and felt that I was being studied like an in-
sect under a microscope by entomologists. This scrutiny made
me feel horribly uncomfortable and extremely annoyed. So,
when I had received all my instructions from the officer-in-
charge, I turned to the generals and said: "I don't know where
all you gentlemen think you are going, but you are not going
with me. I never have people with me when I work."

Since I was not in the Army there was nothing they could
do about this.

When I got back to the office after having found several
good water locations in the rough grass and scrub, and having
the satisfaction of hearing that they had already been indicated
by other diviners, I was asked whether I would help in testing
a number of young engineer officers to see whether any of them
had the gift of divining. This I willingly did, and spent a most
lively and amusing afternoon. Some of those I tested had the
gift to a quite remarkable degree.

In making this test, England was following in the footsteps
of France, where the Ministry of War had inaugurated a school
of divining for its engineer officers.

The test led to my meeting many unusual people in London
and the offer of many queer jobs. One young newspaper re-
porter paid me several visits, not with any idea of publicizing
me, but to save my soul. He implored me to give up using maps
which, he insisted, could only be made to work with the aid

ll
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of the Devil. When it came to his flopping on his knee's an!

nravins lons and loud for my lost soul' and tryinq to make me

[;iG;i;","I walked out of mv flat and left him to it'
--f ,ir" t 

"o 
a visit f; ; sptrting gentteman. He had lists of

t or* io, some of tfr" Uig English racing fixtures and wanted

;;; pi"r. tn" winners. IIe offered to share the profits on a

fiftv-fiftv basis. He gt"* u"ty annoyed when I refused to de-

grid"my gift by using it for gambling'

*-
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Tin and Wolfram

\ )f T \uN a Cornishman returns to England from
Rl R/ abroad the first thing he wants to do ii to set footv v once more on the soil of his native Duchy, so Igladly accepted an invitation from a Cornish cousin i; ;uy

near my old home.
Now I had always wanted to go down a Cornish tin_mine

and this was finallaarranged for ile Ly -y cousin, who intro-quced me to the manager of a group of mines. In Cornwall,
the manager of a minels knowrias ihe ..Bal_Captuir,;;;;nui,
being the old Cornish word for a mine. ffre -i"'" it, ;;;
Cown was very deep, and some of the workings *"r. 

"na". 
tfi"

sea.- 11 consequence, it was very hot and dairp *a,-t"fo."-f
could be taken below,-I had to ihange into a complete miner,soutfit, because of the danger of gettirig a severe chill on leaving
the heat below for the cold air iUou"]fni, orlnt *uI;IiL.;
heavy white felt, with overalls above. The trousers were tuckedinto my own high rubber boots. I had a miner's hat fltteJ witia candle ol -y head, and a little bag carrying _V aiui"ing toof,in my hand.

We went down into- the depths of the Earth in a ..skip,,,
which is a sort of rough lift, fiited wittr a cage. Very urpf.lr-ant' when we reached the bottom we found i g.oup oi rii""r*
near the shaft and another in a tunnel crose by. it.y *"*-G-ing' just as they used to sing when r was a 

"irild. 
Iiu.r".: ;#-

tones and tenors were taking their various parts in pe.tect trar-
-9ry, despite their Iack of proper training, and thi result was
as beautiful as it had been wheni *u, yo*g.

There is an interesting reason roi ttre-singing in cornish
mines. The tin lodes give off little jets of flame-an"d th" ;;;;;
believe that they are caused by the ,.Little feopi";;-s1r;il;
them where the tin is. The mine fairiesloved m^usic,;";;il:

t2)

I
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larly singing, but hated whistling. It is no exaggeration to say
that if anyone had whistled in a mine his neighbour would
have brained him with a pick, regardless of the consequences.

Many women used to be employed on what were called the
"'tin floors" on the surface, and their singing was as beautiful
as that of the men underground. It was chiefly hymns they
sang, for John Wesley has been a gteat influence in the lives of
'Cornish folk. The tin was mostly washed by women who, until
recent times, only received fivepence a day for their labour.
Even as late as 1900 they only received a shilling a day.

The Bal-Cap'n spoke to the group of miners working near
the skip and told them that I was a diviner and, as they had
lost the tin lode,I might be able to find it for them. Whereupon
they all downed tools and sat down themselves. They thought
that the Cap'n had dared to bring a "foreigner" into their mine.

So I turned to the foreman and said in the real Cornish,
"Come on, boys. Let's do this fitty-like." The foreman got up,
and in a most truculent manner said, "What do you know about
fitty-like?" "I am," I replied, "as Cornish as you are and I was
born in Redruth."

In a moment they were all on their feet, talking at once and
telling me where they had lost the lode and asking me to find
it for them.

The old prejudice against strangers was still as strong as
whenlwasachild.

I found working in a mine very difficult. I was so accustomed
to working on the surface over a mine and getting my reactions
through my feet, that to try and get into contact with anything
over and through my head was utterly confusing. So I asked
to be taken up to the surface again and, when I had shed my
most uncomfortable garb, I worked in the usual way.

After finding the missing lode, I made a new and, subse-
quently, very useful discovery. I found that, by standing on one
spot over a lode without moving ofi it, I could show anyone
standing directly behind me which way the lode ran with all its
twists and turns for several hundred yards in either direction.

What I do is this: I have no tool and only use my bare hands.
I walk off the lode for five or six yards and then turn and face it.
I hold my arms and hands straight out in front of me and then
walk towards the lode. My hands immediately begin to move
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up and down, the more rapidly and violently the nearer I get
to the lode. As soon as my foot reaches the emanations given
off the edge of the lode, I am forcibly turned and twisted
around, until I get its true direction. Then my right arm swings
in the exact line of the lode and, if the lode curves to the right
my arm and hand curve to the right and, when it curves to the
left my arm and hand curve to the left, and so on, following
all the changes of direction for a considerable distance, perhaps
several hundred yards.

The underground manager had joined the mine captain on
the surface and had stood behind me when I was working. I
heard the captain ask him whether what I had drawn in the air
with my hand was correct and his reply: 'As a matter of fact,
it is correct, but how it was done is beyond me." "And me,
too," said the captain.

I would have had to make the same confession, if they had
asked me! I certainly don't know how it works, but I gave up
worrying about that long ago. It works and that is what really
matters.

The next mine I visited in Cornwall was a wolfram-mine,
worked from the surface. Wolfram is found in lodes, rather like
tin, and is a very hard, shiny, black mineral and extremely
heavy. It is scarce and therefore valuable and is used for hard-
ening steel.

This mine was at Castle-an-Dinas near Penzancn,. These
so-calbd "castles" are some of the queer things found in Com-
wall. They are not really castles in the ordinary sense of the
word, but earthworks, to be found on many hill tops and
obviously erected as fortifications by some prehistoric people.

The lodes carrying the wolfram lay under one of these
"castles." It was a fair-sized mine and was in the charge, of the
same manager as the tin-mine which I had just visited. I had
never been on a wolfram-mine before, so it was an interesting
experience. I discovered a second seam which I said would join
the main lode, but I found that from that point onwards the
ground was full of faults and disturbances which would destroy
the wolfram contents of the lodes and that it would be useless
working there. In this I was proved correct.

While the manager was talking to some of the miners, f
climbed the hill to speak to an old man who was all by himself
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digging away as if his life depended on it' When I reached him'

h;i?;rit ", 
his spade-and said: "Where be you'm from?" !!.r1'

ii"fa him that f was born in Cornwall' he became most talKa-

iir". f *iO that there seemed to be a great deal of wolfram in

iir'" -fr", to which he replied in expressive but inelegant lan-

gtrg" ,tt"t the place was 
-"fair 

lousy with it'" He then went on

;;ial me that 
^he tikei working thlre by himself when all the

other men had gone home'- 
nrt ,o*ly,';I said, "it must be very lonely here' all by your-

self with no one to talk to."
"I bain't be never alone," he replied' "An old gentleman he

ao "o*" 
and stand ara loot at I' I do talk to 'e' but'e don't

talk to I. 'E do *"u, ,o-" funny clothes' 'e do' Old-fashioned

iif.". 
-ft 

i, old gentleman do spend hours walking abgut-31-tl

;;;r;h; pru""l tke as if 'e did own it' r likes to 'ave 'e' 'E's

company'e is."---ffi"rr't 
" 

gravely spat on his hands' seized his spade and

went on with his frantic digging'
iioinea the manage., iLo t""ted very disturbed an{w9r-

,i"a]e ii" lode had j"ri t""" found among the wolfram lodes.

insteaA of being u, idd"d asset, as one might suppose'.it w1s

just the oppositi, because it meant installing new machmes rn

the mine. It appears that the two metals cannot be worked to-

g"in"t and havi to be separated by means of electro-magnetic

machinerY'
So far as I was concerned, my morning finished perfectly' I

had a meal off a real Cornish pasty-unobtainable out of Corn-

wall-and a slice of saffron cake'

Ihavewinedanddinedinmanycountriesandtastedtheir
**iJ-fotn"d national dishes, but 1o my mind Cornish pasty

and saffron cake beat them all'_- 
Th; pasty has piuy.a its part in keeping the Devil.out of

Co**att. ffr" Co*i.hman puts everything he can find to eat

t"i;; pasty and' as the Devil was afraid that they might put

hir" i"i" one and have a fancy for "Devily Pa9tya". he never

crossed the Tamar' Thus the numerous Cornish Saints' after

;il so many hills and towns were called, were left in undis-

prri"a por."..ioo of tt " 
Cornish inland' while every possible

iiu* dto""d the coast is called after the Devil' who claimed

the coast as his own.
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Coal

N /1r 
y rHrRsr for adventure not having been satisfied

lyl i,f;ii?*: "xffi'I";Hf; ls:f# ffi s",f.'ff ;::Jdfficult than I expected to achieve my object. er"[-u-r".*g"_
ment I made fell through at the last momerrt. So, to put i" iiri",I wenl 10 stay at a lovely old manor house which had been
lurn9d into a hoter, with a very smart riding-school il;;;.I rather fancied my riding when I joined th6re, bui tl"t;;;"
passsd. Everything 

J !i0 rJas w.org. My stirrups *"r" iooiongand my hands too high. I was toJ n.*iUt" i"',ny ;"ili;;y
have looked a bit bettir when folowinj tneir i".i.u"iionr, uutth"l y?rg no good fo1 a long ride ii rough country anA Iwouldn't have had much chance, with my harids u. fo*Lrif,"y
insisted upon, if my horse had bucked;, il;"b#:i;;;."ry
to spot a horseman *lo. !1, done any rough ,idi;;, i"; ;ilyalways-keep their hands high and theii reins"and siir"rups l;;;.I looked at the immaculaiery-dressed riding-maste. aiiJ *#-
dered what sort of a job he would have madeif it, iifr" t ua fr"ito ride down a steep gully, composed of loose stones, ;i il;;
so often done.

_ . 
Among those at the-riding_school was a youngish man with

!:rJllyi1" secretary. He wals interesteJi, iiui"ing urJ;;;;
or my trme between 

{ding lessons was given up to teaching himthe art. He had the gift toi small degr#-and *a. an*iou.;";;;
ru wnen he returned home, in finding coal. His father oru.r"J-unumber of coal-mines near Stirlin; and had b;Giri;;;
castle there partly as a residen." uni partly b"cause"thei;;;
believed to be coal under it and its parklI told him I was sorry to hear it because I knew from ex-perience that coal-seams could have a very ill_effe"t * p."pllliving over them. He then asked -" *t"tt., f *oufOUJiriir-
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ested in going down a coal-mino and experimenting on the
seams. He apologized f.or not being able to ask me to stay at
the castle, but his father was gravely ill. So I put up at a hotel
in the town of Stirling.

The castle was an enormous building with huge stables un-
derneath the whole of it and a massive stone wall enclosing
it and the garden. In one angle of the wall there was a lofty
watch-tower, housing a big rusty bell, which was rung in the
good old days to warn the shepherds and tenant-farmers that
the Highlanders were raiding the neighbourhood, so that they
could drive their herds into the safety of the castle stables until
the raid was over.

The grey stone walls must have withstood many a seige. The
castle was charming and peaceful in its hoary age, and every-
where there were signs of enormous wealth. But great wealth
does not protect its possessors from human ills; the owner of all
this magniflcence was desperately ill and his doctors were un-
able to check the progress of his disease.

The son asked me whether I would test the room below that
occupied by his father to see whether his bed was over a stream
of water or a seam of coal. I had explained to him that the
emanations given off by water or minerals could pass through
twenty storeys in a building and still be as powerful at the
twentieth as at the flrst, and could even be felt in an aeroplane.

So I went to my young friend's study, which was the room
below that occupied by his father, and started work. I found
no underground water, but, what was far worse, I traced two
coal-seams at different depths. They gave every indication
of being wide and thick and their emanations were exception-
ally powerful. They crossed under the spot where his father
lay in bed.

He persuaded his father to have his bed moved, but it was
too late and he died shortly afterwards. It was only during his
brief residence at the castle that his health had given way.

I was anxious to go underground to see what coal seams,
such as I had discovered, looked like, so arrangements were
made for me to be taken down the mine nearest to the castle.
The manager was instructed to look after me and show me all
I wished to see.

When we arrived at the mine we waited for the next shift of
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miners to come up and then entered the cage. The mine was
very deep and as we went down into the smothering blackness I
panicked and clutched the nearest miner in terror. I was some-
what embarrassed to have my clutch so promptly and power-
fully reciprocated! When we reached the bottom it reminded me
of a picture of Hell which I had seen in Brussels when I was a
little girl. There were the lost souls at their endless labours and
punishments and there was the blackness of the Pit. Everything
was black; the walls of the roadways, the floor, the ceiling, the
miners themselves and everything about them, while pools of
inky water added to the gloom.

As we were talking, the manager and I continued to walk
deeper and deeper into that awful blackness. I tripped and
would have fallen if he had not caught me, for I had stubbed
my toe against a tram rail which I had not noticed until that
moment. There were rails like miniature railway lines running
along the roadways. Then we met a heavily-laden coal-truck
drawn by a pony. I had heard of pit-ponies, of course, but
thought that humanitarian Britain had prohibited their employ-
ment long before. One would have expected it to have been
done when slavery was abolished, but I am told that there are
still 12,000 used in British coal-mines.

Incredible as it may seem, England imports coal from the
"non-pony" mines of the United States, particularly in con-
nection with the making of steel in the north-east of England,
which is costing her many millions of pounds sterling each
year.

As money, devoid of sentiment or sympathy, seems to rule
the actions of so much of the present-day world, the cost of
the imported coal may convince England that machines and
not ponies would be a better paying proposition, and lead to the
freeing of these little prisoners of the underworld.
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Bath

'If-\r ERHAps one of the oddest jobs I ever undertook was

V) to search for the body of u godd"t..
)L Many relics of the Roman occupation have been dis-
covered at Bath, under and in the vicinity of the celebrated
Pump Room. During the eighteenth century this was the resort
of England's rank and fashion, who went there each year to
drink the water from the hot mineral spring and bathe in the
same saline water in the beautiful old Roman Bath.

Some years ago workmen uncovered the remains of a Temple
of Minerva near the Pump Room and found a beautiful bronze
head of the goddess among the debris. This was placed on a
pedestal in one of the corridors running round the Pump
Room, but the body to which it belonged had not been found.
So I went to Bath to try to find it.

A suite of rooms had been reserved for me in one of the best
hotels, where everything was done for my comfort. There was
always a cheerful fire burning in the sitting-room and the view
from the windows was beautiful. Both the manager and man-
ageress were there to meet me when I arrived and I was asked
to have tea with them before I went up to my suite. The former
was on the Pump Room Committee and was anxious to know
how I proposed to set about my task. I was equally anxious
to hear what he could tell me about the finding of the head of
the goddess.

Lying before the fire was a big Dalmatian, named Regina.
After inspecting me carefully she came to the conclusion that I
was worthy of her friendship and lay down with her head on
my feet. But, when the tea arrived, she put a heavy paw on my
lap to inform me that she liked hot scones as much as I did.
At the time I never dreamt that Regina would play her part
in the drama of the lost body of the goddess, as indeed she
eventuallY did' 

tzs

J
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After tea, I was taken by the manager to the Pump Room

to see Minerva's head. It was a really beautiful thing, but very
big and heavy. It was obvious that the body must be an enor-
mous mass of metal of tremendous weight and it seemed
strange that no trace of it had been discovered.

I was then introduced to another member of the committee
who was in charge of the search and would accompany me
everywhere.

The first dfficulty was how to get a "sample" of the god-
dess to work with. To find any other part of the statue, I ought
to have had a little piece of the bronze to keep me tuned-in
to it and enable me to make a contact. As it was, I had nothing
to guide me. I had to make do with a handkerchief, which I
kept rubbing over the head to get the vibration, which meant
continually returning to the corridor of the Pump Room.

I began by exploring the area where the temple had been
discovered, but could find nothing which corresponded to the
vibrations from the handkerchief, although I worked in bigger
and bigger circles all around it.

Then I explored the cellars and basements below the Pump
Room and the adjacent building but got nothing except a con-
tinual pull in one direction. In following this, I was led to one
of the main streets where the pull was quite strong and definite.
As there was a continual stream of traffic passing it was impos-
sible for me to work, so it was decided to invoke the aid of th"
police.

It was arranged that two policemen should be stationed on
the street at midnight, to keep traffic oft the area where I wished
to work.

Accordingly, at midnight a strange procession marched to
the appointed spot. It was led by a man carrying the head of
the goddess, followed by another carrying the pedestal. A third
man carried measuring gear. Then followed two members of
the committee, both highly respected and sober citizens. I
brought up the rear, clad in slacks and my Red Indian coat in
which I always work, as it is light and warm and has many
pockets, but which undoubtedly added a touch of the panto-
mime to the whole proceeding.

One policeman was stout, stolid and middle-aged and his
face blankly expressionless during the whole time we were en-
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gaged in our mysterious search, although it was extremely un-
likely that he had ever been detailed for such a strange duty
before. The other was a powerful young man, obviously new
to his work, who took a keen interest in all that was going on,
while standing stolidly at his appointed post.

First of all the pedestal was placed exactly in the middle of
the chosen area and on it was set the head of the goddess. I
then walked slowly up to the pedestal and passed my hands
over the head, to get its vibrations. A full moon was shining
and I must have looked not unlike an ancient priestess per-
forming a votive offering to the goddess.

I started working, having previously arranged with both
members of the committee that, if I found anything, I would
drag my heel along the road and they would follow and chalk
my markings.

Very soon I discovered something round and began to draw
with my heel. The two elderly committeemen went down on
their knees and set to work with their chalk. When I had fin-
ished marking out the round object they became most excited
for, although it might not be the body of the goddess, it was
very much the shape of a shield. They begged me to go on and
see what else I could find.

By this time quite a crowd had gathered and was being held
back by the two policemen. I heard one mansayinaloudvoice:
"What in the world is all this, Sergeant? Acircus, ormad-house
or what?" to which the stolid policeman replied: "I couldn't
say, f'm sure, sir. I've no idea meself. I did hear someone
say that they was looking for a corpse. Expect you will see all
about it in the paper anyway, sir," and he relapsed into his
stolid silence.

I began again, followed by the two men on their knees, I
marked out a long sort of pole, which was probably a spear.
While doing so, I came behind the young policeman and asked
him to move, which made him jump about two feet into the
air. Obviously the whole uncanny business had been too much
for him. He might have dealt with a couple of drunks without
turning a hair, but when it came to guarding witches and luna-
tics it was another matter.

Then the procession re-formed itself led by the head of the
goddess with myself in the rear. After I had gravely thanked
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both policemen, we left the scene of our labours and the traffic
resumed its interrupted flow.

On reaching the hotel at about 1.30 a.m. the manager in-
sisted that I and the committeeman who escorted me should
have some hot soup before we went to bed. It was awaiting us
in his sitting-room. He opened the door and I walked in. Regina
was lying in front of the fire. She took one look at me and, in a
flash, she made a leap at my throat. Fortunately, her mistress
was able to grab her by the tail and the manager seized her by
the collar and dragged her out of the room.

He returned to see whether I was all right and swore that
he would give Regina the worst hiding that she had ever had
in her life, but I begged him not to do so. I explained that it
was sheer terror that had made her attack me and that many
other dogs had behaved in the same way after I had been divin-
ing.

I have no idea what it is that affects dogs or what it is that
they feel or see, but it scares them so terribly that on the instant
they become like savage wild animals instead of gentle, domes-
tic pets. In Regina's case it was more than strange, because
she had been so friendly beforehand. Wherever I go, I always
have all dogs shut up before I start divining; this time I for-
got and it nearly ended in disaster.

The City Fathers met next day to discuss the question of
digging up the main street to re-cover the shield and spear.
They decided that they would have granted permission if the
body of the statue had been found, but since it was only a
shield and spear, it must be withheld.

So the beautiful bodyless head of the goddess still rests on
its pedestal in the historic Pump Room at Bath, without even
a shield or spear to keep her company.
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Diamond and I1 Duce

N M y return to London from Bath I was asked to ful-
my promise and lecture to an "InvestigationSociety"

in Kensington
The hall was packed. A well-known doctor from Portman

Square took the chair, and since the lecture touched upon the
diignosing of disease by divination, and he was a keen diviner
himself, he was able to answer a number of questions on this
aspect of the work which were beyond me. My lecture, how-
ever, was mainly on map-divining.

Among the audience was one of London's big diamond mer-
chants and his wife who were both very interested in what I
had said. After the lecture, they came up on the platform to
talk to me. I soon got to know them very well and met many
interesting people in their beautiful flat in Westminster. Among
them I met author Beverley Nichols and Paul Brunton, who
was at that time, I believe, the most advanced of European
yogis.

I was asked to go to the office of the diamond merchant
to give him a demonstration of map-divining. He promised to
show me some diamonds, both cut and uncut, and told mg

some fascinating facts about them. One thing was that there
were so many jewel-diamonds in the Bank of England that
they would more than fiIl an old-fashioned hay cart with the
extra sides up. I asked why the owners did not put them on
the market and turn them into cash and he explained that if
they did so the market would be swamped and the value of
diamonds would largely disappear. Although there was a heavy
demand for diamonds for drills, watchmaking and other mech-
anical uses, it was the finer stones which bring wealth to Hat-
ton Garden, and their value is largely based on their artificially-
maintained scarcity.

133
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He asked me whether I would like to see some uncut dia-

monds and when I said I would, he rang for his secretary and
told him to bring a boxful, specifying the particular box by its
weight. When it arrived he shook the diamonds out on to a sheet
of coloured paper and remarked, quite casually, that there
were about €50,000 worth there.

I asked whether I could touch ono, as I can get so much
more knowledge about anything if I touch it. He said I could
handle them as much as I liked.

To look at they were disappointing, but, as soon as I touched
them, I began to see the oddest things. There was a map of a
diamond field beside me so, holding a handful of diamonds
in one hand, I put the other on the map and began to describe
what I saw. I seemed to be going down deep into the earth
and described the different strata, etc., where the diamonds
were found.

As a matter of fact I was able to remember very little of
what I had said, but the diamond merchant and his secretary
told me about it afterwards. Both men told me the facts were
correct. Unfortunately, I cannot do this sort of thing to order,
and a gift over which one has little control loses much of its
value.

The merchant then asked me whether I would like to take
a box of diamonds home with me 'to play with" and added
"Would you like a box-full, a shovel-full, or a coal-scuttle full?
You can have which you like." I modestly chose a small box-
full, but, much as I enjoyed "playing" with them,I spent a very
disturbed night, thinking every sound I heard was made by a
burglar.

When I returned the box next day, I asked how they could
tell whether I had kept a stone or two and they explained that
the contents of each box was weighed with meticulous care
and any loss would be immediately detected.

A year or so later I had another experience with diamonds
in South Africa on the famous Kimberley field. My friend the
London diamond merchant had given me a letter of introduc-
tion to one of the directors and I was taken all over the mine.

Diamonds are a form of crystallized carbon which nature
cooks to enormous heat deep in the earth. They are found
either in very hard igneous rock called "blue ground" or in
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alluvial gravel, called "bantams" in Africa. On the Kimber-
ley flelds, which are the most important in the world, they
are found in blue ground which forms "pipes" in black
shale.

The matrix is blasted out and crushed under powerful rol-
lers. Although these machines can crush the hardest rock, they
cannot crush the diamonds, which fall into a thick layer of
evil-smellingpig-fat as they come through the rollers.

A native then comes along with a bucket and scoops up the
pig-fat and diamonds which he dumps into the bucket. He then
leaves the bucket with its valuable contents to take care of
itself and goes on to the next rolling machine.

At one time, the native employees took to helping themselves
to the diamonds and, as they were all carefully examined by
the mine police when they left at the end of the day, their only
chance of smuggling them out was to swallow them. But the
ruse was soon discovered and all suspects were detained for
twenty four hours. There is a big demand for Epsom Salts on
the Kimberley mines.

When I got tired of watching the diamonds coming through
the rollers and falling into the pig-fat,I was taken to the offices
where the diamonds are sorted. This was evidently a most
sacred spot for the guide and I had to pass through high iron
gates with sentries walking up and down and I had to show
my pass which was very carefully scrutinized before I was
allowed to enter.

In an inside room two men were sitting at a table each with
two piles of diamonds in front of himbigenoughtofillabucket.
The smaller pile were the "First Water" diamonds; those that
were absolutely clear and without any blemish. Evidently my
London friend had mentioned my wish to feel things because I
was asked whether I would like to handle them. So I sat down
and let thousands and perhaps millions of pounds worth of
gems trickle through my fingers. They were all much bigger
than those that I had handled in London and I found them
uncannily cold and curiously silky to the touch.

I always carry a small divining pendulum with me, so I asked
whether I might hold it over the diamonds to see what would
happen. The pendulum describes many curious geometrical
figures in the air when held over different substances and every-
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one watched with fascinated interest when I received permis-
sion to make the experiment.

The pendulum gradually gained momentum and described
a Maltese Cross. I repeated the experiment several times with
the same result.

On the ground, diamonds are one of the most dfficult and
unsatisfactory things to work for. When I returned to Johan-
nesburg from Kimberley, I was asked by a man in the diamond
trade whether I could find diamonds by divining. As I had
never tried, I told him that I didn't know; so he asked me to
try on a map and then on the ground.

When he saw the first map I had marked he said that nothing
could be more unlikely than the spots I had picked; neverthe-
less he would give them a trial. Diamonds were found in the
places I marked, but only of poor quality, useless as jewels,

but useful for gem-cutting and other commercial purposes.
My next effort was on the ground but although I got every

reaction which I expected and in likely places much to my
disappointment I never found another diamond.

At this time I received a letter from one of South Africa's
leading government geologists, asking whether I had tried
divining for diamonds and with what success. He also told me
of a strange experience that he himself had had. He had been
doing some geological work on a river flat where a lot of claims
had been staked for digging for diamonds. The alluvial stratum
of water-worn stones (bantams) was some fifteen to twenty
feet thick.

A diamond "claim" is very small and a number of miners
were working on the flat. Knowing that the geologist was a
diviner, one of the miners begged him to try and find some dia-
monds for him on his claim.

To find a diamond among so many millions of other stones
seemed an impossible task, but the geologist agreed to try. He
marked eighteen spots and the prospector found a good dia-
mond in every one of them.

The news spread like wildfire and the geologist was besieged
by prospectors begging him to help them. On the following
day he began on the adjoining claim. The weather conditions
and time were the same as the day before and he marked
twenty-eight spots, of which fourteen were succossful. But al-
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though he marked many more claims on the same flat, under
similar conditions and with the same reactions, he had never
found another diamond. It was one of those inexplicable things,
inseparable from divining, but the geologist's letter made me
feel much less unhappy about my own failure.

To return to England. While I was there for the Dowser's
Congress I thought it would be fun to live for a bit like a
wealthy woman. I had built up quite a nice little bank balance
through my work, so I took a flat in St. James's Street--one
of London's expensive neighbourhoods-and thoroughly en-
joyed it, the only drawback being that my money and the
highJife didn't last long enough.

However, one day the diamond merchant rang me up about
midnight and announced that he had a marvellous job for me.
I was fast asleep when he rang and only half-awake when I
answered the telephone, so what he was saying seemed nothrng
short of fantastic.

He said he had a friend with him who had just come back
from Eritrea and he had been telling him about my work. His
friend was very interested because, he said, the Italian soldiers
were dying like flies of every sort of disease and that the trouble
was mainly caused by lack of water. He suggested that I should
go to the Italian Embassy and offer my services to travel to
Eritrea to find water for the troops. He added that I should
ask a very high fee for every water location found which they
subsequently developed and proved. He thought also that it
would be a new and interesting experience and a practical use
for my talent.

I did nothing about it as the whole idea sounded so fantastic.
Then a few days later, I was lunching at the diamond mer-
chant's flat to meet Beverley Nicholls and was sitting beside
my host when he suddenly asked me whether I had visited the
Italian Embassy. I said I hadn't.

After lunch he insisted upon helping me draft a suitable
letter to the Embassy, which was duly despatched with a num-
ber of testimonials. All the time I was secretly praying that I
would hear nothing further about the matter.

My luck was out! By return of post I received a formal
letter on heavily crested note-paper, making an appointment
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in two days'time. So I put on my smartest clothes and went
to the Italian Embassy, where I was passed on from one flun-
key to another until I arrived at a sumptuous apartment occu-
pied by one of the attach6s. He was a most charming person,
very handsome and suave and the polished diplomat to per-
fection. He was reading my testimonials when I walked in and
after bowing me to a chair, said in excellent English, "I am
reading of your work with great interest. It is indeed excellent,
Signorina. But perhaps you do not know that we have a Society
of Dowsers in Italy which does very good work for us?"

I assured him that I did know, and seizing on any straw to
extricate myself from this unwanted situation I stressed the
fact that I couldn't speak Italian which, I pointed out, would
be a great disadvantage.

When he saw that I wasn't keen on the job he became in-
sistent. "We must not go so fast, Signorina. It is seldom that I
have seen such testimonials, especially from a government. It
is necessary that they should be seen by Il Duce himself."

I then rather nervously inquired what exactly I should have
to do if I went to the battlefield to find water for the troops.

'You would live in a camp with the generals of our army
and from there you would be sent up in an aeroplane to des-
cend about thirty miles in front of our troops and search for
water."

Stammering with horror I blurted out "Did you say thirty
miles in front of yolur troops?"

Knowing the awful horrors which the Italian prisoners suf-
fered at the hands of their captors during the Abyssinian cam-
paign-horrors which the newspapers had been describing in
detail-the idea of working alone in enemy country thirty
miles from any protection, was too terrifying to be contem-
plated.

He continued: "Yes, certainly. About thirty miles, so that
the water may be waiting for our troops as they advance. The
aeroplane would go back to fetch you." Then, with a most in-
sinuating smile, he added: "It would return you to the generals.
You will find them very amusing."

After inquiring carefully whether he had my correct address,
my interviewer escorted me to the lift where he passed me over
to the many flunkeys who guarded the doors of the Embassy.
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I forced myself to walk quietly and sedately to the comet
of a street which turned into Piccadilly, and then I scuttled
like a scalded cat. In front of me was a shipping office. With
no idea of where I was going, except that I must get away
from the Italian Embassy and out of England before there was
any chance of receiving a reply from Il Duce, I rushed in. The
first thing I saw was a huge placard urging a visit to "Beautiful
Jamaica" and, in a few minutes,I had booked a passage to that
"Winter Paradise."

I left no forwarding address at my palatial flat, and I never
heard whether Signor Mussolini decided to avail himself of
my services or not as an advance guard to his armies in Eritrea.

- I

t.
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Chile

Jf A M A ICA, like all West Indian islands, is very beautiful.
$ fne marvellous tints of the tropic sea and the brilliant

(Lll flowers flood it with colour, but it carries two big
"dont's." Don't go too early in the season and don't go at all
unless you can afford it.

Owing to my hurried flight from Il Duce I arrived too early.
It was very hot and the humidity was overpowering and could
only be welcomed by someone who wanted to lose weight. As
I had no weight to lose, I found it unbearable. The wide bal-
cony running along outside the bedrooms in my wing of the
hotel looked like a second-hand clothes shop, with garments of
all descriptisll5-pg1's suits, women's frocks, shoes and un-
derclothes-hung out to get aired. All fabrics were quickly
attacked by mildew and the only way to prevent it was to hang
them out in the sun at least once a week. My best suede shoes
were soon covered with a waving growth of fine white hairs
and my smartest coat and skirt developed green patches. The
worst of it was that the mould had a terrible smell which never
came out. It was a sad end to many of the smart clothes I had
acquired in my brief role as a rich woman.

While there, I made my first contact with South America.
I received an urgent plea from a big landowner in Chile to go
and find water on his fundo (farm) in the foothills of the Andes,
which was carrying large herds of cattle, goats and beautiful
horses. It ran for some kilometres into the deep valleys between
the mountains, where they grew wheat, maize, sunflowers and
many arable crops. Everything was perfect except the lack of
water, which, he assured me, I would be able to find in great
quantities.

Arrangements were being made for my visit when a financial
crisis in Chile and the devaluation of the peso put a stop to the
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negotiations. However, his description of the ghastly drought
and the sufferings of his animals made me feel that I must put
aside all other considerations and go to his aid.

It is an easy journey to Chile from Jamaica and I stepped

aboard the ship full of pleasant anticipations. The route lay
through the Panama Canal and anyone who has been through
that marvel of engineering knows how interesting it is. For me,

the fifty mile passage was seven hours of pure joy. The ship
moves slowly, so that the wash may not damage the banks,

and one can almost pick the wild bananas and brilliant tropi-
cal flowers from the deck as one passes, and to hear the birds
singing and yet be on board ship made it seem strange and
fascinating.

About seven miles inland from the Atlantic, at a place called
Gatun, there is a huge dam, which holds up an artificial lake
(bigger than Lough Neagh in lreland), some eighty-five feet
above sea level.

Here and there in Gatun Lake the tops of drowned trees can

be seen and there are little islands with tiny beaches of golden
sand-a favourite resort of crocodiles. Some of the crocodiles
didn't trouble to move as the ship glided slowly by; others
waited until the last moment and then flipped their tails and
dived without a sound or splash into the calm water. Having
done a lot of crocodile shooting from the back of an elephant
in India, I thought how much easier it would be to shoot them
from the ship. There are only two places to shoot a crocodile-
through the eye or under the shoulder. In India one seldom
gets the skin, as a wounded "mugger" sinks immediately to the
bottom of the river and is carried a long way down-stream be-
fore it comes to the surface either to breathe or die. The natives
know this and wait for it to come to the surface and then kill
it and take the skin which, as likely as not, they will try to sell
to whoever shot the reptile. It is, however, impossible to prove
that the skin came off the same crocodile.

Finally, we reached the locks which one enters by being
pulled by funny little trains attached by rope to each side of
the ship. The huge steel doors are then shut and from the sides

and bottom of the lock huge jets of water fill it and raise the
ship. When it is full the steel doors slide back and the ship is
pulled by two more little trains into the next lock, which is
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higher; and so it goes on until the ship has reached the higher
level of the Paciflc, which is about twenty-five feet above the
Atlantic.

A buffet lunch is served on deck as no one would ever go
down into the dining saloon, the whole performance being far
too fascinating to leave.

The ship on which I was travelling to Chile was a luxurious
American liner. As we neared the Equator everyone was gasp-
ing with the heat. It was June and the captain told me it was
about the worst month to cross the Line. This surprised me, as
I had always supposed that there was little variation in the
weather at the Equator, no matter what the time of year.
Just then the first officer came along the deck and, as I knew
him pretty well, I remarked that the heat in Hades could hardly
be worse than we were suffering. He grinned. "Just you wait
an hour or two after we cross the Line," he replied and you
will be rushing for your fur coat and a rug," which I took as
a rather feeble joke.

But soon a message came down from the captain telling
everyone to go to their cabins and put on warm clothes. Then,
a few minutes later the temperature dropped some thirty de-
grees. We had run into the cold Humboldt Current which
sweeps up from the Antarctic and skirts the west coast of South
America, until it loses itself in the warm waters of the Pacific
beyond the Equator.

And what a coast! Grim is it! The vegetation becomes more
and more scanty as one leaves the Equator and the land
appears to be covered with a reddish dust. Even the bare,
rocky cliffs look as though they were composed of the same
red dust, and the bricks of which the coastal towns are built
are certainly made from it. Northern Chile is practically rain-
less and all down the coast and inland there are the nitrate
fields for which the country used to be famous. In the old days
huge fortunes were made in Chilian nitrate, but in 1930 the
whole industry was taken over by a corporation sponsored by
the Government. Since then, the industry has been ruined by
the competition of synthetic fertilizers.

Our first port of call after leaving the canal was Callao in
Peru, where we all climbed into ramshackle motors and
streaked for Lima, as fast as our excitable drivers and decrepit
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conveyances could take us. The roads were baked mud and
full of cracks and holes, of which the drivers took not the least
notice, but which nearly dislocated the spines of the suffering
passengers.

The dried-up fields we passed were fenced with walls of
baked mud and, even in the capital itself-the famous Ciudad
de los Reyes (City of the Kings-The monarchs of Spain and
the Three Magi) there were small thatched houses of unplastered
mud standing alongside magnificent mansions.

In the great square, with a fine bronze equestrian statue in
the centre, were a number of beautiful old cream-coloured
buildings with mud huts only a stone's throw away.

I asked the guide in my halting Spanish what happened when
it rained, seeing that the roads and houses were made of
mud. He shrugged his shoulders at my ignorance. "Why
should we worry," he replied. "It hasn't rained for twenty
years."

After leaving Callao we went on down the grim, red coast
and the only things that stood out were the walled-in cemeter-
ies.

"Why two cemeteries?" I asked a man standing beside me
on the deck, as we passed Antofagasta, a big coast town in
Northern Chile.

"One is the English-speaking cemetery," he replied gravely.
On arrival at Valparaiso, the now sadly-diminished port

of central Chile, I was met by my host. He was an oldish man
and might have delighted a novelist or movie-producer in
search of an Early-Victorian "heavy-father."

He lived in an enormous house in Vina del Mar, Valparaiso's
chief residential suburb. On our way there I was surprised to
see three ships high and dry in a field, about three miles from
the port, and was told that, during the terrible earthquake
which devastated Valparaiso in 1906, when two or three thou-
sand people were killed, an enormous tidal wave swept the bay
and deposited these ships inland. They were too battcred to be
worth salvaging and no one had found sufficient energy to re-
move them. The mafiana spirit is one of Spain's legacies to her
daughter nations.

On arriving at the house, I met my hostess, who was as
early-Victorian as her husband, but just as small and gentle
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as he was the reverse. Great preparations were in progress for
our departure for the country.

The preparations occupied some days, during which I got to
know my host and hostess. Unfortunately, every day I spent
with them made me dislike the old man more, and his rudeness
to his wife and the servants and his numerous sets of false
teeth, which I found in the strangest and most unexpected
places-generally just before a meal-roused my most mur-
derous instincts.

When all was in readiness we left early one morning, laden
with much luggage. On reaching our destination before mid-
day, the patron (my host) insisted that we should immediately
set out on horseback to look for water. A number of horses are
always kept saddled on a Chilean farm for general use, but I
have never once seen them fed or watered. Every Chilean,
even the tiny children, can ride and, no matter how poor they
are, everyone owns a horse or mule of sorts. Owing to the ter-
rible condition of the roads a horse or a donkey are the only
possible form of travel.

A rough country track through drought-stricken fields soon
took us into the hills. And what a sight for a poor water-
diviner? Brown and arid, they were covered with low scrub,
which a herd of goats had robbed of every leaf but, alas, not
of thorns, of which there was every known variety.

I soon found that all the underground streams were very
small, and the only hope of getting a decent water supply was
to find where they intersected, so as to use the combined water
from several. I knew that anywater-development wouldbe very
expensive: the country was hard rock and the water very deep.
However, as I had discovered that my host had been playing
on my sympathies by pretending to be on the verge of ruin
and that, despite the devaluation of the peso, he was still an
extremely rich man, I didn't care what it cost him, especially
as I found that he had the reputation of being the meanest man
in Chile.

At six o'clock in the evening a large bell was clanged on the
homestead veranda to tell the weary peasants that their twelve-
hour day's work was done.

The day I arrived was a Saturday and "Pay Day," and con-
sequently the most important day of the week.
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The scene for paying them was arranged with much care.

First of all a table was set on the veranda and an arm-chair
tor El Patron, whose legs were covered with a brilliantly-col-
oured Indian rug, while another was draped around his shoul-
ders-whether for warmth or effect I never found out. The
overseer then laid piles of dirty currency notes and some silver
pesos-worth less than twopence when I was there-on the
table and stood, scowling, behind the Patron, with his arms
crossed.

The bell was then clanged a second time and the farm hands

arrived to receive their week's pay. A more miserable, half-
starved and dirty crowd of ruffians I have never seen. They
stood in a frightened group at one end of the veranda while
the Patron bellowed out their names in a voice that shook the
roof, accompanied by the whistling of his false teeth, which he
wore for the occasion.

There were several children on the pay roll who, for working
for a full week, received the lordly wage of one peso.

At the other end of the veranda, the patron's wife presided
over a sort of shop, set out for the occasion. Here the work-
people were oxpected to buy all their necessities for the com-
lng week. It is true that the farm lay out in the country far from
a town or village with shops, but it is equally true that most
of the scanty wages paid to the poor overworked peasants re-
turned to the Patron's pocket within a brief half-hour.

After an early supper we all retired to bed at eight o'clock
and, as I was very tired, I soon fell asleep, only to be awakened
again by an earthquake.

It was the first I had experienced. I first felt the strong con-
cussion of the air, rather as if a big gun had been fired close
by, which is usual with earthquakes and is generally followed,
especially in the mountains, by a curious rumble, something
between thunder and the noise made by a railway train. Then
came the sickening shock of the actual earthquake. It was an
experience which I had to suffer many times in Chile.

Truly Chile can be a grim place in which to live.
Every morning after breakf ast, El Patron and I set out on

horseback to look for the elusive water. He rode a large bay
horse, apparently the only animal on the farm which was even
fairly adequately fed. My poor beast could hardly crawl, even
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under my light weight, so I was invariably left far behind my
host, who carried a heavy crop, with which he belaboured his
own animal if it dared to slacken its pace.

I also had a half-starved peasant running beside my horse,
with his ribs showing through his tattered shirt. After spending
the morning getting on and off my miserable nag, I thought
I would try to do my divining from its back. Getting out my
pendulum, I did a thing which anyone who had ridden from a
child should have been ashamed to do. I laid the reins on my
horse's neck and began my work. Before I knew where I was
he reared up on his hind legs and I was clinging to his mane,
while he was preparing to bolt. I can only suppose that he had
had a shock from the divining but, if so, it must have been very
violent to have galvanized the wretched creature into such sud-
den action. The peasant tried to grab the horse by the tail as we
shot past, which made him even more unmanageable. But as
soon as I recovered my balance, I was able to get the reins
and brought him to a standstill. Anyway, it taught me two
things-never to try divining from the back of a horse (even a
half-dead one) and never, in any circumstances, to lose
control of the reins.

The only good water I could find on the farm was on the
extreme eastern boundary, where there were two sources of
potable water. But, strangely enough, the patron would hardly
wait for me to do any work in that area. He said that it was too
far from the homestead for the water to be of any use. Yet
since nearly all the places on the north side of the property,
where he said water was urgently needed, were nearly a mile
further from the house, it didn't seem to make sense. Then, in
the next breath, he deplored the fact that a big fish-pond, with-
in a stone's throw of the spot which I had just marked, was
nearly dried up, which made his attitude even more incompre-
hensible. I pointed out that a windmill could pump the water
from my find to the pond which, having a clay bottom, would
serve as a reservoir. But instead of being plbased that my long
and diligent search for good water had been successful, he was
obviously very angry and, hitting his poor horse over the head
with his crop, he galloped off home without saying a word.

When I reached the house I found that lunch was half-over.
The Patron's wife apologized and said that her husband was so
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weary when he reached home that he wanted his meal at once;

ii Jid not seem to dawn on either of them that, after working

,i* 
"utfy 

morning, I was probably far more weary than he

was."*Vn"., I had finished my half-cold lunch' I again 
'PoI" 

t?

him about the two LooA *ut"t locations which I had found
't-nut 

-tt"i"g, but he-turned purple with fury so I let the matter

drop. It was pretty evideni that although he wanted l?ter
Uudfv, he had iro intention of spending any mo,leyr-'l-9"j.]:;-"

The Patron then took to his bed for several days' ourmg

wtict time another landowner came and asked whether I
;;d go to tti. fundoto find water' It was to be a professional

jil; i ttuO ug*"d to work for my host for my travelling ex-
"p"nt". only, belng misled by his plea of poverty'
'-Thi. new landowr", *u, a m6mber of a "high-born" family'

U"i t " 
could speak no English' He had a son' however' who

"oufO-tp"uf. 
English fluently, but with a very strange accent'

which sounded unpleasant to English ears'

Some Chileun, ut" very chalrming people and this. Iand-

o**rwasoneofthem.Hislundowasaconsiderabledistance
iroln tt " 

Patron's, tucked into the foot-hills of the Andes' It
;rt p.".n"rous and well-kept, but-lacking in good water' Here

i;; ,nu.h mot" fortunate and found several excellent sup-

Eies. The peasants must have dug the wells all night for'cvery

inorning *L", *e arrived, they wire deeper than they had,been

iii" pi"ii""s evening. It was a 
-pleasure 

to watch the almost

"iriliirt 
delight shoivn by the landowner and his son as the

;G; repoited that the well was getting dalnP-or that water

*iJ tti"t ti"g in, and made me nearly as excited as they were

themselves.--- 
Ho*"r"., neither barren fields, lack of water or even food

seems to affect the Chilean donkeys. They groy and multiply

firc it 
" 

sands of the sea. It is no uncommon sight to see a herd

iot it it a "drove?") of twenty to thirty of them bearing every

sort of burden, often much bigger than the small beast

6"""att, it and almost completely iclipsing it' A microscopic

a"a increaiuly dirty child, oi a deiayed old graadfather, draped

in u Utigttly coloured rug, and looking truly patriarchal' is

generally in charge of the donkeys'" A. .oto as the patron was dt to travel, we returned to the
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big house in Valparaiso where I made arrangements to go
north to find water for a group of farmers living on the coast,
who were urgently in need of my services.

The decision to go north by cattle boat was not a good one.
The cabins were not only ti4y, but dirty, and mine had to
accommodate four people. The cattle moaned all night and
the smell of the ship clung to my clothes for days after we had
landed.

When at last I arrived at my destination I found ayery warm
welcome awaiting me; unfortunately the choppy sea and the
ship with its smells and livestock had given me a violent head-
ache and I had at once to go to bed. Even then sleep was
denied me, for I had to endure another earquake which, al-
though it succeeded in increasing my headache, did not drive
me from my bed.

When I was up again, I went for a short walk along the
beach which was almost at the bottom of my host,s garden.
The earthquake had produced a small tidal wave which had
washed up all sorts of unpleasant things, including a dead
calf and a strange-looking mass of sea-weed, entangled in a
wooden hurdle, which was floating close to the shore. I stopped
to look at it and saw a woman's button boot, such as is *orn
by the better-class peasants in Chile. And the boot appeared
to be attached to something. I hurried back to the house and
met my host in the hall but when I began to tell him what I
had seen he put a heavy hand over my mouth and muttered:
"For God's sake be quiet."

- He then pushed me into the sitting-room. ..Tell me quickly,,,
he gasped as soon as the door closed behind us. .you haven,t
spoken to a soul about this, have you?,,

When I replied that I had not, he calmed down a little. It
appeared that he had good reason to be frightened for, if the
news of my discovery had got abroad he, or one of his neigh_
bours, would probably have been accused of murder.

That night, he and some others, by the dim light of a young
moon, waded into the water, armed with poles, and pushed
the horrible thing into the current so that ii would be iarried
out to sea by the tide.

More than ever I felt that Chile was the last place in the
world that I would want to live in.
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At this farm I found several sources giving good reactions
for drinkable water, but I only stayed long enough for two of
them to be developed to the great joy of the womenfolk in the
house who, at long last, were able to get a cup of tea fit to
drink.

When I reached Valparaiso again, I lost no time in booking
a passage to England, despite the assurance from a Chilean
friend that there was a great opening in the country for my
work. This gentleman came with his son to see me a day or
two before I sailed and brought a big map with the usual re-
quest: would I tell him whether the mine which he had been

offered was worth buying.
I explained my usual technique and told him that, if I didn't

like the mine, I would try and find something better for him
by drawing a map in the air with my hand, and he must be

ready to slip a chair under my hand when I found it and mark
the spot exactly by putting an inkpot, or some similar object'
exactly under the palm of my outstretched hand.

I didn't like the mine, so I kept my left hand on the map
and began drawing in the air with my right. But on this occas-
ion, I could actually see every foot of the ground as I was
drawing it, and I can see it now as clearly as I saw it then.

"There is a steep hill at the back of this mine," I started
by saying, 'which is covered with coarse grass and sharp
stones. My feet are getting horribly cut. Now I am on the top
of the hill. It is quite flat on top and it is blowing hard. I am
going down the other side. No. No. I can't. There is a huge

landslide. I'll sit down and slither to the bottom. Oh, it is so

cold and dark down here in the valley! The hills are high on
both sides and there is something very dangerous here. It may
be snakes or wild animals. I don't know. There is a huge river,
dirty and muddy, roaring and racing along at a terriffic rate.
I must get across somehow. . . . Now I am over and everywhere
there is fine green grass and I am in the sun again. Here is the
gold I am looking for. Quick! Mark it! I can't stay here long,
and the gold is very rich."

The spot was hurriedly marked, as I had directed and I fell
into a chair exhausted. I heard the son say to his father "f wish
we had somo means of knowing how far this place is from the
other mine." So f pu[ed myself together and told them to see
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whether there was a scale on the map and measure from that,
There was, and they reckoned the distance at seven and a
quarter miles. I had kept my left hand on the map all the time.

My visitors then left. Although the father was kind and
polite, I realized that he didn't believe a word of what I had
been telling him, although the son apparently did. They prom-
ised to see me off when the ship sailed.

True to their word, they arrived. The father was carrying
a huge map and greeted me excitedly. ..Are you a human 

-or 
a

witch? I saw the people who wanted to sell me the mine and
told them I didn't like it but, at the insistence of my son, I said
that there was another place which r might be interested in,
about seven and a quarter miles away. I described how to get to
it, just as you told us. At first, they laughed and said that that was
where their own mine was and, as it was very rich, I could cer_
tainly not have that. Then it dawned upon them that, because
of the landslide, it was impossible for me to have reached their
mine by the route I described which was the way they had
originally used, and they began to question me as to how I had
discovered its existence. when I told them they refused to be-
lieve me and looked at me as though I were mad. But all the
time I could see that their manager was very puzzled, and he
kept asking the others how, if it wasn,t true, fcould be so accur_
ate? As I hadn't believed it either, I sympathized with them.
So I ask you again, are you a human or a witch? Anyway, if
you come back to Chile again, I am sure you will gei all the
work you want."

The two mystified men waved good-bye from the wharf as
La Reina del Pacifico pulled out from Valparaiso, while I
vowed to myself that no amount of money would ever induce
me to re-visit Chile and its earthquakes.

Yet there were two things about Northern Chile which
could not, fail to impress any diviner, the terrible scarcity of
water and the richness of the mineral deposits which Nature
has lavished on that arid land.
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South Africa-Game Reserve

-\f- N RETURNINc to England it was my intention to reside

H in my native land, buil found tf,at i couldn't stand the
Il climate so I decided to go to South Africa. Leaving Lon-

don in a cargo boat we had hardly cleared Tilbury Docks when
we collided with another ship which we nearly cut in half. Our
own bows were stove in and we had to return to the docks. The
other ship was saved from sinking by grounding on the Thames
bank.

I then booked a passage by the Dutch line and had a pleas-
ant voyage to the Cape, from where I went to Johannesburg.
While there, I was engaged by the Government to look for
water in the famous Kruger National Park.

The park is a wild-beast reserve covering some 8,000 square
miles. It encloses very few rivers and there are few animals
which will walk more than three miles for their daily drink,
especially in the spring before the young are born. My job was
to find additional water supplies.

On arriving at the park, I was met by the head ranger. He
began by informing me that the Government would be inter-
ested only in those waters which were within a specffied surface
depth. I pointed out to him that the depth of the water was
something over which I had no control, but nothing I could
say had any effect. There was a great deal of rock in the Re-
serve, so I expected trouble and got it.

But my professional difficulties didn't destroy the thrill of
being in the Reserve among the wild animals living their
natural lives. Very few of them could ever have seen a human
being except perhaps an occasional native from one of the
kraals in the Reserve, who was foolish enough to be out at
dusk, when the lions and other carnivora hunt and feed. Even
these rash and foolish humans are seldom seen more than once!
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I was taken to a camp in the Reserve. It consisted of a group

of circular mud huts bondavellesJ, surrounded by a seven feet
fence of heavy wire-netting, which looked a poor protection
against lions, especially as there were huge dents here and there
where some big animal fleeing from a lion or panther, had
crashed into it. However, I was assured that it was much
stronger than it looked, so I hoped for the best.

The wet season was approaching and the weather was dull,
with intermittent showers of torrential rain. The day after my
arrival was a Sunday, and I was sitting in my rondavelle-
which was very comfortable and well-furnished-when I
heard a noise which I shall never forget. It was the hunting cry
of a lion and the blood-curdling scream of its "kill." Lions
usually only hunt at dusk but, the weather being so dull and
wet, they were hunting in the early afternoon. There was evi-
dently a number of lions engaged in the hunt and, when that
occurs, the pride surrounds a herd of deer or znbra at some dis-
tance away. They then gradually close in on the herd, the lions
being on one side and the lionesses on the other, with their cubs
behind them. One lion will then utter the hunting cry, which
is a sort of hoarse cough, quite unlike a roar. The herd rush
frantically from the sound, only to meet a similar cough from
another lion. It then becomes a panic-stricken mass of animals
fleeing in all directions and every lion picks out a single beast,
like a sheep-dog separating a particular sheep from a flock, and
drives it towards a lioness, who does the actual killing. The
scream of the terrified animal, when it sees the lioness and
realizes its fate, is too blood-curdling to be described.

Those were the sounds I heard on that peaceful Sunday
afternoon.

Later on the same afternoon, the head ranger and one of his
assistants came in a car to fetch me to see the pride of lions,
which was quite close to the camp. It must have been a small
"kill," as the lions were all sitting up and cleaning themselves.
The ranger explained that they always sleep after a meal and,
the bigger the meal, the longer they sleep. Like the domestic
cat, they are very careful of their personal cleanliness and are
most fastidious about their coats. But their claws and teeth are
coated with a rotting film from their prey, and even a scratch
often causes death, especially to a native.
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The pride consisted of two lions with black manes' two lion-

.rr", urrd five or six half-grown cubs' The ranger stopped the

the car quite close to theri, but kept the engine running' as is

.i*oyt done in big-game country, so that an immediate get-

iiii 
"ube 

made-iria case of emergency. But, as a rule, lions

and other wild beasts seem to look upon the car as some sort

of animal and show not the least feai of it. The smell of the

petrol destroys the scent of humans.' Wh", the two black-maned lions saw the car they came

down the bank to investigate. We were moving very slowly and

one trotted on each side of the car, so cl0se that I could almost

have touched them with my hand. Nervously I asked- the ran-

lei wt etfrer we couldn't have the windows shut' as they were

6om *ia" open. The dour Scot merely asked, "Why?" to which

i;;;klt r"ili"d "oh, r-er-don't knowr,r only thought it pight
be safei." f nua forgotten that no wild animal ever looks up

;b; its own height. But the two lions were alarmingly close

and their smell wis overpowering. They ran in circles round

the car and then one of tirem saw a white notice board nailed

to a tree. He ambled across, ripped it off with his paw and sat

down to chew it, like a dog with a bone, obviously showing-

off to this strange n"* ari.nal-the car' He then seemed to

g"t u tpii"ter in"his tongue and b9qa1 to shake his head and

i.ro.-6.r, mane. After tLat he decided to have some fun with

his wife and children who were sitting on the road in front of

the car. He ambled heavily up to them and gave the lady a

playfullittlepatontheface,whichwouldhavekilledahorse.
then foflowe^d a game of leap-frog' accompanied by the most

alarming growls and snarls which, the younger ranger assured

me were merely terms of endearment.
While this game was in progress, the lions were getting

nearer to the cimp gates, which were open, so the $ead |a-n-
lr, ,".nu.t"a tnaf we must get there first, and accelerated the

Ear. This annoyed the lioness, who apparently thought th-e n9w
*uni*ut. was irying to interrupt her little flirtation, and tried

to j*p on the u-onnet of the car as we passed. Fortunately, her

timing^was at fault and she landed on the road. As she chose

;t,ia" of the car for her jump and almost touched me as she

feit, I *ist ed more than ever that the windows had been shut.

we reached the camp only a few moments ahead of the lions

,/
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and the gates were quickly closed. The lions prowled around
for a time and then went to sleep with theii backs pressed
against the wire-netting.

-All cars entering the Reserve have to pass through a gate
where a fee of f,l is charged. Instructions are then given tolhe
occupants as to when they must be back at the gate, as motor_
ing in the Reserve at dusk is considered unsafe. As I was there
professionally and in charge of the chief ranger, I was often
out during prohibited hours.

Late one afternoon we were coming down a rough road with
high elephant grass on each side, when a lioness with two very
young cubs slipped noiselessly out of the grass and sat down
in the middle of the road with her back to the car and the cubs
beside her. In a minute or two she was joined by another lion-
ess with five cubs. The two mothers sat close together wagging
their heads, just like two old women gossiping, while the Jeven
babies came down the road to examine the car. One of them
came on to the running board, put its front paws on the open
window and looked in. It gazed at me with a little puziled
frown. It was the sweetest little thing, just like a big kitten, so
I asked the ranger whether I might stroke it and ieceived an
emphatic "No." One pat from its paw, he said, could rip the
entire flesh from my arm, and a cry from me would bring tho
lioness on us. "And that would be no joke I can assure you.,'
As he had been mauled by a lion, which he killed single_
handed, losing part of one shoulder in the encounter, f tfro,[trt
he ought to know.

Soon the lionesses got up and made funny noises to call their
cubs and all, except one tiny cub faded into the undergrowth,.
as noiselessly as they had appeared.

The tiny cub came back and sat in the middle of the road,
close to the front of the car and spat and growled with amazing
fury.'rhen, with a final growl and a swish of its littre tufted tail,
it followed its mother and vanished in the long grass.

Every day there was some fresh thrill. All the various types
of anirnal appeared to have their own particular habitat in itre
Reserve. It was most interesting to see the perfect camouflage
which Nature has given them. I was once wittrin a few ya.Is
of a giraffe in wooded country, but did not see it until it m;ved,
despite its great bulk and height, its marking being so like
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the mottled sunshine filtering through the trees. Even the lion
cubs born in the wilds of Africa are marked somewhat like a
leopard to make them less visible in the undergrowth or pos-
sibly to appear more formidable to potential enemies. Yet cubs
bom in captivity are, like their parents, tawny all over and
without markings.

Zebras, whether black and white or golden brown and white,
have markings to suit the type of country in which they live.
They are undoubtedly among the best-groomed animals in the
Reserve. They are sleek and plump, their coats shine like satin
and they are always smartly "turned out." The zebra foals
are most attractive little creatures, so neat and dainty and the
very image of their mothers. Being such beautiful animals, it is
strange that there are often numbers of wildebeest in their
herds, which look like a cross between an ill-kept domestic
cow and an ugly buffalo.

The elephants live in the north of the Reserve and are savage
and quite untamable. They are considered the most dangerous
of the animals, after the treacherous buffaloes, the lions rank-
ing only third. It is strange that the African elephant should
be so unlike the Indian variety, which is easily tamed and ex-
traordinarily intelligent, so much so that they are almost human
in some of their ways. I have even known one cry.

When I was in India, tiger shooting at the foot of the Him-
alayas, a special shoot was arranged for the governor of the
province and he and his retinue and nine other guns were
camped in a mango grove, ready for the big shoot on the fol-
lowing day. The elephants were drawn up in a semi-circle,
looking very smart with padded quilts on their backs, orna-
mented with embroidery and with long gilded tassels at the
corners. Their faces had been painted with scrolls and patterns
in many colours and they all looked very gorgeous and pleased
with themselves. But my elephant-a female named Moti,
meaning a Pearl-was swinging her trunk backwards and for-
wards, as elephants do when they are upset, and large tears
were running down her face. I pointed this out to my cousin,
who was host to the shooting party, and he spoke very severely
to the mahout. When I asked him what was the matter, he ex-
plained that Moti was upset because she had not been dressed
for the occasion, nor had her face painted. So, still weeping, she

I



156 Adventure Unlimited
was taken back to the elephant lines behind the camp and the
shoot went on without her.

I thoroughly enjoyed my visit to the Game Reserve but, un-
fortunately, the animals did not benefit, as water was very hard,
to find and what I did find was all deeper than the limit fixed
by the Government.
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Oullt for the modern diviner.

L. to R: Motorscope, Whalebone divining rod, Pendulum.
Belov': Compass,'magnet' samples of mincrals and

notebook.
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Zimbabwe

rf \f -f HEN I left Johannesburg,I went to Salisbury, the
\ lh / capital of Southern Rhodesia, where I had one
V \y otitre strangest experiences of my life.
I was introduced to a retired Royal Naval Commander, him-

self a diviner and who was spending most of his time in the
famous Zimbabwe ruins searching with his rod for Aaron's
Golden Calf, which he was convinced had been given by King
Solomon to the Queen of Sheba and stored by her, with other
treasure of fabulous value, in a secret Treasure House at Zim-
babwe. It is of course useless to argue with people who have
become obsessed by the treasure-seeking mania; otherwise I
might have pointed out that the author of the strange tale in the
Bible affirms that Moses ground the calf to powder and made
the people drink it, before having some three thousand of them
murdered.

The commander also believed that the Queen of Sheba had
been buried at Zimbabwe and that the small ruined buildings
of similar construction, found in the bush between the ancient
port of Sofala and Zimbabwe, marked the spots where her
coffin had rested on the 250 miles journey from the coast.

The origin and purpose of these mysterious ruins have been
the subject of controversy for over three-quarters of a century,
since they were discovered in 1868. It is generally believed that
they date back to about 1200 n.c., but some eminent authorities
think that they were the work of Arab slaves or gold seekers
in the Middle Ages. Having seen them I find this hard to be-
lieve. One thing seems certain and that is that they were not
built by the native Bantu.

The ruins at Zimbabwe fall into three groups: the Elliptical
Temple, the Acropolis and the Valley of the Ruins.

The temple is open to the sky and surrounded by a girdlo
157
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wall of approximately 830 feet, which is overpowering in its
massive strength. It is sixteen feet thick and, at least thirty
feet high, and is built of small granite blocks of identical size,
which are estimated to weigh over 100,000 tons. Similar blocks
some tooled in to a curve, were used to build a smaller inner-
wall and a huge conical tower, forty feet high, which is solid
right through and is believed to have been used for some form
of religious ceremony, possibly phallic, as numerous phallic
emblems have been found in the Valley Ruins.It has been sug-
gested that the Voodoo religion with all its horrors was per-
formed there also.

On the top of the girdle wall is a beautifully cut double chev-
ron pattern which adds greatly to its magnificence. The stones in
the walls and buildings were all laid without mortar or cement
and must have been shaped at the quarries from which the
granite was extracted for, although their numbers must run
into millions, no great quantity of chips and splinters have ever
been found. As there is no indication of a quarry near Zim-
babwe, it is probable that the stones were carried an incredible
distance by human labour.

It is also strange that, although thousands of people must
have been employed for many years in erecting these stupen-
dous buildings no burial ground and no inscriptions have, thus
far, been discovered. During the 1890's much damage was done
to the buildings by treasure-hunters who are said to have made
away with at least 1,000 ounces of gold ornaments; but, be-
yond some Oriental glazed ware of the thirteenth to fifteenth
century (relics of some barbarous people who must have occu-
pied the ruins in comparatively recent centuries) nothing has
ever been discovered which throws any light on the origin and
purpose of these mysterious buildings.

The early Portuguese explorers found Arab ships at Sofala
laden with gold, and Arab authorities have connected the ruins
with ancient gold workings, so it has been suggested that they
were the "Ophir" of King Solomon and inspired Rider Hag-
gard with a background for King Solomon's Mines and others
of his fascinating books. But nothing is really known. The
Temple was, almost certainly, used for religious purposes with
phallic rites and the Acropolis was a military stronghold; be-
yond that, everything is conjecture. .\
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The ruins stand, awe-inspiring and inscrutable. Cracks are

gaping in the walls and towers, heaps of stones litter the ground,

Ioi""irti.tg that at no very distant date the dead city will sink
to the ground and be buried once again beneath the tropic
forest.

My naval friend had been divining among theValley Ruins

for many years. They lie between the Temple and the Acropo-
lis, whiih was built on a hill about a quarter of a mile away'

The commander was looking for underground passages and

hidden treasure. He had an idea that the Temple and Acropolis

were connected by tunnels, and had several likely spots lined

up for me to test, which I confirmed' I also found several more,

one of which was very large and seemed to pass through a great

cavern cut around the edge in the form of a Greek key-pattern,

measuring several feet in width. After much work, I found a
labyrinth of passages leading off this cavern, which in the ab-

sence of anybtherburial place, suggested to me that they and

the cavern itself might have been used as catacombs. As the

whole area was composed of solid granite, what became of the

stone taken out when the cavern and passages were excavated?

The chippings could certainly not have been used for building
purposei-above ground. Another strange thing was the total
absence of any means of ventilation.

Between the girdle wall and the inner wall of the Temple
is a narrow passage, just wide enough for one man to pass

through. It leads to the place where the priests must have per-

formed their unhallowed rites amid crowds of terrified wor-
shippers, all wondering whether their turn had come to figure

on tt 
" 

sacrificial stone. It was there that I next started to work.
The commander was convinced that the "Golden Calf" would
have been hidden in the most "sacred" spot in the building-
the sacrificial altar.

It was a beautiful sunny day and streams of natives, who
take a great interest in the ruins, kept passing by. There were

also a large number of white visitors who stopped to watch

me at my work. Everything seemed quite safe and normal. I
was getting strong reactions for gold and kept drawing a large

figure "8" ten to twelve feet in length on the ground, with a

smaller elongated top circle and a larger round one below. The

lower circle had a V shaped incision, rather like the frog in a
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horse's hoof. The commander was quite close to me and a be-
nevolent old gentleman was watching me with absorbed inter-
est, when something happened.

What it was I do not know. All I know is that I was suddenly
enveloped in a dark, slimy cloud which seemed to ooze out
of the ground from the big circle of the "8" and reeked of
death and decay. I was so horror-stricken I could not move. I
had often heard people talk of their hair standing on end with
fright and thought it a mere figure of speech, but my hair cer-
tainly did on that occasion. I could feel it stiffen and rise, and
I was sick with terror. Intangible forms seemed to issue from
the "8" and clutched at me with horrible hands, as if to claw
out my heart.

I must have given a piercing shriek, for the commander
rushed to me and dragged me out of the "Sacred" enclosure.
He was nearly as terrified as I was and told me, after-
wards, that it was a horrible shock to him to see the dreadful
panic in my eyes and feel the corpse-like clamminess of my
hands.

I never went near that spot again and was very thankful to
see the last of theZimbabwe Ruins.

I have not been the only white person to experience the
power and horror of the malignant force lurking in the Ruins.
There was a mine manager's wife in Salisbury who had the
gift of healing and was doing remarkable work in,the town.
She had come from the Highlands of Scotland and was the
daughter of a ghillie. I can only describe her as a saint.

She, with her husband and another mine manager and his
wife, was standing in the "Sacred" enclosure near where I had
my own horrifying experience. There were numbers of trippers
and natives about, as in my own case, and her husband and
friends were close to her. Suddenly she was lifted from the
ground, conveyed several yards through the air and then thrown
violently to the ground in full view of the people there. The
party fled from the sanctuary but, strange to say, the two mine
managers were sufficiently undisturbed to visit a celebrated hill
in the neighbourhood.

The hill could only be climbed from one side which was
very steep, but twenty or thirty yards over the top it ended in
a cliff with a sheer drop of hundreds of feet. It was the place

\
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where a native tribe had disposed of their defeated opponents
in battle by marching them over the abyss.

The two men had reached the top and were admiring the
magnificent view when they were forcibly propelled from be-
hind and pushed towards the edge of the clift. It was only by
throwing themselves on the ground and clutching at the scanty

vegetation that they were saved from being hurled into space.

They then scrambled back over the top on all fours and fled

from the accursed spot.
After I left Salisbury, the commander obtained permission

to make excavations to explore the cavern and passages which
we had found, a permission that was almost immediately with-
drawn however, because World War II broke out and he was

recalled to the Services.
So far as I know, no further attempts have been made, and

the mystery of the Zimbabwe Ruins is still unsolved and may
well remain so until the end of time.
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Australian Underground Streams

^l 
r r u p outbreak of World War II I thought it advis-

/\ visable to get out of Africa. Enemy agents were
l- )L spreading insidious and dangerous propaganda among
the natives who, in Rhodesia, were becoming more and more
dangerous to white women. I thought of going to New Zealand
but, as I knew no one there, I changed my mind and arranged
to go back to Canada where I had many friends, quite forget-
ting that it was in the Dollar Block and not in the Sterling
Area.

On arriving in Victoria, 8.C., I went to the Bank where I
had formerly kept my account and tried to cash €300 worth of
travellers' cheques. I was met with a blank refusal and told
that they were not worth the paper they were printed on, and
that they could not be converted into dollars anywhere in Can-
ada.

Although I knew some influential people in Victoria, who
pulled every available string for me, it was without success.
There I was, stranded in Canada without a cent.

I was not alone in my predicament. There were many people
in Canada, fleeing from England to escape the bombs who,
owing to this extraordinary regulation were, for the time being,
utterly destitute. Hostels had to be opened for their accommo-
dation, supported by public subscriptions, and people who had
enjoyed great wealth in England were living on charity in
Canada. Thanks to having many kind friends, I fared better
than most people from overseas, but no one who has not ex-
perienced the ordeal can have any idea of what it means to
have absolutely no money, not even enough to buy something
to mend the holes in one's stockings.

The most ridiculous part of this extraordinary situation was
that the Canadian Government would not allow me to leave

lrcz
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the country. I was trying to get to the Bahamas in the West

Indies, paitty because it was in the Sterling Area a1{ partly

becausJl had a cousin who was Chief Justice there. The gov-

ernor at that time was the Duke of Windsor, who used to spend

a large part of the year in the United States. During his ab-

..rr""i riy cousin officiated as acting governor and I could

expect to have a very gay time during his r6gime' But the offi-

ciils controlling travel insisted upon my first producing my

ticket to Bermuda, before they would allow me to obtain money

from England to pay for it.I felt like "Alice."
Throt[hout this haggling the owner of a sheep station in

Australii wrote and asked me to go there to work' A large

part of the country, he said, was suffering from drought and

ihe.e *as heavy mortality among the sheep. He added that a
search for oil was planned in Australia, which would be a
work of national importance. He wanted me to sail without
delay.

I was staying at the time with my old friends General Sir
Percy and Lady Lake. The general thought that it was my duty
to go so, very unwillingly, I consented to give up my trip to the

Baf,amas to undertake the work which the station-owner said

would be waiting for me by the time I arrived, since he had

great influence with the government'
I was lent money to buy the ticket and was then allowed to

obtain money from England to repay the loan and the many

other debts which I had incurred. I was also able to buy some

stockings to replace the holes which had adorned my legs'

When I arrived in South Australia I was met by the station-

owner-a tiny man with a huge wife-who gave me the stag-

gering news that there had been a change of Government and

ihe o.re then in office would not consider employing me.

I was furious! My thrilling trip to the Bahamas and the glam-

our of viceregal life had been sacrificed for nothing. I felt that
I loathed Auitralia and everyone in it and vowed that I would
get out of it as quickly as possible, despite the nervous strain

of a sea voyage in war-time, with its danger and unpleasant-
ness.

But fate ruled otherwise. The Japanese were preparing to
enter the war and I found it impossible to leave Australia. So

I left South Australia and went to Sydney, where the news-
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papers were full of a drought which was devastating large
areas of Eastern Australia, causing the death rate amongst
sheep to rise to about twenty millions, a figure that was nearly
doubled in actual loss as, with the death of the ewes, no lambs
were born.

I went to the Graziers'Association of New South Wales and
offered the president my services as a water-diviner. This led
to my visiting a large number of sheep-stations, many run-
ning from 20,000 to 30,000 acres and carrying from 10,000 to
20,000 sheep.

Very soon I began to realize that the real Australia lay out-
side the cities with the great open spaces, their unique fauna,
the kangaroo, the wing-less emu, the many strange marsupials
and the gorgeous birds, all of which made up a fascinating
country, which instead of hating, I was growing to like and un-
derstand more every day.

In the sheep-raising areas in Australia, the value of land is
based on its carrying capacity in sheep. Good land in a heavy
rainfall area will carry two or three sheep to the acre in the
hands of a competent grazier, but much fine wool is grown
under very arid conditions where perhaps even fifty acres
might be normally necessary to feed one sheep. This means
that many stations in the dry areas are as big as an English
county, with "paddocks" ("fields" in England) covering some
twenty square miles.

Just before Christmas, in the hottest time of the year, I
arrived at a sheep-station in an area where the drought was
particularly bad. After several days'work, I was asked to in-
spect the station's main well which had to supply not only the
house, but the all-important wool-shed-where thousands of
sheep were shorn-and a paddock carrying alarge number of
others. The well was causing great anxiety, for the supply was
decreasing at an alarming rate.

I expected to see a large well, some 60 feet or so deep and
pumping, at least, 400 to 500 gallons an hour. fnstead, I found
a well about 15 feet deep, dug in clay and gravel, which could
be pumped dry by the windmill in a very short time.

When I had recovered from my astonishment that so little
water should be made to do so much work, I had the windmill
turned o" 

lO 
the well pumped dry. I then went down the well
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and found that there were three trickles of water coming into
it, the largest being in the left-hand corner. So I returned to
the surface and followed all three with my rod, marking them
on the ground, foot by foot, with meticulous care.

For some time I had felt sure that small streams, moving
slowly in the earth, had a tendency to become blocked. I had
tested a number of them from the surface and had, to my
own satisfaction but without actual proof, found the block in
them, with more water behind the obstruction than on the side
towards the well. I also had an idea that wells which were
fed by such streams could be brought back into production
without any digging or boring and without disturbing the
surface.

The son-inJaw of the owner of the property was with me.
He was a station-owner himself and a man of few words; a
good person to work with. He never argued, which is a quality
which any diviner will appreciate, and was willing to help me
in every possible way.

I explained my theory to him but, although he was obviously
incredulous, he made no comment.

I found a block in all three trickles and decided to work on
the biggest, which was dribbling into the well through a nar-
row band of gravel. My idea was that a block might be cleared
by hammering rhythmically on the surface of the ground, verti-
cally above it, and I felt that here I had an opportunity of prov-
ing it.

A large flat stone was placed exactly over the block, which
was about ten feet from the well. The stone was hit with a
round-headed hammer, which was not so easy to do as it
sounds, as the strokes of the hammer must be rhythmical (not
jerky or uneven) and "dull," because a sharp stroke would
shatter the stone. My assistant did the hitting, while I traced
the water with my divining tool, as it receded back to the block.
When the water was about a foot beyond the block, I took
over the rhythmic beating of the stone and my assistant went
down the well. He returned with the good news that no water
was coming in at the left-hand corner, where the biggest trickle
had been. This was indeed satisfactory, since it proved that
water could be stopped from running in the ground.

The water was then driven back about sixteen feet beyond
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the block, when the stone-hitting was stopped and the water
was allowed to return in its channel towards the well.

Every few minutes I tested it to see how far it had gone on its
return journey. I was anxious to knowwhatwouldhappenwhen
it reached the block. Would it pass through or not? I hoped
that the vibration caused by hitting the stone would have
loosened the sand and gravel, or whatever was causing the
obstruction, but I was doubtful whether there was enough
water to force its way through the barrier and carry the debris
with it.

It took longer than I had expected, but finally the block was
successfully passed. When my tool-a motorscope-told me
that the water was nearly at the well itself, my assistant went
down into the well again to watch for the water, which we
were so eagerly expecting.

I spent some very anxious minutes waiting on the surface
Every time I called out to ask whether the water was coming
through, the reply came back: "Not a drop. It's as dry as a
bone," a statement which was just as disconcerting then as it
had been pleasing before.

I realized very forcibly during those few minutes that what
was to me just an interesting experiment might l:ave very seri-
ous consequences for the owners of the station, if I had spoilt
their most important well.

Suddenly a voice from below called out: "It's coming
through!"-and I rushed to the side of the well and nearly fell
into it myself in my excitement at seeing a muddy little stream
appear. It cleared in a few minutes and a small clear-running
stream (no longer a trickle) made a little channel for itself in
the sandy bottom of the well.

The water had come back, the blockage was cleared and a
definite answer had been given to the question whether run-
ning water could be. stopped and driven back, as well as clear
a blockage in a stream.

The two other trickles were treated in the same way, but
with much less excitement, for the newly-released stream was
then gaining on the windmill and there were several feet of
water in the well. So we hadn't the pleasure of seeing the
trickles drying up and returning as running streams.

It was Christmas Eve and the station owner said that it was
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the most wonderful Christmas present he had ever received.
Twelve months later, I again visited the well on Christmas

Eve, and was pleased to hear that it was as good as ever, al-
though most of the shallow wells and dams in the neighbour-
hood were already dry.

One thing I learnt in this drought-stricken country was the
enonnous value of quite small supplies of water. Yet it was
extraordinarily difficult to convince landowners that to get de-
pendable and permanent water in decent quantities they must
be prepared to go down fifty to one hundred feet for it.

I would like to warn other diviners that, when engaged in
unblocking streams and bringing wells back into production,
they should make sure the well isn't sunk in rock, with a rock
bottom, through which the water comes up in cracks and
fissures.

I experimented on a rock well, about sixty feet deep, which
was disused (fortunately for me), as only about thirty gallons
an hour could be pumped out of it instead of the original 500.
I found there was a very big blockage in the stream leading
to it, so big that two of us worked on it on different stones,
hitting together in rhythm. I expected a really good result but,
after tracing the returning water foot by foot to the well, I was
astonished to find that no water emerged, not even the original
thirty gallons. The water had cleared the big obstruction in re-
turning, so the only explanation left was that the rubble from
the block had cemented all the cracks in the bottom of the well
and prevented the water coming through.

In ordinary circumstances I would have recommended
blasting the bottom of the well with a small charge of dyna-
mite, but, being war-time, this was unobtainable.

I thought this was a most interesting experience but, unfor-
tunately, the owner of the station thought otherwise and was
not a little annoyed, especially as he had done most of the
hard work of hammering on the stone. This has made me most
careful to examine the strata of a well before making any ex-
periments on it.

I have often been asked whether depth makes any difference
in driving back the water and unblocking streams. I certainly
think it does and I doubt whether it could be done at any great
depth.

I
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Divining for Gold

A s a class, Australian squatters, that is, station-owners,

A must be counted u*o.rg the most hospitable and open-
l- \ hearted in the world and visiting the various stations
to divine for water was a most delightful experience. After
finishing my work on one property close to the mountains in
the south of New South Wales, the young owner and his wife
asked me whether I would like to see Mount Kosciusko, famili-
arly known as "Kossi," 0,328 feet), the highest mountain in
Australia and the centre of the winter sports.

The road to Kosciusko ran through my host's property.
While we were motoring along, I suddenly got a violent stab
of pain through my feet, which I always get, even in a car,
when passing over gold or other minerals. I let out a yell which
scared my poor hostess but left her husband quite undisturbed,
for by now he was growing accustomed to my somewhat unus-
ual methods of divining. However, he made a mental note of
the spot for future use.

As soon as I had taken my departure for my headquarters
in Sydney, my host acquired a boring plant and set to work
to test the water locations which I had marked. I had done
most of the work on a large-scale map before visiting the prop-
erty, so all I had to do on the actual ground was checking up
and pin-pointing the spots and analysing the underground water
for purity, depth and yield, which he had not seen done before.
So he waited to see whether my water-findings were successful
before investigating the reason for my yell.

As everything worked out according to plan, he wrote and
asked me to visit the station again and prospect for gold at the
spot which had nearly shot me through the roof of the car.

As I was anxious to try my hand at divining for gold and
had enjoyed my previous stay with the young couple, I gladly

168
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accepted. In a country like Australia, where properties often
cover hundreds of square miles, any form of divining which
meant walking over the ground, would be impossible. But, by
putting a large-scale map on a table in one's own home and
drawing the underground streams on it, one can survey 100
square miles as easily as twenty acres. If the places marked on
the map are accurately measured by a trained surveyor and
those measurements are equally accurately transferred to the
ground, I do not expect the marked spots to be more than a few
feet (or even inches) out when I test them, no matter how far
away from the place I might have been when I drew the posi-
tions on the map. Distance makes no difference.

My initiation into gold-divining in Australia was beset with
many difficulties,.despite the assistance given by my map. The
country was all low foot-hills covered with scrub, and the gold
veins were in slate, instead of quartz, not unusual in that neigh-
bourhood where several gold-mines were already working, but
which made things harder for me, since it was the flrst time I
had worked under such conditions. A lot of hard work was
done and a number of fairly promising spots were marked,
especially the one crossing the road which had given me such
a shock in the car. But, on the whole, the results were disap-
pointing, as we were hoping for something really big. Finally,
we decided to try another place about fifty miles away, where
quantities of alluvial gold had been obtained by Italians before
the war. This lay almost at the foot of Kosciusko. It is an area
known as Snowy Plains, which is Iet on leases to sheep-farm-
ers, who take their flocks there in the summer to allow portions
of their own stations to rest and go fallow.

The alluvial gold had been found on land let to a farmer
living on the edge of my host's property. Every year, he and
his son, Ray, six foot three in his socks, and as handsome as a
picture, took their sheep over the hills to the Snowy Plains'
block where we were to go. As autumn was approaching, we
decided to start without delay, but much was to happen before
we finally set off for the mountain to join the sheep.

An urgent family matter called my hostess to Sydney, and
her husband had to drive her to the railway station, thirty
miles away, leaving me with a station-hand and his wife and
child. After going out to the garage to say good-bye to my
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hostess, I stopped to look at the hills at the back of the house,
which always afforded me much pleasure with their changing
colours and beauty. But there were no hills! A thick, white
impenetrable sheet met my gaze as if some giantess had hung
out her weekly washing. I could scarcely believe my eyes. En-
tirely mystified, I returned to my part of the house, which was
in a new wing, and tried to read. It was very hot and thunder
had been rumbling all the afternoon. Suddenly, without any
warning, the rain descended. It poured. Then there was a
deluge and flnally the bottom fell out of the celestial reservoir
and the whole contents came down at once. I went through
to the old part of the house to find the man and his wife fran-
tically trying to stem a river which seemed to be pouring in at
the back of the house and rushing out of the front. The house
was built under the hills, with a huge catchment area above.
A little below there was a flat covered with fruit trees and be-
yond that a tiny creek. The house was built of vuood and part
of it was very old. I had often amused myself by walking round
it and pressing my thumb against the timbers to see whether
it would go through. It always did and how it survived this
deluge was a miracle. Then, with the same dramatic sudden-
ness, down came the hail, with a terriflc noise on the corru-
gated-iron roof, which all the houses in Australia seem to
have.

I left the man and his wife frantically stuffing mats under
doors to try to stop the flood and returned to my own quart-
ers where, with the exception of two very large leaks, all was
well. The heat was awful, so, hail or no hail, I threw open the
door, which overlooked the little flat and the creek below.
Then I heard a curious noise; a dull sickening sort of a roar,
that I can only liken to the roar of an approaching earthquake.
But, as serious earthquakes are practically unknown in Aus-
tralia, I knew it couldn't be that. Then pandemonium broke
loose. The gentle little rippling creek had become a wall of
dirty brown water, ten or fifteen feet high, carrying all before
it. The big willow trees growing along its banks were washed
out of the ground and the noise of their falling trunks and
snapping boughs was like that of a forest fire. The trees went
hurtling down the roaring flood, mixed up with drowning
cattle and sheep and great boulders rolled along like pebbles,
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while the thunder never ceased and the blinding flashes of
lightning added to the nightmare of horror.

When the hail had stopped and the storm had somewhat
abated, we all donned gum-boots and waded out to ascertain
the extent of the damage. Even walking down the sloping drive,
we had to hold on to each other to keep our feet in the torrents
of water still rushing down from the hills which must have
been the real centre of the cloud-burst. We saved several groups
of marooned and terrified sheep by making them swim and
driving them to higher ground and then made our way to the
creek, which was covered with great waves like the waves of
the sea. And what a terrible sight. There were dead sheep
everywhere. Some caught in the boughs of the few remaining
trees, others draped round stumps and boulders on the creek's
banks, or being hurled down the boiling flood, mixed with the
corpses of other animals in endless succession.

We were a sad little group as we made our way back to the
very wet house. My host had to spend the night in his car on
the other side of the creek and next day, discovered that he
had lost several miles of fencing, besides much of his valuable
stock.

It was my first experience of a creek in flood, and I sincerely
hope it will be my last.

All this delayed our departure for the gold field. It was nearly
a week before it was considered safe for us to travel without
a risk of getting bogged.

We finally arranged to go on a Sunday and were to leave
about noon, as we had fifty miles of very rough country to
cover

I sz,,t and watched the truck being packed with much inter-
esq il seemed to include everything we could possibly need
as if ve were ofi to a desert island. At last everything was
covered with a tarpaulin and we set off.

We all grumbled incessantly at the condition of the roads,
which were crevassed with washaways, forcing us to continually
slow down, but they appeared almost perfect on our return
journey, after what we had been through in the meantime.

The difficult part of our journey began after we had gone
about ten miles, when we dropped down to a niver and began
to climb the other side. The climb must have been nearly 1,000
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feet, with the track getting worse at every twist and turn. Near
the top, when the car was nearly boiling, the track became a
series of ridges of sharp upturned slate and we just bumped
from one to the other. I must admit that I was glad when they
were behind us. However, in a few minutes we reached the top
and came into the real snow country. Here the scrub gave place
to some of the loveliest trees which I have seen in any part of
the world. It would take the pen of a poet to describe them in
all their beauty, with their silvery trunks and boughs, which
keep their unsullied freshness by shedding their bark each
year, as a snake sloughs its skin. Their soft olive-green leaves
seem fresher and more vivid than those of other gum trees.
Their chief beauty is the wonderful scarlet colour on the
weather side of their trunks as if some great giant had painted
them with a lavish hand to protect them from the snow and
icy winds of winter. The effect of the setting sun on the scarlet
and silver of the trees was awe-inspiring in its radiant beauty.
We were indeed passing through one of Nature's awe-inspiring
cathedrals.

Then we dropped down to the plains themselves, which
were an immense green basin, many rniles in extent, nestling
among the surrounding hills. At first glance, the whole basin
looked like a lawn, all smooth and velvety, but it proved to
be quite the reverse when we got there. We took a widely cir-
cuitous route across it to avoid the dreaded boggy spots, while
endeavouring to find the ford across the river which traverses
it. After crossing the river we started to climb a grassy strip left
as a stock route between two fences, when the car came to a
standstill. There was an ominous squelching sound, which
meant that we were bogged. And there we were, bogged in the
blackest, oiliest mud I have ever seen. Both men descended and
stood, ankle deep in it, gazing at our disaster.

When a car is bogged in this country everyone starts to dig
it out. It is always a mystery to me why they do so; to my mind
it should only make the car sink in deeper, and now as I
thought of the tremendous load on the back of it, my heart
sank with the car.

Nevertheless, the two men pulled out the spa<ies and started
to dig. It was by no means the first time that I had been in a
car which had broken down in the wilds of some country and
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I have received so many compliments from the men whom I
have been with for being the only woman they knew who didn't
interfere on such occasions, that I decided to say nothing and
go to sleep. But I had reckoned without two things, mosquitoes
and smells.

The mosquitoes in Australia have no manners. Instead of
going to bed by day and appearing at night, they seem to be
(uite as vicious and hungry by both. And the black mud in
which we were bogged was giving off the most horrible smell,
which got worse and worse as the men dug, until I seriously
meditated getting out of the car and jumping from tussock to
tussock until I got to firm ground. But, when I saw the state of
the men's boots and legs, I decided that even mosquitoes and
smells were preferable to risking immersion in the bog. Also
I didn't much fancy the risk of meeting a herd of black Angus
cattle, which had become wild from being left on the plains

for several years. Several cows with calves had come close to
the car while the men were digging, bellowing with rage at our
intrusion into their peaceful solitude and, as there were certain
to be bulls with the herd, I came to the conclusion that I was

better off where I was.
After about an hour's digging, chains were put on the wheels,

the engine was started and with many prodigious jerks the
car climbed the little ridge in front of us to safety.

But the last mile or two of our journey were the worst. We
left the plains and crawled up the side of a trackless mountain.
Here my host walked in front and there were many halts and
consultations while trees were chopped down and boulders
rolled out of the way to get the car through.

Finally we stopped again. "This," said Ray, "is our moun-
tain hut, where we are going to live." He pushed open the door
and I followed him in. He looked round with an air of pride.
"ft has stood here for over fifty years and, although perhaps

it is nothing very grand, it is a pretty comfortable mountain-
hut."

It was long and narrow, with a huge open hearth taking up one

end, where all the cooking was done over an open log fire. The
furniture consisted of a few boxes with wire gauze fronts in
which to keep the "tucker" from the flies (which appeared in
myriads with the sun each morning) a few wooden stools and
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a shelf-table, fixed to the wall under the "window," which was
merely a movable wooden shutter. In one corner was an ordin-
ary bed, pushed up against a partition which reached about
half-way up to the roof. In this partition was a door leading
to the only bedroom, which was to be mine.

Ray threw open the door and, for a moment, I stood aghast.
The whole of this small space was filled with a dreadful bed,
made of nothing but wood. It had a wooden frame with heavy
wooden laths laid across it and, on the laths, there was an
awful sack-like thing, which was alluded to as "the mattress."
This and a shelf against the wall were all the room contained.
I now understood why my host had brought another bed in
the heavily laden truck. As it was intended for my accommo-
dation, the question was where to put the wooden horror, so
I rather nervously suggested turning it on its side. That was
done and, with a fearful clatter, the entire contraption fell to
pieces on the floor. As Ray was to sleep in a lean-to, where
the saddles were kept, on the other side of my outside wall,
and entirely devoid of furniture, I nobly insisted that he should
have it. He agreed but pressed me to keep the mattress, which
I firmly refused.

By now we were all pretty hungry, and as soon as the tucker
boxes were brought in from the truck we set to work to unpack
them. There were many exclamations of horror when it was
discovered that the wife of the station-hand had not only left
out most of the bread but also all the sugar, which Australians
in the bush shovel into their black tea in great spoonfuls. There
were also many other necessities missing; when one is "out
back," with an appalling journey to the nearest township, small
deprivations-such as lack of matches, sugar and flour-be-
come catastrophes. Luckily Ray had a small tin of sugar and a
bag of flour in his tucker box and he undertook to make a
"damper" (a flour paste, cooked on an iron plate-the Austra-
lian bushman's stand-by in the absence of bread), if the bread
really ran out.

After a strange meal, eaten on the shelf-table, and washed
down with floods of black tea, we decided it was time for
bed, seeing that we had to be up at day break.

One of the most trying things about prospecting for gold by
divining is that one has to start work at sunrise. Unless one
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does, instead of getting the reaction for gold over the actual

vein or alluvial deposit the rays seem to become deflected, and

one can get as many as twelve phantom places or mirages, not
one of which is over the actual gold deposit, although it may
give the diviner all the required reactions. This fact was dis-
covered many years ago and is a difficulty which is experienced

by practically all diviners. Why it should be so is unknown.
My working tools for such an expedition are almost nil, the

chief item being a zigzag piece of steel wire, which I can dis-
pense with, if necessary, using instead my bare hands, although
ihis is far more tiring. For the first day of any survey I work
with a small bottle held in my hands, containing some un-
smelted pieces of the mineral for which I am divining. This
"tunes me in" to it and cuts out the reactions from any other
mineral. Once I am tuned-in, and this doesn't take long, I can

dispense with the sample.
So, with the first streak of a chilly dawn breaking we set off

through the long grass soaked with dew, jumped over a little
creek and climbed a hill on the other side. It was a lovely morn-
ing in spite of the chill, and the queer birds in the tree tops and
the dainty snow gums delighted my human soul, while the
qrartz scattered on the ground rejoiced my gold-prospecting
heart.

The surveyors had already pegged the spots taken from my
map, so I immediately set to work. First, I had to find and mark
the exact position of the gold deposits, for the pegs were some-
times a foot or two out. Then I followed the edges of the
deposits by using my zigzag tool and marked them by dragging
my heel on the ground. One of the men followed me and made
the lines deeper with a pick or sharp stick, as all modern divin-
ing must be clearly marked on the ground for future reference.
I then stood over the middle of the deposit to register on my-
self (as my body is the real divining instrument) whether these
reactions were strong or weak and how long each reaction
lasted. To make no mistake, I hold my zigzag tool firmly in
my hands and let it revolve, which it apparently does without
any help from me. For example, it may revolve forty-eight
times and stop. A flat stone is then found and the number "48"
is scratched plainly on it. The stone is then placed on the spot
where I was standing. Every spot pegged by the surveyor is
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treated in the same way, as they are the places which gave the
best reactions on the map. The work is tedious and exhausting
and requires the most meticulous care. The greater the amount
of mineral the greater the reaction and, consequently, the
greater the fatigue entailed. When all have been tested which
may take several days, the spots giving the highest counts are
marked with a cairn of stones, on the sheltered side of which
the numbered stone is placed for future use.

The indications of rich gold were as good on the ground as
on the map, so with each caim our spirits rose. When we
stopped work to boil the billy and make some tea, we began to
feel that an El Dorado was in sight and the black tea, tanged
with the smoke of gum leaves, was like the nectar of the gods.
But the time for work is all too short in the morning, and the
sun was too high and I was too tired to be sure of my work, so
we wearily returned to the hut for breakfast, always keeping a
watchful look-out for a kangaroo with his slow hop and
deceptive air of dawdling-until you try to keep up with him
on a horse-or the ungainly emu, whose curiosity regarding
anything white that is waved at him quite overcomes his fear
of human beings.

After a hearty breakfast of eggs and bacon, the two men
decided to fish and swim in the enticingly limpid pools in the
creek which ran past the hut. Since they had only one fishing
rod between them I have a shrewd idea that some of the
delicious trout we had for dinner were caught by "tickling"
and not by the legitimate means of the rod.

After several days of hard work I awoke from my after-
noon siesta to find Ray gazing at a cloud "no bigger than a
man's hand" which was rapidly rising in the blue sky above
the hill. It was only the forerunner of others, which became
darker and more ominous every minute. "We had better get a
move on," he said shortly. "Bad weather coming and, if we
don't get out first, we shall be stuck here for a week."

As the provisions were getting low and the prospect of being
shut up in the hut with the two men for a week with nothing to
do was far from alluring, I heartily agreed. So we departed in
great haste and barely reached the station before the weather
broke.

I am well aware that the story of my adventure in gold divin-
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ing ought to end on a happy note: "The gold-mine was

dJveloped and vast quantities of gold were found and they

all lived rich and happy ever after." Alas, things don't happen

like that to diviners or'prospectors in real life.
Our high hopes, and they were high with good reason' were

wiped out by a curt note from a departmental pen informing
us that Snowy Plains had been made into a National Park in
which no mining leases could be granted under any circum-
stances whatsoever. Down came our glittering golden castle

with shattering finality!
Nevertheless, once anyone has tasted the intoxication of

prospecting for gold, no mountain huts and chilly expeditions
it dawn, and no caustic departmental squashings can drive the

madness from the blood, or keep the gold prospector down for
long.

Yet in the saner moments of winter, when the bitter wind
blows straight from the South Pole and the rain comes down

in sheets, the glamour grows a trifle dimmed, and one cannot
quite silence the little voice that whispers: "The way of the
'prospector' is hard."
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The Phantom Map

,(\ FTER my gold-prospecting adventure, f determined to
fR see more of Australia and visit its large cities.l_ )\ In the capital city of one state where my map_

divining brought me into coniact with so many men I suddenly
found that fate had cast me for the role of heroine in a fast-
moving and dramatic romance. The glittering stage was set
with the handsome hero, powerful, tra=vellea, iict i"a g.i-iy
determined, and myself, ai the elusive heroine. rhe back'-aiop
showed a stately mansion overlooking a shimmering Uay
where- a large white yacht was moored,-gentty lapped 5y tn"
calm. blue sea, only waiting to materialize when anO how the
heroine decreed.

The audience sat enthraled, as they watched the hero over-
coming all obstacles and bending the heroine to his will.

So the curtain went up for tfie hst act with wedJings beils
and nuptial bliss. Then fite, that fickle jade, again too[?hand
in this strange drama, and reversed her iactics,"and 

"utu.i,oprrloccurred. From the darkest comer of the wings crept the g.ri"_
eyed villainess, who threw a bomb, fifled with th]e venlm ofjealousy 

1nd spite into the centre oi the stage, and the whole
scene vanished like morning mist in a summer sun. The heroine
fled- on the wings of a big white dove (aeroplane) as far as it
could carry her, thereby making a safe, if ingloriou. 

"*it, 
f"uu-ing the hero alone in the desoration.of a"dark il;;;y

stage.
It was a cruel trick of fate as in a brief space of time the

hero was dead, and the jade had deprived him of u f"* rnonit,
of happiness for which he had fought so hard, urO of r""inllfr"
maps in which he had so firmly believed proura Gyo"E uU
question.

Yet life goes on and its players must pick up the broken
178
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threads and weave them together again and dance like puppets
in Shakespeare's "Mad World" with fate to pull the strings.

As soon as I had recovered from the shock of this all too-
dramatic ending to a glamorous romance, I took refuge again
in work. I had received so much kindness in New South Wales
from the members and officials of the Graziers' Association
and had saved many thousands of sheep from dying by finding
water on the various stations I had visited. I expected to re-
ceive the same treatment from the Graziers' Associations in the
other States. I was quickly disillusioned. In one State which I
visited, where the need for water was very great, I met with
active antagonism from the association and was rudely
awakened to the fact that I had been cheated.

An official of the association informed me that one of their
menrbers was interested in having a water-divining map made
of his property, which comprised about a million acres and
was vcrv short of water. This was something very much bigger
than I had ever attempted before. A million acres is 1,562
square miles.

I pointed out that for divining purposes a map should not
cover more than twenty-seven square miles and that I never
worked without a contract. But I was told that, so far as re-
muneration was concerned, I need have no fear, as I would be
dealing with a man of unquestionable integrity.

A map was then made of this enormous property and I was
shown on it the area where the water was most needed,
although I was told that it would be of the greatest value
wherever I found it.

There was a tremendous amount of work involved in doing
the map and I had an uncomfortable feeling all the time that
all was not well. Unfortunately, it was one of the occasions
when I did not obey my instinct and I suffered accordingly.

When the map was unrolled to show to the owner, it covered
half the huge committee-room table. The owner and the official
pored over it carefully, noting the position of the underground
streams crossing certain paddocks and remarking that there
was a good intersection of streams near the homestead.

I pointed out that I had been able to find several streams
in the area where they were most needed but, notwithstanding
what I had previously been told, I was curtly informed by
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the owner that he was not interested in that area, but only in
the other areas where I had marked no streams. Then, poiniing
to a spot on the map he asked "There is a small surface stream
here. Why have you not marked it?,'

r explained that when water came to the surface, it lost all
its power of attraction for the diviner and that it was . *urt"of time to show streams, which were visibl" to *yo"".
Immediately he flew into a rage and shouted at me, ,;it*,t
believe a word of it- you didn'i put the stream in, uecause ytu
couldn't find it. I 

{o_n,t believe in map_divining or *y oit 
",sort of divining and f won,t take the map or pay you a penny

fo1 itr" Whereupon he gave a knowing look ai tire omciif-anO
left the room, taking with him the kiowledge he fruA gui""O
from the map and my weeks of hard work.

what he evidentry did not know was that a stream courd be
missed by a foot, and often by an inch, if it was u Uorirg p-_
position, and that it w-ould be quite impossibre to locail'any
of the exact sires I had found without tire aid of ttre ;;, il"
would.probably therefore waste large sums of money irr;i;;g
or driling holes which would be dry.

Anyway, it was one of the worsi bits of chicanery that I have
ever experienced. The officiar tried to sooth my feemgs with
a lot of soft talk, while roiling up the map whith, he .Iaid, hewould-put away and-keep safely for mi. However, tari"g
walked into a trap and had my brains picked I felt it *u. ti_"to have done with courtesies, so snatcfring the map out oi ti,
hands I cried "Indeed you won,t! I will feep;t;;;6],
and stalked out of the room with it under;y;;, ih-".;dy
preventing its being handed over to the station-o*rr"i u. *ooas my back was turned, or a copy being made Uetore itre
original was returned to me.

^ 
I took the map home and burnt it, and as r watched the

fierce flames shooting jnlo Ltre air I thought how ""til;;i;have been for a Red Indian medicinelman or a Hawaiian
Kahuna to have thrown a curse into those flames, which *"uiA
have struck straight at those two men who had handred the
map so recently and thereby established a contact on which the
curse could travel.

As I mentioned earlier on, I once met paul Brunton inLondon, and regarded him as one of the most adyanced Euro-
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pean yogis. He struck me as a nonnal, somewhat self-effacing
man, until one noticed his piercing eyes, large and yellow like
a tiger's, and which gave one the uncomfortable feeling that
one's whole life and most secret thoughts were an open book
to them.

I had spoken to him about the great force emanating from
the earth which governs diviners at their work and asked him,
shorld they become really angry when divining, could they use
this force for evil, even to the extent of killing anyone? I
showed him a quick, but simple gesture with one hand, by
which I believed this would be possible.

He quietly replied that it could be done, but then seemed to
rcalize the terrible consequences latent in my inquiry. "Who
told you that?" he exclaimed, "You have no right to this
knowledge. You are not ready," meaning of course, that such
knowledge was extremely dangerous in the hands of anyone
whose moral being was not fortified by the highest aspects of
yoga.

I said, with perfect truth, that no one had told me and that
it was one of the many things which I had learnt in divining
and I was glad to be able to assure him that I had never
attempted to put my knowledge to the test against man or
beast.

One of the strange things I have recently discovered and
which has revolutionized my ideas regarding map-divining,
happened in a curious way here in Australia. I had always
insisted that a map on which I was to divine for water or oil
must be an accurate plan of an area of land, drawn to scale,
and that it must have on it a number of distinguishing features,
such as townships, hills, creeks and so on. This was to enable
me to make mental contact with the particular area of land
which it represented, although it might possibly be thousands
of miles away.

It happened in the summer of 1952-53. A Perth business
man had a son aged about twenty-eight handicapped by a
severe physical disability but who was, nevertheless, a very
cheery and delightful personality. He decided to buy 500 acres
of virgin land some fifty miles from Perth, with the idea of
erecting acottage and establishing a small farm.

The first thing to do was to find water and, to show my
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admiration for the young man's courageous attitude towards
life, I volunteered to make a divining survey of his land to
find the best spots for boring for water. I stipulated, however,
that I must have a map, as I never worked without one, no
matter how small the area.

This presented somewhat of a dfficulty. Eventually, a very
small-scale map was obtained and brought for my inspection.
It showed only the bare outlines of the property, but included
a curiously shaped paddock, indicated by the usual black lines,
in one corner and two roads outside the boundary of the
lot. No buildings, fences or natural features were shown. How-
ever, I felt that the unsymmetrical shape of the lot and the
curious shape of the small paddock, plus the two roads, should
individualize the map sufficiently to enable me to use it. So
I had it enlarged to five chains to the inch and set to work.

The water on the property seemed excellent and plentiful
and I found one spot where no less than fifteen streams inter-
sected.

When I had finished the map was given to a surveyor to
mark the spots I had chosen on the ground. Then I was taken
to the property.

On a hot Sunday morning in November, we turned off the
highway on to a country road which was unpleasantly rough.
We then went into the bush and followed a still rougher track
for a considerable distance. Finally I said to the young man's
father: "Are we getting near the property?" and was astonished
when he told me that we had been on it for a considerable
time.

"But where is the fence?" I asked. "We haven't comg
through a fence anywhere. And where is that little queer-
shaped paddock? I understood from the map that it was near
the corner where we were to come in. I didn't see that either.
and the two roads? Where are they?"

My astonishment increased when he said that there were
no fences and that the little paddock and the roads didn't exist.
The map had apparently been made by the Government sur-
veyor when dividing up the area into farming lots, and the only
distinguishing features were the survey pegs, one of which my
friend's surveyor had made use of when pegging out the water-
Iocations which I had found. I was staggered when I realized
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that for divining purposes, it wasn't a map at all,It meant.I
might have come-into mental contact with any 500 1cr9s.t1
the-976,000 square miles (eleven times the size of Great Britain)
which make up the huge state of western Australia and that

moreover theri could easily be no water in any of the eight

spots which the surveyor had pegged. But my fears were

groundless for every spot marked by the surveyor was accurate

Io within a foot, and I got the correct reactions for water at

every one, including the place with the fifteen streams, where

thea should get at least a million gallons of water a day-
if ihey could find a driller who could tackle it. The spots

marked were just as accurate as they would have been if they

had been based on a correctly drawn map.
Unfortunately, this property was covered with large granite

boulders and, as I have said elsewhere, no Australian driller
will drill in granite. Nevertheless, wherever they could elude

the granite ihey got water, notwithstanding that the usual
mapl6ivirrlrrg aids were absent from the map by which the

water was discovered.
What I had used was just a phantommap, but yet it worked!!
I am still hoping that some day someone will be able to

explain how it was done.I know I can't.

( -;)
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Divining and its Uses

Y lf ovlNc,decided to add to my already busy life by
ffi undertaking the writing of a book about my divining
)L )Ladventures and unusual experiences in many parts oi
the world, I had no idea of the work that it would Lniail.

As the book grew, more and more half-forgotten episodes
struggled up from the depths of my memory and clamoured for
recognition, while r sat in bewilderment, unable to decide what
to record and what to reject.

But, as I laboured in the unaccustomed problems of author-
ship, an idea took root in my mind that the book might stimu_
late some of my readers to take a personal interest ii aivining
and investigate their own powers in that direction. I also
thought- that it might be the means of saving vast sums of
money from being wasted in the search for oii and minerals.
This remark will no doubt be treated with contempt and scorn
by many scientists and geologists, who regard B.S.p.*, which
makes divining possible, as sheer nonsense. But the rabour
which I have devoted to this book will be well worth while,if it induces some of the few, who have the power and the
opportunity, to devote this, wonderful gift to benefit humanity
and convert the deserts and waste landi of the earth into food-
producing areas.

, I am writing this in Australia, a young country which is
becoming a mighty nation with such incredible speed, that to
the spectator it is like watching a drama on the itug", where
a whole epoch passes in one short scene. But in Australia,
as in other countries, the casting off of prejudices does noi
keep pace with the material progress.

The search for oil is in full-swing in Australia at the present

* Extra-sensory P er ceptiot-Edi t o r
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time (1958); millions of pounds are being poured into the un-
yielding earth, but, so far, only one well has produced any oil
worth considering and that has since been closed down.
The main part of the search is taking place in Western Aus-
tralia, the largest, but most sparsely populated, of the six
States.

When the one successful well was sunk, Australia indulged
in a mild oil-boom. Mushroom companies sprang up in all
directions and their shares were snatched up by frenzied specu-
lators, who seldom inquired into the credentials of the pro-
motors or their right to prospect in any particular area.

When I was last in Canada, a phenomenal oil-boom had
been followed by the inevitable slump and thousands of specu-
lators had been ruined like their counterparts in Australia.

Geologists the world over will maintain that the only way
to ascertain whether there is oil in a certain spot is to put down
a trial bore. They are wrong. There is another way. A trained

iviner can foretell the presence or absence of oil with a very
high degree of accuracy, without putting down a bore to prove
it.

The truth is that, instead of being possessed of uncanny
supernatural powers, a diviner is merely a kind of human radio
set, able to tune-in to certain waves or vibrations. Few diviners
realize that they do not find the actual water or oil, but only
the "emanation" given off by the substance for which they are
looking. They tune themselves into this emanation, without
realizing what they are doing or how they are doing it. Certain
reactions on the physical body (the "persona" or mask) which
they always get when dealing with each individual earth
deposit, assure them that they have found what they are seek-
ing.

Divining is a gift, just as music is a gift. How do composers
hear the great orchestral scores which they write, perhaps for
a hundred instruments? Other people do not hear them
although they may be quite close to the composer when he is
writing his music. Everyone accepts this musical gift as a
matter of course, yet diviners are so often discredited and
mocked.

Divining is based on the simplest principle. "No tvater, no
reaction; no oil, no reaction" and the same applies to whatever

,
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else I may be seeking. Getting a reaction is only the first
step, but it is the essential one.

The water-diviner must then work out his own system for
finding the depth and probable yield in gallons and whether
the water is fit for human consumption. Every region has its
own idiosyncrasies, and the diviner's task is greatly simplified if
he is working in a district with which he is familiar. But a
diviner working in strange territory has many difficulties to
contend with, the two worst being the local diviner and the
prejudiced geologist.

At the risk of making myself unpopular with my fellow-
diviners, let me say that I have a good deal of sympathy with
the geologist in his contacts with the divining fraternity, for if
they have to listen to the same sort of nonsense that is inflicted
upon me in nearly every part of the world I visit, it isn't sur-
prising that there are so many prejudiced and antagonistic
geologists. Some of these diviners are genuine in asking me
for an interview to hear what is being done in other countries,
but a great many are not. The majority only want to tell me
what wonderful things they can do. Sometimes they tell me
they are so sensitive that rubber heels insulate them or that
a gold filling in a tooth spoilt their gift and had to be removed
before they could work again. But in every case they would
let me know, pretty plainly, how much better they could do my
job than I could.

Perhaps the worst are those who want me to join them in
their wonderful discoveries, such as "rivers of oil flowing across
the country," which they have followed with their divining
rods for at least twenty miles. When I look sceptical, they
explain that it is the "migration" of the oil which they feel, and
become extremely annoyed when I mildly remark that oil
takes millions of years to migrate and that, to be able to feel
the movement they would have to stand over it for a corres-
ponding length of time.

Worse still is the "prospector" who visits one after dark to tell
one about a reef which he has discovered, assaying at least ten
ounces of gold to the ton, and who peers up and down the road
before departing because he is being watched by other pros-
pectors who will follow him to steal his secret.

Who can blame a skilled geologist for declining to work
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with such people? But he is very much to blame when he

"lurr., 
g"t rrir", well-trained diviners with these humbugs and

condemirs the lot. The geologist who does so is exposing his

own ignorance and condemning himself, for the big divining

societ[s in England, France, Germany, Italy and Holland

include -any elt irent scientists and geologists among their

rnembers, with credentials equal to his own and, in some

cases, possibly better.
Another thing that strikes one forcibly as one moves about

the world is thit it is the small, unimportant, geologist, who

is most bitter and prejudiced, probably because he fears that,

if the diviner can do what he claims to be able to do, his own

occupation will disappear. Personally, I have found that a
geologist of standing is always courteous and willing to listen.

I *on-t say that he will meet a diviner with open arms-meta-
phorically or otherwise-but he will listen to what he or she

fias to say and judge for himself whether the advice is of any

value, eiiher to himself or his company. Above all, I feel

confiilent in saying that the skilled diviner can look forward to

the coming of 
-a 

niw era. E.S.P. is progressing so remarkalfV

that it cannot be long before the gift of divining is universally
recognized and used.

Uifortunately, many diviners are their own worst enemies'

They seem to ihint that because they can find one mineral,
they can find all, or that they can find oil because they carr find
.ai"r. This is about as absurd as a pianist thinking that he can

play the violin because he can play the piano. The musical
i<nowledge gained when learning the piano will be of use to

him in learning the violin, but the actual technique is so entirely
different that each instrument must be learnt separately. so is
it with divining. Every mineral and earth deposit must be. an

individual study and, until this is realized and put into practice,
,diviners will keep landing themselves into all sorts of
trouble.

And here lies a great difficulty which the aspiring diviner
has to face, how to learn and find the opportunity of practis-

ing.
I can warn all beginners that the most dfficult branch to get

into is oil. Whenever a diviner tries to get into oil, whether on

maps or on the field, the question which he is invariably asked
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is: "What proof have you got that you can find oil?,, The
answer, in nearly every case, ig-('|rf61g."

In this f was more fortunate than most diviners, for as men-
tioned earlier I had proved at Signal Hill in California that
I could find oil. Still, this is not the same as getting a well
drilled on one's personal finding and to do that, it is necessary
to find someone with the money and courage to put down a
test bore. Since the cost might run into f100,000 or more-
according to the depth and nature of the ground-it is rarely
that any person or company can be found to do it. The diviner
is told: "We cannot employ you without actual proof.',

In my own case, this vicious circle lasted for years. Then, in
the dramatic way in which most things seem to happen to me,.
a hand was stretched out across the sea.

It was that of the famous American author Kenneth Roberts,
who wrote North West Passage and many other well-known
books, who had been taking an interest in my personal work
and in divining generally. He had discovered a diviner in
America, named Henry Gross, whose work was outstanding,
and wrote a book about him. In it he included a description of
some work I had done for him on maps of Bermuda, where
he spent much time during the cold of the American winter.

On the strength of this book, I received a letter from an
American oil magnate which shattered my vicious circle. He
sent me a drawing of an area in which he was interested, with
the information that he had put down a trial bore on this land
and got one good oil well, but, although he and neighbouring
companies had put down eight more bores around it, they had
all proved to be dry. Could I tell him why?

All he sent was a large sheet of paper marked in squares
drawn to scale, showing the exact position of each witt in
relation to the others. There was absolutely nothing else. No
creeks, townships or surface waters were shown and there was
nothing to indicate that it was a map of any particular
place.

At first I was flabbergasted. Until then I had confidence in
the fact that I could find minerals in the earth hundreds, and
even thousands of feet below the surface, and outline the
perimeter of the deposits, as well as indicate the main ..faults,'
on maps of places I had never seen and which were, perhaps,



Divtning And lts Uses 189

10,000 miles away. But, in this case, considerably more was
wanted.

As I knew that my correspondent owned many oil-fields, it
was certain that he would employ only highly-skilled geologists,
engineers, and experienced drillers. (The drillers always have
a considerable say in putting down trial bores-known in
America as "Wild Cats"). He would also have the most up-to-
date machines for finding oil.

This made it all the more strange that, just through reading
a non-scientific book, admittedly from the pen of a wizard
but still just a book for popular reading, he should have
enough confidence in me to ask me to solve his problem for
him.

Curiously enough, once I had got over the first shock and
started to work, the position began to unfold under my hand
and became quite clear. After some very careful work, I found
a big "fault" which ran at an angle across country from South
to North and which, greatly to my surprise, included the yield-
ing well.

This fault gave the reaction for oil.
I was getting out of my depth, as this was beyond anything

I had attempted before, but I decided to outline the oil with
my pendulum and, for the time being, ignore the fault.

Then I had another surprise. There were bulges or pockets
of oil at intervals, connected by a narrow ribbon of oil, like
beads on a piece of string, but at a considerable distance from
each other.

The fault was oil-bearing. The good well was in the largest
bulge, but the other eight had missed the fault altogether.

Although my work seemed to me to be all right, I guessed
what a critical army of experts it would have to face. Anyway,
it passed the test and my correspondent's problem was pre-
sumably solved, for he sent me more and more maps to do. Yet
it was many years before any actual boring was done on the
locations I had marked.

Then, when I was in England in 1954, I got a letter from him
saying that a test had been made by putting down ten bores
and the result was nine yielding oil wells. f was, naturally, very
thrilled, but was anxious to know why the tenth well was dry
if the other nine were successful. So I asked that the perimeter
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of the oil reservoir which, as always, I had drawn with meticu-
lous care, should be remeasured to make sure that the dry well
was within it. That was done and, to my great relief, the dry
well was found to be just outside it.

Although I could not boast of a full 100 per cent success, the
result gave me confidence that the perimeters of the other oil
reservoirs which I had delineated were correct also.

Following this first success a neighbouring oil company put
down three bores on spots taken from my map and found
three yielding wells while my correspondent, the oil magnate,
put down another nine all of which were successful. Whichgoes
to prove that it is possible to test a ground for oil, without
having to go to the expense of sinking a bore.

These twenty-one good wells in the United States were all
discovered by Eo, through reading maps in Australia,
thousands of miles away from the actual oil. I have never
even seen the oil magnate for whom I worked and who proved
to be one of the most considerate and generous of employers
and a man with a delightful sense of humour.

Although my map-reading was successful in the cases I have
just described it is, if possible, highly advisable for the diviner
to check his map-findings on the actual ground.

When dealing with oil, the great difficulty is the "faults."
On the map they give so little radiation that they are extremely
difficult to find and, when very small they may escape detection
by the most skilled and careful diviner. But on the ground
itself they are easy to detect, for once a diviner steps on to a
fault the attraction from the oil is immediately cut off, some-
times with such force that the diviner is thrown off his feet.

Recently, in Barbadoes in the West Indies, I visited an area"
where an American company was sinking a test bore for oil.
While my friends were talking to the superintendent I did a
little quiet work on my own and found that the bore was neatly
placed in the very middle of a small fault. The company
went down over 15,000 feet and, of course, found no oil,
although there was a small quantity on either side of the fault.
By employing a trained diviner they could have avoided all
that waste of money and labour. Even a novice could have
found that fault for them on the ground.

One of the objects of the divining societies'ls to bring about

[;
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the collaboration of the geologist and the trained diviner. The
geologist does magnificent work all over the world and suffers
much hardship in the course of it, but he can only go so far.
He can find indications of the right strata for oil and the correct
geological structure, but can still only say: "Oil should be
found here," and not "Oil will be found here." The trained
diviner can say positively whether oil can be found in any
particular place, depending entirely upon his reactions.

When I was discussing this with an official in an oil company
recently, he asked me how anyone could set about getting a

trained diviner to do this work. The best answer, I believe, is
to get one through the British Society of Dowsers and train
him yourself. He should be able to work on maps, since in
dealing with oil and the vast areas of the world in which it is
found, this gift is invaluable. Then turn him loose on an oil-
field and give him all the information that he wants. Help him
in every way, always remembering that he is a student and
must learn his subject like every other beginner.

He will have to work out a code for himself-probably
with his subconscious mind-for nobody can do that for
him. This makes it almost impossible to teach divining, beyond
outlining what has to be done. Thus in order to be of any
value to a company or government the student must do his
own work and the more advanced student can do little to help.
This does not signify that the less advanced student cannot
outstrip the more advanced one; therefore no keen worker who
has the divining gift need be discouraged, no matter how in-
experienced he may be. o

Having gone so far, he must then work out another system
enabling him to form an idea whether an oil well, or even a
whole field, is going to be worth developing or not. In this, as

before, he will have to develop his own individual system.
Given a diviner who is keen on his job and whose heart is

in his work and not only in his pay cheque, he should become
one of the most valuable members of the staff of any oil
company. I suggest, however, to any company employing
him that he should only be allowed to work for a short period
of time each day, whether on maps or on the ground and, even
then, not every day without a break.

He can do a great deal in a short time, because the work is
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so concentrated and intense while it lasts. To do more than
this, means that the human body will not stand up to the
work and the diviner, who has been so carefully trained, will
not only be a dead loss to the company but probably a dead
man as well.

I speak from personal experience. When I worked for the
Government of British Columbia as their official Water- and
Oil-Diviner, they worked me-and I worked myself-so hard
that I went back to Victoria to receive a death sentence from
the best doctors there. They told my old friends, the general
and his wife, there was nothing they could do for me and
promised I would be dead within six weeks.

However, my ability to sleep, which I did for nearly forty-
eight hours on end, and the ministrations of a remarkable man
a chiropractor, who was a genius at his work, saved my life.
But it was over ayear before I could do more than walk across
a room and considerably more before I could go for a walk
alone, all of which could have been avoided with reasonable
care.

Finally, I would like to add a word of warning to the map-
diviner: Don't set out with the belief that map-divining is easy
and can be learnt in a few weeks or even months. It cannot.
It takes many years of hard work and bitter disappointments
to become efficient. Most of the time it is rather dull and
exacting work, interspersed with days when one makes some
unexpected and thrilling discovery and everything seems so
easy.
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More About Divining

nf\ u r divining rod has had a long and remarkable history.

H [t would, perhaps, never have been used for finding
Jl minerals and water, if it had not been used for other

purposes by "wise men" and magicians from remotest anti-
quity. It probably became a necessary part of a wizard's equip-
ment because, in ancient times, wisdom was usually associated
with age and it was natural for an old man to carry a staff
or walking-stick. In course of time, it became a badge of office
and developed into the regal sceptre and the wands carried
by Black Rod in Parliament and by certain officers of the
Royal household. Its use was adopted by the Early Church and
developed into the pastoral staffs and crosiers carried by
bishops and abbots. There are many references to use of a rod
by Moses and Aaron and other magicians in the Bible and it is
still an indispensable part of a modern conjurer's equipment.

During the Dark Ages all forms of divination were practised
more or Iess openly but, with the coming of the Renaissance
in the fifteenth century and the decay of superstition, even
divining for water was regarded with the same contempt as
necromancy and witchcraft and became the subject of one of
Martin Luther's most fiery fulminations. But in Russia and
out*of-the-way parts of Central Europe the divining rod was
still used for discovering mines, although it was mostly in the
hands of the uneducated classes and the practitioners were
either condemned as being in league with the devil or treated
with awe and respect as having supernatural powers.

It is generally believed that what can be called modern
divining was introduced into England at the instigation of
Elizabeth I who, hearing that minerals were being discovered
in Saxony by divination, asked certain Merchant Venturers to
investigate the matter. They found an old man walking about

I
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with a forked stick in his hands, shaped like the letter Y with a
short tail, and every time the stick pulled down with the short
tail pointing towards the earth, the miners dug on that spot
and found minerals. So the Merchant Venturers brought the
old man back to England and took him to the West Country,
where he, and his descendants after him, discovered many of
the celebrated Cornish tin mines. Ever since Cornwall has been
the home of diviners.

Contrary to general belief, divining was used for finding
minerals nearly 100 years before anyone thought of using it
for finding water.

France can claim to have been the first country to make a
serious study of divining for water and minerals, when a com-
rnittee was formed to investigate the phenomenon. It was
the same committee which dealt with the problem of map-
divining at the Second Congress of Experimental Psychology
in 1913, and which then became the nucleus of a big inter-
national society. In the few months intervening before the out-
break of World War I, it had over 2,000 members. Eminent
scientists, including geologists and engineers, then joined the
society and began making their own experiments to test the
work of the practising diviners, with the intention of discover-
ing exactly what divining was and how it worked.

The Government of Brtish Columbia has not been the only
one to employ an official diviner. India and Ceylon have also
done, so, the latter tn 1942, following the example of British
Columbia and employing a woman, Mrs. H. Mullen of
Colombo.

When applying for the post, Mrs. Mullen encountered the
usual obstruction from sceptical officials. Fortunately, there
was so desperate a need for water in the "evacuation camps,"
the Government was finally forced to accept her offer with
most satisfactory results. So far as I know, Mrs. Mullen and
I are the only women who have ever been appointed official
diviners to a government.

At the 1913 Congress at least a quarter of the delegates were
medical men who had come from all parts of the world to
study the emanations of earth forces from water and minerals
and how these affected human health when passing under
dwellings, as well as the diagnosis of disease by divination.
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In one small town in the Baltic States cancer was very pre-

valent. Children and animals were victims, in addition to
elderly people. Even the trees developed cancerous growths'

So the Government employed a noted scientist, named Von
Pohl, to investigate the cause. Von Pohl was a keen water-
diviner and traced alarge underground river meandering under

the town. He then discovered that nearly every house and
garden under which the water flowed had inhabitants, animals

ind trees affiicted by cancer. The Government was so impressed

by his report that they removed the entire population and

razedthe town to the ground.
To support all life on this planet two things are absolutely

.r."essury-air and water. In spite of this, vast supplies of
urgently-nseded water remain untapped in the ground. The

huge lake under the Sahara Desert is a case in point.
Although they may be quite unaware of the f.act, at least one

person in five has the divining gift to a srnall degree and, if they

have the gift at all, it can be developed. First, cut a forked
stick like ihe letter Y with a short tail-and test it. You will
never feel a stranger sensation than if the stick comes to life
in your hands and starts to pull towards the earth with irresis-

tible force.
It was formerly thought that a divining rod must be freshly

cut from a hazel, but any tree will do and it matters not
whether it is old and dry or full of sap. The traditional method
of using it was for the diviner to hold it firmly by the two
branches of the Y and walk up and down and diagonally across

the area where water was wanted. When the tail of the Y was

dragged towards the earth, the spot was marked for future
well-sinking.

This old-fashioned method had two drawbacks. First it
meant walking over every foot of ground-only possible in
practice in dealing with a small area. Second, that the marked
spot was only approximately correct and insufficiently exact

if boring was necessary, for when a diviner approaches a

strong underground stream his rod begins to pull at a con-
siderable distance from the water and the tail may be pulled
down several feet, or even yards, before the actual stream is

reached. Result: a dry hole and another landowner who is
convinced that all divining is a fraud.

,l
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Another mistake often made by diviners was to use a large

fork of thin and pliable wood, which bent when held by the
tips. That gave the rod a point of balance, which might be
affected by any chance movement on the part of the diviner. I
always used a firm rod with a small tail, about the thickness of
my little finger, to avoid being fooled by some meaningless
movement from the rod's loss of balance.

Although, when learning to divine, it is best to begin with
the old-fashioned rod, its use has been abandoned by most
experienced diviners, as being insufficiently accurate. A great
many now use the "motorscope." [see Plate facing page 1561 I
always use one myself and owe a debt of gratitude to its inven-
tor, Major Pogson, a diviner employed by the Indian Govern-
ment and who is also well-known in divining circles in
England.

When I use this tool and am working on ground which I
have not previously surveyed on a map, I work in the following
way:

I take the motorscope in my hands and instruct it to take me
to the strongest supply of water in the area to be tested. It
is held firmly, but not gripped. I then turn slowly round and
it immediately starts a gentle wagging motion. When it comes
into contact with the emanations from the best water, it leaps
into life and wags evenly from side to side, pointing out the
right direction. I then hasten in the direction to which the
instrument is pointing and pulling. As it nears its objectve,
the wagging becomes more violent, so that sometimes I can
hardly keep on my feet. Then the motorscope suddenly gives a
sharp turn and stops dead. I mark the spot with my heel and a
stake is driven into the ground.

What causes the motorscope to select the best spot for
boring with unfailing accuracy, ignoring other underground
waters which may be nearer to the diviner, is to me a complete
mystery. It just does!

In Rhodesia I was once working with a Swiss diviner, who
had made a great name for himself in his native land. We were
looking for a large supply of water for irrigation purposes.
Each of us used our own method and ended up in the same
place. Then came the final work of marking the exact spot as
accurately as possible, since it would be necessary to put down
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a bore. In this we varied by three inches' Neither would give

way! The country was infeited with lions' We had a guard of

thile white men and several native police, trained to work in

lion country, and many natives, all of whom were growing

i""i.uti"gfy worried ovlr the delay' But, lions or no lions' the

two divirieis would not budge. Finally, the three inches were

carefulty measured and the iron rod, used to mark the exact

spot foi boring, was driven in the middle. Thus was the honour

oi Uoth contestants satisfied. But, as far as I know' the bore

was never finished, because no driller could be found who

would do the work under the close scrutiny of inquisitive

lions.
Some idea of the accuracy which is necessary and the labour

which is involved in marking a boring site by modern divining

.n"it oOt can, perhaps, be gained from Plate facing page 96'

This was taken in New south wales. The owner of the property

and his son are shown measuring the area, while I am testing

the ground between the spots already marked to make sure that

noth-ing has been overlobked. There happened to be no less

than nine streams converging at the spot marked for boring

and the cardiods-somewhat similar to those found in radar-
make the photograph of particular interest'- - 

attnoogt *"I"r-diui.ring is less tiring than mineral-divining

and minJral-divining less so than divining for oil, many

diviners find ascertaining the depth of water very exhausting,

especially those who do not make a point of picking o-ut lhe
best site-first. They often find two or three spots which give

loLA i"ai"utions f'or water, all of which have to be worked

in d"tait, and the results compared with each other'
To save all this labour, here is a method which I always

used myself before I learnt how to mark down the best spot

first. To make the explanation easy, we will suppose that the

diviner has found three good spots on the ground being tested:

one on the north side, one south and one east, which were

marked as they were discovered. The north and east spots are

the nearest together, so the distance between them is carefully

measured and found to be eighty feet. The diviner then takes

up his position exactly half-way between the two and stands

facing north-east, with one foot on each side of the forty
foot inark. The motorscope, which he is holding, will then

I
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turn sharply and point to whichever of the two waters is the
stronger.

. . 
L:, us supposo that it is the East. The diviner then turns

his back on the North and warks backward facing Eurt to rl"for how long the motorscope wilr point to the Eist before it
wavers and turns North. That distance is then measured from
the forty foot peg and found to be twenty feet.

He now knows that the East water is 25 per cent stronger
than that in the north, which he accordingty relec* anJfi;,
through the same procedure between east and south. The
better of the two latter is then worked on in the o.Aina.y way
for.depth, yield in gallons and potableness.

A rather curious thing which occurs in divining, and which
is 

apt to worry a novice, is that a spot which giu", [i- u p;;r_
ful reaction one day will give him only a f6eble or" tt 

" n"*tday. This is similar to the fading on the mechanicai ;rdr;.
When it happens to me,.I discard-my motorscope and turn tothe pendulum, becauseit-only o""uii", one hand. fa" *lf"_rod will do as well). With my othei hand I point to td;-r;.
rmmed.iately, the power seemi to be restored and tt 

" 
."u"tioofrom the water-location becomes as strong as it was on theformer occasion. I do not know why thil should b" ;;. Jiis another of Nature's mysteries, and one of the -*V tfrirg, indivining which I cannot attempt to explain.

_il \
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And Still More . . .

fT;nHr main reason why divining is making such progtess

S at the present time is probably the work being done on
ll maps, which is helping to dispel a delusion that under-

ground water runs nearly straight in the earth. I have proved
many times by means of my maps that this is not the case
and its course may be just as tortuous as it might have been
were it on the surface.

When I receive a map from the owner of a property, I first
do the preliminary investigation with my eyes shut, as ex-
plained in a previous chapter. I then swing my pendulum over
the map and allow it to do what it likes. I do not interfere with
it in any way. I know that it will go first to the strongest stream
on the map, because this will give off the most powerful ema-
nations and therefore exert the greatest attraction on the pen-
dulum. Then it behaves in a most extraordinary fashion. It
first indicates a fairly straight line, showing the direction of
the stream in the ground, which I outline in pencil on the map.
Then it starts again, indicating all the meanderings of the
stream, which will cross the original direction line a number of
times. These meanderings are checked and re-checked for
several days and the actual course of the stream is then marked
on the map while the original straight line is rubbed out to
avoid confusion.

Why the pendulum should first draw a "ghost" stream and
then the real one is another mystery for which I can give no
explanation.

Every underground stream on the property is marked on the
map in the same way in different coloured inks. The flrst few
streams are easy to draw, because their emanations are strong,
but the smaller ones get more and more dfficult with their
diminution in volume.

199
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When the map is finished it is returned to the owner of the

property. I make no restrictions as where the owner should
drill. He can pick any spot on the marked streams to suit
himself; this means that every stream shown on the map, no
matter how small and contorted, must be accurately drawn
to the width of a pencil line.

The map, marked with the boring sites chosen by the owner,
is then given to a qualified surveyor, who pegs the spots
accurately on the ground. Then the borer takes over and, if
the owner is wise, he will see that the drill is put down in the
exact hole made by the surveyor's peg, as drillers are apt to
have their own ideas as to where it will be easiest to work
and the result will, very likely, be a dry hole.

When water has been found on a map, the diviner should
always visit the property and check the chosen spots on the
ground before boring is commenced, especially if it is granite
country, for then water will be found only in fissures in the
rock, which are often very narrow. Remember the width of a
pencil line on a map may make a di{ference of several inches
on the ground.

When working on the ground, I always prefer to be on the
chosen area at sunrise. In summer this necessitates very early
rising, especially if the property is far away from where I
happen to be living, as I always believe in having something
to eat before I start the day's business.

After arriving on the ground where I am going to work, I
find it necessary to wait for twenty-five or thirty minutes after
sunrise before checking the spots marked on the map. For
Some reason, there is so much disturbance in the atmosphere
immediately after the appearance of the sun that it is impos-
sible to work with any degree of accuracy.

In some countries, especially Australia, drillers will not work
in granite country. They claim that water cannot be found in
granite, as it is an impervious rock and goes down to the centre
of the earth. This may be true, but granite often cracks at
100-200 feet and excellent water can be obtained from the
fissures.

When I was working for the Government in British Colum-
bia quite 80 per cent of the supplies which I found for the
settlers were in granite. Boring in granite is slow work, one
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reason why drillers are reluctant to undertake it, and it is,

consequently expensive for the property owner, but the water
is clear and delicious and well worth the cost when it is ob-
tained. In Australia many valuable'sources of water are lost
through this unjustifled prejudice of the geologists and dril-
lers.

Diviners working in countries like Canada and Australia'
where there are vast areas of undeveloped land, are usually
mineral as well as water diviners.

Divining for minerals opens up a vast field for study,
experiment and hard work. Those diviners who have dis-
covered that every mineral gives off a number of pulses-or
"bursts of energy" as they are sometimes called-will realize
the value of this knowledge, when prospecting in new country.
I work on the following table:

Diamonds 1 revolution of mY tool
Water 2 revolutions

Not yet isolated 3 revolutions
Iron 4 revolutions then pause' Then repeated

indefinitely
Copper 5 revolutions then pause. Then repeated

indefinitely
Shale 6 revolutionsthen pause. Then repeated

indefinitely
Silver 7 revolutions then pause. Then repeated

indefinitely
Tin 8 revolutions sometimes 4 and 4

Not yet isolated 9 revolutions
Not yet isolated 10 revolutions

Gold (Alluvial) ll revolutions
Gold (Lode) 12 revolutions
Cinnabar or Mercury 12 revolutions
Galena (Silver Lead) 13 revolutions
Coal 16 revolutions (B and 8)

Oil 24 revolutions (12 and 12) Heavy oil
will give (11 and 1l) or occasion-
ally (10 and 10) lighter oil.

The diviner will find with coal that his tool will make eight
movements (generally circles) away from him and then make
a short pause, followed by eight movements towards him,
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followed by a longer pause. The same thing happens with oil,
and sometimes tin, each giving their respective numbers.

The diviner can check his findings by putting a small quan-
tity of whatever he is seeking in a glass tube which he holds in
his hands with his tool. This will give no reaction unless the
sample corresponds with the deposit in the earth.

Any experienced mineral diviner will have noticed how
metals differ in their reactions. They almost seem to have per-
sonalities. Some are easy to work on and seem friendly. I
would rather divine for tin than anything else because it makes
me feel so light-hearted and exhilarated. But with oil I meet
a wall of antagonism, and am conscious of it even ten miles
away. No matter how brightly the sun may be shining, I feel as
if I were enveloped in a heavy fog, which grows thicker and
thicker the nearer I approach the oil.

But what I cannot touch, either on the map or on the ground,
is pitchblende (the matrix of radium) or any other substance
which is radioactive. I remember once in Canada being handed
a small bottle by the curator of a museum which I took, with-
out looking at it, and went on talking. In a minute or two I was
attacked by stabs of terrible scorching red-hot pain. The bottle
contained pitchblende and, although the amount of radium in
the ore must have been infinitesimal, the efiect was quite
terrifying.

I often wonder whether diviners working on minerals realize
with what enormous forces they are tampering. Fortunately,
up to the present time, they have not been harnessed for
destructive purposes by human beings, otherwise they might
be an even bigger menace to life than the H-bomb.

One of the strangest of minerals is mercury and the ore,
cinnabar, from which it is obtained. In drawing a deposit of
this on a map, it is all cubes and angles and queer geometrical
shapes of varying sizes. If the diviner is very sensitive, he
would be well-advised to avoid divining for mercury, either
on the ground or on a map. He would be dealing with a force
which he might be unable to handle and which might make
him seriously ill.

Gold is a very difficult metal; it throws out eleven mirages
which all give the correct reactions, though ten of them are
mere phantoms. This usually results in a failure for the diviner"
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world and cause him much annoyance and many disappoint-
ments, perhaps to punish mankind for foolishly investing them
with a f,ctitious value.
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Australia's Dead Heart

\ f,it T HtLa interest in E.S.P. is steadily increasing,

R/ R/ thoughtful people are waking up to the necessity
V V for developing the enormous areas of arid and

desert lands, scattered throughout the world. If the present rate
of increase in the world's population continues, the necessity
will soon become urgent, as the existing food supplies become
inadequate.* The principal problem to overcome is the lack
of water.

Three-quarters of the world's surface is occupied by seas,
and probably half its land area is either arid or frozen.
Although it is unlikely that it will ever be possible to make use
of the f.rozen lands for the production of food, there are vast
areas of land, at present unproductive which, with the applica-
tion of water and trace elements, would become fertile.

In a broadcast given a short while ago, the announcer spoke
of the scientists, engineers and other trained personnel who
were being sent to Australia's big deserts, with the discovery of
water as their main objective. Since nearly half of this immense
island, which is endowed throughout with a climate suitable
for human habitation, consists of arid lands and deserts, the
necessity for taking every possible step to make them produc-
tive needs no emphasis.

By means of map divining it has been discovered that there
are huge underground rivers running through these barren
wastes in the almost rainless heart of Australia. Three of them
flow from the NNE. across the Gibson Desert, of which two
carry on through the Victoria Desert and Nullarbor Plains to
the sea and the other runs west to the sea. Considering the
thousands of square miles covered by these deserts, the

I Estimated World Population 1958 is 2,500 millions-Editor
204



Australia's Dead Heart 205

chances that the existence of these rivers would ever have

been discovered by ordinary methods are very small'
If the water of these rivers was brought to the surface and

used for irrigation, the whole economy of the country would be
changed. The "Dead Heart," now practically uninhabited,
could carry alarge population and justify the building of roads
and railways, which would not only add enormously to the
wealth of Australia, but be of immense value from the point
of view of defence. Without the Nile, Egypt would be a desert,
unable to support one-tenth of its present population. Yet it
is expected that the population will soon be doubled when the
Aswan Dam is built. Similar considerations are inspiring the
work now being done on the Zambesi in Southern Rhodesia.

If the existence of these three underground rivers were
confirmed by actual discovery, it might tum the "Dead Heart"
of Australia into another Egypt. It is more than likely that
there are other rivers of lesser volume waiting to be discovered.
The problem can be solved by map-divining.

One of the most amazing discoveries of water in a desert
happened in the Sahara, where an underground lake, covering
an area as large as France, was discovered beneath Algeria.

In 1927, Professor Justin Savornin, a French geologist,

declared his conviction that there was a lake under Algeria and
tried to raise money to carry out investigations. The suggestion
was, of course, met with ridicule and the professor encountered
the greatest difficulty in organizing an expedition to test his
theory. The expedition failed owing to mechanical defects and
lack of funds. A second expedition suffered the same fate and
the sceptics sat back satisfied.

Then, an apparently irretrievable disaster overtook Algeria.
Wells, which had been productive from immemorial antiquity,
began to dry up and some 600,000 tribesmen were driven out
of the oases, where their forefathers had dwelt for centuries,
by lack of water.

The situation was desperate and something had to be done
without delay. So, in 1937, on the basis that desperate situa-
tions need desperate remedies, the Algerian Government sent
out its own expedition to test the professor's theory. This time
the expedition was efficiently planned and equipped.

At last, at the age of seventy-seven Professor Savornin was
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proved right. An immense lake was found at Ghardaia, 1,500
feet below the surface and, not only was the supply inexhaust-
ible, but it was fresh.

The development of this supply was delayed by the outbreak
of the war, but the Algerian Government is now carrying out a
plan to establish 1,500 new oases, to provide homes and food
for lj million tribesmen.

It is expected that the celebrated "Daglet Nour,' dates will
in future be grown for export and not merely for local con-
sumption. The old caravan route across the Sahara, which was
outlined by the bones of men and camels, is giving place to a
good motor road and a still more important plan is being
evolved to bring the whole area over the subterranean lake
under cultivation.

It is unlikely that so much could be done in the Australian
deserts with only three underground rivers, no matter how great
their volume, but they could certainly be made to trace broad
Iines of fertility across what are now barren wastes.

It has been proved that a trained radio-perceptionist
(diviner) can work from an aeroplane, which adds greatly to
his usefulness when dealing with vast areas of arid country.
In suitable circumstances, he could be Ianded by helicopter
after an aerial survey to check his work on the actual ground.

The yield of water where the rivers intersect must bL enor-
mous and should be of the greatest benefit to Australia. Also,
by means of a detailed and meticulous map-divining survey of
the big deserts covering so much of the country, the possibility
of finding another underground lake resembling that under th-e
Sahara should be worth serious consideration.

Alaska is still one El Dorado for minerals and oil which
remains almost unexplored. It is here again that map-divining
will come into its own. The distances there are long and the
season, during which travel is possible, short. But in the long
Arctic winter the diviner can do his prospecting on rrrap. und
so save an enormous amount of work and labour during the
summer season. The areas without minerals can be avoided
and only those rich in the mineral sought for, be prospected.

Nevertheless, the pioneer in the north of the NortherrrHemi-
sphere would need to have great courage, whether he was a
prospector seeking for minerals or a trapper hunting wild
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animals for their skins. The latter must work during the long
Arctic night as it is then that the animals have their heaviest
coats and their pelts are of the greatest value.

The Hudson Bay Company in Canada sent their trappers
into territory lying between 60o and 70" of latitude where
the night was blackest and where no gleam of light was seen

for nearly eight weeks. These trappers were not permitted to
remain there for more than two successive winters because the
loneliness and darkness so adversely afiected them both
physically and mentally.

Alaska has the same dark night and the additional terror of
savage animals. An Alaskan brown bear, nine feet high and
weighing about 1,500 lb. would strike fear into the bravest
heart, and a huge bull moose with its great white antlers might
be equally terrifying, especially if a geiger counter replaced a
gun.

All the same, no pioneer can ever earn success without
courage, either physical or mental, no matter in what capacity
of work. He must be ready to face the fact that he will seldom
see the result of his labours. I shall not see the result of mine.
Yet it is a great satisfaction to know that I have helped blaze
a trail for the map-diviner of the future, whose work will
probably surpass anything that I have ever done or even
dreamed of.

One thing is certain, they will work without meeting the
ignorant antagonism which I have encountered with all its
frustration and opposition.

I often wonder what a certain young clergyman who lived in
Vancouver would say to map-divining. One day he burst into
the office of British Columbia's leading newspaper The Van-
couver Province and threatened the editor with personal
violence for daring to print articles about the Government's
official Water-and Oil-Diviner. He called me a witch and
prophesied that I was on my way to Hell.

My reply to him was this: that although I found the prospect
of going to Hell most unpleasant, I felt that the services of a
really reliable water diviner would be of inestimable value to
its inhabitants!

In spite of this ominous prediction I still look on divining
as the best gift the pixies gave me. It has led to a life of travel



208 Adventure Unlimited
and adventure across the World, both on and off the beaten
track, where I have come to know the fierce cold and dazzling
beauty of the snows of Canada, and the languorous heat of the
Equator: the grandeur of the Himalayas and the green and
gentle slopes of the islands of New Zealand, the earthquakes
of restless Chile, and the calm of an English village.

I have encountered the strange reptiles and wild animals
of swamps and jungles, and the still stranger people of many
foreign lands. I have known the thrill of success and the
bitterness of failure, and the value of a gift which has led me to
journey to far-distant places and learn the lessons which
such journeys teach, in the appreciation and tolerance of one's
fellow man, the discoveries of the endless beauties of nature,
and to see the funny side of life and people, including myself!

But what is, perhaps, far better than anything is to know
that during my travels I have left a trail of friends behind me
that stretches across the whole wide world, and to feel that I
can look back over the years of my life and say from the
bottom of my heart "Thank God I haven't just existed-I've
really lived!"

Could anyone ask the fates for more?
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