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DOOR TO REVELATION
*7 The Doorstone &

CHAPTER ONE

HIS is the story of a man who spent the first thirty-eight 
years of his life groping for something higher and 
more satisfying than the normal rewards from strictly 
worldly living. Then in the thirty-ninth year of his 
age, in a single night, without the slightest suggestion 
of a warning, something happened as he lay asleep that 
altered his career, his philosophy, his destiny. It is also 
the story of a man who sought to share what came from 

with millions of his fellow mortals stumbling in bogs of
spiritual perplexity, academic fallacy, political subversion and economic 
bedlam, . . . and how they received it, and what later grew out of it. 
c That man, perforce, is the person I call Myself. I must, at least in a 
literary sense, become the hero of my own narrative. It is the only role 
that I can essay in order to tell the tale with the drama and clarity that 
have gone into living it.
It is no easy task to tell such a story. Time and again it befalls such an 
author to speak of people and events with a certain blighting candor. 
Likewise, people and events do not always conduct themselves as they do 
in tales of fiction. They have a queer way of speaking and acting that 
too often condemns them out of their own mouths and lives. Conse­
quently there are times when a sympathetic penman would spare them the 
verdicts that would thereby be uttered on them. The moment has ar­
rived in my affairs, however, when I believe it will greatly profit my fellow



Americans to know what has happened to a person not one bit unlike 
themselves, what he has sincerely tried to do to make this nation a more 
wholesome and livable place because of the aforesaid revelation, and what 
amazing, unique, and weird reactions he has met, coming from the souls he 
has sought most to help.
I once knew a woman who owned a puppy. She lived in a house in torrid 
New York. She became so solicitous of her pet that one summer she 
sought a place in the country where her poodle could romp to its small 
heart’s content. But after going to the trouble of making a journey, she 
set the dog down on a five-acre lawn. With a pat and a push, she stood 
up to watch it gambol. But did that pooch gambol? Indeed, it did not. 
It took one look at those awful open spaces and streaked for a hole ’neath 
the nearby veranda. And it stayed in that hole, I might say, doggedly. 
No amount of coaxing throughout the remainder of that visit could per­
suade it to come forth. That dog was born in confinement, and would 
not be satisfied with anything but confinement. It did not really want 
light and freedom. When freedom was offered, it scurried for confine­
ment in nice cozy darkness.
There are humans like that, alas millions of humans. They yelp and howl 
behind the window-panes of life, indicating that the crux of mortal bliss 
is escaping social dictates, or the vigilance of tutors who truly are but 
parrots for what wiser men have taught them. Offer them true spiritual 
freedom, or the chance to gambol in wholly new areas of thought and 
labor, and they snap at the hand of him who would release them, or 
consider as menaces those who invite them to know Life as something other 
than darkened holes beneath structures of orthodoxy.
Understand me at the start, I would not complain that they suffer such 
reflexes. If people in the main did not exhibit such reactions, there might 
be no consequential reason for going to the trouble of getting out this 
book. Lest anyone upbraid me for leaning toward pessimism, I offer this 
as well------
The past four decades of my life have wrought the conviction strong 
within me that the world also contains a poignant horde of earnest people 
who hunger and thirst after Things of the Spirit so rapaciously, as I too 
hungered when the Door to Revelation opened for me, that not to write 
this book and tell them how it has been with me—a person exactly like 
themselves—with a view toward assuring them that they may experience 
as I have experienced, might be taken as a stricture in spiritual indolence.

Here then, is the story............
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In neither false pride nor false modesty, simply upon the story’s merits, 
I leave my reader to judge me as I am. Sufficient it is for me to say 
in foreword that I have not drawn on fiction for an item in this whole 
narration. If thousands of people wonder in places whether or not I have 
made matters a trifle more graphic than they actually happened, I make 
the plain assertion that I have lived these things personally, with my eyes 
opened wide and my consciousness functioning. Believe this history or not, 
I tell you it has happened. . . .

CHAPTER TWO

OING back to the start of things, where all good stories 
should begin, I first realized that I was again on earth, 
with a new body for me to occupy and a fresh life­
span ahead for me to live, in a little white-box parson­
age on a country road in North Prescott, Massachu­
setts. I do not mean that I was born there. It was 
nearly two years after my birth at 32 Goodrich Street, 
in the city of Lynn, Massachusetts, that I suddenly

realized that I was human and alive. I mean that my first observations 
of life that impressed themselves upon my mind and caused me to marvel 
at the mortal status in which I now found myself, began in that parsonage 
beside a country church.
My father was pastor in that church.
I was his only son—between two and three years old.
He was a very young and earnest pastor, my father, in the Methodist 
denomination. He was very pink in his aquiline face, as I remember him 
first in those far-off years, very slim in his build, and took a vast amount 
of pride in the assumption that the Tribe of Pelley could trace its 
genealogy back in an unbroken line to one Sir John Pelley, knighted 
sponsored by Good Queen Elizabeth. Which attested, of course, that the 
Pelleys were English.
Just what Sir John had received his knighthood for, unless it were the 
firing of certain Scottish hayricks or keeping Queen Bess from becoming 
overly grouchy on a Sabbath afternoon, was a matter not detailed in the 
family’s traditions. For reasons that seemed sufficient to the sovereign and 
my forebear, he towered high enough above the rabble to be requested to 
kneel down. Whereupon it is logical that Queen Bess borrowed a handy 
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cutlass from some sneering cavalier and did for the first time—of record— 
what many excellent women have been doing ever since: namely, took a 
couple of good clouts at a Pelley while she had one down. Whether Sir 
John had the urge to clout her back is something that is nowhere made 
clear in the text. I assert that he could not have been a real Pelley, how­
ever, if he had not felt it. We may let the matter pass. . . .
At any rate, he seems to have bogged down into genealogical inconse­
quence after being so honored, except for the item of multiple progeny 
that are still listed in Burke’s Peerage. Certain of these were domiciled 
on ancestral acres in and around Southampton, I am told, when the 
eighteenth century opened. Whereupon it was again a woman who got a 
Pelley into trouble and caused him to step up from the lordly commonplace. 
<L I do not know the Christian name of my great-great-grandfather. But 
the family tradition has it, related as something to remember if not to 
emulate, that finding himself the youngest son of a lord in the South­
ampton neighborhood and thereby without much chance of inheriting 
either the family plate or scandals, he smashed the general stalemate of 
existence by falling in love with a commoner’s daughter. Of course his 
family raised a fine shindy. And when he refused to give up the girl, 
although perfectly willing to make an honest woman out of her without 
persuasion from the shotgun, he showed the family mettle by helping her 
down a ladder from her second-story chamber in the dark of the moon. 
Next day in a vessel they were outbound for Virginia. In those days 
Virginia was known as "the Colonies.” . . .
Just who performed the nuptial ceremonies need not cause palpitations. 
And there is a copious library of records showing how very common the 
commoner’s daughter was—at least in the esteem of the boy’s irate parents 
—in that she lost no time in honorably mothering a brood of sons and 
daughters. But before that sort of thing became an annual program, the 
Virginia-bound ship had encountered a storm. It was blown from its 
course to the Island of Newfoundland.
Thus did a little stramash of the elements keep me from referring to my 
forebears as contemporaries of the Washingtons, the Culpeppers, the 
Lees and the Fairfaxes. Put it down in your notebooks, you fine old 
southern coxcombs. Naught but the North Atlantic weather denied me 
to turn up my nose with the best of you! . . .
Pelleys are, indeed, as common in Newfoundland as Finkelbaums in the 
Washington government or Olsons in Wisconsin. Which implies that the 
good ship must have come to land, else I should not be here in this
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western hemisphere kicking up this jostle in the present. And whether the 
newly-weds came ashore in a lighter, or were heaved overboard and swam, 
or came gracefully wafting in with their four legs down breeches buoys, 
is irrelevant to the fact that about the year 1875 there were so many 
Pelleys in and around St. Johns that it was advisable from the economic 
standpoint for some of them to emigrate. Among those who did so 
emigrate was Frederick William Pelley, my paternal grandfather of blessed 
memory, his wife Mahala, and eight small children all strung out behind 
them. My father of the wayside church was the second in that group 
and the oldest male offspring.

NOW before coming to "the States,” my aforesaid grandsire had fol­
lowed the sea like most Newfoundlanders, gone to Labrador or "the 

ice” every season after seal, grown a beard like a bath-mat, and generally 
worried himself with the fishing industry to such an extent that his life’s 
career was finally altered by multiple experiences in getting his feet wet. 
And when a Newfoundlander wets his feet, such dampness is prodigious. 
{J Grandfather wet his feet so many times, splashing about St. Johns 
harbor, or Labrador, or the deck of a sailing sloop netting for cod, that he 
finally began to wonder why no one had ever thought to make water-tight 
boots. The more he considered water-tight boots, the less attention he 
gave to fishing. Came the epochal day when a final foot-wetting sent 
him ashore. Forthwith he started making boots—doughty leather boots— 
protected from the ocean’s brine by cottonseed oil. He began selling these 
things to his erstwhile shipmates, then he sold them in the town. His 
shipmates and the town both discovered they were practical—at least 
Newfoundlanders came home from the sea with their feet a little less wet 
than they had been on previous occasions—and soon my grandfather pos­
sessed sufficient wherewithal to go in for little Pelleys in the aforesaid big 
way. By the time that Frederick William had booted most of the New­
foundland shipping industry with his horridly oiled overshoes, he began 
to cast speculative glances toward the adjacent United States. Finally he 
decided to go to Lynn, Massachusetts—Lynn being the center for manu­
facturing of the nation’s boots and shoes. It may be added that hundreds 
of Newfoundland women, who had endured the drying-out of the Pelley 
brand of footwear behind their stoves on a thousand rainy evenings, 
doubtless breathed in olfactory relief when Frederick William, his consort 
and his progeny, waved poignant farewell to St. John’s Narrows and 
Signal Hill blockhouse.
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But there is always a fish-hook. What grandfather had failed to take 
into consideration was, that a certain aspiring young man by the name of 
Goodyear was bringing out at about the same time a boot of gutta-percha 
that did not make a housewife’s darning-basket smell like a paint-factory 
in August. Grandfather landed his menage in Lynn and discovered to 
his horror that no Pelley boots were to dry behind any stoves in America 
while whole families vacated. But with true British fortitude he made the 
most of his unlucky advent and set about finding his domestic tribe a house, 
d. The chronicle has it that man and wife came finally upon a structure 
that suited and the price, it developed, was enticingly low. Grandfather 
performed his final feat of fishing—getting his wallet out of grand­
mother’s bodice—and closed the deal before it escaped him. He was in­
structed to come around next morning and he would get his deed. Next 
morning when my forebear appeared on schedule, he found a stranger 
measuring the premises. "What do you want?” he demanded of my 
grandsire. >*
Grandfather said, "This is my house. I’m about to move in.”
"Over my dead body you will!” the other retorted. "You’ll pay me for it 
first.” ■* •*
"But I’ve already paid one man,” cried my grandparent weakly, describing 
the one who had promised him the deed.
"That was my former tenant,” scoffed the real landlord. "I ejected him 
yesterday for non-payment of rent.”
Grandfather walked around for quite a while in a daze, looking for the 
man who had fleeced him of his savings. This person was still unlocated 
when my grandparent died, as late as 1912. A house renting for ten 
dollars a month sufficed the bilked Pelleys. Thirty-seven years later 
Frederick William gave up the ghost, worth twice as many thousands of 
dollars. Л Л
Few Pelleys are caught in the same blunder twice.
So here was I, in the third year of my age, toddling on small, unsteady 
legs around the sun-baked foundations of a little New England church. 
I came into consciousness of myself that first drowsy summer, picking up 
bits of red and blue glass from about those foundations, as lawless youths 
from former years had done damage to the stained-glass windows.
My mother was a Goodale.
It is my understanding that the Goodales had been residents of Danvers, 
Massachusetts, ever since the days of the Puritan Fathers. There is no 
actual Mayflower Taint in my blood that I know of, yet on the other 
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hand, the residence of my maternal ancestors in the aforesaid community 
had little or nothing to do with the fact that Danvers is chiefly noted for 
containing the largest lunatic asylum in the New England States. As 
evidence of this, I aver that at the time of my mother’s marriage to my 
father, my maternal grandsire embraced the humble but wholly rational 
calling of driving a horsecar about the crooked streets of Boston. I submit 
that anyone who can find his way about the crooked streets of Boston—let 
alone drive a horsecar through them—is by no means a lunatic.
In the matter of my maternal grandmother’s extraction, there is just a bit 
of spice. My mother’s mother had been an orphan, raised in Nova Scotia 
by some people named Thurston. When she finally came to Danvers and 
married Alonzo Goodale, she said her maiden name was Sutherland. Early 
in my boyhood I recall my father’s teasing of my mother about her 
mother’s family name. He said it was Sullivan. For some reason, known 
only to herself, my mother considered it something to secrete that her 
orphaned parent’s name had a strong Celtic flavor. I never saw it so. If 
it made me one-quarter Irish, I was proud of the strain.
At any rate, Hannah Sutherland Thurston married Alonzo Goodale. And 
after a proper passing of years, their second daughter Grace married Wil­
liam George Apsey Pelley.
Again I say, in the year 1892 a boggle-eyed boy on legs somewhat bowed 
hunted bits of colored glass about the masonry of his father’s country 
church, or slipped the rope with which he was tied to a front-yard pear 
tree down about his ankles and ran away down the road to a neighbor’s— 
where he was served with cookies and questions, and later marched home to 
bed and a spanking.
It was a very lonely spot, the location of that dusty wayside church. On 
the eastern side of the parsonage stretched a graveyard.
There was no other house in sight. . . .
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CHAPTER THREE

BOUT that graveyard I thought a lot.
It was a very pleasant place in which to play, among 
those mossy headstones, finding berries in the brambles 
along its hoary fences. But when on week-day after­
noons I saw the buggies of farmerfolk draw up around 
the church or when the weatherbeaten sheds in the rear 
had been filled with stamping horses, and after strange 
services for the midweek our neighbors brought out a

long, black, cloth-covered box from the church’s sacrosanct interior, toted 
it slowly up the road, and bore it in among the senile headstones, I knew 
a Nameless Horror.
What was contained in those heavy narrow boxes that made our parish­
ioners act so stricken and constrained? Why were they always that dull 
unglistening black? I appealed to my mother. She always said, "Hush!” 
and cast a glance at father. . . .
Two or three years later, down in the village of East Templeton, an older 
girl named Carrie "passed over” suddenly. I had played with this Carrie. 
We had squatted under the same huge umbrella when a summer shower 
caught us off in a pasture. I recalled the intimacy as her funeral cortege 
wound slowly up the hill before the house, with fourteen whiffletrees creak­
ing musically and steel tires striking small rocks in the sand. A matronly 
neighbor, delegated to keep me at home while my parents held the services, 
told me that Carrie was in the long black box that I could see through the 
glass of the carriage at the front.
What had happened to Carrie? I had known of her brief illness and 
vaguely understood it. But what did they mean by "dead” and how 
could she move in that mystical black box? I watched the procession 
move up out of sight. Carrie was gone. . . . And yet I cannot say truth­
fully that I did not know what was passing before me. Searching my 
memory honestly as I write these lines, it seems that in those far-off years I 
was quite as old a person as I feel myself to be at present. There were 
two souls of me inside—that was how it was! One knew all things. The 
other asked questions.
I cannot recall that I felt any sorrow at Carrie’s mystical passing. I missed 
her as a playmate, but deep within my heart I understood that it had to 
be, that the world into which I had come was scheduled that way, that 
down some distant year—a millennium then in eternity—I too would be 
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ridden up a country hill in a sombre vehicle with plate-glass sides, lying 
unfeeling and motionless within. But I knew too that when that time 
came, movement would mean nothing. The real I would be . . . away! 
<L At the gigantic age of three, however, I was merely an ancient entity 
being ridden about the New England hills by two serious young adults, 
visiting strange families in bucolic sanctimony, exploring strange pantries, 
and being offered strange cookie-jars. As we drove home late each night, 
I looked up at high stars drowsily. I heard the tugs slapping measuredly 
against shafts of the buggy, the creaking of the whiffletree, the clicking 
of tires in the sand, or the soft warm rumble of the planking as we crossed 
some country bridge. . . .
Also too, I associated those belated returns with the far-off melancholy 
call of the whip-poor-will.
Father took his vocation seriously in those day of the New England 
Methodist Conference nearly fifty years bygone. The local minister was 
a person of parts. Pink and beardless though he was—his guileless eyes 
as blue as a small-town veranda ceiling—his word carried weight among 
those bent with living. As he visited his parishioners on comfortable farms 
set back in the hills, the buggy was always well-ballasted on leaving—with 
sacks of potatoes, turnips, and pumpkins. Just how mother felt about 
those visits is a matter of conjecture.
She developed a sense of humor—and vegetables!
Father received free rent of his parsonage, his donations of vegetables, 
and a salary of three hundred dollars in cash. Mother received the de­
batable compensations of listening Sunday after Sunday to the same callow 
sermons—in which her husband’s knowledge of God was only exceeded 
by his shocking intimacy with the devil, of course before he entered the 
ministry—the opportunity of playing the matronly Samaritan to those 
parish wives whose husbands had in temper kicked them from bed, and 
the honor of accepting for her personal adornment such articles of clothing 
as other parish women decided they could "get along without.” . . . The 
good woman, like ten thousand ministers’ wives of the period, must have 
had pardonable cause for disquiet in her spirit when of theological etiquette 
and cruel necessity she found herself entering the church on Sabbath 
mornings wearing Mrs. Brown’s bonnet, Mrs. Page’s petticoats, and Mrs. 
King’s slippers. But any suggestion of resentment would have meant a 
ruinous scandal. She would not have been properly contrite before the 
Lord. So mother wore the bonnets, the petticoats, and the slippers, and 
hoped against hope that St. Peter took note of it—or is it Gabriel who 



takes note of such humiliations and sees to it that wives of ministers are 
ultimately rewarded?
At least mother wore them.
She wore them for two years, and I got stronger on my legs. And at the 
end of those two years father received a "call” to a larger parish in East 
Templeton—still in Massachusetts. The town was bigger, the church was 
bigger, so too was the parsonage. This last was a gaunt, two-story house 
set behind lugubrious pines that moaned softly when the wind swished 
through them on rainy autumn nights. You know how pine trees might 
be—great Norway pines—standing before a parsonage in a bleak New 
England village. . . .
They spoke strangely to me, those pine trees, on a hundred restless twi­
lights, just before oil lamps were lit. They were striving to tell me some­
thing . . . that vaguely reminded me of . . . Carrie! . . .

CHAPTER FOUR

H
MORE wholesome man than my father never lived.
He was clean in his thinking, he was clean in his living.

He had his peculiarities, indeed who has not? He 
aroused my ire on a hundred times when I had become 
a normal young American going about life’s business 
on my own. But neither blood taint nor soul taint 
did he ever bequeath me. For that I can overlook our 
lesser dissensions. <L The Pelleys had been clean liv­

ing, deeply religious people ever since the first Pelley set foot on New­
foundland. Mayhap that North Atlantic storm took all of the worldliness 
out of the runaway Pelley and set him on land aptly frightened at God. 
Anyhow, in my grandfather’s sunset years, after he had retired from a 
real estate and building business, he had the aspect of a stocky, square­
shouldered Moses with a burning gray eye and whiskers down his bosom. 
He spent weeks at a time in searching the Scriptures. The man knew his 
Bible as most men know their ledgers. That is not saying that he agreed 
with everything it held, especially the Old Testament. As a self-instructed 
scholar his learning was prodigious. Once he recited to me the entire list 
of the kings and queens of Britain, from the Roman conquest to the 
present, with the dates and lengths of the reigns of all. He did this 
from his .memory. Not knowing the roster myself and therefore not being 
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in a position to check on the old gentleman, I approved his erudition and 
was properly awed.
The only thing about him that troubled me in those times when my parents 
took me to visit him, was his Britannic propensity for keeping a life-sized 
portrait of Queen Victoria, with the Union Jack draped over it, hanging 
in his dining room. This to me was ancestral sedition. It took fourteen 
first years of my life to pass the stage of fighting the American Revolution. 
For my own grandsire to brazenly flaunt a portrait of a British monarch 
to all and sundry was an insult from our clan to George Washington, John 
Hancock, Paul Revere, and Patrick Henry.
On my mother’s side I had the Goodale ancestry—with that dash of 
County Sullivan. Three of my maternal grandfather’s brothers fought 
most gallantly at Gettysburg. In her religious scruples and conscientious 
living, mother equalled father. If either of them erred in my early up­
bringing, it was by giving me an overdose of personal and domestic 
sanctimony, painful but guileless. Still, people took their religion seriously 
up in New England fifty years ago. And besides my father was a 
minister. I, his son, had to measure to my role.
At just what life period father "got religion” I have never been advised. 
I believe his age was fourteen years when his parents brought him down 
here to "the States” and he started to work in the shoe shops of Lynn. 
He was foreman of the Valpey & Anthony stitching-room when he met 
and married mother. They set up a modest home on Henry Avenue, in 
Lynn, moving later into Goodrich Street, where I was inducted into a 
new mortal coil at seven minutes to one o’clock on the morning of March 
12, 1890. Let astrologers do with that date what they will. . . .
Father got his ministerial preparation in Boston Theological Seminary, in 
evening school classes. His North Prescott pastorate was his first. The 
church structure has lately been transported and reconstructed in Amherst, 
Massachusetts, as the entire district so familiar to my childhood now lies 
submerged in a vast inland lake—a reservoir for electric power that serves 
western Massachusetts. At any rate, father got religion and apparently 
got it hard. The only drawback about continuing as a pastor was a 
dearth of compensation. With the arrival of the hard times of 1893, even 
Mrs. Brown’s bonnets, Mrs. Page’s petticoats, and Mrs. King’s slippers, 
were not available for mother. Something had to be done.
Looking back now on those years, I recall that my attitude and angle on 
this new life in which I found myself, comprised many items that were 
never quite accounted for in my father’s fundamentalism. In the first 
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place, according to modern psychologists, no infant is supposed to think 
or remember until it has acquired a language to think or remember in. 
This is not true. Without meaning to publicize myself as unduly pre­
cocious, time and again after reaching maturity I recounted to mother the 
exact geography of the Goodrich Street rooms from which she and father 
moved before I was aged six months. I have told her of the steepness of 
the stair-flight down from upper bedrooms, the patterns of the carpets on 
the floors, of the short narrow hallway opening to the parlor, of the great 
easel with its painting of dogwood blossoms in a frame of orange plush 
that stood in a corner. I recalled to her the twin vases of glutinous 
whiteness that stood near either end of the parlor mantel holding the tail­
feathers from some long-denuded peacock. I remember as well the "air­
castle” made from bristles tied with pink yarn that hung from the ceiling 
and was supposed to be something very swank in the furnishing of parlors 
before the opening of this century.
I have a distinct recollection, too, of journeying on my back in the depths 
of my carriage, feeling very hot, stuffy, and annoyed at my helpless incon­
venience as I gazed up at the grey-silk lining of the vehicle’s parasol 
suspended above me on nickel-plated arm. I recall a day in a high wind 
when my carriage blew from mother’s grasp, bringing up against a fence 
and spilling me out . . . with no worse effects than bloodying my nose. 
<L The strange part of those memories has been, that I seemed to know 
all about the mortal confinement into which I had gotten myself. Then 
again, the mortal side of me did not. I felt upon a hundred occasions 
that I was "older” than my parents and wanted to convey how wrong and 
narrow they seemed to me in many of their pronouncements. It may be 
argued that every child does likewise. That too I concede. But I want 
to know why. If children—as maintained by orthodox philosophy—are 
the physical products of parental procreation, whence arise their impulses 
to exasperation when the hapless offspring is forced to submit to the 
dictates of adults, especially when unreasonable? Understand me, I do 
not refer to antagonisms to normal discipline required to protect and train 
a child and prepare it for maturity. I refer to exasperations toward parental 
limitations, the expression of ethical tenets if you please, with which the 
youngster disagrees.
It took me thirty-eight years to find the answer to that mystery. But I 
found it. It came as the aftermath of a single night’s esoteric experience 
high in the mountains of distant California—when "The Door to Reve­
lation” opened for me suddenly—that has been concretely and specifically
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responsible for what I have done in the United States since. But back 
there in 1893 my father had never heard of esoterics. My parents knew 
nothing of any aspects of life but those which offered them food and cloth­
ing, made them conform to current social dictates and impressed upon 
them that the Age of Miracles closed nineteen hundred years bygone— 
when our Lord took a sort of celestial levitation to heavenly realms, there­
after to become divine counsel for the defense, leaving the earth to run 
itself and talk about His visit through all future time.
In short, they were devout, clean living, orthodox people, strictly circum­
scribed by the Puritanic code of ethics and a literal interpretation of the 
Jewish Holy Scriptures. And born unto them had been a small, tow­
headed cub who occasionally said or did things that brought qualms about 
his sanity. My zeal for entering anything which lured me, had a maturity 
that caused much consternation. I speak of certain incidents, I say again, 
to proclaim not my precocity but because I believe that in my own case I 
was proving something that my father’s fundamentalism had tragically 
passed by. This again concerns the opening of the Door. I read fluently 
before I started school. I startled my parents of a week in 1895 when 
they opened their copy of the weekly Zjon’s Herald and beheld a con­
tribution in The Youth’s Letter-Box signed William Dudley Pelley. I 
had written and mailed the letter myself. It attested to the large ex­
perience of myself as gardener, containing among other asservations which 
required a certain editing, "... I have had beans spring up on me in 
one night.” This was accurately the first time anywhere that the name of 
this author appeared publicly in print. Thereafter the stamp box was 
kept beyond my reach. . . .
Then came the incident of delivering a sermon.

ONE afternoon they missed me from the parsonage. A search of the 
neighborhood failed to produce me. The search widened sharply, 

my mother’s panic growing. They looked in the well behind the parson­
age. I had a propensity for wells. But I was not down the well. Groups 
of neighbors contributed to the search and commenced to scour the village. 
Finally a chair-ridden old lady was found who said, "I saw that Pelley 
child go into his father’s church across the village green.”
A swift examination showed that the key, usually kept in the clock at the 
parsonage, was truly in the lock. My parents pushed open that door and 
entered. Once in the vestry they heard a childish treble coming from the 
auditorium up near the pulpit. Opening the inside leathern doors, they 
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beheld my reader’s humble servant standing on the seat o£ an altar chair 
tugged into position behind the high rostrum. With the pulpit’s Bible 
opened before him, and a badly scrawled sermon spread out upon it, he 
was wholly absorbed in addressing an oration to that stretch of empty 
pews. & &
Father was rueful and not a little frightened. He told me on a Sunday 
afternoon walk after I had reached my majority that the thing upsetting 
him most at the moment had been the fact that I seemed to be preaching 
a sermon quite on a par with his own at the time. Of course the neigh­
bors laughed about it, and explained it as the mimicry of adulthood by a 
child. Father was not so sure. . . .
Again to forecast the Opening of the Door, I cannot remember a time 
when a public rostrum has not seemed as familiar to me as my chair at a 
table or a stool before a typecase. I say that something was "poking 
through” in those years, to be propounded later on. I was no child 
prodigy. Such things as prodigies, correctly understood, I declare do not 
exist. Quite another process is at work, as I dramatically found out. 
But neither father, mother, nor myself, knew it at the time.
After father had given up the ministry and opened a small shop in 
Templeton Center—in which community my only sister Edna was born 
in 1894—he made just one experiment on me, which for his own peace 
of mind he never repeated.
Like all normal youngsters I had a lawless tendency to explore a cool and 
savory pantry while my elders were elsewhere, abstracting sundry wedges 
of cold apple pie. Repeatedly warned, and as repeatedly spanked, I was 
finally advised that if I did it once more I would be penalized by hav­
ing to shift for myself down all future years. The picture of me strug­
gling against society’s rapacities without fond and loving parents to fend 
for me was painted as graphically and luridly as possible. Came the day 
in spite of it when they bagged me again at the pie-shelf, red handed. 
Father dragged me forth with mock tears on his face.
"The day has come, Grade,” he toid mother tragically. "It is the saddest 
of our lives, when we lose our darling boy.”
"You mean he’s disobeyed again?”
"Disobeyed again? Look at his face. Now he must go forth and fight the 
cruel world. Never will he see his loving folks hereafter.”
Mother entered into the penalizing drama. She brought forth my best 
Sunday suit and bade me put it on. She rolled sundry other clothes in an 
eloquent bundle, including an extra pair of shoes and a brace of cold 
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flapjacks as my first meal "in the world.” Finally the two of them tied up 
the kerchief, found me a walking-stick and thrust it through the top. 
Putting this combination over my shoulder, mother made a great shindy 
about "kissing me for the last time” and asking if, after she was dead, I 
would return as a man and put flowers on her grave.
"Oh, sure,” I responded, with eyes fixed on the gate.
Without the slightest tear, certainly with no assistance, I swung my pos­
sessions over my shoulder, said goodbye to the cat, and started for the 
street. Father told it afterward that never in his life did he know of a 
youngster of my leg-length scuttling out of sight so fast. I made the 
turn in the road while he and mother were staring at one another and 
wondering if their strategy had somehow gone askew. . . .
"This is enough!” dad exploded finally. "Why, the whelp might get lost!” 
C[_ Pulling his hat on his head like a pot, he started on my trail in double­
jig speed. I was halfway down the hill out of Templeton Center—going 
toward East Templeton, Gardner, Boston, London, Paris, and St. Peters­
burg—before he caught up with me and tried to snatch my ear. Instead 
of blubbering at departing my fond and loving parents, the blubbering 
one was coming in sight pursuing me. I had rather expected something 
of this order. Such invitings to adventure were too good to be true. Dis­
carding my Ragged-Robin bundle, I took to a pasture as capture was 
imminent. I was in the act of squirming through a fence and gaining to 
a woodlot when father put an end to the whole brilliant business. With 
his hands on my heels, I came toward him in reverse. He held me up 
before him.
"Aren’t you heartbroken at leaving your fond and loving parents?” 
"No, sir,” said I truthfully.
"You’re not heartbroken?” he bellowed, shaking me again on a level 
with his face.
"N-n-no,” I persisted as we got back to the road. "You said I could go 
out into the c-cold and cruel world. Now you won’t let me!”
"Because you’re not sorrowful.”
"I don’t see nuthin’ to be sorrowful about. I wanna g-go out into the c-cold 
and cruel world!”
“March!” said my parent, pushing me before him.
"Where?”
"Home, you young blatherskite!” His face was beet red. . . .
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CHAPTER FIVE

B
IS FACE was not red but a grisly white, one murky 
afternoon in the autumn that followed, when he strode 
tragically into the house with a bandaged bundle of 
small human flesh limp across his arms. "Don’t be 
frightened, Gracie,” he apprized my mother, "but . . . 
our small boy’s been hurt.”

Mother stifled the scream that arose in her throat. She 
flew ahead of him and opened the bedroom door. 

"What happened?” she choked, d. "He fell down behind the horse’s 
hoofs from the seat of the wagon,” said father.
Then he laid me on the bed. He turned back the odorous horse-blanket in 
which I was rolled. Mother’s scream came out of her throat. My head 
was a mass of bruises and bandages—my wounds patched together by a 
country doctor with generous applications of black cambric sticking-plaster. 
The frenzied fingers of my stricken young matron started taking off my 
clothes. "What do you mean, fell down from the wagon?”
"We reached the sawmill all right, and he played around while I filled 
my barrels with sawdust for banking the foundations of the house for the 
winter. As I got them loaded, I found I had to unhinge the seat and 
place it on top of the two forward barrels. The seat was none too steady 
but I told him to cling tightly to my arm. We came up the hill this side 
of Otter River. He suddenly saw a lone russet apple hanging on a tree 
just over the fence. He wanted that apple. I told him to hold the reins 
and I’d get it for him.”
"You left him alone with that fractious horse?”
"The horse was all right till I handed up the apple. Sonny’s mittens 
fumbled it. He grabbed to keep from losing it and the apple hit the 
horse. He gave a sudden jump and sonny lost his balance. He pitched 
straight downward between horse and whiffletree.”
"Couldn’t you catch him?”
"I tried to catch him but his clothing didn’t hold. I could only clutch the 
reins and keep the horse from bolting. He started to rear and prance . . . 
with sonny . . . down there . . . under his hoofs.”
Mother tried to get me in her arms. It aroused me to consciousness. She 
said that I smiled at her, and it was worse than a blow. "You let that 
horse dance on him?” she flamed at father.
"I only remember that somehow I braced my shoulder against the front 
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wheel and held the leg of that horse with my left hand while I dragged out 
Sonny to safety with my right.”
"His bones must be broken. He may be hurt internally!”
"No!—I rolled him in a blanket and got him to Doctor Johnson’s. John­
son said it was a miracle, but most of his injuries are confined to his scalp— 
his scalp and his face.”
It was my first major mishap. A nervous horse had done his best to stamp 
out my life. He had succeeded in doing nothing worse than tearing open 
the side of my head and putting a horseshoe-shaped wound on the top of 
my scalp—my Luck Sign. I recall the whole incident graphically enough. 
Strange to say, I remember the offensive odor of that horse-blanket in 
which father rolled me in that mad gallop for the doctor’s house more 
than I remember any pain from my injuries. Father could not bear to see 
stitches taken in my flesh. So the black sticking-plaster was employed 
instead, and it stayed on my face for a month and a day. Each morning 
it became a ceremony to have a portion cut away. I became quite proud 
of it. When the final fragment had gone, I found myself with the pat­
tern of a horseshoe cut on my scalp and a scar down my right cheek that 
gradually diminished as the years came along until it finally showed as a 
mark beneath my eyebrow. It is there at this moment.
This propensity for coming unscathed out of accidents was something 
that followed me all through my life. Since that first mishap forty years 
ago, I have tumbled from a barn roof onto a rock-pile, been carried down 
a hill on an uncontrolled bicycle to plunge head-first through the glass of 
a grocery, been run over and dragged fifty feet by a flivver, gone through 
a dozen auto smash-ups—none of them of my own making, however— 
gone through the world war in Siberia with men about me dying like 
flies, and capped all these jeopardies with a forced night-landing and air­
plane "crack-up” over the wintry wastes of middle Virginia, and not added 
a single scar on my body to the one beneath my eye. I have never suffered 
a broken bone. I have only been in a hospital once, when I had a ten-week 
spell of typhoid in my thirty-second year. It became a tradition among my 
intimates when a lengthy auto trip was contemplated: "Let Bill do the 
driving and we’ll get there in safety. He bears a charmed life.”
Up to my thirty-ninth year I accepted this charmed-life business in the 
nature of luck. In all contrition, the Opening of the Door revealed to me 
that it was nothing of the sort. I had a protection about my physical self 
that it would be sacrilege to dispute and ingratitude to deny. How much 
longer it maintains is not for discussion. It is my conviction, however, 
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that it will maintain until I get the Job done which I came into life to do. 
ÍÍ, Time and time again, after entering upon the ugly and dangerous 
work of antagonizing and defeating the forces of alien corruption in our 
nation, plots have been laid to do me harm. Always I have had strange 
premonitions of such mischiefs and been elsewhere when agents of con­
spirators sought to wreak their vengeance on me. I have become an abso­
lute fatalist in that which men term Destiny. I believe I still have some 
bad roughings-up ahead at the hands of hoodwinked mobs, but if I depart 
this world suddenly it will be because the work which has called me into 
it—insofar as it was up to me to do it—has been completed.
The court-plaster came off my face in due season and I was soon swinging 
on our front gate as audaciously as ever. By that time, however, my 
parents had a new interest. My only sister Edna Grace had been born 
in the Templeton Center house on the 15th of March, 1894, and lack of 
patronage in the dry-goods business on which father embarked briefly after 
quitting the ministry, compelled my parent to close his store. We moved 
back to East Templeton. And in the village where he had formerly been 
the only pastor, he now set himself up as the only cobbler.

TIE other day I passed the house into which we moved on this return, 
when mother and I took a motor trip for a day to East Templeton.

It stands on the south side of the highway, halfway up the first grade 
running westward from the village, a little flat box-house with bam ad­
joining. How small and tawdry and barren it looked! How big and 
well-kept and bowered in trees and shrubs it was, as I had remembered it 
throughout four decades of absence!
Father bought this little house and a score of acres of land about, collo­
quially known as the Fairbanks Place, early in 1895, and there we made our 
residence for the ensuing two years. During this time a sainted soul whom 
I knew as Grandma Fairbanks gave me my first instruction in reading, 
using her sewing shears to point out the words in a book of Aesop’s Fables. 
She had reserved two of the upstairs rooms for occupancy until her death, 
as a condition of the sale.
She was a patient-faced New England grandmother who wore her hair 
behind in a tight little walnut and only ventured forth into the village on 
a Sabbath morning when she put on a rusty bonnet, draped a genuine 
Paisley shawl about her rotund figure and attended divine service in the 
same church in which I had once held forth to my father’s consternation, 
d. Those all-too-brief years in East Templeton when we lived "downstairs 
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under Grandma Fairbanks” remain in my memory as the perfect idyl of 
New England existence. When many years later I filled the fiction maga­
zines of the country with homely stories of "Paris, Vermont” and the ad­
ventures of Sam Hod and his partner in conducting The Paris Daily 
Telegraph, it was this Massachusetts village of East Templeton that I called 
to do service as my "Foxboro Center, just over the mountain.” . . .
Certain items stand out in recollection poignantly: the aforementioned 
death of Carrie while we lived in this house, my first sight of an electric 
car when the railway came through from Gardner, the sweet piping of 
spring frogs in the wallow down below the pasture, the dank smell of the 
rushes that grew along the Causeway where the road from the village 
bisected twin ponds, church bells tolling beautifully on summer Sabbath 
mornings, my mother’s clear but slightly melancholy voice singing hymns 
in opal twilight, or the jingle of the bells on sleighs and bobsleds in the 
icy winter as they mounted the hill before the house and up into carmine 
sunset. No hurtling Sunday motorists disturbed the calm of that New 
England ruralism. I wandered the surrounding country by summer and 
winter, got into many of the scrapes depicted Ln The Fog, my second novel, 
finally approached that fraught period when I must start to school. But 
before doing so, I underwent another queer experience that lifted the 
Veil thus early on the Life-Behind-Life. . . .
One singing summer morning, with Edna an infant in her cradle and my 
elders busy elsewhere, I went out behind the house. The apple blossoms 
were heavy on the gnarled trees about me. A small knoll lifted south­
eastward at the edge of the mowing. I halted on this knoll and surveyed 
the bright landscape.
I looked at piled clouds in the berylline sky. I looked across meadow, 
pasture and woodlot. I watched bevies of butterflies wabbling into dis­
tance. At length I looked down—almost at my feet. An ant ran up a 
grass-stalk, found no further place to go, and descended as it came. All 
the world was lush with life. The universe throbbed with it. Then with 
a sense of shock, my attention came to rest on the body that I occupied. 
It was a healthy but dumpy little body. The feet were quite grimy. I 
believe one toe was wrapped in a rag. Despite my five years, I suddenly 
asked myself a question from the depths of Ageless Wisdom: 
How had I come in that little boy’s body?
What was I doing in it indeed, in this vibrant world that deployed all 
about me. What if all of it had never "happened”? Where would I be 
then? I knew I would be somewhere. It seemed as though, for an instant, 
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