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						A WEIRD TALE
					
				

				
					
						By W. Q. Judge
					
				

				
					
						PART I
					
				

				
					
						The readers of this magazine have read in its pages, narratives far more curious and 
					
				

				
					
						taxing to belief than the one I am about to give fragments of. The extraordinary Russian 
					
				

				
					
						tale of the adept at the rich man's castle when the infant assumed the appearance of an 
					
				

				
					
						old man will not be forgotten. But the present tale, while not in the writer's opinion 
					
				

				
					
						containing anything extremely new, differs from many others in that I shall relate some 
					
				

				
					
						things, I myself saw. At this time too, the relation is not inopportune, and perhaps some 
					
				

				
					
						things here set down may become, for many, explanations of various curious occurrences 
					
				

				
					
						during the past five years in India and Europe. 
					
				

				
					
						To begin with, this partial story is written in accordance with a direction received from a 
					
				

				
					
						source which I cannot disobey and in that alone must possess interest, because we are led 
					
				

				
					
						to speculate why it is needed now. 
					
				

				
					
						Nearly all of my friends in India and Europe are aware that I have travelled often to the 
					
				

				
					
						northern part of the South American continent and also to Mexico. That fact has been 
					
				

				
					
						indeed noticed in this magazine. One very warm day in July 1881, I was standing at the 
					
				

				
					
						vestibule of the Church of St. Theresa in the City of Caracas, Venezuela. This town was 
					
				

				
					
						settled by the Spaniards who invaded Peru and Mexico and contains a Spanish-speaking 
					
				

				
					
						people. A great crowd of people were at the door and just then a procession emerged with 
					
				

				
					
						a small boy running ahead and clapping a loud clapper to frighten away the devil. As I 
					
				

				
					
						noticed this, a voice in English said to me "curious that they have preserved that singular 
					
				

				
					
						ancient custom." Turning I saw a remarkable looking old man who smiled peculiarly and 
					
				

				
					
						said, "come with me and have a talk." I complied and he soon led me to a house which I 
					
				

				
					
						had often noticed, over the door being a curious old Sanish tablet devoting the place to 
					
				

				
					
						the patronage of St. Joseph and Mary. On his invitation I entered and at once saw that 
					
				

				
					
						here was not an ordinary Caracas house. Instead of lazy dirty Venezuelan servants, there 
					
				

				
					
						were only clean Hindoos such as I had often seen in the neighbouring English Island of 
					
				

				
					
						Trinidad; in the place of the disagreeable fumes of garlic and other things usual in the 
					
				

				
					
						town, there hung in the air the delightful perfumes known only to the Easterns. So I at 
					
				

				
					
						once concluded that I had come across a delightful adventure. 
					
				

				
					
						Seating ourselves in a room hung with tapestry and cooled by waving punkahs that 
					
				

				
					
						evidently had not been long put up, we engaged in conversation. I tried to find out who 
					
				

				
					
						this man was, but he evaded me. Although he would not admit or deny knowledge of the 
					
				

				
					
						Theosophical Society of Madame Blavatsky or of the Mahatmas, he constantly made 
					
				

				
					
						such references that I was sure he knew all about them and had approached me at the 
					
				

				
					
						church designedly. After quite a long talk during which I saw he was watching me and 
					
				

				
					
						felt the influence of his eye, he said that he had liberty to explain a little as we had 
					
				

				
					
						become sufficiently acquainted. It was not pleasure nor profit that called him there, but 
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						duty alone. I referred to the subterranean passages said to exist in Peru full of treasure 
					
				

				
					
						and then he said the story was true and his presence there connected with it. Those 
					
				

				
					
						passages extended up from Peru as far as Caracas where we then were. In Peru they were 
					
				

				
					
						hidden and obstructed beyond man's power to get them but in this place the entrances 
					
				

				
					
						were not as well guarded although in 1812 an awful earthquake had levelled much of the 
					
				

				
					
						town. The Venezuelans were rapacious and these men in India who knew the secret had 
					
				

				
					
						sent him there to prevent any one finding the entrances. At certain seasons only there 
					
				

				
					
						were possibilities of discovery; the seasons over he could depart in security, as until the 
					
				

				
					
						period came again no one could find the openings without the help and consent of the 
					
				

				
					
						adepts. Just then a curious bell sound broke on the air and he begged me to remain until 
					
				

				
					
						he returned as he was called, and then left the room. I waited a long time filled with 
					
				

				
					
						speculations, and as it was getting late and past dinner hour I was about to leave. Just as I 
					
				

				
					
						did so a Hindoo servant quickly entered and stood in front of the only door. As he stood 
					
				

				
					
						there I heard a voice say as if through a long pipe: "Stir not yet." Reseating myself, I saw 
					
				

				
					
						that on the wall, where I had not before noticed it, hung a curious broad silver plate 
					
				

				
					
						brightly shining. The hour of the day had come when the sun's light struck this plate and I 
					
				

				
					
						saw that on it were figures which I could not decipher. Accidentally looking at the 
					
				

				
					
						opposite wall, I saw that the plate threw a reflection there upon a surface evidently 
					
				

				
					
						prepared for that purpose and there was reproduced the whole surface of the plate. It was 
					
				

				
					
						a diagram with compass, sign and curious marks. I went closer to examine, but just at 
					
				

				
					
						that moment the sun dipped behind the houses and the figures were lost. All I could make 
					
				

				
					
						out was that the letters looked like exaggerated Tamil or Telugu -- perhaps Zend. 
					
				

				
					
						Another faint bell sounded and the old man returned. He apologized, saying he had been 
					
				

				
					
						far away, but that we would meet again. I asked where, and he said, "In London." 
					
				

				
					
						Promising to return I hurried away. Next day I could not find him at all and discovered 
					
				

				
					
						that there were two houses devoted to Joseph and Mary and I could not tell which I had 
					
				

				
					
						seen him in. But in each I found Spaniards, Spanish servants and Spanish smells. 
					
				

				
					
						In 1884 I went to London and had forgotten the adventure. One day I strolled into an old 
					
				

				
					
						alley to examine the old Roman wall in the Strand which is said to be 2,000 years old. 
					
				

				
					
						As I entered and gazed at the work, I perceived a man of foreign aspect there who looked 
					
				

				
					
						at me as I entered. I felt as if he knew me or that I had met him, but was utterly unable 
					
				

				
					
						to be sure. His eyes did not seem to belong to his body and his appearance was at once 
					
				

				
					
						startling and attractive. He spoke to the attendant, but his voice did not help me. Then the 
					
				

				
					
						attendant went out and he approaching me, said: 
					
				

				
					
						"Have you forgotten the house of Joseph and Mary?" In a moment I knew the expression 
					
				

				
					
						that looked out through those windows of the soul, but still this was not the same man. 
					
				

				
					
						Determined to give him no satisfaction I simply said, "no," and waited. 
					
				

				
					
						"Did you succeed in making out the reflection from the silver plate on the wall?" Here 
					
				

				
					
						was complete identification of place, but not of person. 
					
				

				
					
						"Well," I said, "I saw your eyes in Caracas but not 'your body,' He then laughed and 
					
				

				
					
						said, "I forgot that, I am the same man, but I have borrowed this body for the present 
					
				

				
					
						and must indeed use it for some time, but I find it pretty hard work to control it. It is not 
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						quite "to my liking. The expression of my eyes of course you knew, but I lost sight of the 
					
				

				
					
						fact that you looked at the body with ordinary eyes." 
					
				

				
					
						Once more I accompanied him to his residence and when not thinking of his person but 
					
				

				
					
						only listening with the soul, I forgot the change. Yet it was ever present, and he kindly 
					
				

				
					
						gave me an account of some things connected with himself, of absorbing interest. He 
					
				

				
					
						began in this way. 
					
				

				
					
						"I was allowing myself to deceive myself, forgetting the Bhagavat Gita where it tells us, 
					
				

				
					
						that a man is his soul's friend and his soul's enemy, in that retreat in Northern India where 
					
				

				
					
						I had spent many years. But the chance again arose to retrieve the loss incurred by that 
					
				

				
					
						and I was given the choice of assuming this body." 
					
				

				
					
						At this point again I heard the signal bell and he again left me. When he returned, he 
					
				

				
					
						resumed the story. 
					
				

				
					
						If I can soon again get the opportunity, I will describe that scene, but for the present must 
					
				

				
					
						here take a halt. 
					
				

				
					
						PART II
					
				

				
					
						There are many who cannot believe that I have been prevented from writing the whole 
					
				

				
					
						of this tale at once, and they have smiled when they read that I would continue it "if 
					
				

				
					
						allowed." But all who know me well will feel that there is some truth in my statement. It 
					
				

				
					
						may interest those who can read between the lines to know that I attempted several times 
					
				

				
					
						to finish the tale so as to send it all in one batch to the magazine, but always found that 
					
				

				
					
						at the point where the first chapter ends my eyes would blur, or the notes ready for the 
					
				

				
					
						work became simply nonsense, or some other difficulty intervened, so that I was never 
					
				

				
					
						until now able to get any further with it than the last instalment. It is quite evident to me 
					
				

				
					
						that it will not be finished, although I know quite well what it is that I have to say. This 
					
				

				
					
						part must, therefore, be the last, as in trying to reach a conclusion much time is wasted in 
					
				

				
					
						fighting against whatever it is that desires to prevent my going into full details. In order 
					
				

				
					
						then to be able to get out even so much as this I am compelled to omit many incidents 
					
				

				
					
						which would perhaps be interesting to several persons; but I shall try to remember 
					
				

				
					
						particularly and relate what things of a philosophical nature were repeated to me. 
					
				

				
					
						As I sat there waiting for the host to come back, I felt the moral influence of another 
					
				

				
					
						mind, like a cool breeze blowing from a mountain. It was the mind of one who had 
					
				

				
					
						arrived at least at that point where he desired no other thing than that which Karma may 
					
				

				
					
						bring, and, even as that influence crept over me, I began to hear a voice speaking as it 
					
				

				
					
						were through a pipe the end of which was in my head, but which stretched an immense 
					
				

				
					
						distance into space making the voice sound faint and far off. It said: 
					
				

				
					
						"The man whose passions enter his heart as waters run into the unswelling passive ocean 
					
				

				
					
						obtaineth happiness; not he who lusteth in his lusts. The man who having abandoned 
					
				

				
					
						the lusts of the flesh worketh without inordinate desires, unassuming, and free from 
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