Harry James, Psychical Investigator, Age 36
A disreputable but internationally famous ghosthunter who just happens to be not only a great charlatan, but also a blackmailer.

Harry James is famous of that there is no doubt.  The son of a greengrocer from the East End,  he claims his family is the James family of Market Harborough, Leicestershire who were landed gentry, and claims kinship to William (varieties of Religious Experience) and Henry (famous American Novelist) James.  There is foreign blood in Harry’s veins, but it is actually because his father was a penniless Hungarian immigrant and his mother a beautiful Russian Jewess.  In fact there are very few (conveniently deceased) famous people of the last twenty years Harry does not claim to have been on first name terms with, and he is a habitual name dropper.  Loud, overbearing, but fairly charismatic Harry is a raconteur with an ability to hold an audience with his endless tales of his own exploits, or scathing criticism of others. Scruffy, dishevelled and unprepossessing physically there is a peculiar magnetism about the man, though sadly it does not extend to the fairer sex.

You can look at Harry two ways – he is either a complete oik, a cad who has lied, cheated and threatened his way in to the heart of the British Establishment, a foul parvenu with academic, social and class aspirations which he has never quite comfortably filled. That is how most of the Society he aspires to belong to see him – the man is best known for his exploits in the tabloid press after all, investigating haunted houses, exposing fake mediums, and most notoriously in 1911 climbing the Matterhorn with Professor Erich Ingolstadt and taking part in a medieval magical ritual designed to cal up a demon while the worlds press took photographs of the stunt!  

Or you can look at Harry the other way - his life as one long upward struggle against class prejudice, always aspiring to reach the top, always believing in his natural aristocracy and gifts. The Prejudice may win in the end, but he has done remarkably well for the son of a market stall holder in Whitechapel. No-one doubts his knowledge, or ability to  appear where the cameras are, or his undoubted charm. What people do doubt is his sincerity, his morals and his honesty, for time and time again he has been accused of fraud, hoaxing or having grossly exaggerated the facts of a case in the interests of a better story. And how he loves to tell stories…

His investigation of Binham Priory in Norfolk, and the subsequent book, The Most Haunted Place In the World? (1901) set the tone for all that was to come. According to Harry he discovered a terrifying story of ancient black magic in the ruins of a humble Norfolk Priory, and in his subsequent investigations was forced to confront almost three dozen different spooks before finally managing with the aid of a well known, but recently deceased Anglican clergyman, to defeat the forces of darkness. Sensationally it told the story of how Sir Robert Fitzwalter, one of the major instigators of the Magna Carta, had installed a Prior Thomas at Binham in Norfolk, how the monks rebelled after finding Thomas was conjuring demons, how Fitzwalter then attacked the place with his knights and how a handful of monks aided by God withheld the assault and siege for three weeks until King John swore ‘By God’s feet, either Fitzwalter is King of England or I am’ and marched to life the siege.  This is all historical fact. Where it becomes more debatable is where the Reverend Oswald Green and you uncover the remains of the crypt where black magic was practiced, and find it in use again, solve a series of horrible murders, and confront the satanic coven which is ultimately destroyed by exorcisms and the subsequent dragging of the whole coven in to hell by the demons departing.  Unfortunately then for three days the good Reverend and Harry were trapped in the ruins by a whole host of malignant spooks, which they slowly overcame by cunning, prayer and sheer bravery.  That’s what the book says. The reality is that Harry never met Rev.Green, and that he thought he twice saw the shadowy apparition of a monk in the ruins during his investigations there ‘during his Cambridge days’ (ie. When he was employed as a sales assistant in a large department store in the town….) 
His next book, The Cross Correspondences (1905) is a classic piece of psychical research, and Harry is very proud of it today, for it is all true, every single word!  It is also the book which finished him with the Society for Psychical Research.  

The Cross Correspondences tells the story of how as each of the founders of the SPR died, a number of mediums living in different parts of the world, one in India, two in England and two in America, none of whom knew each other, all started to receive fragmentary scripts purportedly dictated by the dead psychical researchers. All were told to mail their scripts to the SPR offices in London, and in one case to another one of the mediums houses! Each script made little sense in itself, and was filled with classical allusions and motifs relating to such matters as poetry, heraldic devices etc, etc.  The scripts did however make sense, and could be ‘decoded’, once they were put together and in the light of the journals, letters diaries and personal papers left behind and of the people concerned.  Harry had joined the SPR at a time when it’s correspondence address was 10 Downing Street, for Lord Balfour was not only Prime Minister of England he was also President of the SPR at the time.  It was while investigating a series of references in the ghostly scripts to Balfour that Harry suddenly realised that seemed to imply he had a number of sexual liaisons with a girl of about 17, who through poking through private correspondence and  bribing servants he was finally able to identify as Lady Wardour de la Fleur, a girl who grew up to be Baroness Rochester, the medium tonight.  This indiscretion was too risky to be made public at the time, but in his book he did dish the dirt on a huge number of sensitive family matters which embarrassed the over swollen dignity of several leading British families.  The SPR grabbed all the scripts, and have locked them away not to be opened until 1992, including a large number of scripts which Harry never had access to in the first place. His expected membership renewal was rejected, and on trying attend SPR meetings he was politely but firmly shown the door by the servants.  People he had regarded as good friends and colleagues suddenly shunned him, and worst of all his book failed to sell. The SPR had utterly ignored his sensationalist book on Binham, but when he tried to play seriously as they seemed to want they threw him out and the book failed with the public. Still he had enough society dirt to last for years, and to build even better relations with tabloid press editors. It was a mention of the indiscretion with Balfour (one hates to call it blackmail) which brought him here tonight, for the Baroness would hate a scene just three days before her marriage, and Harry was desperate to attend the séance. 

In 1907 he moved on to investigating mediumship, and spent a happy two years stripping young ladies naked, tying them to chairs and performing intimate body searches in the interests of psychical research. (Normal procedure for the investigations of the time!)  Oddly enough there seemed to be plenty of young women only too happy to be tested under these conditions, and several appeared to generate genuine psychic phenomena. It was this period of his life which Harry chronicles in his third book, Mediums – the Truth Exposed! Many people claimed it sold more for the many semi-pornographic plates and the lurid accounts of  the sex lives of prominent mediums than it did for psychical research reasons, and then just after it was published East End medium Agnes Hutchiss, declared utterly genuine and totally beyond a shadow of a doubt the genuine article by Harry, was caught in blatant and undeniable fraud by Carrington of the SPR.  Sales of the book remained steady, but Harry was briefly embarrassed in to silence.

If there is one word which describes Harry however, it is irrepressible. He bounced back, and in 1913 published Natalie, a book which caused a huge storm of interest and then controversy.  If published as a novel it would have been hailed a masterpiece, but Harry insisted it was not fiction but fact, but the truth (it is complete fiction) is that it demonstrates Harry to a novelist of rare talent, far better than M.R.James and arguably Henry James.  

 Natalie begins with an ordinary middle class family in North London becoming aware of a ghostly presence in their house. Slowly the tension mounts, as more and more inexplicable events put a strain on the family.  Then things become positively frightening, and the maid vanishes in mysterious circumstances. The family calls in the police, and then a number of ‘experts’ on the paranormal, all of whom are given pseudonyms but many of whom are reminiscent of well known figures in psychical research, though Harry is at pains in the Introduction to say that none of them were actually members of the SPR, who the family avoided contacting owing to it’s ‘pomposity, stupidity and reputation for arrogance’.    These individuals actually manage to make matters worse, and soon there is a full blown poltergeist haunting the property. After a pool of blood drips from the ceiling and then vanishes and the frantic cries of the maid are heard the family moves out, and Harry, alone and utterly unafraid moves in.  There then follows a fascinating period of scientific research, which culminates in Harry discovering documents that show that two adult ghosts are still haunting the place where they tortured their ward, a young French girl called Natalie to death. An unnamed Priest is called, there is an explosive exorcism scene and finally the vengeful spirits depart, whereupon there is a tender scene as Natalie’s spirit is laid to rest, reminiscent of the end of Oscar Wilde’s The Canterville Ghost.

This book was published to rave reviews and the SPR had to take it seriously, not least because it actually contained several good ideas for investigations of haunted properties. The best line of attack was to claim that the events did not occur as described, but Harry has steadfastly refused to name any of the people involved, citing confidentiality. He has no choice as he made the whole thing up.  It is just plausible enough however to have made Harry’s name a household word.

Owing to an ‘old hunting injury’ (fictional of course) Harry is unable to serve at the front, but he publishes patriotic columns in John Bull and the Illustrated London News in which he pontificates on various issues, none of which have anything to do with psychical research or his supposed field of expertise.  Recently he has specialised in attacking the incompetence, bloodthirstiness and general stupidity of Winston Churchill, First Lord of the Admiralty and castigating him for a number of failings, but the Gallipoli Campaign being the foremost.

For Christmas 1915 your book ‘Talking with Angels’ came out. This was actually one of your factual books, though it contains plenty of fictions.  The central plot was based on a real event; during the retreat from Mons a young English Lieutenant, Thomas Hugginson and a force of about thirty men were cut off by the overwhelming tide of the German advance.   Hugginson called upon St. George, and God responded by sensing a force of Bowmen and Angels who shot down the Germans in their thousands.  Hugginson’s account of that day was published at the time, and despite later attempts by the SPR to claim that the whole thing was a myth based on a short story by the author of uncanny fiction Arthur Machen, you were able to find plenty of people with reliable testimony about loved ones serving at the front who had actually seen the Angels.  The problem was you couldn’t actually find any of those who had seen the Angels themselves – well you actually found seven, but not one of them would talk. You vaguely suspect but have no evidence that there was some kind of high level cover up, but can’t see why?  Eventually in desperation you made up an interview with Hugginson (called Higginson in the book to avoid legal problems) who you said was recovering from wounds in a cottage in Devon.  

This has led to an unfortunate complication – Hugginson is actually attending the séance tonight. Hopefully he hasn’t read your book, but so long as he agrees that his own account of what actually happened (appended to this character) was accurate and Angels did appear it is only a small indiscretion – but you don’t want him calling you a fraud – it could damage a chaps reputation…

Also present is a really interesting character - Donald Andrew George MacFraser, Antiquarian and Occultist: 

The public have all heard of him, and in the last six months since coming out of solitude in the highlands of Scotland, and following a short period in New York associating with notorious braggart, homosexual and womaniser (!?!) Aleister Crowley who is said to have founded a Black Magic Religion and claimed to be the Beast, he has made quite an impact. He is clearly debauched – tales circulate around London of his taste for fast women and boys from good families, and both in large numbers – at once.  Opium, Heroin and Cognac are his exclusive diet, mixed only it is said with the blood of debutantes from the finest families which he drinks directly from the neck. The more sensationalist press has even hinted he believes himself to be a vampire, or is a vampire! Other legends associate him with the immortal magician Count St. Germain, Cagliostro, or a demon bound by Crowley in a magickal rite.

He never speaks of what he knows – unlike Crowley  merely hinting at dark truths, and letting his terrible powers be seen in deeds not words. Two of his critics, one a respected Presbyterian minister have suddenly spontaneously combusted, while over two score of his enemies have died. It is said that he recently visited St. Petersburg to lunch with Rasputin, but that Rasputin turned pale at the sight of him and that the Tsar had him expelled from the country under armed guard.  Women are fascinated by him – his boyish good looks are certainly not effected by his dissolute lifestyle, and he appears to be about 23, though apparently he is nearer 40, or a 140, or even older! He was recently seen having lunch with Winston Churchill, First Lord of the Admiralty, and it is no secret that he often dines with prominent military officials and politicians. He moves in the highest circles, his manners are impeccable, and women everywhere are utterly in love with his mysterious Svengali type charm.  With the single exception of Lt. Col J.F.C Fuller all of Crowley’s disciples have abandoned their former master for this man, who demonstrated his power at a recent House Party in Cornwall by making the hosts yacht explode with incredible force by a simple incantation after the host mocked him.

He never appears in the press photographs, and it is said no photograph actually exists of him. He is the devil, but a devil women wish to possess. It is said at least a dozen suicides, a score of broken marriages and a string of murders lay at his door.

What a chap! You have no idea how he managed to get an invitation here – maybe like you he blackmailed his way in. You have a healthy respect for him. Of course he’s a charlatan, because he is just like you! But because you are a coward you will never actually push him – just toady, it’s safer.  

The only other person here who interests you greatly is Mabel. .  Miss Mabel Hawthorne, descendant of Nathaniel Hawthorne the famous American author, from New England, is the author of a number of Theosophist/Spiritualist inspired novels on the Faerie Folk of Britain, all of which are really romances with fiercely sensuous and erotic overtones. A dizzy young thing, she loves the scandal her risqué (by 1916 standards) stories cause,  and her sexual liberation is refreshing! Three in a bed! Lesbianism! Oral Sex! Is there no end to the gross disgusting indecencies this woman writes?  You hope not, and wonder if she is as racy in real life as on paper. You are determined to find out!

Shame though, because secretly ever since you met her when you were both very young you have been a little bit in love with the Baroness. You didn’t think she would ever marry, and now she is marrying the Colonel. He seems a decent enough sort, but if he finds out you have been blackmailing his wife for money over the years he might cut up rough, and deep down you are terrified she will tell him, but even more heartbroken at the marriage.  

You are determined to try and like the Colonel, but you can’t help hating him.  Oh well, unlikely you can call the marriage off and the odds against you marrying a Baroness who you have been blackmailing since her teens – but you can dream…

Hugginsons’ Account

IT WAS DURING the Retreat of the Eighty Thousand, and the authority of the Censorship is sufficient excuse for not being more explicit. But it was on the most awful day of that awful time, on the day when ruin and disaster came so near that their shadow fell over London far away; and, without any certain news, the hearts of men failed within them and grew faint; as if the agony of the army in the battlefield had entered into their souls.
On this dreadful day, then, when three hundred thousand men in arms with all their artillery swelled like a flood against the little English company, there was one point above all other points in our battle line that was for a time in awful danger, not merely of defeat, but of utter annihilation. With the permission of the Censorship and of the military expert, this corner may, perhaps, be described as a salient, and if this angle were crushed and broken, then the English force as a whole would be shattered, the Allied left would be turned, and Sedan would inevitably follow.
All the morning the German guns had thundered and shrieked against this corner, and against the thousand or so of men who held it. The men joked at the shells, and found funny names for them, and had bets about them, and greeted them with scraps of music-hall songs. But the shells came on and burst, and tore good Englishmen limb from limb, and tore brother from brother, and as the heat of the day increased so did the fury of that terrific cannonade. There was no help, it seemed. The English artillery was good, but there was not nearly enough of it; it was being steadily battered into scrap iron.
There comes a moment in a storm at sea when people say to one another, "It is at its worst; it can blow no harder," and then there is a blast ten times more fierce than any before it. So it was in these British trenches.
There were no stouter hearts in the whole world than the hearts of these men; but even they were appalled as this seven-times-heated hell of the German cannonade fell upon them and overwhelmed them and destroyed them. And at this very moment they saw from their trenches that a tremendous host was moving against their lines. Five hundred of the thousand remained, and as far as they could see the German infantry was pressing on against them, column upon column, a grey world of men, ten thousand of them, as it appeared afterwards.
There was no hope at all. They shook hands, some of them. One man improvised a new version of the battlesong, "Good-bye, good-bye to Tipperary," ending with "And we shan't get there". And they all went on firing steadily. The officers pointed out that such an opportunity for high-class, fancy shooting might never occur again; the Germans dropped line after line; the Tipperary humorist asked, "What price Sidney Street?" And the few machine guns did their best. But everybody knew it was of no use. The dead grey bodies lay in companies and battalions, as others came on and on and on, and they swarmed and stirred and advanced from beyond and beyond.
"World without end. Amen," said one of the British soldiers with some irrelevance as he took aim and fired. And then he remembered-he says he cannot think why or wherefore - a queer vegetarian restaurant in London where he had once or twice eaten eccentric dishes of cutlets made of lentils and nuts that pretended to be steak. On all the plates in this restaurant there was printed a figure of St. George in blue, with the motto, Adsit Anglis Sanctus Geogius - May St. George be a present help to the English. This soldier happened to know Latin and other useless things, and now, as he fired at his man in the grey advancing mass - 300 yards away - he uttered the pious vegetarian motto. He went on firing to the end, and at last Bill on his right had to clout him cheerfully over the head to make him stop, pointing out as he did so that the King's ammunition cost money and was not lightly to be wasted in drilling funny patterns into dead Germans.
For as the Latin scholar uttered his invocation he felt something between a shudder and an electric shock pass through his body. The roar of the battle died down in his ears to a gentle murmur; instead of it, he says, he heard a great voice and a shout louder than a thunder-peal crying, "Array, array, array!"
His heart grew hot as a burning coal, it grew cold as ice within him, as it seemed to him that a tumult of voices answered to his summons. He heard, or seemed to hear, thousands shouting: "St. George! St. George!"
"Ha! messire; ha! sweet Saint, grant us good deliverance!"
"St. George for merry England!"
"Harow! Harow! Monseigneur St. George, succour us."
"Ha! St. George! Ha! St. George! a long bow and a strong bow."
"Heaven's Knight, aid us!"
And as the soldier heard these voices he saw before him, beyond the trench, a long line of shapes, with a shining about them. They were like men who drew the bow, and with another shout their cloud of arrows flew singing and tingling through the air towards the German hosts.
The other men in the trench were firing all the while.They had no hope; but they aimed just as if they had been shooting at Bisley. Suddenly one of them lifted up his voice in the plainest English, "Gawd help us!" he bellowed to the man next to him, "but we're blooming marvels! Look at those grey ... gentlemen, look at them! D'ye see them? They're not going down in dozens, nor in 'undreds; it's thousands, it is. Look! look! there's a regiment gone while I'm talking to ye."
"Shut it!" the other soldier bellowed, taking aim, "what are ye gassing about!"
But he gulped with astonishment even as he spoke, for, indeed, the grey men were falling by the thousands. The English could hear the guttural scream of the German officers, the crackle of their revolvers as they shot the reluctant; and still line after line crashed to the earth.
All the while the Latin-bred soldier heard the cry: "Harow! Harow! Monseigneur, dear saint, quick to our aid! St. George help us!"
"High Chevalier, defend us!"
The singing arrows fled so swift and thick that they darkened the air; the heathen horde melted from before them.
"More machine guns!" Bill yelled to Tom.
"Don't hear them," Tom yelled back. "But, thank God, anyway; they've got it in the neck."
In fact, there were ten thousand dead German soldiers left before that salient of the English army, and consequently there was no Sedan. In Germany, a country ruled by scientific principles, the Great General Staff decided that the contemptible English must have employed shells containing an unknown gas of a poisonous nature, as no wounds were discernible on the bodies of the dead German soldiers. But the man who knew what nuts tasted like when they called themselves steak knew also that St. George had brought his Agincourt Bowmen to help the English.
