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1. The Cup
MYSTERY OF A “RELIC”

FINDER BELIEVES IT TO BE THE HOLY GRAIL
TWO “VISIONS”

GREAT SCIENTISTS PUZZLED

DISCOVERED AT GLASTONBURY
One on top of the other, five headlines lay centrally on the front page of the Daily Express, Friday 26th July 1907. Below them ran the following story:

A small circle of eminent leaders of religious thought, antiquaries and scientists are at present discussing with the deepest interest, the discovery in remarkable circumstances of a glass vessel of beautiful workmanship and supposed great antiquity, in a spot near Glastonbury Abbey.



The discovery was made by the sister of Mr Wellesley Tudor Pole, of Bristol, and two other ladies, as a result of a suggestion by Mr Tudor Pole that they should go and search in a place he had seen, either in his mind's eye or in what seems to have been a 'waking dream'.
As Daily Express readers scanned the page’s narrow columns they may have wondered about this grail-questing hero with the strange, long name and multiple female accomplices. What sort of person could he be? The answer, when it came, was oddly incongruous: “Mr Pole is the managing director of a large grain business at Bristol.” Indeed, had the Daily Express mentioned it, a portion of his name was incorporated in the firm’s title: Chamberlain Pole & Co. Ltd., Flour Importers, Grain & Cereal Merchants.


Wellesley Tudor Pole was a precocious business success, only twenty three years old, with prematurely thinning hair, regular features and sober choice of clothes.  Mark Twain would describe him later, and somewhat mischievously, as “a plain-looking man, suggesting in dress and appearance the English tradesman”, but the Daily Express saw him, slightly inaccurately, as “a man of keen intelligence, with clean-cut features and dark, deep-set eyes.” The inaccuracy lay in the eyes: they were blue.
One more witness might be called at this stage, a certain Miss Leslie Moore, who will loom large but not long in the story. She felt he had “a real business capacity, and a level head for such affairs, yet he was undoubtedly possessed of the curious faculty of second sight.”

It was this second sight that was the key to everything.
***   ***   ***
Wellesley Tudor Pole was born on St George’s Day, April 23rd 1884, in Weston-super-Mare to prosperous middleclass parents. Thomas and Kate Pole were open minded and forward looking in a late Victorian sort of way, but when young Wellesley arrived they needed to open their minds further than usual. The sunny natured, loving child would baffle them with his spells of dreamy introversion and strange tantrums.

It was in church one day that the explanation came. There he knelt, a small boy in his Sunday best suit, flanked by parents, sisters and younger brother. All around were the comforting murmurs of parishioners at prayer. Then he looked up, and his mouth dropped.

He could see the colours of people’s prayers. They were rising like steam. From the mass of kneeling parishioners there lifted a haze of tints and hues, winding about each other, spreading upwards.


“Mama, look at all the colours! Papa, look!”


Neither Mama nor Papa could share his vision, but they were well placed to understand it, at least in part, for they often discussed the thought currents of the time: Spiritualism, Fabian Socialism, Theosophy, the Garden Cities Movement. It was not difficult to diagnose young Wellesley’s gift. To put it in folk terms, he had the Second Sight. Or, more briefly, he was psychic.

Living with such a capacity, though, was another matter. Any child can come out with embarrassing remarks – “Why does that lady have such funny hair?” But the remarks of a psychic child can be considerably more uncomfortable – “Why does that man have horrid colours around him?.. Look, that lady has something like a crab on her lungs… Protect me Mama, that man has killed somebody.”

Even the most patient and enlightened parents could be driven to the infuriating Victorian cliché: “Children should be seen and not heard.” Sternly bearded lectures would come from Papa, while Mama, the conformist angel of the house, would purse her lips in support of the enraged patriarch. It was a situation that could call for older sisters, and young Wellesley, being provided with two, knew where to turn for comfort and support.


All in all, therefore, it was a mixed childhood for Wellesley, both happy and unhappy, and in that respect it was similar to everything else in his life, a combination of opposites. When he was eighteen these opposites were thrown into dramatic relief during a feverish illness, possibly typhoid. He found himself outside his body, and from then on he was blessed and burdened with the conviction that there were two Wellesley Tudor Poles, one of whom was limited to a physical body - and another who was not.


In a sense his whole life was about bringing these opposites into a unity. This was especially so in the world of work. His father, Thomas Pole, managing director of Chamberlain Pole & Co, had made some ill-judged business decisions, and young Wellesley was drafted in to steady matters. So successful was he that within a short space of time he was handling most of the responsibility himself while his father took more of a back seat.


It was a huge challenge for a sensitive youngster. Denied a place at university, denied fallow time to explore and experiment, denied the chance for youthful irresponsibility, he was suddenly the deputy patriarch, the major breadwinner, with a substantial family depending on him. Yet, all the while, his strange inner life was making its insistent demands, as he later explained. 
I became interested in Glastonbury in the spring of the year 1902.  I had never been near the place before that date, and the reason I went down there in that year was because I had a very curious dream with regard to the place, which represented myself as being a monk at Glastonbury, and I went down simply out of curiosity to see the place, and see whether I could recognise any part of it and whether it would bring up to my mind any memories of the past.
It was an unusual decision. Back in those days Glastonbury was nothing like the technicolour living fantasy it is today, nothing like the bizarre backdrop for healers, charlatans, mystics, drop-outs and fascinated spectators. Back then, it was a small town, scarcely more than a village, which had never recovered from its mauling at the hands of Henry VIII’s brutal commissioners. Glastonbury Abbey, the richest in England, had been dissolved at Henry’s whim, and its spiritual leader, Abbot Whiting, having failed to satisfy the regal lust for treasure, was hanged, beheaded and quartered on Glastonbury Tor in 1539. Ever since then, as if paralysed by shock, the greatest mystical centre in Britain had subsisted in a self protective doze.

But not much longer. One by one, particular people were arriving in Glastonbury and beginning to waken its slumbering spirit. Almost at the start came Wellesley Tudor Pole:
I went there and the whole place seemed to be absolutely familiar, as if I had been down there all my life. There are different parts of it, which, from the very first, seemed more my own home than any other part of the world.  I was able to gain such extraordinary light and help in my daily work in the world of commerce through these pilgrimages to Glastonbury that I became in the habit of going down there twice a year.
This “extraordinary light and help” proved handy because by 1904, at the age of 20, he became managing director of Chamberlain Pole & Co. It was a challenging position, demanding from him not just practical acumen but a considerable degree of diplomacy. Feathers had been ruffled at his father’s failings; feathers had been even more ruffled at young Wellesley’s dizzy promotion. If that same dizzily promoted youngster should happen to get himself involved in “clairvoyance” or other such nonsense, well, the reputation of the firm might suffer, and then what would the traders say on Bristol’s Corn Exchange?

However, his inspirations allowed little chance for Corn Exchange respectability. It was in the same year, 1904, that Tudor Pole began receiving what he called “very strong impressions, much stronger than any spoken word could be.” These impressions would lead him to discoveries, quests in foreign lands, to lifelong aspirations, and also to considerable fury from one E. Marcuse, older partner in Chamberlain, Pole & Co.
One of these impressions came towards the end of that important year, 1904, and would lead him unwillingly towards the front page of the Daily Express and to temporary notoriety (from a Corn Exchange point of view) or temporary fame (from an antiquarian point of view). He experienced an utter conviction that something wonderful, remarkable, even Grail-like, was to be found at Glastonbury.
His first step was to visit Chalice Well which at that time was a Roman Catholic College. The priest in charge promised to keep a look out for a wonderful find, whilst secretly sighing at the extravagance of youngsters and their imaginations.

Almost at the same time he had another “very strong impression” was that he should find three maidens to help him. Of all his impressions, this was perhaps the oddest, and yet it chimed with the Arthurian feel of Grail questing, with its legendary nymphs, virgins and seers hovering on the margins of everyday normality. 
Who should these maidens be? Perhaps one was nearby already. Kitty, the sister nearest in age, was always a willing accomplice. Should he try her out on a pilgrimage to Glastonbury? He had recently revived, or re-imagined, the “old pilgrimage route” and so he met up with her one summer’s day, she arriving by bicycle, he, businesslike, by train. At once, the magic of Glastonbury worked on her, and Kitty was “very strongly influenced by the extraordinary magnetism of the place.”

As it happened, Kitty had a pair of interesting friends, Janet and Christine Allen, although they did not at first seem likely candidates for dedicated and maidenly questing. “The Allen girls were always considered beauties, and much in demand at parties, tall, slender and graceful, with golden hair and blue eyes.” 
Of the two, Janet was Tudor Pole’s age while Christine was a year younger. They had floated in and out of his life over the last few years like two butterflies in diaphanous chiffon dresses, far too popular to be taken solemnly. But all that changed one day in 1905 when “under rather curious circumstances” he saw them afresh. What those circumstances were he never divulged, but it is possible déjà vu was involved. He felt some ancient recognition perhaps, some stirring of half-felt memory, as a result of which he “immediately knew, through a very strong impression” that they were the ones he needed.

And so he described to them the Old Pilgrim’s Route, and the Sacred Shrines, and how Kitty, by her visits, had prepared the way for them. And as they listened to his “deep resonant voice”, and as they saw the force in his “beautiful blue eyes”, they must have felt their lives being rearranged. Here he was, the living embodiment of mystical adventure, opening their imaginations to a Grail quest with its promises of romance. And he came, like an Arthurian knight, embodying all the authority of worldly success.
Falling in love can be a matter of horizons. Suddenly there arrives the prospect of fuller life, of boundaries expanded beyond mundane limits. An intangible melody calls the soul to unknown adventures. Looked at in these terms, it was inevitable that Janet and Christine Allen should fall in love with Wellesley Tudor Pole.

Did he fall in love with them? How could he not when they shared so readily in his aspirations? Magical Christine with the penetrating gaze; ethereal Janet with the spiritual eyes. Ah, but spiritual love is a different matter from mundane love.


He sent the two to Glastonbury with instructions to gain what inspiration they might. And inspiration they gained in plenty, especially the psychic Christine. So they kept returning two or three times a year, and every time they reported back to Tudor Pole, their director and inspiration. It was an intense relationship, fuelled no doubt by sublimated yearning, but it became considerably more intense a year later when, remarkably, their quest achieved success.

In the beginning of 1906, I went down to Glastonbury with the fixed intention of doing my utmost to search the different holy spots and wells with the object of seeing if I could bring anything to light.  I went to Chalice Well and asked permission to search, and certain parts of the Abbey grounds, but nothing came of it.  At last in August of that same year I was at my office in Bristol, not thinking in any way about Glastonbury, or anything connected with it.

And that was when an event occurred which would send its ripples far in time and wide in space. Tudor Pole had been discussing commercial issues, perhaps with the ever-exasperated E. Marcuse, perhaps with Mr Tryon or Mr Gibbons, (exemplars of sound mercantile opinion), or perhaps even with a younger Marcuse, Gerald by name (who would later succeed Tudor Pole as managing director of Chamberlain Pole & Co).
I was in the middle of a very serious business conversation – in the midst of which suddenly, without any warning whatever, I saw on the opposite wall of my office the strong impression of a place, a particular spot at Glastonbury, a spot that I had already visited and which I knew well. I had a strong impression, or very clear vision, of this particular spot where a thorn tree was growing, where there are three upright stones arranged in a particular way. At the same moment I saw buried beneath that particular spot some object that was throwing out a curious kind of white light. I could not tell what it was, but it appeared to be lying beneath a flat stone.

Though he did not know what the object might be – not yet – he did know the place, because he had been there many times on his revived or reinvented pilgrimage trail. Its name was Bride’s Well, and it lay in a lonely fenland area outside Glastonbury close to the Brue Stream. An elusive world of legend lay in the name of the well, suggesting both the fifth century Irish saint, Bride, and also the ancient goddess hovering behind her, Brigid or Brigantia, after whom Britain – Britannia – is arguably named.
It was a powerfully evocative place that Tudor Pole had seen in his vision, especially in terms of its feminine associations. And it was two females who went to investigate.
I was unable to go down to Glastonbury that day, and my sister could not go, but the Misses Allen were on the point of going to Glastonbury that week, and I asked them definitely to go and search that spot, to look beneath the flat stone, beneath the water and the mud, which is about three-quarters of a mile from Glastonbury. I told them to dig up whatever they found and to report to me. They went down to Glastonbury and found the spot without any great difficulty. They took off their shoes and stockings and waded into the mud.
Fortunately the two sisters were taller than average, for they needed to delve with hands and feet in three and a half feet of murky water, under which lay two feet of “peculiarly unpleasant mud” and “a number of broken stones”. The task seemed hopeless but, dedicated maidens as they were, they could not give up without pursuing their mission to the end.

Modest dresses must have become waterlogged and considerably less modest. Skirts, sleeves, bodices must have been streaked with mud as though reverting to pagan abandon. Hair became dishevelled and smeared across cheeks. And then it happened. A foot struck something; a hand reached down; another hand. And something was lifted out. At first, covered in mud, the object seemed merely round and solid, but then they washed off the mud – and knew.

What they knew could only be described in terms of awe. The object was made of glass; it was saucer shaped; its colour was greenish blue; it had a repeating pattern of flowers-like shapes. All these things they could see, detail by detail, as they gazed in astonishment. But that was not what they knew. What they knew was something else.
The first impression they received was one of such great awe and sanctity that they dared not touch this relic.  They seemed to be guided to wash it and leave it there.  They felt that they had no right to bring it away.  They came back to Bristol and reported what they had found.

So everything changed. Wellesley Tudor Pole was no longer an untested dreamer. The maidens were no longer gullible youngsters. The whole project was real. And they needed to do something about it. After due consideration, Tudor Pole sent Kitty along on October 1st1906 to repeat the mud delving and fetch the object home.  
Faithful, cheerful Kitty, what did she feel about these extraordinary events and people? But it was no time for dreaming when, on a chill rainy October day, Kitty carried out her charismatic brother’s request. The water and mud may have been even less congenial than last time, but she found the object easily enough with her feet. After washing it, she carried it home with her, as instructed, to 17 Royal York Crescent, Clifton, Bristol.

That was the Tudor Pole family home, and its four-storey grandeur reflected the commercial success of the family firm.  Royal York Crescent curves in an elegant sweep along the heights of Clifton, offering a panoramic view over the River Avon to the remote distance. Any visionary seeking inspiration might be happy to live there. At the top of the house a room was set aside as “the Oratory”, and here the object, now referred to as “the Cup”, was installed. The walls of the Oratory were draped in white; lighted candles stood on the altar table; at the centre of the table, in a casket, lay the Cup itself.


As its glass caught the candlelight it seemed unearthly. Reflected sparkles mingled with the flowered pattern till it appeared extravagant stars were shining there. And because the flowers were double Maltese crosses, they seemed more and more like the angels within the stars, spreading their limbs in deep space. And further behind lay a film of silver leaf evoking yet another universe, an ethereal universe made of silvered light.


Neither Tudor Pole nor the maidens were in any doubt as to what they had found. As Janet Allen wrote:
It was with a deep feeling of reverence and awed feeling of responsibility that I realised the Vessel we had brought to light was the Holy Graal. I wondered many times why such an event should have come into my life, feeling a keen sense of unworthiness to be called as one of the custodians of this Sacred Relic.

News of the remarkable find spread rapidly, and visitors arrived with increasing frequency, climbing the stairs to the fourth floor Oratory. On entering the room they felt a notable atmosphere of peace. Many saw visions, some relating to Jesus, others to Egyptian or Eastern scenes. Some visitors saw faces, others saw light.
A tall venerable priest robed in long red garments and standing before Altar steps has been seen on several occasions and by various people. Many have seen a wonderful pure white flame in the form of a lotus bud rise from the Cup and radiate forth great light in all directions. Sometimes a dove hovers over the vessel, and sometimes tongues of white flame. At other times a pure luminous white beam of light radiates forth.
Not the least of the visionaries was Christine Allen herself who repeatedly saw the figure of a veiled woman, felt to be “the Guardian of the Cup and of its shrine”. Tudor Pole saw the veiled woman too, and this shared visionary capacity between himself and Christine formed yet another tantalising link between these two strong personalities.

The next step now was to authenticate the Cup. If its nature could somehow be verified, then it might cease to be a temporary wonder and become a lasting influence for good. Could it be the sign of a new age?  Might it usher in a new and more feminine era?  

Being a sound man of business, Tudor Pole was unlikely to make great claims without seeking proof.  Seeking that proof, though, was about to become a considerable challenge.
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