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PREFACE

HE story of Edgar Cayce properly belongs in the

l history of hypnosis, as a chapter in evidence for
the theories of Armand Marc Jacques de Chaste-

net, Marquis de Puysegur. It was de Puysegur, not Mesmer,
who in 1784 discovered hypnotism. De Puysegur’s famous
subject Victor went into a sleep instead of a convulsion
while being magnetized, and in that state showed remark-
able intelligence and apparent powers of clairvoyance.
Further experiments brought the same results. Other pa-
tients, when put to sleep, showed like powers. Walter Brom-
berg, in The Mind of Man,' says: “Dull peasants became
mentally alert, and could even foretell events or under-
stand things ordinarily obscure to them. Somnambulists
made medical diagnoses in other patients brought before
them, and foretold the future. The magnetizer of the 1820’s
merely brought his patient before a competent somnambul-
ist, and waited for the diagnosis. ... If only modern

1 The Mind of Man, by Walter Bromberg, Harper and Brothers, New
York, 19837.
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PRETFACE

science had such aids! The clairvoyance of somnambulists
became a fascinating game.”

But the fascinating game was not encouraged, either by
the French Academy or by the medical profession, and it
suffered the fate of other fads. A generation later Andrew
Jackson Davis, the “Poughkeepsic Seer,” was practicing
medical diagnosis by clairvoyance in America, but he re-
mained obscure and is not even mentioned in textbooks and
histories of hypnotism. Hypnotism, in fact, will have nothing
to do with clairvoyance; it has renounced its own mother.
¢ Edgar Cayce practiced medical diagnosis by clairvoyance
for forty-three years. He left stenographic reports of 30,000
of these diagnoses to the Association for Research and En-
lightenment, Inc., along with hundreds of complete case
reports, containing affidavits by the patients and reports by
physicians. There are hundreds of people throughout the
United States who will testify, at the drop of a hat, to the
accuracy of his diagnoses and the efficacy of his suggestions
for treatment.

He did not use his ability except to prescribe for the sick
and to give spiritual advice and vocational guidance when
these were specifically requested. He never made any public
demonstrations of his powers; he was never on the stage;
he never sought any publicity; he did not prophesy; he did
not seek wealth. Often his economic status was quite pre-
carious; at best it never rose above modest security. During
the period of the Cayce Hospital he was paid only seventy-
five dollars a week for his services.

His unquestioned personal integrity, plus the excellent
and voluminous records of his work and the long period
that they covered, made him an ideal subject for scientific
study. But scientists shunned him. He and his friends re-
gretted this; it might have been more evidential if they, not
I, had made this report. '

- viii -



PRETFACE

I first met Edgar Cayce in 1927. At that time I made
most of the preliminary notes and sketches for this book.
Since then I have continually added to the material, enjoy-
ing the complete co-operation of the members of the Cayce
family, and being accorded access to the files at all times.
From June, 1939, to October, 1941, I was a guest in the
house on Arctic Crescent, seeing and interviewing Mr.
Cayce every day, and examining material from the files. I
spent many summers at Virginia Beach, particularly those
of 1929, 1930, and 1931. '

In addition to the members of the Cayce family I have
had the good fortune to know intimately most of the other
characters in the story. One of the first and most important
contributors to my dossier was Mr. Cayce’s father, the late
Leslie B. Cayce. Another was Carrie Salter House, who with
her husband, the late Dr. House, and her son, Tommy, were
invaluable aids and stanch friends through the years. I was
not privileged to know Mr. Cayce’s mother—she died in
1926—but her children and her grandchildren have de-
scribed her to me so often and so well that I feel her por-
trait, as I have drawn it, is an accurate one.

I knew Mrs. Cayce’s mother, Mrs. Evans; and Gray Salter,
like the Cayce boys and Tommy House, has long been a
friend. I have known two of Mr. Cayce’s sisters, Annie and
Sara, for many years. Other members of the Cayce and
Salter families I have met and talked with from time to
time. All have aided me, and by comparing and paralleling
the reports they gave me of incidents and conversations
with those of other participants, in many cases I have been
able to arrive at that rounded, objective viewpoint of
events which is the biographer’s goal. On the other hand,
I have gradually acquired a knowledge of and a fondness
for all these people which is comparable to a novelist’s feel-
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PRETVFACE

ing for the characters he has created. That is why the bi-
ography, in many parts, reads like a family chronicle.

The Norfolk and Virginia Beach Study Groups of the
Association for Research and Enlightenment have been of
great help to me, as have been the staff members of the
association, particularly Miss Gladys Davis, Mr. Cayce’s
secretary for twenty-two years. In the end, however, it was
Hugh Lynn Cayce who not only led the horse to water, but
made him drink; and it was my wife who acted as typist,
proofreader, editor, and nurse to my crotchets and dol-
drums. To them I am deeply grateful. If I have done a
good job it is because of them and despitc myself.

I last saw Edgar Cayce in August, 1944, when he visited
me in Florida. He was weary then, tired to the depths of his
being. He talked eagerly of the future of the association;
he spoke wistfully of the time when he might retire. He
liked the warmth and brightness of Florida; he loved the
Australian pines that grow near the water. “Pick out a place
for me here,” he said, “and I will come back and stay.” He
went home the next day. His last letter to me, written in
longhand, on the stationery of the Hotel Patrick Henry in
Roanoke, was dated September 11, 1944. It said, in part, “My
hands won’t let me use the machine. I doubt whether you
can read this but I hope you can make some of it out. I am
not doing too well; sort of a stroke I guess. They have come
in a kind of series. I hope to get back to work for a while
yet, and I want to hold out until the boys get home. I can’t
much more than put on and take off my clothes. I can’t tie
my shoe laces or knot my tie. But I am hoping to be better
soon. There is so much to be done and so many who need

help. . .

May 11, 1945
Clearwater Beach, Fla.

TaOoMAS SUGRUE



his cab and watched the afternoon train pull into

the Louisville and Nashville Railroad station in
Hopkinsville, Kentucky. It was a cold, still afternoon in
January, 1912.

A stranger stepped off the Pullman. Uncle Billy left his
warm seat and went to meet him.

He was a large, tall man, wrapped in a heavy overcoat,
with its collar turned up to protect his ears. He let Uncle
Billy take his two suitcases and followed him to the cab.

“I am looking for a man named Edgar Cayce,” he said
while the old colored man stowed the bags away. “Can you
take me to him?” He spoke quickly, with a thick, Germanic
accent.

Uncle Billy straightened himself and shivered a little.

“Mr. Edgar’s gone home for the day,” he said. “And it's a
mile and a half out there to the Hill. Miss Gertrude’s mighty
sick these days, and Mr. Edgar’s there with her most o the
time.”

U NCLE BILLY EVANS huddled in the rear seat or
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THERE IS A RIVER

The stranger settled himself in the cab and Uncle Billy
tucked a blanket around his legs.

“They don’t have many visitors, on account of Miss
Gertrude,” he went on. “Lord, I hope nothin’ happens to
that child!”

“She is his daughter?” the stranger asked.

Uncle Billy finished with the blanket.

“No, sir. Miss Gertrude is Mr. Edgar’s wife,” he explained.
“Now, I can take you to the hotel and first thing tomorrow
morning . . .”

“We will go now to the house,” the stranger said. “And
tell me, why is it so cold down here in the South?”

“Lord God, sirl” Uncle Billy said. “This ain’t the Southl!
The South’s way down yonder!”

He pointed.

“This here’s Kentucky, and the Lord ain’t got a bit 0" use
for it!”

He paused before closing the door.

“You think you’ll be warm enough ridin” way out there
and back again?” he asked.

“I will be comfortable,” the stranger said. “Let us go
quickly.”

Uncle Billy closed the door and climbed to his box, mut-
tering. The two horses, eager for exercise, started briskly
down East Ninth Street, turned left along the park, and
headed out East Seventh Street. The town fell behind and
the street became Russellville Road. Houses gave way to
brown, rolling hills, and bare fields looted of their crops. A
single bright spot loomed through the dusk. On a hill higher
than the rest and covered with trees, a gray, rambling house
stood with its face to the north, the four white columns of
its porch glistening in the sidewise glance of the winter sun.
Beyond it the road swerved to the right. Just before the cab
reached the carriage entrance leading to the house on the

-9 -



THERE IS A RIVER

hill, it stopped. A little off the road, almost hidden by a giant
oak and some maple trees, was a small cottage, brightly
painted in green and white. Uncle Billy got down from his
box and opened the cab door.

“In here, sir,” he said.

The stranger got out, stretched, and looked around him.

“He doesn’t live in the big house?” he said, as if disap-
pointed.

Uncle Billy pointed to the glistening columns.

“That’s the Hill,” he said. “It’s the old Salter Place, where
Miss Gertrude’s folks live. This here”—he pointed to the
cottage—"is Miss Lizzie’s little place. Miss Lizzie is Miss
Gertrude’s mother. She lives up at the Hill with Miss Kate.”

The stranger smiled a little.

“Do your southern ladies never marry?” he said.

“Oh, they’s all married,” Uncle Billy said, “but they ain’t
got no husbands, except Miss Gertrude. They’s dead.”

The stranger changed the subject.

“What does this land produce?” he asked, waving his arm
toward Hopkinsville.

“Dark tobacco,” Uncle Billy said.

“Dark?” The stranger looked thoughtful. He stared at
Uncle Billy.

“Dark tobacco,” Uncle Billy repeated. “Hopkinsville is
famous fo' being the dark tobacco market of the whole
world.”

“It is also famous for another thing that is dark,” the
stranger said. Then he added, as if to himself, “Funny place
to find it.”

He started for the cottage. Uncle Billy crawled into the
cab to wait.

The young man who opened the cottage door was slim
and almost as tall as the stranger. Without saying anything
the stranger stepped into the hallway.

030



THERE IS A RIVER

“You are Edgar Cayce?” he asked.

“I am,” the young man answered.

“I am Dr. Hugo Miinsterberg, of Harvard,” the stranger
said. “I have come here to expose you. There has been en-
tirely too much written about you in the newspapers lately.”

He looked quickly around the hallway and peered into
the living room, which opened from the hallway to the
right.

“What is your modus operandi?” he said. “Where is your
cabinet?”

The young man had not moved. He looked dazed.

“I don’t know what you mean,” he said.

Dr. Miinsterberg struck the air impatiently with an arm.

“The cabinet, the cabinet,” he said brusquely.

The young man recovered himself suddenly. He smiled
and led the way into the living room.

“Come in and sit down,” he said. “T will take your coat.
There is a fire in the fireplace. But I have no cabinet. I don’t
use any apparatus at all, if that’s what you mean. T could
lie down on the floor here and go to sleep, if I wanted to.”

Dr. Miinsterberg came into the room but did not sit
down or remove his coat. From its inner pocket he took a
sheaf of newspaper clippings.

“There’s been too much publicity for this thing not to he a
fake,” he said, putting the clippings on a tea table.

Idly the young man leafed through the clippings. Appar-
ently he had seen them before. One was a full-page display
from the Sunday magazine section of the New York Times
for October 9, 1910. The headline said, ILLITERATE MAN Bk~
COMES A DOCTOR WHEN HYPNOTIZED—STRANGE POWER SHOWN
BY EDGAR CAYCE PUZZLES PHYSICIANS. The first paragraph
read:

The medical fraternity of the country is taking a lively interest
in the strange power said to be possessed by Edgar Cayce of

“ 4



THERE IS A RIVEHR

Hopkinsville, Ky., to diagnose difficult diseases while in a semi-
conscious state, though he has not the slightest knowledge of
medicine when not in this condition.

There was a photograph of the young man, another of his
father, a mustached gentleman named Leslie B. Cayce, who
was described as the “conductor” of the hypnotic sleeps;
and a third picture showing a young physician named Dr.
Wesley H. Ketchum, who had reported the phenomena to
the American Society of Clinical Research, of Boston. There
was a drawing which showed the young man lying on a
table, asleep, while a weird demon of the other world hov-
ered over him.

“All this was done without my knowledge or permission,”
the young man explained to Dr. Miinsterberg. “I was in
Alabama at the time. I didn’t know anything about it.”

Dr. Miinsterberg stood with his back to the fireplace,
warming himself.

“You say you do not have a cabinet,” he said. “Do you
allow yourself to be seen? Are the lights on?”

“Oh, it’s always very light,” the young man said. “T give
the readings in the morning and afternoon, two each day.
If there isn’t enough light we have to tum on the lamps,
so the stenographer can see to take down what I say.”

“And the patient? Where is the patient?”

“Most of them are at home, wherever that is. They just
read me the address, and I seem to find the place all right.”

“You do not examine the patients beforehand?”

“Oh, no. I don’t know anything about medicine when I'm
awake. I prefer not to know even the name of the person
before I go to sleep. The names wouldn’t mean much to
me, anyhow. Most of the people are from out of the state
somewhere.”

“They tell their symptoms in letters to this . .. Dr.
Ketchum?”
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THERE IS A RIVEHR

“Oh, no. We only want to be sure that they really need
help. That’s all.”

Dr. Miinsterberg watched the young man’s face while he
talked. It was a frank, open countenance. The cheeks were
round, the nose straight, the chin receding but not weak,
the eyes gray-blue and friendly. His hair was straight and
brown. He spoke with a soft drawl. He looked about
twenty-five.

“You are how old?” the doctor asked.

“Thirty-four. I'll be thirty-five in March.”

“You look younger. What is your name? You are Irish?”

“No, it was originally Cuaci. Norman-French, I reckon.
Our records don’t go back to the country from which we
came originally. Our direct ancestor is Shadrach Cayce. He
lived in Powhatan County, Virginia, and his sons fought in
the Revolution. They received land grants in Tennessce and
Kentucky from the government, and that’s why we’re here.”

He went to a square-topped walnut table in the corner
of the room. His stride was quick and sure, his step soft,
like a2 man used to hunting and life in the open.

“This table came from Virginia more than a hundred
years ago,” he said.

“You were born on a farm?” Dr. Miinsterberg asked.

The young man came back to the tea table and sat down.

“Yes, sir. I was born here in Christian County. The Cayces
used to own nearly all the land between Hopkinsville and
the Tennessee line. That’s about fifteen miles. But my great-
grandfather had four sons and my grandfather had seven
sons, so by the time all the land was split up there wasn’t a
great deal left for my generation. So I'm a photographer.”

“But you do not work at that now, of course.”

“Oh, yes. That's in the contract I have with my partners.
They have to furnish me with a studio and equipment.

-6.
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That’s where I make my living. I can only give two readings
a day, you see, and some of them are for people who have
no money.”

Dr. Miinsterberg laughed a little and shook his head.

“Either you are a very simple fellow,” he said, “or you are
very clever. I cannot penetrate your ruse.”

The young man shook his head mournfully. .

“I'm the dumbest man in Christian County,” he said,
“when I'm awake.”

“But when you are asleep you know everything. Is that
it?”

~ “That’s what they tell me. I don’t know. The people say I
tell them how they feel better than they know how to tell
it themselves. They take the medicines and the treatment I
prescribe, and they get better. The stenographer takes it
down and gives the patient a copy. Dr. Ketchum adds what-
ever comment is needed. That’s all I know.”

“You have no explanation for this? There is no tradition of
psychic power in your family?”

“They say my grandfather was a water witch. He would
walk around with a forked hazel twig in his hand and tell
the farmers where to dig their wells. They always found
water there, so they said. .

“He was supposed to be able to do other things, too,
such as make a broom dance, but that was probably just
talk. There’s nothing funny about my father except that
snakes love him, and he hates thém.”

“Snakes are fond of your father?”

“They used to follow him home from the fields. They
would wrap themselves around his hat brim if he laid his
hat down in the field. It got on his nerves so much that he
gave up farming. The family has lived in town for about

fifteen years now.”
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“And you have been doing this business how long?”

“The readings? O, just regularly since all the publicity
started a year ago. I didn’t pay much attention to it until
then. I just did it for friends, and people round about wha
asked me now and then.”

“What have been your studies? Not medicine, you say?”

“No. I never got further than what would be first year in
high school. I was graduated down in the country, where
they have nine grades.”

“But since then you have read a lot, naturally.”

“Well, I like to read, and I used to work in a hookstore,
but I reckon my taste isn’t very high. You can look through
the bookcase there in the hall if you like.”

Dr. Miinsterberg went immediately into the hallway.

“We will see what you read. It should be interesting,” he
said.

He began taking books from the cases, stacking them on
the floor. Some he flipped open, running through the pages
quickly; these he dropped carelessly, so that some of them
fell face open on the floor.

“Therc seems to be nothing worth while here,” he said.
“The Harvester, The Common Law, The Rosary, Girl of the
Limberlost, The Trail of the Lonesome Pine . . . Let me
sece what are these large volumes . . . Judge magazine and
Red Book magazine.”

“I have them bound cach year,” the young man explained.
“We like to keep them.”

“The Circular Staircase, The Awakening of Ilelena Richie

. who is this E. P. Roe? Ah, you have a complete set of
his works!”

“Those are my wife’s. I gave them to her years ago. E. I,
Roe is her favorite novelist.”

“Hmmmm. Yes, I see now. Love stories . . . what trash!

.8 -
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Here is The Doctor. No, it is a novel. The Jungle, Coniston,
The Clansman, Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm, The Cardi-
nal’s Snuffbox . . . some poetry here . . . hmmm . . . itis
Ella Wheeler Wilcox.”

He straightened himself and turned back to the living
room.

“Well, there is nothing here,” he said. “I shall have to
look further.”

“Perhaps you would like to see a reading?” the young man
said. “The copies are kept at the office, downtown, but I
have my wife’s readings here. We had a check reading for
Ler the other day. The doctors all said she would die. She
has tuberculosis. But she is getting better by following the
readings.”

He was eager now; his face shone.

“Tll get it!”

He went into a room across the hall, returning almost im-
mediately with two sheets of typewritten manuscript. Each
sheet carried his picture at the top, with the legend, “Edgar
Cayce, Jr., Psychic Diagnostician.”

“The printer made a mistake,” he said, handing the sheets
to the doctor and pointing to the legend. “He got me mixed
up with my Uncle Edgar and put me down as junior. I'm
not.”

Dr. Miinsterberg began to read the sheets. The young man
stepped away politely and sat down by the tea table.

“I cannot learn much from this; I am not a medical doc-
tor,” Dr. Miinsterberg said. He looked quickly at the young
man to see how this was taken.

The young man offered another suggestion.

“There are some people you might go to see, who have
had experience with the readings. They could tell you
whether they work or not. You could see Mrs. Dietrich, and

« 9.
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some of the others . . . Mrs. Dabney, Miss Perry . . . Mrs,
Bowles, maybe.”

“Good,” the doctor said. “You will write down their names
and addresses?” He continued to read.

The young man went to a desk against the wall and
wrote on a pad. Dr. Miinsterberg watched him, returning
to his perusal of the manuscript sheets when the young
man finished and looked up.

“Here are the names and addresses. Uncle Billy can take
you to all of them. They are too far apart to walk. Are you
planning to stay here tonight? We’re going to have a read-
ing in the morning. Perhaps you'd like to watch it.”

“I intend to stay,” the doctor said, putting the manuscript
sheets on the tea table. “I will take a room at the hotel. To-
night I will visit these people and question them.”

“The owner of the hotel, Mr. Noe, is one of my partners.
You'll probably find Dr. Ketchum and my father there, too,
later on.”

“Good. I shall endeavor to see them.”

He tucked the sheet with the names and addresses into
an inside pocket.

“Well, we meet again, tomorrow, eh?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Oh, there is one more thing. To what power or force do
you and your associates attribute this phenomenon?”

“We don’t know, sir, except for what the readings have
said themselves.”

“You mean what you have said while asleep.”

“Yes, sir. It’s here, in this New York Times story.”

He picked up the clipping and read from it.

“This is what I said when they asked me to explain the
thing: ‘Edgar Cayce’s mind is amenable to suggestion, the
same as all other subconscious minds, but in addition

<10 -
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thereto it has the power to interpret to the objective mind
of others what it acquired from the subconscious state of
other individuals of the same kind. The subconscious mind
forgets nothing. The conscious mind receives the impression
from withaut.and transfers all thought to the subconscious,
where it remains even though the conscmus be destroyed.””

He folded the clipping and returned it, with the others, to
Dr. Miinsterberg. The doctor looked him squarely in the eye.

“The story of the subconscious mind can be told in three
words,” he said. “There is none! . . . Well, I shall continue
my investigations.”

He went out without shaking hands or saying good-bye.
The young man watched through the living-room window
until the cab drove away. Then he went into the room across
the hall, taking the manuscript sheets with him.

On the far side of the room, on a massive oak bed, lay a
frail, dark-haired girl, almost lost in the great expanse of
sheets and counterpane. In the twilight only her outline was
visible; she was a shadow on the bed. The young man lit one
of the lamps on the dresser and brought it to the sick table.
Her face leaped up at him like a flame. Her eyes were dark,
but a fierce light shone from them. Her cheeks were bright
red. Her oval face was like a miniature portrait come to life.
Her face was worried, quick, yet the words came softly.

“Who was that man, Edgar? What did he want? You're
not going off with him somewhere, are you?”

The young man leaned down and kissed her forehead.

“Just a professor from Harvard,” he said. “He came all
the way down here to expose me.”

She seemed relieved.

“No wonder his voice sounded so officious. What did he
say?”

ZN othing much. He dumped all the books on the floor and
called me a simpleton.”

<11 -
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The girl sighed.

“I declare I don’t know where people learn such bad
manners,” she said. “What time is it? Mother ought to be
bringing Hugh Lynn down soon.”

“They’re coming now. I hear Hugh Lynn banging that
gate again. It’s five o’clock.”

He went to the front door and opened it. A little boy
with fat cheeks grabbed him around the legs.

“Hey, dad, the bears are after me again!” he cried.

The young man smiled at the lady who had come with
the boy and waved a hand against the cold air that was
blowing in on him.

“Go *way, bears!” he said.

The little boy released his legs and walked into the hall-
way.

“Almost got me that time,” he said.

“What about your grandmother?” the young man said.
“Aren’t you afraid the bears will get her?”

“No,” the boy said. “They don’t eat ladies. Only little
boys.”

He struggled out of his coat and ran into the bedroom,
shouting, “Muddie, the bears didn’t get me again!”

The lady who had come with him took off her black coat
and black hat, revealing a black dress, high at the throat,
and black hair brushed straight away from her forehead.

“How is Gertrude?” she said to the young man.

“About the same,” he answered.

They went into the bedroom together. The girl turned her
head and smiled at her mother.

“Hugh Lynn says Aunt Kate made him some ginger cook-
ies,” she said.

“Kate’s a fool,” her mother said. “Hugh Lynn’s like a ball
of butter now and she keeps feeding him sweets. How do
you feel?”

.12 .
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“All right, I reckon.”

“I'll get you freshened up for dinner. Edgar, who was that
who just drove away from here? Anyone I know?”

“No. Some professor from Harvard, down here to investi-
gate me and show me up as a fake, same as they all try
to do.”

“He spilled our books all over the floor and called Edgar
a simpleton,” the girl said. Her voice was resentful.

“I noticed the mess as I came in. Well, you'’ve got to ex-
pect that sort of thing from Yankees. They don’t know any
better, poor souls.”

“I think they know what’s right as well as anyone else,”
the girl said. “They just think they’re better than we are,
that’s all.”

“Don’t excite yourself, child,” her mother said. “That
white trash isn’t worth it. Edgar, why don’t you get some
decent school to investigate you, like Washington and Lee?
Harvard is just a pesthole of Republicans. You know that.”

“This man is a foreigner,” the young man said. “A Ger-
man, I would say, from his accent.”

“Oh, well, that explains everything. Here, take Hugh Lynn
out of here while I fuss around with Gertrude some.”

The young man and the boy went into the living room.

“Was that a bad man who was here, dad?” he asked.

The young man lifted him high in the air and set him
down by the fireplace.

“No, he wasn’t bad. Nobody is really bad. People just
make mistakes. They don’t understand about God.”

“Do you understand about God, dad?”

“Nobody really does. But I try to remember that God is
the only One who really knows anything, and that He told
me what He wants me to do in the Bible. So I try to da

that.”
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The little boy nedded.
“Let’s play bears,” he said. “You be the big bear who’s

chasing me.”
* £ed Eed

Uncle Billy huddled in his cab outside the large house on
South Walnut Street. In the living room of the house his
fare sat, overcoat removed, listening to a mild, lovely
woman, whose face became radiant as she told her story.

“When our daughter, Aime, was two,” Mrs. Dietrich be-
gan, “she caught grippe. After apparently recovering, she
became afflicted with convulsions. She would fall down sud-
denly and her body would stiffen until it was rigid. Her mind
stopped developing.

“We had all sorts and kinds of doctors. They did her no
good, and after two years of futile experimentation we took
her to Evansville, Indiana, to see Dr. Linthicum and Dr.
Walker. They said it was a type of nervousness, and they
treated her for months, but she didn’t improve.

“We brought her home. We had treatments here, but she
got worse—twenty convulsions a day, sometimes. Her mind
became a blank.

“We took her to Dr. Hoppe, in Cincinnati. He said she
had a rare brain affliction that was invariably fatal.

“We brought her home to die. Then one of our local
friends, Mr. Wilgus, told us about Edgar Cayce.”

Dr. Miinsterberg interrupted. “This Mr. Wilgus . . . was
he connected with the young man Cayce in any way?”

“Oh, no, except that he had always been interested in
him. Mr. Wilgus is one of our most influential citizens. He
used to hunt a good deal down on the Cayce property, and
when Edgar was a boy Mr. Wilgus used to hire him as guide.
One day a piece of shot glanced from a bird which Mr.
Wilgus had brought down and struck the boy in the cheek.
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Mr. Wilgus felt so conscience-stricken that he always kept
an eye on Edgar and tried to help him out.

“At any rate, Mr. Wilgus had readings, and on the advice
of one of them went to Cincinnati for a minor operation,
which he said vastly improved his health.

“He urged us to give the young man a chance—you under-
stand, of course, that he was not in the business of giving
readings at the time. This was in the summer of 1902, nearly
ten years ago. Edgar was then working in Bowling Green,
in a bookstore.”

Dr. Miinsterberg nodded. “I understand,” he said. “We
will proceed.”

“My husband asked him to come here, and he did. He
wanted no other remuneration than the railroad ticket. He
said the trip gave him a chance to see his girl. They were
married the following year, I believe.

“He came with Mr. Al C. Layne, the local man who was
at the time conducting the readings and giving some of the
treatments.”

Dr. Miinsterberg interrupted again. “He was a doctor,
this Layne?r” ‘

“He was studying osteopathy at the time. Later he was
graduated in the profession. His wife had a millinery shop
in Hopkinsville and Edgar Cayce’s sister was employed
there.”

“Mr. Layne put Cayce into a trance,” Dr. Miinsterberg
said. “Did either of the men examine the child?”

“No. They saw her, but I remember Edgar saying how he
did not see how it could help him. I remember how young
and boyish he looked. I thought to myself, ‘How can this
boy be of any help to us when the best doctors in the coun-
try have failed?” You see, we knew his family and we koew
Edgar. He had very little schooling.”

“You were skeptical, then?” Dr. Miinsterberg asked.
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“I hoped for a miracle, as any mother would.”

The doctor nodded.

“He removed his coat and loosened his tie and shoelaces.
Then he lay on that sofa there”—she pointed and the doctor
looked—*“and apparently went to sleep. After a few minutes
Mr. Layne spoke to him, telling him to have before him the
body of our child, who was in the house, and to examine
bher and tell what was wrong with her body.

“I could not believe my ears when the sleeping man began
to talk and said, ‘Yes, we have the body.” His voice seemed
different. It seemed—well, authoritative.”

Dr. Miinsterberg nodded. “Exactly,” he said.

“He told us that on the day before she caught grippe she
suffered an injury to her spine, and the grippe germs had
settled in the spine, causing the attacks. He then told ex-
actly where the lesion was and gave instructions for correct-
ing it osteopathically.

“He could not possibly have known of the injury to her
spine beforehand. I alone knew of it, and had not con-
sidered it serious—or even an injury.”

“But you are sure it happened?”

“The day before Aime caught grippe she was getting out
of the carriage with me. She slipped and struck the end of
her spine on the carriage step. She jumped up as if unhurt,
and I thought no more of it.”

“The lesion was discovered where he described itP”

“Yes. Mr. Layne gave Aime a treatment that night. Next
day we took another reading. He said the adjustment had
not been properly made.”

“Very interesting,” Dr. Miinsterberg said. “He told the
man, Layne, his own conductor, that he had not carried out
instructions?”

“Yes. Then he told what had been done that was wrong,
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and explained how to do it the right way. Layne tried again
that morning. In the afternoon another reading was taken.
Still the correction had not been made. Layne tried again.
The next morning a reading was taken and the treatment
was approved.

“Edgar returned to Bowling Green, and Mr. Layne, who
lived in Hopkinsville, continued the treatments. He came
every day for three weeks.

“At the end of the first week Aime’s mind began to clear
up. She suddenly called the name of a doll of which she
had been fond before the attacks occurred. A few days later
she called me by name; then she called her father. Her mind
picked up just where it had left off three years before, when
she was only two.”

“She advanced rapidly then?”

“Quite rapidly. Soon she had the mind of a normal five-
year-old. After the three weeks of treatment we had a check
reading. At that time he said the condition had been re-
moved. There was never any more trouble. Aime today is a
normal girl of fifteen. She’ll be finished with her lessons in
a few minutes and I will bring her in.”

“Yes, yes. I would like to see her.”

“I don’t know what this strange ability is,” Mrs. Dietrich
went on. “We have only our own experience and the expe-
riences of our friends by which to judge. But so far as we
know it always works. Edgar Cayce is certainly no charla-
tan. He’s one of the pillars of the Christian Church, and so
far as anyone knows he has never taken advantage of any-
one. It’s just the other way around. People are always taking
advantage of his good nature and his generosity.”

“Of course,” the doctor said, “of course.”

He answered automatically, as if he had not quite heard
what she was saying but was aware that she had stopped.
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He was staring past her, dreamily, at the sofa on which, ten
years before, the young man he had visited that afternoon

had gone to sleep.
& e £°]

The man with the mustache paused to measure the dis-
tance between himself and the cuspidor. Accurately he spat
into it. His listeners, grouped around him in the foyer of
the Latham Hotel, waited respectfully.

Leslie Cayce went on with his story.

“Well, you can see for yourself that he was a normal boy,
except in school. There, he was dull. No doubt about it. He
dreamed too much; all his teachers told me that. When he
was twelve years old he was still in the third reader.

“That was in the spring of 1889. My brother Lucian was
teaching the school. One afternoon Lucian met me and told
me he had asked Edgar to spell ‘cabin’ and the boy couldn’t
do it. T hope I did right, Leslie,” Lucian said. ‘I made him
stay after school and write the word five hundred times on
the blackboard.” ‘Do as you like, Lucian,’ I said. ‘You're the
teacher.’

“Well, I felt mighty badly, mighty badly. Maybe its my
own fault, I thought. Maybe I don’t spend enough time with
the boy. Maybe he just needs somebody to bring him out
properly, you know?

“So that night I sat down with him and we took hold of
the spelling lesson. Well, there didn’t seem to be anything
I could do to get the lesson into his head. I'd think he had
it; then when I'd close the book and ask him to spell the
words, he couldn’t do it.

“First thing I knew it was nearly eleven o’clock. The boy
was tired, I knew, so I told him he might better go to bed.
Tust let me rest for five minutes,” he said to me, ‘and I'll
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know the lesson.” “All right,’ I said, just to humor him, you
know.

“Well, I went into the kitchen to get a glass of water. I
puttered around with a few things, then went back to the
living room. There he was, asleep in the chair, with the
spelling book for a pillow. I laughed and gave him a shake.
‘Wake up, Old Man,’ I said, ‘time for bed.”

“Well, he woke up right off, and said, ‘Ask me the lesson.
1 know it now.” I was sure he didn’t, but to humor him I
asked him a few words.

“Well, dogged if he couldn’t spell them. I asked him some
more and he knew them. ‘Ask me anything in the book,” he
said. He seemed all excited. So I skipped through the book,
and no matter what I asked, he knew it.

“Then he began telling me what other words were on the
page with the words I asked him, and what the pictures
were on the pages, and the numbers of the pages. He knew
that book as if he had it in his hands looking at it.” '

Dr. Miinsterberg leaned forward. “What was his expla-
nation?” he asked. “What did he say had caused this?”

“All I could ever get out of him was that he suddenly felt
that night that if he slept a little on the book he would
know the lesson. And he did.

“After that he slept on all his lessons, and he knew them
all perfectly. He began to hop grades like he was skipping
rope. .
EHis memory of these lessons, did it persist?” Dr. Miinster-
berg asked.

“Never forgot any of them. Even to this day he remembers
them.”

“Very interesting. And you recall no peculiar circum-
stances or accidents at his birth, or in his youth, before
this?”

“Not a thing, except milk on the breasts.”
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“Milk on the breasts?”

“Cried for a month after he was born. Nobody knew what
the trouble was. Then old Patsy Cayce—colored woman at
my father’s house, used to be a slave—she came over and
asked my wife for a needle. ‘Boil it up first,’ she said. Then
she took it and pricked a little hole in the nipple of each
breast, and dogged if milk didn’t come from them. After
that the baby never cried much at all.”

“I have heard of that,” Dr. Miinsterberg said, “in my
medical studies.”

“Are you a medical doctor as well as a Ph.D.?” Dr.
Ketchum asked. He was a smiling, quick-moving, bright-
eyed man, in his middle thirties.
~ “Oh, yes,” Dr. Miinsterberg said, “I have a medical de-
gree. I studied both at Leipzig and Heidelberg.”

“Then I may tell you of some of my cases?” Dr. Ketchum
said.

“I am most interested to know what school of medicine he
endorses,” Dr. Miinsterberg said. “For the Dietrich child he
prescribed osteopathy.”

“He uses all schools,” Dr. Ketchum said, “and often for
the same case. He sometimes gives osteopathy along with
electrical treatments, massage, diet, and compounds to be
taken internally.

“He sometimes calls for herbs that are hard to get or for
a medicine we haven’t heard about. Sometimes it’s just come
on the market, sometimes it's been off the market for a
while.”

“Always he seems to know everything,” Dr. Miinsterberg
said. “You would say that he was . . . quoting from a uni-
versal mind, perhaps?”

Dr. Ketchum nodded sagely. “I have often thought so,”
he said. “In one of the earliest readings I conducted a
preparation was given called ‘Oil of Smoke.” I had never
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heard of it, nor had any of our local druggists. It was not
listed in the pharmaceutical catalogues. We took another
reading and asked where it could be found. The name of a
drugstore in Louisville was given. I wired there, asking for
the preparation. The manager wired back saying he did not
have it and had never heard of it.”

“This was given for what?” Dr. Miinsterberg asked.

“For a boy with a very obstinate leg sore,” Dr. Ketchum
said.

“We took a third reading. This time a shelf in the back of
the Louisville drugstore was named. There, behind another
preparation—which was named—would be found a bottle
of ‘Oil of Smoke,” so the reading said. I wired the informa-
tion to the manager of the Louisville store. He wired me
back, ‘Found it.” The bottle arrived in a few days. It was old.
The label was faded. The company which put it up had gone

. out of business. But it was just what he said it was, ‘Oil of
Smoke.””

“Very interesting,” Dr. Miinsterberg said. “Very inter-
esting.”

Leslie Cayce cleared his throat and spat again into the
cuspidor. g

“I remember a case,” he said, “when the boy was in

»

Bowling Green . . .
el £ be

The young man sat at the kitchen table of the Cayce
home on West Seventh Street, looking miserable, staring into
the cup of coffee set before him. His mother, a gray-haired
woman with a tired, pretty face, sat opposite him, looking
at his downcast head and bent shoulders.

“I don’t know what happens to all the pairs of rubbers
you get,” she said. “You'll be lucky if you don't catch cold,
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walking two miles to get here and two miles back again in
a snowstorm with nothing on your feet but those light
shoes.”

“It wasn’t snowing when I started,” he said.

“You should wear rubbers anyhow. The ground is cold
and damp even when there isn’t snow.”

She smiled.

“Well, I'm glad you came, anyhow. It’s nice to see you. I
know you’re working too hard, staying at the studio all day
and being up with Gertrude at night. You shouldn’t bother
even to talk with these people who come here to do their
so-called ‘investigations.” If you ask me I think most of them
are bigger fakes than the poor soul they try to bedevil. They
go and get a little learning and then run around being su-
perior to everybody else.”

“He didn’t bother me, mother, except to start me bother-
ing myself again. I could see his viewpoint: standing there,
asking me questions, and comparing the answers with what
he knows to be true in science. I kept realizing more and
more that the only answer that to me would answer the
whole thing satisfactorily would just make him certain that
I'm crazy.”

His mother nodded.

“Everybody takes it for granted—even the best Christians,
the ministers and missionaries—that the things that hap-
pened in the days of the Bible and the days of the saints,
can’t happen now,” she said.

He shook his head gloomily, agreeing with her.

“Suppose I had said to him, ‘Dr. Miinsterberg, when I was
quite young I became attached to the Bible. I resolved to
read it once for every year of my life. When I was twelve
-years old I finished it for the twelfth time . . . reckon I
whizzed through it most of those times, reading the parts
I liked best.
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T had built a little playhouse for myself in the woods on
a creek that ran through the old Cayce place, by a bend
at the willows. Every afternoon I went there to read my
favorite book. One spring day when I was reading the story
of Manoah for the thirteenth time, I looked up and saw a
woman standing before me.

““I thought it was my mother, come to fetch me home for
the chores. Then I saw that she was not my mother, and
that she had wings on her back. She said to me, “Your pray-
ers have been answered, little boy. Tell me what it is you
want most of all, so that I may give it to you.” I was very
frightened, but after a minute I managed to say, “Most of
all I would like to be helpful to other people, especially
children.” Then she disappeared.’

“Suppose I told him that, and then, how the next day in
school I couldn’t spell a word, and was kept after school,
and how that night I slept on my spelling book and knew
everything in the book when I woke up. What would he
say to that?”

Wistfully his mother looked at him.

“I reckon they’d have the wagon after you and send you
up the road to the asylum,” she said. “But to me it’s the
most beautiful story I've ever heard. I remember the first
day you told it to me . . . the day it happened, before you
even knew it meant anything. And we never told it to any-
one else. . . . You were so solemn, and so worried about
what it meant. And you looked so angelic. I prayed then
that you would always remain that way.”

He was embarrassed and drank his coffee noisily.

“That’s the trouble,” he said. “If it had happened to an
angdl it would be all right. But I'm no angel. There are so
many people who are better than I am. Why did it happen
to me, unless it’s the work of the Devil?”
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His mother got up and took her Bible from the kitchen
shelf.

“Good men,” she said, “always worry about that. You'll
find it in here’—she tapped the Bible—“everywhere you
look. You know that. It’s the people who are actually the
tools of the Devil who never worry about whether they are
wrong or right. They’re sure they are right.”

“But were sure the readings are right . . .

“So long as you are right, son, they will be right. The
Devil cannot speak through a righteous man. I saw the
Dietrich girl on the street yesterday. She’s a beautiful girl,
and as bright as can be. There’s proof on every street in
this town that the readings are right.”

She opened the Bible and turned to the Gospel of St.
John.

“We read this together the day you had the vision. I found
it for you, remember? It’s in the sixteenth chapter.

““Verily, verily, I say unto you, Whatsoever ye shall ask
the Father in my name, he will give it you. Hitherto have
ye asked nothing in my name: ask, and ye shall receive,
that your joy may be full.””

“Yes, I remember,” he said. “St. John: ‘Let not your heart
be troubled . . . In my Father’s house are many mansions:
if it were not so, I would have told you. I go to prepare a
place for you . . . that where I am, there ye may be also
.. .love me . .. keep my commandments . . ’

“Read from the fifteenth, mother.”

She began: “I am the true vine, and my Father is the
husbandman. . . .”

When he left she kissed him and patted his shoulder.

“As long as I'm sure of you, I'm sure of the readings,” she
said, “and I'm still sure of you. Now put on your father’s
rubbers and don’t fuss about it.”

He stepped into a night that was quiet, windless. The
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snow fell straight down, noiselessly. Large, fuzzy flakes fell
on his cheeks, his nose, his lips, his eyelashes. He turned east
and started the long walk home.

Behind him, down the rolling hills and shallow vales of
Christian County, snow fell on the scattered farms of the
Cayces, and on the creek that runs through the old place,
where it bends to pass the willows.

Eed ] fed

During the night the snow stopped. Only a light cover-
ing was on the ground next morning when Dr. Miinsterberg
left the hotel and walked to North Main Street. He turned
right at the corner and went halfway down the block,
stopping at the red-brick building next to the bookstore. A
sign pointed the way upstairs to the “Cayce Studio.” The
doctor trudged up the steps and paused in the hallway. One
door led to the studio, another was labeled, “Edgar Cayce,
Psychic Diagnostician.”

The doctor opened this door, entering a small reception
room. Beyond it was a large office room. From his place
behind a massive desk Leslie Cayce waved him in.

“Our patient ought to be here soon. Due on the ten-
oclock train from Cincinnati,” he said. “Sit down.”

The room was elaborately furnished. It held two large
rocking chairs, two overstuffed easy chairs, a center table,
a desk and typewriter for a stenographer, and Leslie’s desk.
All these were bedded in the pile of an enormous, deep
rug.

%r. Miinsterberg sat down but did not remove his coat.
He complained of the cold.

“Edgar’s in the studio, developing some plates,” Leslie
explained. “He’ll be here shortly. The reading is set for ten-
thirty. T have ten-twenty now.”
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“Where will the reading take place?” the doctor asked.

There was a small room opening off the large one. In it
was a high, bare couch, like a doctor’s examination table.
Near it was a small table and chair. Straight chairs sat
against the wall. Leslie pointed to the room.

“In there,” he said. “Edgar lies on the couch. I stand by
him to give the suggestion and read the questions. The
stenographer sits at the table and takes notes.”

“And on the couch he will put himself into this state of
self-hypnosis, only waking when you suggest it?”

“Yes.”

“That will be very interesting. That is what I wish to see,”
the doctor said.

The door opened and Dr. Ketchum came in. With him was
a sallow-faced man who identified himself as the patient.
He was escorted to the large desk, where he sat with Leslie
Cayce, answering questions and filling out several blanks.
Dr. Ketchum chatted with Dr. Miinsterberg. In a few min-
utes a young lady entered, took a pad and some pencils
from the stepographer’s desk, and ‘went into the small room,
seating herself at the table.

“And here is the young man himself,” Dr. Miinsterberg
said as the door again opened.

The young man smiled and shook hands. Then he took
off his coat and loosened his tie.

“You are going to lie on that couch and sleep?” Dr.
Miinsterberg asked, pointing into the small room.

“Yes,” the young man said. “T'll bring a chair in and you
can sit right beside me.”

“That will be unnecessary. My seat here is very comfort-
able. I can see the couch and hear what you say. I will re-
main here.”

The young man went into the small room. Sitting on the
side of the couch he unfastened his cuff links and loosened
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his shoelaces. Then he swung his legs up, lay flat on his back,
closed his eyes, and folded his hands on his abdomen.

Leslie Cayce escorted the patient into the small room and
gave him a straight chair. Dr. Ketchum remained in the
large room, as a courtesy to the visitor. Leslie Cayce stood
by the couch, at his son’s right hand, and prepared to read
from a small black notebook.

Dr. Miinsterberg watched the young man keenly. His
respiration deepened gradually, until there was a long, deep
breath. After that he seemed to be asleep. Leslie Cayce be-
gan to read from the black notebook.

“Now the body is assuming its normal forces, and will
give the information which is required of it. You will have
before you the body of"—he gave the patient’s name—“who
is present in this room. You will go over the body carefully,
telling us the conditions you find there, and what may be
done to correct anything which is wrong. You will speak
distinctly, at a normal rate of speech, and you will answer
the questions which I will put to you.”

For several minutes there was silence. Then the young
man began to mumble in a voice that sounded faraway and
haunting, as if he were speaking from a dream. Over and
" over again he repeated the patient’s name and the phrase,
“present in this room.”

Suddenly he cleared his throat and spoke distinctly and
forcibly, in a tone stronger than that he used when awake.

“Yes, we have the body,” he said. “There is a great deal of
trouble in this system.

“Along the spine, through the nervous system, through the
circulation (which is perverted), through the digestive
organs, there is trouble . . . also inflammation in the pelvic
organs, trouble with the kidneys and slight inflammation
in the bladder. Seems that it starts from digestive disturb-
ances in the stomach. The digestive organs fail to perform
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their function properly . . . there is lack of secretion along
the digestive tract . . .

“The pancreas and liver are also involved . . .”

The voice went on, continuing the diagnosis. Dr. Miinster-
berg hunched forward in his chair, listening intently. His
eyes went back and forth from the young man to the patient.

How did the patient feel?

“There is a dryness of the skin and disturbed lymphatic
circulation, aching in the arms and legs, particularly notice-
able under the knee, on the side of the leg . . . he feels
stretchy when he gets up . . . pains in the arms, pains and
a tired feeling between the shoulders and back of the
head . . ~

How to cure all this?

Many things were to be done. First: “Get the stomach in
better shape . . . we have some inflammation here. Cleanse
the stomach: when this is done we will stimulate the liver
and the kidneys . . . drink large quantities of water, pure
water . . . hitherto we have not had enough liquids in the
system to aid nature in throwing off the secretions of the
kidneys. . . .

“When the stomach is cleansed, not before, give small
doses of sweet spirits of niter and oil of juniper . . . use
vibrations along the spine . . . not manipulation but vi-
bration . . . all the way up and down from the shoulders
to the tip of the spine, but not too close to the brain. . . .”

There were other things: exercises, a tonic, a diet. Then
the voice said, “Ready for questions.” Leslie Cayce read a
few which he had written down in the notebook. They were
promptly answered. Then the voice said, “We are through
for the present.”

From the notebook Leslie Cayce read the suggestion that,
“Now the body will have its circulation restored for the
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waking state, and feeling refreshed and with no ill effects,
you will wake up.”

After about a minute the deep, long, sighing breath that
had preceded the sleep was repeated. The young man’s
eyes opened. He stretched his arms over his head, yawned,
rubbed his eyes, and sat up.

The stenographer got up from her seat and came into the
large room, where she sat at her typewriter, preparing to
transcribe her notes. Leslie Cayce stood by his son, waiting
for him to get down off the couch. The patient stood up and
stared at him, smiling awkwardly. Dr. Miinsterberg sud-
denly surged up from his chair and walked into the small
room.

“What do you think of this man?” he said to the patient.

“Well, he’s described my condition and the way I feel
better than I could possibly do it myself.”

“Then, if I were you—" Dr. Miinsterberg was measuring
his words carefully—“if I were you I would do exactly as he
says. From what I have heard, and from the people I have
talked with who claim his readings have helped them, I
would say that some extraordinary benefits have come from
these experiences. Where did you hear of this man?”

“I read about him in one of the Cincinnati papers. I wrote
and asked for an appointment. Then I decided to come here
for the reading.” '

“You told, in your letters, of your condition?”

“No, not a thing. I just said I wanted a reading.”

“Remarkable, remarkable.”

Dr. Miinsterberg retreated within himself. His eyes
glazed. He stood lost in thought.

The patient turned to the young man on the couch and
offered his hand.

“Thank you very much,” he said. “I don’t know how to
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express my appreciation, but I'm going to follow all of your
suggestions.”

The young man shook hands and laughed.

“That’s the best way to make me happy,” he said. “If this
thing works, we want to know about it. If it doesn’t work
we want to know about it, even more so, because if it’s a fake
we want to stop doing it.”

“Dr. Ketchum will explain how everything is to be done,”
Leslie Cayce said. He led the patient into the large room.

Dr. Miinsterberg watched the young man tie his shoelaces
When the bows were knotted he said:

“Young man, I would like to know more about this. I have
never encountered anything quite like it. I would hesitate to
pass any opinion without a long and thorough examination.
But if it is a trick, I am convinced you are not yourself aware
of it.”

“If it is a trick, doctor, I would like to know about it
before I go too far and cause some harm,” the young man
‘'said.

“I do not think it will cause harm,” the doctor said. “But”
—he glanced toward the large room—"I believe you are
mixed up with the wrong crowd. This thing should not have
a material aspect to it.”

Quickly he thrust out his hand, seized the young man’s
hand and shook it.

“Well, I must be going,” he said. “Keep your feet on the
ground. Someday you may find yourself. However, if you
never accomplish anything more than you did in the
Dietrich case, you will not have lived in vain. I must go
now.

The young man escorted him from the office. At the stair-
head they parted. The doctor expressed a regret.

“It is too bad we could not know more about the so-called
powers of your grandfather,” he said. “It would be very
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interesting to know whether heredity is a possible source
for this thing.”

The young man watched him until he reached the street,
then went into the photographic studio. In the great, bare
room, with its prop chairs and backdrops stacked in a
corner, Mrs. Doolittle was waiting for him with her small
son.
“It’s his fourth birthday,” she explained. “I thought it
would be nice if we had a picture taken together.”

“Sure,” the young man said. “Jim will be tickled. And this
is Danny, I reckon.”

“I'm Daniel Doolittle,” the boy said solemnly.

His mother laughed. “He won't have the nickname,” she
said.

The young man posed them with Daniel standing beside
his mother while she sat sidewise, looking over the back
of a light, low parlor chair.

“Youre too big to sit in your mother’s lap, aren’t you?”
he said to the boy.

“A gentleman should always stand,” Daniel said coldly.

The doctor’s last words clung to the young man as he
arranged the camera and inserted a plate.

“The so-called powers of your grandfather . . .

Had his grandfather really possessed psychic powers? Had
he inherited his ability from old Thomas Jefferson Cayce,
the tall, kindly man with a beard? His grandmother always
told him there was nothing wrong with strange powers so
long as they were used in God’s work. She must have known
about her husband’s abilities, if he had them. Only once had
she mentioned the subject. “Your grandfather could do cer-
tain things, but he always said they came from the Lord and
were not his to be showing off and misusing.” But what
were they? Certainly his grandfather could not have given
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readings, or he would have done so. He always wanted to
help people.

It was hard to remember him. There was the memory of
going to the big house and sleeping with grandfather and
grandmother, and waking up at night and feeling with his
hands for their faces, to find which was which. If there was
a beard, it was grandfather.

There was the memory of riding behind him on his horse,
of listening to him call to the men in the tobacco fields, of
hearing him ask the blessing at Sunday dinner.

There was that sunny, hot day in June, 1881 . . . the
eighth of June.

The young man sighted through the camera. He saw
Daniel’'s proud, unsmiling face, with its upturned nose and
freckles.

He was just four himself on that June day.

“Quiet now. Watch my hand. Be still,” he said.

He was just Daniel’s age, and they were riding across the
big field, heading for the bams . . .

He pressed the bulb. The shutter clicked.
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THEY were riding across the big field, heading for
the barns. The men were in the machinery house,
repairing a binder, and Grandpa wanted to see how
the work was coming. When they came to the pond that sat
between the road and the barns the horse stopped.

“Better get down, old man,” Grandpa said, “I'm going to
give this fellow a drink.”

He slid down and ran into the tall grass by the water,
glad of the chance to get himself cooled off. It was hot up
there on the horse, with Grandpa cutting off the breeze and
the sun coming down on his bare head. His pants were wet
from the lather of the horse and his hands were sweaty
from holding Grandpa’s belt. He squatted by the edge of
the pond and stared into the water, looking for fish.

Grandpa walked the horse into the pond and waited
while he drank, sitting in the saddle with his hands on his
hips. Suddenly the horse threw up its head, reared, and
plunged into deep water. Grandpa held his seat and
grabbed the reins, pulling on them with all his strength.
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The horse swam to the other side of the pond, galloped to
the white rail fence surrounding the barns, tried to jump
it, failed, and turned back to the pond. Somehow Grandpa
retained his seat. '

As the horse entered the water a second time he stumbled
and went to his knees. Grandpa was thrown over his head,
landing on his back. The horse got to his feet, reared again,
and brought his forefeet down on Grandpa’s chest. Then he
turned and ran off through the field.

Grandpa’s head was under the water. Old Man waited
for him to get up. He called to him. There was no answer.
Grandpa lay still. Old Man ran to get help as fast as he
could.

Grandpa was dead. They carried him to the house, and
Dr. Kenner came, but Old Man could hear his grandmother
crying, and he knew it by the funny look on the faces of his
uncles as they came out of the room. He sat in the kitchen
and talked to Patsy Cayce about it.

“Grandpa’s dead,” he said. “The horse killed him. Now
will they put him in the ground and bury him?”

“Hell go to the angels, Old Man,” Patsy said. “Mistuh
T. J. was a fine gentleman, and hell go to the angels.”

“Will I see him again?” Old Man asked.

Patsy bent down and peered at him.

“Sho’ you'll see him again,” she said. “Yo” has the second
sight, ain’t yo'?”

He didn’t know what she meant by that. Suddenly he
wanted his mother.

“I want to go home,” he said.

“I'll take yo’,” Patsy said.

She took his hand and went with him down to the road
and across it, to the little farmhouse where they had been
living since his father gave up keeping the store at the cross-
roads. He told his mother what had happened, and she sat
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for a long time and told him how death was just going back
to heaven, and living down here was just being away from
the angels for a while. ‘

“But Grandfather was my friend,” he said. “The angels
should have known that. I needed him to take me riding;
and he was going to teach me to fish and hunt.”

“Perhaps he will, even if he is an angel,” his mother said.

She took him back to the big house the next day, and he
saw them come for the funeral, in their carriages. He saw
all his uncles: Edgar, Clinton, Matthew, Robert E. Lee,
Lucian, and Delbert Cayce. His granduncles were there too:
George Washington, James Madison, and Franklin Pierce
Cayce. His Aunt Ella Cayce Jones was there, and his other
uncles, the Majors. There were more aunts, too, from the
other Major farms and the other Cayce farms. He couldn’t
remember all their names, and they all looked the same
when they were dressed up anyhow.

He stayed at the house with Patsy when they took
Grandpa and went away for the funeral. Standing by the
window, watching the carriages disappear down the road,
he could smell the appleblossoms and hear the bees rushing
to their hives.

It was a lonesome day. He walked home by himself and
went to play under the maple trees in front of the house,
where his playmates came to meet him when it was too
hot to play in the back yard.

They were nice little boys and girls, and he had wondered
for a long time why other people didn’t see them; but one
day he found out that they didn’t like other people to see
them. His father came to ask to whom he was speaking,
and when he turned around to point out his playmates, they
were gone. They came back after his father left.

But his mother could see them sometimes, and it made
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him happy. One day she looked through the window and
said, “Your playmates are waiting for you”; and when he
went out, there they were, sliding down the hayrick.

ted 1 £°d

It was a beautiful land in which to live. He loved the roll-
ing red and black fields that turned green with crops in the
summer, and the patches of forest that were haunted by shy
animals and filled with pleasant sounds. He liked the big
houses and the clusters of barns that dotted the landscape
as far as his eyes could see. He could go to any one of the
groups of barns and find some of his uncles or cousins work-
ing, and talk to them about fishing and hunting, about to-
bacco leaf, and about the weather.

There was always something doing in the barns, especially
in autumn, when the tobacco was being fired. Great logs
were rolled together and kept burning slowly, while the
smoke rose to the eaves, where the tobacco hung. He liked
to sit and become filled with the odor. He liked the smoke-
house, too, where a smudge fire of hickory and sassafras
chips sent incense drifting up to the bacon, the sausage,
and the shoulders of ham.

In winter there were all sorts of chores to do among the
long rows of stalls, in the harness room, among the nests of
machinery, and in the room where seed was kept and pre-
pared for spring.

By March the sun was lingering, and the earth turned
wet and soft. The brooks became loud and filled their eddies
with green scum. Walking along their edges he found croc-
uses lifting their heads. Shoots of jonquils pushed open the
long rows of the gardens.

Soon there was planting, and in May and June the tobacco
was put in. By then the woods were a fairyland, full of dog-
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wood and redbud, hickory and red and white oak trees,
hazelnut bushes, violets and jack-in;the-pulpits, skunk cab-
bage, pawpaws, and May apples—the little plant that is the
mandrake of the Bible, with a blossom in May and a fruit
that is ready to eat in late June and early July.

There were quail and rabbits, which he learned to hunt,
as he grew older, with an ancient muzzle-loader. His equip-
ment was a powder horn, a shot flask with caps, and a news-
paper for wadding. Sometimes the newspaper was not
tightly packed, and would stream out when the gun went
off, catching fire and making a wonderful sight.

There were plenty of fish, too, both in the brooks and in
the ponds. In summer fishing was his greatest joy. Then the
days were long and hot and the men worked in the fields.
The women stayed indoors, canning fruits and vegetables,
and he had no playmates but his sisters—a new one was
being born all the time, it seemed to him, until there were
four of them: Annie, Mary, Ola, and Sara. From them and
their dolls he was glad to get away for long hours beside the
water, dreaming as he waited for a fish to come and take
the worm he offered. His little play folk came to him there,
to be with him.

They were always his size; as he grew older, they grew
older: what he wanted to do was always what they wanted
to do. Sometimes there were only a few of them, sometimes
there were many. One day they would be all boys, another
day they would be all girls. They went away when another
person came, unless it was little Anna Seay. She was a
neighbor’s daughter, and just his age. The play folk seemed
to like her, and she could see them and even talk with them.

She was inquisitive. One day when it rained and they all
ran to the playhouse they had built in the top of one of the
barns, she asked the play folk why they didn’t get wet.
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- One of them said, “Oh, we can’t get wet. We live in the
flowers, and the music.”

“What music?” Anna asked.

“The music of everything,” the little fellow said.

Once he and Anna waded out to an island in the creek
at the back of her father’s farm, and there, at the water’s
edge, they found other little folk. But these would have
nothing to do with them. They said they had never been
girls or boys, and would rather play with the dragonflies.

He wondered if the play folk would ever come back after
the cold winter during which Anna and her father both died
of pneumonia. He thought that either they would go away
with her, or she would come to him with them. When spring
came and he went to the woods, they were there, but she
was not with them. As he played with them he suddenly
realized that they had stopped growing, that they were no
longer keeping pace with him. He knew then that he was
going to lose them.

He could barely remember the time when he had not
known them. He had made a little house under the butter
bean vines in the garden, and one day a boy came to play
with him. He told his mother about him, but she had not
seen him. The next day the boy came back and brought
some others with him. It was after that, one day, that his
mother saw them.

He dreaded the day when they would not come to meet
him, but when it arrived he found that he didn’t mind. He
listened more intently to the calls of the birds and to the
other sounds of the woods, until the living things around
him took the place of his invisible friends. The loneliness he
had been afraid of never came.

After a while his father began to run the store at the
crossroads again. There he sat quiet among the barrels and
boxes and listened to the men talk of politics and tobacco
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and the women discuss styles and the prices of things. He
liked to listen to the grownups talk, while they bought yards
of cloth, barrels of flour, sacks of rice, herbs, tea, medicine—
everything they did not raise or make on their farms. With
every dollar’s worth of goods they were entitled to a drink
from the whisky barrel, which stood in a comner with a
dipper hanging above it. The men paid the bills and col-
lected the premiums.

Next to his mother his grandmother was his best friend.
His father was nice, but he didn’t have time for a small boy:
he was always smoking a cigar, pulling on his mustache, and
talking to the men about politics; he was justice of the peace
now, and everyone called him “squire.” Grandmother was
always alone, or just fussing around the kitchen with Patsy
Cayce; she had lots of time to talk, and she liked him to tell
her about seeing Grandpa. He saw Grandpa sometimes in
the barns, usually when the tobacco was being fired. He
never told anyone but Grandmother; it was a secret between
them. Of course Grandpa wasn't really there; he was like
the little playmates, you could see through him if you
looked real hard.

He found that people meant things to talk about. Grand-
mother meant talking about Grandpa and about the farm,
and about what he would do when he grew up. Patsy Cayce
meant talking about good things to eat and about how fat
he was getting, except that he wasn’t, he was nearly skinny.
His father meant talking about growing up and being a big
fellow and going to school, and whether he had done his
chores. Talking to his sisters meant listening to them tell
about their dolls, and what they did that day, and what they
were going to do tomorrow. His mother was the only one
who didn’t mean certain things. They just talked about
everything and anything, and that was why he liked her
best of all. She never laughed at him or teased him, so he
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never was afraid to tell her what he thought. She never
needed to scold him, because he knew that she didn’t like
to, so he always did what she asked, and even more. It was
nice to be with her and do things for her. She was a good
friend.

He was seven before he went to school. That year his aunt,
Mrs. Ella Cayce Jones, had a boarder named Mrs. Ellison,
who had come from the West, where she had been a Mor-
mon, and, so she said, one of the wives of Brigham Young.
She had also been a schoolteacher, and the parents of the
neighborhood asked her to conduct a class for the smaller
children. Mrs. Jones provided a room in her house, and
Squire Cayce brought his son and several daughters to the
class.

Mrs. Ellison was a pretty, soft-spoken brunette. She was
gentle with the children, and they loved her. The squire’s
son learned things quickly in her class, because he wanted
to please her.

“I know my lesson,” he would say, and she would bend
down to question him. Then he could smell the sachet she
wore, and sometimes her hair would brush against his cheek
as she looked over his shoulder and listened to his answers.

But Mrs. Ellison went away when spring came, and in the
fall they sent him to the subscription school, by the cross-
roads near Liberty Church. He was frightened the first day;
the desk was too small for his long legs, he didn’t know any
of the lessons they talked about, and when the teacher spoke
to him all the children watched him and he got his feet
tangled under the desk and couldn’t stand up.

He didn’t like school. Every time the teacher called on
him he was thinking about something else, and didn’t know
the answer to the question.

“Don’t you ever stop dreaming?” Josie Tumer, his first
teacher, would say.
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He tried to keep his mind on the lesson, but it was no use.
While one of the other children was reciting he would look
out the window, toward the woods, or his grandmother’s,
and away his thoughts would go.

Grandmother was building a new house. There had been
a big fire the year before, and the old house had burned to
the ground. Now the new one was nearly finished, and while
the work was going on Squire Cayce decided to put up a
place of his own.

He picked a spot just at the edge of the woods that stood
between the bams of the big house and the road. It was a
pretty place, and when the cottage that he and his brothers
built was finished, everyone called it “the little house in the
woods.”

“0ld Man, will you read the next sentence?” Josie Turner
would say.

But he would be staring out the window, dreaming of his
new home, and the brook that ran through the woods, and
would not know the right place in the book.

When Dr. Doolin married Josie Turner and she left the
school he had to do better, because his father took over
the teaching job. His father was a stern man with a quick
temper; he struck first and asked questions afterward. But
still he dreamed and didn’t know the lessons, until his
knuckles had no skin on them for being rapped so often.

It was different when they took him to church. He was ten
the first time he went to services at Old Liberty. He liked
the story the preacher read from a book, and wanted to
know all about it. When they got home his mother gave
him her Bible, and he read it all the afternoon, until she
took it from him.

“You'll burn your eyes out,” she said.

“I'll get you a Bible of your own, next time I go to town,”
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his father said. He was proud of his son at last. “I'm glad
you like the Bible. It’s the greatest book in the world.”

Next Sunday at services the preacher said the church
needed a sexton. '

“What is a sexton?” he asked his mother.

“He’s the one who takes care of the building and cleans it
up,” she answered.

“I'll do it,” he said. “I'll be the sexton.”

It was a small building, and the work was not hard. He
swept the floors, dusted the pews, and fixed the pulpit for the
preacher. His father brought him a Bible from town. Mr.
Hopper, the owner of the bookstore, had refused to take
any money for it when he learned it was for a ten-year-old
boy who had asked for it himself.

“Every boy should have a Bible,” he told the squire, “and
when a boy asks for it, it’s a privilege to give it to him.” -

He wrote the date on the flyleaf—January 14, 1887—and
began reading. By the end of June he had gone through
the entire book.

That summer the Reverend John T. Hawkins held a series
of meetings at Old Liberty, and stayed at the big Cayce
house. Sitting by his grandmother’s side, the new sexton
heard his first theological discussions. He asked questions
himself, and when Mr. Hawkins had gone he began to inter-
rogate any preacher who came along. Whenever the officers
of Old Liberty got together he was there, and it was he
who usually started them discussing the Bible. He asked all
of them questions: his granduncles George Washington and
Franklin Pierce Cayce; his cousin Isaac H. Cayce; Daniel
Owsley; his uncle by marriage, Ed Jones; and any others
who would listen and give him answers. Once he had them
started he withdrew and listened to the arguments and
opinions.

Sometimes the men talked about things he did not under-
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stand at all. The congregation of Old Liberty belonged to
the Christian Church, a sect of the Presbyterian Church. A
branch of it had been founded in North Carolina by Barton
W. Stone, and another branch had been founded in Penn-
sylvania by Alexander Campbell. It was in Old Liberty that
these two men met for the first time.

The Christian Church practiced open communion, and
held the service every Sunday. It was when they talked
about this, and about hymn singing and Stone’s opinions and
Campbell’s opinions, that he was puzzled. Then he would
quietly move away, open his Bible to a favorite passage, and
live in the strength of Samson or David, or help heal the
sick and the lame with Jesus.

One day he conceived a great ambition. Often one of the
men would say, “Well, I've read the Bible through a dozen
times, and it seems to me . . .” or another would say, “As
often as I've read the Bible through it never seemed to me
that . . ” He wanted to be able to read the Bible through
many times. It would be nice if he could say that he had
read the Bible, well, say, once for every year of his life. He
had heard one of the men say, “I read the Bible through
every year,” and that gave him the idea. He would read as
£ast as he could until he had come even with his years, and
after that he would have to read it only once a year to keep
his record.

As soon as the idea entered his head he turned to Genesis
and began the task. From then on he never went anyplace
without his Bible, though he generally managed to conceal
it so people didn’t know he had it with him. He read at
every possible moment, giving only the time that was abso-
lutely necessary to his chores, and paying almost no atten-
tion to his schoolwork, since his father was no longer the

teacher. .
When spring came he went to the woods behind his new
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home and built a retreat for himself. It was a lean-to, fash-
ioned of saplings, fir branches, moss, bark, and reeds from
the edge of the brook, and it stood by the willows, where
the stream took a bend. The water always looked so inviting
that he dug himself a well, to act as a filter. There, with the
sun shining on him, he sprawled through the long spring
and summer afternoons, reading as if possessed. When
autumn faded and he had to go indoors, he huddled by the
kitchen stove, undisturbed by his mother, who looked over
his shoulder now and then to see what chapter he was read-
ing and to whisper something about it that helped him to
understand the words.

Again and again he went through the books and chapters,
until the pages were as familiar to him as the pictures on the
walls of the living room. Each time he waited from day to
day with rising excitement for the great climax: the last
chapter of Malachi, the end of the Old Testament, when the
coming of the Lord was prophesied:

“For, behold, the day cometh, that shall burn as an oven;
and all the proud, yea, and all that do wickedly, shall be
stubble: and the day that cometh shall burn them up, saith
the Lord of hosts, that it shall leave them neither root nor
branch.

“But unto you that fear my name shall the Sun of right-
eousness arise with healing in his wings; and ye shall go
forth, and grow up as calves of the stall.”

Just four more verses, after that, and he could turn the
page and find, “The New Testament of Our Lord and Sav-
iour Jesus Christ.” Then came the first chapter of Matthew:

“The book of the generation of Jesus Christ, the son of
David, the son of Abraham . . .”

Then he was happy, because Jesus triumphed over evil,
and healed the sick and the blind, and raised the dead. Even

- 44 -



THEZRE IS A RIVER

when they crucified Him, He rose from the dead, and went
to live with His Father in heaven. And in St. John He told
His disciples how they could also go to heaven, and how
all people could go there if they obeyed the law of loving
God and each other.

When it was all over and the fiery Book of Revelation was
finished he would rush back to the beginning, to be again
with his heroes of the wilderess, Babylon, Egypt, and the
Promised Land. Cain killed Abel, Noah built the Ark, Han-
nah bore Samuel, Lot’s wife was turned to a pillar of salt

. . on and on marched the heroes and the villains, the
wicked and the mighty.

So quickly did he read that, by his own count, he had
been from Adam to John a dozen times by the spring of his
thirteenth year. As soon as the weather was good he went
back to his retreat in the woods. There, one afternoon in
May as he sat at the entrance of the lean-to, reading the
story of Manoah, he became aware of the presence of some-
one else. He looked up.

A woman was standing before him. At first he thought
she was his mother, come to bring him home for the chores
—the sun was bright and his eyes did not see well after star-
ing at the book. But when she spoke he knew it was some-
one he did not know. Her voice was soft and very clear; it
reminded him of music.

“Your prayers have been heard,” she said. “Tell me what
you would like most of all, so that I may give it to you.”

Then he saw that there was something on her back; some-
thing that made shadows behind her that were shaped like
wings.

He was frightened. She smiled at him, waiting. He was
afraid his voice would not make a sound, the way it did in
dreams. He opened his mouth and heard himself saying:
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“Most of all I would like to be helpful to others, and espe-
cially to children when they are sick.”

He was thinking of Jesus and the disciples; he wanted to
be like a disciple.

Suddenly she was no longer there. He looked at the place
where she had stood, trying to see her in the beams of
light, but she was gone.

He took his Bible and ran home, anxious to tell his mother
about it. He found her in the kitchen, alone. She sat down
at the table and listened to him.

When he finished he was suddenly ashamed.

“Do you think I've been reading the Bible too much?”
he said. “It makes some people go crazy, doesn’t it?”

She reached over and took the book from his hands. Turn-
ing its pages to the Gospel of St. John she read to him:

“. . . Verily, verily, I say unto you, Whatsoever ye shall
ask the Father in my name, he will give it you.

“Hitherto have ye asked nothing in my name: ask, and
ye shall receive, that your joy may be full.”

She looked at him and smiled.

“Youre a good boy, you want to help others, why
shouldn’t your prayers be heard?” she said. “I don’t think
you need to stop reading the Bible. I'll know if something is
going wrong with you. But we had better not tell anyone
about this.”

“No, I just wanted to tell you, so I'd know what to think.
But what does it mean?” he asked.

She got up and went to where he was sitting, and put her
arms around him. .

“It might mean that you're going to be a doctor, perhaps
a very famous one, who will have great success with chil-
dren,” she said. “It might mean that you're going to be a
preacher, or a missionary. Sometimes, you know, men study
medicine and then go out as missionaries, so they carry the
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word of God and help the sick in heathen lands at the same
time.”

“That’s what I'd like to be, a missionary,” he said.

“Well, let’s get a start by cleaning the milk pails,” she said.
“Cleanliness is next to godliness.”

That night he slept very little; the next day he was more
than ordinarily dull and listless in school. The teacher, his
uncle Lucian, asked him to spell “cabin.” He couldn’t do it.
Uncle Lucian was irritated.

“Stay after school and write it five hundred times on the
blackboard,” he said.

It took a long time to write the word so many times. He
was late getting home. There was no time to go to the
woods; he had to hurry to get the afternoon chores finished
before the supper chores were ready.

Squire Cayce was furious when he came in. The family
was disgraced, he said. Uncle Lucian had told him what a
stupid son he had. All during supper the squire talked about
it. After supper he took the spelling book and the boy and
went into the parlor.

“You're going to start learning your lessons or Il know
the reason why,” he said. “Sit down here now, and get to
business.”

It was a long evening. Time after time the squire would
take the book and ask the lesson. The answers would be
wrong. He would hand back the book and say grimly, “All
right. T'll ask it again in another half hour.”

The girls and the mother went to bed. At ten o'clock the
answers were still wrong. The squire, exasperated, slapped
the boy out of his chair, then hauled him up from the floor
and set him down again.

“One more chance,” he said.

At half past ten the answers were again wrong. Again the
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boy was knocked out of his chair, landing on the floor.
Slowly he got to his feet. He was tired and sleepy.

As he sat in the chair he thought he heard something. His
ears were ringing from the blow that had floored him, but
he heard words, inside him. It was the voice of the lady he
bad seen the day before. She was saying, “If you can sleep
a little, we can help you.”

He begged his father for a rest; just for a few minutes. He
would know the lesson then, he was sure.

“I'm going into the kitchen,” the squire said. “When I
come back I'm going to ask you that lesson once more. It’s
your last chance. You'd better know it.”

He went out of the room. The boy closed his spelling book,
put it back of his head, curled up in the chair, and almost
immediately was asleep.

When the squire returned from the kitchen he snatched
the book, waking him up.

“Ask me the lesson. I know it now,” the boy said.

The squire began. The answers came quickly, certainly.
They were correct.

“Ask me the next day’s lesson. I'll bet I know that, too,”
he said.

The squire asked the next lesson. All the answers were
correct.

“Ask me anything in the book,” the boy said.

The squire skipped through the pages at random, asking
the hardest words he saw. The answers were correct. The
boy began to tell where the words occurred on the page
and what the illustrations were.

“There’s a picture of a silo on that page. The word
‘synthesis’ is just under it. S-y-n-t-h-e-s-i-s.”

The squire closed the book and slammed it on the table.
His patience was exhausted.

“What kind of nonsense is this?” he roared. “You knew
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that lesson all the time. You knew the whole book. What's
the idea? Do you want to stay where you are in school so you
won’t have any more studying to do? Are you as lazy as all
that? Do you want to stay in the Third Reader all your
life?”

“I didn’t know it until I slept on it, honest,” the boy said.

The squire knocked him out of the chair again.

“Go to bed,” he said, “before I lose my temper!”

The boy ran upstairs, taking his book with him. Under the
covers he prayed his thanks to the lady and hugged the
speller.

Next morning after his father had gone he gave the book
to his mother and asked her to listen to his recitation of the
lesson. He still knew it. He told her what had happened and
she kissed him and told him she was sure the lady was
keeping her promise.

In school he was brilliant at spelling, but woeful as ever
in his other subjects. He took the books home with him and
put them under his pillow before going to sleep. Then he
thought about the lady and prayed to her. Next day when
Uncle Lucian asked him a question in geography the picture
of a page in the textbook leaped to his mind, and he read
the answer from it.

It was the same in other subjects. Each day he took his
books home, and at night he slept on them. He had an idea
that the first time was all that was necessary, but he wanted
to take no chances. Besides, it would make everyone believe
that he studied hard if he were seen with a lot of books.

He began to make progress as a scholar. Uncle Lucian
advanced him a grade, and spoke to the squire about it.

“He seems to know everything in the book, Leslie. No
matter what I ask him, he has the right answer. It’s almost
as if he were reading it. But I know he doesn’t cheat. He
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keeps his books in his desk and stands up and looks right
at me when he recites.”

The squire took his son aside when he got home and
asked a few questions.

“What’s going on? How do you do itP” he said. “Is there
anything to that sleeping business you told me about?”

“That’s all I do, just sleep on them. When I wake up I
know everything in the book. I don’t know how it happens,
but it works.”

The squire stroked his mustache.

“I hope you're not crazy,” he said.



THE presidential campaign of 1892 was exciting for
Christian County. Cleveland was trying to regain
the office he had lost to Harrison in 1888, and for
a running mate he had Adlai E. Stevenson, a native of the
county. Everyone turned out to support the local boy who
had made good, and Squire Cayce, who loved politics in any
form, made speeches, argued at the crossroads store, and
promised to take his fifteen-year-old son to Hopkinsville, the
county seat, for the celebration.

Cleveland wor and plans were made for a parade and a
monster party. The day before it happened the new teacher
at the school, Mr. B. F. Thomb, called the squire’s son to his
desk at recess time.

“Old Man,” he said, “I've been talking to your father. I
remarked to him that you were mybest student; that you
always knew your lessons. He told me that you go to sleep
to learn them. Others have mentioned the same thing. What
is it? How do you do it?”

“I don’t know, really. . . . I just seemed to know once
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that, if I put my head on a book and went to sleep, I'd know
the lesson. Then I did it with other books, and it worked.
I don’t know what it is.”

He was embarrassed, blushing.

“There’s nothing odd about it,” Mr. Thomb said. “Don’t
feel that you are different. There are many strange things
in life that we know nothing about. How do you see your
lessons, in pictures?”

“Yes, I see pictures of the pages.”

“Well, I won’t bother you any more about it. But I think
it’s something that should be studied. There are so many
things we don’t know about.

“Don’t let it worry you, and don’t stop doing it. There’s
no harm in it. Now run along and play with the rest of the
boys.”

He ran out and joined the game of Old Sow—a variation
of Prisoner’s Base—that the boys were playing. He ran faster
than usual, and threw the ball harder, trying to forget the
feeling that came over him when he thought about being
different from others. People were always staring at him
now, and the boys would holler, “Hey, Old Man, how about -
sleeping on our lessons for us?”

It was because his father told everybody about it. The
squire was proud of his son, and wanted him to show folks
how smart he was, and how quickly he could learn anything
by sleeping on it.

He burned with shame every time he thought about it.

“Run, Old Man! Run!” the boys shouted.

He ran, and made it, but the ball hit him on the end of
the spine just as he reached the base.

The bell rang then, and they ran into the classroom. All
during the afternoon he acted queerly, laughing and
giggling, making faces, throwing spitballs. Mr. Thomb was
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distressed, but did not keep him after school, thinking his
questions had upset the boy.

Going home he rolled on the ground, jumped into ditches,
and stood in the middle of the road, stopping buggies and
teams with upraised hands. At home his mother had put
some green coffee beans in a pan and was roasting them on
the kitchen stove. He took the pan in his hands, unmindful
of its heat, and went into the yard. There he sowed the
coffee as if it were seed.

During supper he threw things at his sisters, laughed up-
roariously, and made faces at his father. The squire put him
to bed.

When he was under the covers he became serious. He
gave instructions for a poultice, to be put on the back of his
head, near the base of the brain. He was suffering from
shock, he said, and would be all right in the morning if the
poultice were applied.

“What shall I do?” the squire said to his wife.

“Make it,” his wife said. “There isn’t anything in it that
can hurt him: corn meal, onions, and some herbs. Come and
help me. I'll fix it.”

When it was ready they put it on the back of his head,
and when he was satisfied with its position he relaxed and
went to sleep. Several times during the night he shouted,
“Hurrah for Cleveland!” and pounded the wall with his fist,
but did not wake up. To keep him from harming himself
the squire pulled the bed away from the wall.

When he opened his eyes the next moming neighbors
and relatives were sitting around the bed, keeping vigil.

“What's the matter?” he asked. “Did I get run over?”

He remembered nothing from the time he had left Mr.
Thomb at recess. The squire told him what had happened.

“You told us it was a shock, and to put the poultice on
the back of your neck. How do you feel now?”
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“T'm fine!” He jumped out of bed. “Can I still go to the
celebration in town tonight?”

The squire beamed at his relatives and friends.

“Cured himself,” he said. “Ever see the beat of it? I tell
you he’s the greatest fellow in the world when he’s asleep.

“Sure, we're going to the celebration, Old Man! We've got
two things to celebrate: Adlai Stevenson getting elected
vice-president and you getting better!”

The relatives and friends said nothing. With thoughtful
faces they watched the boy get dressed, then filed out of the
room and went downstairs. They did not talk among them-
selves until they were out of the house.

Hopkinsville had its gayest time in generations that night.
Torchlights illuminated the streets, banners and flags and
bunting turned the business section into a carnival lot,
whisky flowed as easily as talk. Crowds jammed the side-
walks, overflowed to the roads, inundated the saloons. The
squire and his son wandered about; the squire talked, took
an occasional drink, listened to his friends, laughed at their
jokes. The boy said nothing. He was having a good time
with his eyes and ears. He even liked the fist fights that
broke out periodically. But when one man pulled a gun
from his pocket and shot another man who was only ten
feet away from where he stood with his father, a wave of
sickness swept over him and he wanted to go home. While
men and policemen milled around he sat down on the curb.

When the excitement was over the squire found him and
patted him fondly on the head.

“Well, it’s been quite a day, Old Man,” he said. “Let’s go
back to the wagon. These people are getting too drunk.
Somebody’s apt to get hurt.”
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This was to be his last year in school. He was sixteen in
March and big enough to do a man’s work. His Uncle Lee
gave him a job. Uncle Lee was farming the old place for
Grandmother.

All that remained of his boyhood was the closing exer-
cises at school. He was to recite a piece; he began searching
through his English books, trying to decide which selection
he liked best. His father settled the matter for him.

On one of his trips to town the squire met Congressman
Jim MacKenzie, who had won fame for himself in Wash-
ington by fighting to have the tax removed from quinine.
He had made a fiery speech in the House of Representatives
and had been nicknamed “Quinine Jim.” President Cleve-
land was sending him to Peru as minister, and he was at
home for a visit before sailing to take over his post. He and
the squire had a drink to celebrate the honor to Christian
County.

The squire, pressed for something to match his friend’s
distinction, bragged about his son. The boy could remember
anything, he said, if only he were allowed to sleep on it. The
congressman was skeptical. The squire insisted. The con-
gressman demanded proof. The squire offered to produce it:
his son was to make a declamation at the school exercises
in a few days. He would let the congressman select the dec-
lamation; the boy would sleep on it; the congressman could
witness the results.

That gave the congressman an idea. The declamation
would have to be long enough, and difficult enough, so the
boy could not ordinarily learn it in the short time remaining
before the exercises. Suppose he chose his own quinine
speech? Would that be satisfactory?

The squire expanded. Not only would it be satisfactory,
he would go further. He would promise not even to show
the boy the speech. He would not even let him sleep on it.
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Then how, the congressman wanted to know, could the
boy learn it?

“L” the squire said, “will read it to him while he is asleep.”

Thus it was agreed. The next night the boy went to sleep
in an easy chair in the living room, first thinking about the
lady and asking her, in his mind, to help him. Then, while
he slept, the squire read the speech. It took him more than
an hour. When he finished and the boy awakened, the test
was given. The boy began to recite the speech. He knew
it perfectly.

To make certain, the squire repeated his reading of the
text the next night, and again the next. On the following
night the exercises took place, with the congressman present.
It was a hot night. There were other speeches, other dec-
lamations; awards were given, diplomas passed out. Then
the boy recited his piece. It took him an hour and a half.
The congressman and the squire were delighted. Everyone
else had the fidgets.

So the summer came, and manhood. He didn’t feel grown
up, but he worked all day with the men in the fields, and
they treated him as an equal. He ate most of his meals at the
big house, and talked to Grandmother a good deal. She was
sick; she had taken to her bed the day the tobacco was put
in, in May. His mother nursed her, and in the evenings,
when his mother went home to look after the girls, he
would sit by her bedside and tell her about the day’s work
on the farm. n she would tell him the things she had
found in her‘houghts during the day.

They were old things, queer things, things about farming
and weather, things about the family and its members, funny
things that had happened to her when she was young.
Fondly she took them out of her mind for him to see, caress-
ing them with the gentle hands of memory. /

She told him all about the Cayces. She"herself was one of

0560



THERE IS A RIVETR

the family. Her mother had been a granddaughter of old
Shadrach Cayce, who left Powha@an County to live in Frank-
lin, Tennessee.

“One of Shadrach’s brothers, Archibald, went to South
Carolina,” she said. “He founded the town of Cayce in that
state. It's not much of a place now, but there’s a famous
Cayce house there, with a desk from Comwallis’s tent in it,
and it was from that place that a young lady named Emily
Geiger set out one day on a ride that was a lot more exciting’
than Paul Revere’s.”

And she told him, while twilight faded and the odor of
wisteria came into the room on the night air, of how pretty,
eighteen-year-old Emily Geiger in 1781 rode a hundred
miles on horseback from Cayce to Camden, carrying a mes-
sage from General Greene to General Sumter, advising that
Lord Rawdon’s forces were divided and could perhaps be
defeated if both American armies moved quickly and
joined each other for the attack.

“General Greene could find no one to take the message,
because that hundred miles was through the worst Tory
country in the south. When she heard this, Emily Geiger
volunteered, and insisted that she be allowed to go. She
was familiar with the road, she said, and the British, who
were in command of it all the way, would be less likely
to stop her than a man.

“She started on a good, strong horse, and everything went
well until the afternoon of the second day. Then she was
stopped by the British, questioned, and detained for search.
While the men were waiting for two Tory women to arrive
and conduct the search, Emily, alone in a room, tore the
message into bits and ate it. She had committed it to memory
of course. .

“They had to let her go after searching her and finding
nothing, and Lord Rawdon—it was his men who stopped her
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—gave her an escort to the home of some of her relatives,
a few miles away. She would not stay the night, though,
fearing pursuit, so after dark she mounted a fresh horse,
rode all night and all the next morning, and on the afternoon
of the third day reached the territory held by General
Sumter. She delivered her message, the Americans got to-
gether and won the battle, and if that isn’t better than Paul
Revere, you tell me.”

“That’s a grand story. The Cayces have been in history all
right, haven't they?”

“Then there was Pleasant Cayce, my granduncle, one of
Shadrach’s sons,” she went on. “He went into Fulton
County, Kentucky, and founded the town of Cayce there.

“William came here, of course, but his brother George
went out to Illinois.”

She laughed a little, and the great feather mattress
trembled on its springs.

“The only word your great-grandfather ever heard from
his brother was a letter in which George complained that
he was being cheated out of some fence rails and was going
to put the law on a fellow named Abraham Lincoln.

“Old William used to laugh over that. He had a great
sense of humor, in some ways. I think it was a joke with
him to name all his sons after Presidents—George Washing-
ton, James Madison, Franklin Pierce, and your grandfather,
Thomas Jefferson Cayce. Everyone said it was because he
was such a great patriot, but I always had a sneaking sus-
picion that he wanted to make sure none of his boys would
ever be president, so he named them after fellows who al-
ready had been elected.”

She sighed and let her smile run back into the lines of her
tired face.

“I'reckon I shouldn’t be talking that way, when I'm going
to meet my Maker so soon. But somehow I can’t be solemn
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about it. They must have some good laughs for themselves
up there. How could they stand it? It won’t be heaven to me
or your grandfather, either, if we can’t have a good laugh
now and then.”

“You'll be up and around for the harvest,” he said. “Mother
says youre getting better every day.”

“No, she doesn’t, and you needn’t try to fool me. I'm not a
bit afraid to go. Why should I be? I've lived a long time.
Why, I was an old woman the day you were born.

“I remember the day—March 18, 1877. It was a lovely
Sunday. We had all the boys at the dinner table except
Edgar and Leslie. They were the only two who were mar-
ried then. Ella was there. She told us Dr. Doolin had gone
over to the house. My goodness, your father was only
twenty-three and your mother was barely twenty-one when
you were born! Do you realize that?

“We all went over after dinner. The boys stood around
on the porch with your father, and I could hear them argu-
ing about crops and politics. It was so warm and sunny
we opened some of the windows.

“I heard the first squall you made. It was at three o’clock,
exactly. And I gave you your first bath.”

She sighed again. Then the smile came back.

“It's wonderful what grows from those little things—
babies. They’re so little and so ugly and so helpless! And
now this one is working on the farm for me: a grown
man!”

She reached out and patted his arm.

“It isn’t too hard for you, is it?”

“No, I like it.”

“Tomorrow is the anniversary of your grandfather’s death,
the eighth of June, twelve years ago. You know the peach
tree he planted in the orchard? The last tree he put there?
I've shown it to you.”
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“Yes, I know it.”

“Bring me a peach from it tomorrow. It’s the last one I'll
ever eat from that tree, I know. Will you bring it?”

“Sure, but you'll be eating a lot of them yet.”

“Bring me one tomorrow; we'll see.”

He brought her a peach from the tree the next evening.
She ate it slowly, while he sat watching. When it was
finished she gave him the pit and told him to plant it.

“Just for my sake,” she said, “and your grandfather’s.”

She settled into her memories again.

“Your grandfather was a very remarkable man, you know.
Anything he touched would grow. He had more than a green
thumb; it was like magic. All the wells in this neighborhood
were dug where he told the men to dig them, and they al-
ways found water.

“Many’s the day a neighbor would come and ask him to
locate a well for him. Off he'd go, and somewhere along the
way he’d cut a hazel twig, with a good fork. Then he’d walk
around the ground on which the farmer wanted the well,
until the twig told him where to stop. The little branches
on the fork of the twig would twitch. ‘Right here,” he’d say,
and there they'd dig, and there they'd find water.”

“I've tried that. I tried it out in the woods behind the
little house, and when I dug down a ways I found water.”

“Yes, I believe you can do it. You're a great deal like your
grandfather. It may be that you have the same powers. It
may be that you have different ones. Your grandfather
could never sleep on a book and wake up knowing what was
in it. He fell asleep over many a one, but when he woke up
he didn’t know any more than before.

“But he could see things, the way you tell me you can see
him in the barns sometimes. ‘Oh, they’re there for everyone
to see,” he would say to me. ‘It just needs a sharp eye.” But
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it needs more than that. It takes second sight, whatever
that is. ,

“He could do things, too. He could make tables and chairs
move, and brooms dance, without touching them. But he
never made a show of it. I don’t believe anyone ever saw him
do it but myself. He used to say to me, ‘Everything comes
from God. Some men are more intelligent than others, and
can make more money. Some can sing divinely, some can
write poetry. I can make things grow. The Lord said there
is set before each of us good and evil, for us to choose.
So if I spend all my time making brooms dance and doing
tricks for people’s entertainment, that would be choosing
evil””

“I reckon Grandpa was right,” he said. “I don’t like to do
tricks for people, like that speech I had to recite. I'd like to
help people and be a minister.”

“You will, perhaps. But your first duty is to your mother.
You're her only son, and she’s a lovely woman. Sons mean
more to a mother than anything else—more than daughters
or husbands. Your father is a good man, but he has a large
family and his job is a hard one. Sons can do little things
for their mothers that husbands don’t know how to do, any-
how. You must always be good to your mother.”

“It’s easy to promise you that. It’s what I like to do best!”

“I hope you always will. Perhaps youll be going up to
town to live soon. Your father wants to go. Perhaps he
should. He can do anything with people—he likes them and
they like him. He can’t do a thing with land or animals.
It’s strange, when he comes from generations of farmers. But
perhaps he should go; perhaps he would do well in busi-
ness or politics.

“Anyhow, you look after your mother. And don’t be afraid
of that power you have, whatever it is. Just don’t misuse it.
If you hear voices, compare what they have to say with what
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Jesus says in the Bible. If you see things, compare them
with what you know to be beautiful and good. Compare
everything with what your mother does and says and is.
Never do anything that will hurt another person. Don’t be
afraid. Don’t be proud.”

She talked on quietly, her hand resting lightly on his arm.

“You will be meeting girls, and wanting them. You'll think
they are wonderful creatures, and some of them are. But
remember that theyll be wanting you, too. A man wants to
fall in love ... a woman wants to get married. You
shouldn’t be possessed too much. You're the kind that must
keep a certain part free . . . maybe it’s because it belongs
to God, and shouldn’t be taken by a woman. She’s only flesh
and blood . . . but he never thinks so . . . he wants to
give her everything he has . . . even the littlest thoughts
he thinks. . . .V

She died on the day in August when they began to harvest
the tobacco. He was holding her hand when it stopped
trembling and turned cold. They buried her next to Grandpa,
in the cemetery with all the other Cayces.

That was also the summer he fell in love. He was different
from other boys, he knew. He didn’t play baseball, or
wrestle; he had never run a race, or spun a top, or picked a
fight. He had never cared for girls. But now there was one he
worshiped, and whenever he could he went to see her;
sometimes he took her for rides in Grandmother’s best
buggy; sometimes they went on picnics or hayrides. He tried
to act very grown-up for her. He smoked—but he didn’t
tell her that it was necessity: the odor of the tobacco in the
fields and barns nauseated him so that to protect himself
he had taken up the use of a pipe, which somehow cured
the trouble. He talked about crops. He told her about the
Sunday-school class he was teaching at Old Liberty. But on
parties and picnics when the other boys got together and
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discussed ball games, horse races, county politics, gambling,
and cockfights, he had to be silent. He didn’t belong to that
world.

One Sunday there was a picnic in the woods behind the
little house where he lived. He led her to the bend of the
creek at the willows, where he had built his lean-to and read
the Bible. He had not been there for many years. The lean-to
had fallen in, the well was filled up.

They sat by the creek and talked. He told her of his am-
bition to become a minister, of his love for her, even of his
vision. She was the first to share it besides his mother. He
proposed to her.

“I know were only youngsters,” he said, “but I'm going
to work hard and amount to something.

“Maybe Ill be the best preacher in the county. We can
have a church like Old Liberty, and a farm, with tobacco
and all kinds of crops. Well have a flower garden, and
horses to ride, too.”

She tossed a stone into the water. Suddenly she laughed.

“I like you,” she said, giving his arm a squeeze, “but
youre so funny. Only the colored people talk about seeing
things that aren’t there.

“Besides”—she looked away from him—"T don’t want to be
a preacher’s wife. It isn’t any fun. I like to go to parties, and
dances, and things. What's the use of being stuffy? I want a
man—a real man of the world; one who will do manly things
instead of just sitting around dreaming all the time.”

She went to the water’s edge.

“Then he’ll come back and take me in his arms and kiss me
and force me to love him. You would never do that. You'd
rather read the Biblel”

He was shocked. He tried to argue. He told her that he
wanted to love her the way she wanted to be loved.
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“I don’t believe it,” she said. “And anyway—Pa says you're
not right in the head.”

He stopped arguing when he heard that. Her father was
one of the doctors in the neighborhood. He talked with all
the farmers. They must think the same thing.

They walked back to the other picnickers. He took her
home and said good-bye. Her mother didn’t ask him to stay
for Sunday supper. He realized now that she had never been
cordial, had never asked him for dinner, or even into the
kitchen for a glass of milk.

That night he lay awake, wondering if he were crazy. He
thought about the vision of the lady, of sleeping on his les-
sons, and what they said he had done after being hit by the
ball at school. He thought about his love for the Bible. No
other boy in the neighborhood cared about it at all.

When he finally fell asleep he dreamed. The next morn-
ing he remembered everything about it, and told it to his
mother.

He was walking through a grove of small, cone-shaped
trees. The ground was blanketed with vines bearing white
starflowers. A girl walked by his side, clinging to his arm.
Her face was veiled. They were happy, content, in love.

The ground sloped downward to a stream of clear water
running over white sand studded with pebbles. Small fish
swam in the water. He and the girl crossed to the other side
and met a male figure, bronze skinned, naked except for a
loincloth, and winged at the feet and shoulders. He carried
a cloth of gold. They stopped when they came to him.

“Clasp your right hands,” he said.

Over the joined hands he laid the cloth of gold.

“United you may accomplish anything,” he said. “Alone
you will do very little.”

He disappeared.

They walked on and came to a road. It was muddy. While
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they looked at it, wondering how to cross it without soiling
their clothes, the figure appeared again.

“Use the cloth,” he said. Then he disappeared again.

They waved the cloth. They were on the other side of the
road.

They walked on until they came to a cliff. It was smooth,
offering no foothold. He found a knife, sharp enough to cut
niches in the soft rock. He cut steps, and mounted the face
of the cliff by them, drawing his companion up after him.
Higher and higher they went, but the top was still out of
reach.

There the dream ended.

“What do you think it means?” he asked his mother.

She laughed and gave him a pat on the shoulder.

“That one is easy,” she said, “even for me. It’s about your
wife-to-be. You see, she’s veiled, because you haven’t met
her yet. But she is waiting for you somewhere, and already
your souls are in love and happy together. As soon as you
meet her you will both know that. It's what we call falling
in love, but it’s just two souls that were destined to be to-
gether, recognizing each other.

“You cross the stream of water easily. That’s the proposal,
or engagement. It’s so easy, and everything seems clear.
Then you are married. The marriage bond is the cloth of
gold, and whenever you get into a hard place, the love you
have for each other, and your faithfulness to that bond, will
see you through. When two people are truly in love and
are good and faithful Christians, nothing can stop them.

“And the cliff, of course, is your job of making a living and
providing for your wife and family. That's why you had to
do the work of cutting the steps.

“Now, don’t you think that’s a good explanation?”

“Yes, that sounds like the right interpretation. That must
be what it meant, all right.”
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“Well, drink your coffee, then, and stop dreaming. Lee
will be wondering what happened to you.”
He felt much better.

Eed o] o]

The year turned its face to the west and died. With his
mother gone, the squire’s last interest in farming faded. He
decided to move to town, and his wife agreed with him. In
Hopkinsville the girls could attend school regularly, and the
terms would not be hampered by planting and harvesting.
Moreover, it offered more opportunities for some sort of
work when they were finished with school, and provided a
better environment for meeting prospective husbands.

The squire decided to sell insurance, and also got a job
with the building and loan association.

“Well, Old Man,” he said to his son, “what are you going
to do? Coming up to the big city to seek your fortune?”

He would have liked to go to town, if it meant more
school, but it didn’t. It just meant a job, probably in a to-
bacco warehouse.

“I think I'll stay on the farm,” he said. “Uncle Clint wants
me to go over with him. I'd like to learn farming before I
try anything else. Then I can always come back to it.”

“Excellent idea,” the squire said. “Well, welll miss you.”

* They left on a cold January day. All their belongings were
piled in one wagon, with the girls holding it down. Behind,
and dropping more and more in the rear as mile after mile
went by, he drove their cow. They reached town at dusk,
and he stayed with them that night in the house they'had
taken on West Seventh Street. There was a barn for the
cow, and the back yard stretched, unfenced, to good graz-
ing land.

Next morning he walked through the town, looking for a
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lift down to the country. The place was too busy; he didn’t
like it. He got a ride with one of his cousins and went back
to his uncle Clint’s farm. _

He liked his work, especially when spring came and he
could get out of the barns and into the fields. He was alone
most of the day then, plowing, fallowing, planting. He had
lots of time to think about being a preacher, and about the
vision, and the dream of the veiled lady and the cloth of
gold. Mostly he thought about being a preacher.

He knew he had to get more schooling, but he thought
he could manage that. First he would save some money of
his own. Then, if he had a start, so that no one could doubt
his good intentions, perhaps some friend, like Mr. Wilgus
for instance, would let him borrow some. He could work
while he was going to school, and if the lady continued to
help him he could sleep on his lessons and get through all
the classes before the regular time.

Mr. Wilgus still came down to hunt with him, and always
looked at the little mark on his face where a piece of shot
from his gun was lodged. It wasn’t anything; one day he
had been too close when Mr. Wilgus fired at a bird, and a
piece of lead bounced and hit him. But Mr. Wilgus always
seemed to be sorry about it.

“I hate to take you out with me when I'm going to shoot,”
Mr. Wilgus would say, “but there’s no use in going alone,
because by myself I never find anything.”

Yes, Mr. Wilgus would probably help him, and some of
the preachers would do what they could, because they
seemed to like him. In the meantime he could keep reading
the Bible and teaching Sunday school. Someday his chance
would come. His father might even make a lot of money in
Hopkinsville.

One day in late August Uncle Clint sent him to plow a
cornfield, giving him a mule that belonged to one of the men
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who had been hired for the tobacco harvesting. All day he
followed behind the mule, guiding the plow. Once he
stopped to mend it. Kneeling, he suddenly was aware of a
presence. He knew who it was, though he saw nothing.

“Leave the farm,” she said. “Go to your mother. She
needs you. You are her best friend; she misses you. Every-
thing will be all right.”

He knew that she was gone, after that, but he hesitated
to look up. When he got to his feet he grasped the plow
handles and kept his eyes on the ground.

When evening came he mounted the mule and drove to
the farmhouse. As he came up the men looked at him
queerly. The owner of the mule ran to him.

“Get down!” he shouted. “That mule will kill you!”

He got down, bewildered.

“She’s never been ridden,” the man said. “Won’t let any-
body get on her. What happened?”

“Nothing. I just got on and rode her home.”

One of the men said, “She’s too tired to fuss. Good time
to break her in. Give her a try yourself.”

The owner mounted the mule. The mule threw him off.
The men looked at the boy. Sick at heart, he turned and
walked away. After supper he packed his belongings and
walked to town.



was nothing to keep him up at night, and no one got

up until seven o’clock in the morning. From long habit
he rose at dawn, though his new job at the bookstore did
not require that he be at work until eight. To fill in the time
he did chores for his mother. He liked to bring in the cow
and milk her: she was an old friend, and she seemed to
sympathize with his distrust of the town. She didn’t like it
either. Frequently she wandered during the night from the
back yard to the bottom land a few hundred yards from
the house, where no habitations were visible and a creek
like the one at home meandered along.

He went there to hunt her one spring morning and saw a
man sitting by the creek, reading a book. He was a well-
dressed man, apparently not from Hopkinsville. He looked
as if he might have come from a big city, such as Louisville
or Cincinnati. He looked up from his book and smiled.

“Looking for a cow?” he asked.
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“Yes, sir.” The book he was reading had a familiar look
to it.

“On the other side of the creek, just beyond that patch
of brush.”

“Thank you.” The book looked very much like a Bible.

When the cow had been led across the stream the man
looked up again.

“Nice animal you have there,” he said.

“Yes, sir. She’s a fine cow.” It was the Bible. “Excuse me,
sir, but isn’t that the Bible you're reading?”

“Why, yes. Do you know it?”

“I've read it"—he tried to make his voice sound casual—
“eighteen times, once for each year of my life.”

“Welll” It sounded as if he wanted to say, “What for?”
but he smiled again and closed the book.

“Can you sit down here and tell me about yourself? I'm
interested. My name is Moody. Dwight L. Moody. I've come
to town to preach a few sermons.”

“At the Sam Jones Tabernacle? Wait until I stake out
this cow.”

“Yes, I'm to be at the tabernacle.”

The cow preferred to stay near him. She was lonely, and
wanted to be milked.

“I was going to the meeting tonight. I like to hear
preachers!”

“Good. Now tell me how you’ve managed to read the Bible
so often.”

“Well, it was just an idea I had, so one day . . .”

The cow waited. Now and then she went up and nuzzled
her master, trying to coax him away.

“So now it’s easy. I just read three chapters a day and five
on Sunday, and I'm finished in a year.”

“Have you thought of being a preacher, perhaps a mis-
sionary?”
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“Oh, yes. That’s what I want to be most of all. But there’s
one question I'd like to ask you. You're a preacher. Has God
ever talked to you? Have you ever had visions?”

Mr. Moody smiled.

“Can you come here tomorrow morning?” he asked.

“Oh, yes. I'd like to very much.”

“Be here early, and welll watch the sunrise together.
Wherever I am I like to find a quiet spot such as this and
come each morning to watch the day begin. Come tomorrow
and I'll answer your question.”

They parted; the cow led the way home, anxious to get
to the barn.

His mother was waiting with the milking pails.

“I was talking to Mr. Moody, the man who is going to
speak at the tabernacle. He was down by the creek, reading
his Bible.”

“Mr. Moody? Why, he’s a famous evangelist. What in the
world was he doing talking to you?”

“We were talking about the Bible. I asked him if God had
ever talked to him and he’s going to tell me all about it
tomorrow morning. Were going to his meeting tonight,
aren’t we?”

“Yes, your father has the tickets. Come, now, let’s get the
milking done.”

She laughed.

“If you don’t get into the worst mixups with your Biblel
Did you tell him that you're missing the first twenty chap-
ters of Genesis because a sheep ate them?”

The tabernacle, a gigantic auditorium seating five thou-
sand, built by and named for the great evangelist Sam
Jones, was filled that night when Moody appeared on the
platform. For two hours he held his audience spellbound.
Next morning when he reached the creek at the edge of
town the boy he had met there the day before was waiting,
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“Good morning, sir,” he said. “You made a very fine ser-
mon last night. Everyone was talking about it.”

“Well, I'm glad to hear that, Edgar. How did you like it?”

Edgar . . . it was strange to be called that name. He had
always been just Old Man to the folks he knew. Edgar
sounded nice, even dignified, coming from Mr. Moody. It
didn’t sound sissy, the way he had always thought of it as
being. It would be a good name for a minister: The
Reverend Edgar Cayce will now deliver his famous sermon
on The Bible and Its Meaning to Me.

“Oh, I liked it, sir. It was the finest sermon I ever listened
to.”

“Then it was a great success for me, too. If I really make
an impression on one person with each sermon, I'll be doing
well, very well.

“Now, I've been thinking about the question you asked
me yesterday. What made you ask it? Have you heard God
talking?”

“I don’t know. I heard something. I don’t know what it
was. You see, when I was reading the Bible one day . . .”

They sat on a log, facing east. As the red edge of the sun
came up the story unfolded—the vision, the voice, the dream,
the lessons conquered by sleeping on books, the mending
of the plow, the riding of the mule.

Mr. Moody listened, staring at the whirling, pitching,
eddying water of the creek. When the story was finished he
said:

“You’re not crazy, or queer. Lots of people have told me
of visions and voices and messages from the beyond. Some
of them are fooling themselves. I am sure you are not doing
that.

“The Bible tells us about spirits, and about visions. It
seems that there is a difference between these things. The
Bible speaks of being possessed by evil spirits, and says, ‘A
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man or woman that hath a familiar spirit, or that is a wizard,
shall surely be put to death; they shall stone him with
stones: their blood be upon them.’ Then it speaks of visions,
which seem to be the voices or messages of good spirits.
God tells Aaron and Miriam: ‘Hear now my words: If there
be a prophet among you, I the Lord will make myself known
unto him in a vision, and will speak unto him in a dream.’

“So it seems that we must be careful to differentiate be-
tween one and the other.

“But let me tell you of my own experience. That will
answer your question about God speaking to me, and per-
haps it will help you to understand the things that have
happened to you.

“Some years ago I was in Cleveland. I had never before
preached in that city, but the meetings were well attended
and I seemed to be building up a following.

“Then one night I had a dream. I heard a voice say, ‘Close
the meeting and go to London, England.” I had never been
to London; I had never been abroad. My managers were
astonished when I said I was going to close up and leave.
They said I had an open field in Cleveland and could con-
solidate my position with the people. They were very ex-
asperated when I insisted, especially as I would give no
reason for my action.

“I went to London, wondering what was to happen to me.
Not knowing where to go I roamed the streets. I chose the
poor districts—I felt more at home there.

“The houses were shabby, but one day I saw a tenement
window with a flower box, full of geraniums. They had such
lovely colors that I stopped to admire them. Then I heard
a voice—a child’s voice—singing ‘Sweet Hour of Prayer.’

“I was impelled by something to enter the tenement. I
walked up the stairs. The door to one of the flats was open.
From inside came the child’s voice.
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“I went in—at the window, by the box of geraniums, sat a
little lame girl, singing.

“‘May I join you? I said.

“Then I got the surprise of my life.

“‘Oh, Mr. Moody, it’s you! I know it’s you!’ the little girl
said. T read about you in one of our papers and I've been
praying ever since for you to come to London. You are Mr.
Moody, aren’t you?”

“My meetings in London began in that tenement room. I
knelt down and prayed for the little girl.

“That’s the answer to your question—if it is an answer.
Certainly some good force directed me to London.

“So, you see, I don’t think your dreams and visions are
foolish. They mean something. Perhaps you are meant to be
an evangelist. This part of the country has produced some
fine preachers.” -

“I don’t know, sir. It's always been my ambition to be a
preacher, and sometimes I've thought that I'd like to be a
missionary rather than stay at home. There was a'preacher
who had been a missionary stationed at our church once,
and he told me all about his experiences in Africa, and
taught me to say the Lord’s prayer in Yoruba.

“But I haven’t enough education, and I don’t know how
I'm to get it. I've got to stay with my mother and help her,
especially while my sisters are young. ‘I haven’t the money
to go away to school anyhow, and even if I did I have
high school between me and college. I never went further
than ninth grade. Still, I know I could learn quickly once I
started, and I'm planning to start just as soon as I can.”

Moody smiled and nodded understandingly.

“You've got to stay with your mother,” he said. “That’s a
son’s first duty. But don’t give up hope. You may have to
begin late, but that doesn’t mean you won’t succeed. Your
love for the Bible and ‘your visions mean something. The
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first and only real qualification for the service of God is the.
~ desire to be of service.

“You can do that even if you never go to school again.
You can be an example to your fellow men. You can live a
Christian life. And you can do charitable work and teach
Sunday school.”

“How can I teach Sunday school in this town? I did it in
the country, but all the boys and girls in my church have
either a high school or a college education.”

“They may know a lot about books,” Mr. Moody said, “but
they don’t know this one.” He tapped his Bible. “You do.
You can teach it. Remember, Edgar, Christ didn’t pick His
apostles from the university professors. In fact they would
have nothing to do with him because He did not agree with
their theories. He chose simple fishermen.”

Edgar—the name somehow seemed to be his own, at last—
didn’t feel any better. The time of Jesus and the Bible was
far away. Things were different at the Ninth Street Church,
which he attended, and the well-dressed, well-educated boys
and girls in the congregation were far beyond his reach.
How could he dare to teach them?

“Anyhow, keep the faith,” Mr. Moody said. “If God wants
you to serve Him he will make it possible for you to do so.
We cannot penetrate His wisdom. We must have faith. I will
think about your problem. If a solution to it occurs to me,
I will get in touch with you.”

They shook hands and parted. Edgar followed the cow to
the barn and milked her. When breakfast was over he left
the house and walked to the center of town.

The residential streets of Hopkinsville were shaded by tall
trees that made frames for white-fronted houses sitting back
behind long, shrub-studded lawns. When West Seventh
Street reached Main Street the trees disappeared, and in
summer the sun beat down without opposition on the court-
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house and the squat, red-brick buildings of the business
section.

The town was not yet a hundred years old—it had been
laid out in 1799—but it seemed as if it had been there for-
ever. Everything had an air of security, and the church
spires seemed genuine symbols of eternity. When Edgar
turned the corner into Main Street he felt that the stores
and buildings he passed were as permanent and unchange-
able as the hills and fields of his grandmother’s farm. They
were even more unchangeable, for the hills and fields were
different with each season and each crop, and such things
as new trees, a field fire, or a freshly painted fence were
constantly changing the lines of the picture. On Main Street
it was always the courthouse on the west corner, the Hop-
kinsville Bank on the east corner. Then came Wall’s clothing
store, Hoosier’s tailorshop, and Hopper Brothers bookstore,
where he worked. Beyond it was Thompson’s hardware
store, and across the street, Hardwick’s drugstore. Just be-
low the drugstore were Latham’s dry goods store and Bur-
nett’s shoe store.

He entered the bookstore with his passkey and raised the
summer shades that covered the windows. Then he let the
awning down. The sun was already warm, and books and
pictures had to be protected or they would fade.

The front portion of the store was occupied by showcases
displaying framed pictures and bookcases containing current
literature. Beyond, along the walls, were bookcases filled
with textbooks for the local high school, the schools of the
county, South Kentucky College, Baptist Girls College, and
Ferrell's School for Boys, the town’s principal seats of learn-
ing. In the rear were stationery and miscellaneous school
supplies, picture frames and samples of picture molding,
and a large rack for unframed pictures. Along the back wall
were Mr. Will Hopper’s desk and a safe. In the corner was
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a stairway leading to the balcony portion of the store, where
the work of making picture frames was done and uncut
frames were stored. A partition guarded a space fixed up as
a bedroom, where Mr. Will slept.

Mr. Will woke up when the door of the store opened: it
was his signal to get up. He came downstairs, said hello to
Edgar, who was dusting the stock, and wheeled his bicycle
out to the street. Mounting it, he rode to the Hopper family
residence, a little beyond the town. He would return, after
breakfast, with his brother H