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It is an odd reversal of sequence when finding the Holy Grail should lead to a lifelong search. Successful questers should, if the old stories are anything to go by, settle into a state of stable adoration, and to an extent that is what the maidens did. But Wellesley Tudor Pole wanted to share the discovery with the world, and to do that he needed to prove what had been discovered.

First, he enlisted Abbot Gasquet (later Cardinal) of the English Benedictines to make enquiries.  Gasquet himself thought the Cup “was of ancient manufacture, possibly of the Imperial Roman or Graeco-Roman era.” Then Gasquet asked a few experts, including Chance Brothers of Birmingham, who had famously supplied the glass for the Crystal Palace back in 1851. Unanimous opinion held that the Cup must be ancient, because of the wear of both water and earth on the base and outer rim of the vessel.

Tudor Pole next took the Cup to the British Museum, where “Mr. Read said that the preservation was so wonderful that it could not possibly be ancient”. Then he took it to the South Kensington Museum where Mr Wilde’s reply was no more definitive.  Frustrated, Tudor Pole sought unearthly help.
When I came away on December 15th from the South Kensington Museum, I felt so upset at not being able to gain any light with regard to the find, that I sent up a very strong prayer that some means should be found before the day was out to gain some light.
He’d heard that a mystically minded Swedish princess, by name of Princess Karadja, was in town and thought that, with her wide connections, she might have some answers to offer. So he replaced the Cup safely in his hotel and went to pay his respects. The princess knew nothing of him, the Cup or any answers, but she did make a suggestion: "I know a lady here who has a most marvellous power; she is in great distress.  Would you be willing to go and see her?"

Reluctant though Tudor Pole was to make another polite but pointless visit, he nonetheless trooped decently along to 44 Elgin Crescent, Notting Hill to meet the marvellous but distressed lady. Her name was Miss Helena Humphries, and she knew no more of him than had Princess Karadja. However, she invited him into a small room, then turned and said, "You are connected with a very holy relic." 
Suddenly Tudor Pole had an answer to his prayer. "I have a piece of glass in my possession,” he said. “Can you give me any assistance?"  
"Bring it to me,” she replied, “and I can help you."
When Tudor Pole returned next day, he took the precaution of eliminating visual clues, and he was helped in this by both the atmospheric gloom of the day and the drawn-in darkness of the house. What he wanted Helena Humphries to try was a psychometric reading: to read the Cup by touch alone.
I took the Cup to her, and had it covered up in a silk handkerchief.  I said to her, "Do not look at this piece of glass.  Put your hand underneath the silk and see what is the result.  See if you can tell me whether it is ancient or modern."  It was a very dark room at the back of the house, and it was a foggy London day.  She put her hand underneath the silk and the moment that she touched the glass, immediately radiated out from the point of contact, rays of luminous white which were visible to both of us. 


Immediately she went into a state of semi-trance, and began to describe our Lord holding the cup in His hands, towards Peter at the Last Supper.  She described very minutely certain details with regard to the table, the room, and the supper.  She described the liquid that was in this cup, and said that it was either oil or white wine.
Awake and observant, Tudor Pole took note of details, comparing them with any preconceptions he might have and testing them against possible explanations.

She could not possibly have obtained this from my mind, because my idea was that red wine was used at the Last Supper. She went on to describe a woman who came in after the Last Supper, and took this cup and washed it and put it in her robe.  She described the Crucifixion scene and the scene at the Tomb.

After these tantalising details came the most important information of all, something which would set the compass for much of Tudor Pole’s future life.

She described the centre of a chapel which was adjoining a very large Church somewhere on the Continent in which this relic had been guarded in holy reverence.  
A strange aspect of the whole affair was that Tudor Pole, via psychic infection, was able to share with Helena Humphries the vision of this “Church”.  Indeed, he was able to go further and identify its whereabouts.

Immediately she began to describe her vision I found myself witnessing the scene; indeed I felt as if I had been transported to Constantinople and were in a position to make independent investigation of the conditions there.



Subsequent to this experience my thoughts became centred upon Constantinople and I found myself transported there on many occasions both during sleep and whilst in my normal state.

And thus began the Quest to Constantinople (present-day Istanbul). Meanwhile, Tudor Pole was not the only investigator. The Allen sisters could easily travel to London as their father was Superintendent of the Great Western Railway. Hearing of some likely sounding lectures by Basil Wilberforce, Archdeacon of Westminster (and grandson of the famous anti-slavery campaigner), they went along and took note. His delivery and broad-minded topic, The Relationship of Christianity to the Eastern Religions, impressed the sisters, and so, on June 22nd 1907, Tudor Pole took the Cup to London for him to examine.
Wilberforce had contacts, and one of these was Sir William Crookes, the celebrated scientist who had, amongst various achievements, discovered the element thallium and pioneered research into cathode ray tubes (nowadays used in televisions). Most relevantly, Crookes was an expert on glass, having, for instance, made his own electric light bulbs to illuminate his house, a first in Britain.
He took the Cup away for examination, feeling it to be very old because its pattern of double Maltese crosses was a pre-Christian symbol. However, he did not give a definitive view on the Cup’s age, merely commenting that “the workman who fashioned the Cup was an artist whose ideas were far in advance of the somewhat crude appliances at his disposal.”
Another contact of Wilberforce’s was an American author on a visit to Britain by name of Samuel Clemens, and Clemens’ biographer gives an account of his first meeting with Tudor Pole.
When he arrived Wilberforce said to him, in an undertone: "Come into my library. I have something to show you."



In the library Clemens was presented to a Mr. Pole, a plain-looking man, suggesting in dress and appearance the English tradesman.  Wilberforce said: "Mr. Pole, show to Mr. Clemens what you have brought here."



Mr. Pole unrolled a long strip of white linen and brought to view a curious, saucer-looking vessel of silver, very ancient in appearance, and cunningly overlaid with green glass.  The archdeacon took it and handed it to Clemens as some precious jewel.  Clemens said: "What is it?"



Wilberforce impressively answered: "It is the Holy Grail."

Although it was an honour for Clemens to see and handle the object, he privately considered the whole Grail idea a poetic myth. So, “in a subsequent dictation", he offered some whimsical views on the incident:

I am glad I have lived to see that half-hour – that astonishing half-hour. In its way it stands alone in my life's experience.  In the belief of two persons present this was the very vessel which was brought by night and secretly delivered to Nicodemus, nearly nineteen centuries ago, after the Creator of the universe had delivered up His life on the cross for the redemption of the human race; the very cup which the stainless Sir Galahad had sought with knightly devotion in far fields of peril and adventure in Arthur's time, fourteen hundred years ago; the same cup which princely knights of other bygone ages had laid down their lives in long and patient efforts to find, and had passed from life disappointed – and here it was at last, dug up by a grain-broker at no cost of blood or travel, and apparently no purity required of him other than the average purity of the twentieth century dealer in cereal futures; not even a stately name required – no Sir Galahad, no Sir Bors de Ganis, no Sir Lancelot of the Lake – nothing but a mere Mr Pole.

It was a little harsh of Samuel Clemens not to allow our hero a more interesting pseudonym, especially as his own was Mark Twain. There again, the name ‘Pole’ derives from the Norman 'de la Pole', so Sir Wellesley de la Pole would make as good a francophone knight as any.


Nonetheless, Clemens’ whimsy serves to highlight the Tudor Pole paradox. By an interesting twist of history a distant ancestor, by name of Edmund de la Pole, was arraigned in 1506 as a traitor to Henry VII, another distant relative and the first Tudor monarch. This symbolises the dual identity of our protagonist: he was both a Tudor and its embattled opposite, a Pole. Similarly, he was both a mystic and its occasional opposite, a businessman.

The encounter with Clemens took place on 23rd June 1907, and a month later, July 20th, Tudor Pole was in company with Archdeacon Wilberforce again. This time, though, there were forty or more people present, including such high-ups as the Duke of Newcastle, Lord Halifax and Lord Carlisle; churchmen such as the Dean of Westminster, the Rev. R.J. Campbell and Canon Duckworth; scientists such as Sir William Crookes and Sir Oliver Lodge; and other notables such as the American Ambassador, Whitelaw Reid.  

They had gathered at Wilberforce's home, 20 Dean's Yard, Westminster at twelve midday, to hear about Tudor Pole’s find, and the meeting opened with words from Wilberforce:

Our proceedings here are strictly private, not for publication, and the report that is being taken is for Mr. Tudor Pole's own use.  For myself, I will say this, that when anything very remarkable is told me, the amount of what I believe depends not so much on the credibility of what is told me, as the credibility of the person who has told me. That is to say that suppose a few years ago, a man in the street had told me that he would give me a photograph of my bones I should have laughed, but if the same thing had been told me by Sir William Crookes, I should have waited until I got more knowledge, knowing that Sir William was a person to be depended upon. I can only say with regard to Mr. Pole that he is the soul of truthfulness. He may be deluded himself, but one thing is perfectly certain, that he is not going to attempt to delude you.

This character reference formed a useful preface to the meeting, because it was Tudor Pole’s task to relate a very strange tale indeed. Most of the extracts quoted so far have come from the account he gave that day, and to these he added future prophecies, based on more “very strong impressions.”

He was not alone at this meeting. Kitty was there, noting in her diary that “W. spoke very well.” Janet and Christine Allen were also there, having arrived with Sir William and Lady Crookes in their carriage. Sometimes, to clear up points, Wilberforce questioned the maidens from the Chair, for instance clarifying details of Bride’s Well with Janet.
THE CHAIRMAN: Miss Allen, you went to Glastonbury at the request of Mr. Pole?



MISS ALLEN: We had previously arranged our pilgrimage and then received his instructions to go to this particular spot.



(A Voice from the audience): And you got to this particular spot? Mr. Pole had accurately described it?



MISS ALLEN: We knew the spot as we had been there twice before. It was in the well, full of mud, that we actually brought the cup to light.



THE CHAIRMAN: Didn't it seem a rather hopeless task?



MISS ALLEN: Quite hopeless.



THE CHAIRMAN: But you felt that you ought to go on?



MISS ALLEN: Yes.



THE CHAIRMAN: It is a kind of fen place, is it not, and very few people go by it?



MISS ALLEN: Yes, quite away from the ordinary route.



THE CHAIRMAN: You must have got into a terrible mess?



MISS ALLEN: Yes, a great deal of mud had to be dug up.

Later on, he asked Christine about the visions of white light seen in the oratory.

THE CHAIRMAN: What was the vision of light like? Was the place in darkness?



MISS ALLEN: No, because a lamp was always there. At one time it took the form of a dove, and at others simply the light.



THE CHAIRMAN: With regard to that, you are not under a delusion?



MISS ALLEN: Absolutely none. I saw a woman holding out her hands.



THE CHAIRMAN: A female form? How clear was it? Could you see through it? Did it appear to be objective in connection with the relic or subjective?



MISS ALLEN: It was absolutely standing beside the altar with the hands held out.

At the end of the meeting the dignitaries went away, some of them perhaps thinking, “White light, female form… I'll believe that when I see it.” Maybe a few others thought, “Formidable jaw he's got... direct gaze too... deep, resonant voice.” Perhaps some of them remembered Wilberforce's words, “He may be deluded himself, but one thing is perfectly certain, that he is not going to attempt to delude you.”


However, certain other words of Wilberforce’s were not so well remembered: “Our proceedings here are strictly private.” Six days later, on Friday 26th July 1907, the Daily Express carried headlines such as “Mystery of a Relic: Finder believes it to be the Holy Grail” – after which followed a slightly garbled version of events.
As it turned out, the leak had its uses because it allowed the next thread of the story to weave itself into the texture. Its protagonist was another psychic lady, a Miss Leslie Moore, who later published her story in the Catholic journal, ‘The Month’. Her account was particularly interesting as it included a written prediction, preserved in a letter, and subsequently proven true. 
Leslie Moore’s story begins with a visit to South Africa in March 1907, where one night, about eleven o’clock, she was writing a few letters home, including one to a friend, Miss Hoey.
While writing this letter I had a sudden strange and forcible impression that on July 27th of the same year I should hear of something remarkable being found. As I knew the impression I had just received would interest her, I wrote and told her about it.



I sailed for England the following June 10th, and reached home on July 2nd. On July 13th I went to London to stay with some friends for a few days. I saw Miss H., and she reminded me of the date I had mentioned to her in my letter. She asked me to stay with her when I left my other friends, and this I agreed to do. She worked in the office of a well known magazine firm.



On Saturday, July 27th, she came to me in great excitement. Someone at the office had happened to bring her a paper in which there was an account of an extraordinary find at Glastonbury!

That, of course, would be the Daily Express article, describing the Dean's Yard Meeting and published on Friday July 26th (but likely to be seen by a non-Express-reader the following day). Naturally, this played on Leslie Moore’s mind, and a few nights later, in bed, she had a strange experience. It was not exactly a vision, more like she was remembering something from the distant past, but visualising it very clearly. She saw a large church where Mass had been said, unusually, at midnight.

I was conscious of a sudden tumult without the church, and of a great banging on the doors, while the people within the church were obviously terrified. I saw the priest show two small acolytes a way out, presumably to safety. I was next conscious of him standing by one of the great pillars of the church. The people were so terrified that the majority seemed scarcely to notice him. He seemed to me to be speaking, or thinking so clearly that I was fully conscious of the words in his mind.



“Not for my own sake, but for the sake of the treasure entrusted to me.”



The pillar by which he stood was formed of great stones. He touched a hidden spring in this pillar, and one of the great stones turned on an iron or steel bar which ran through it, disclosing a small spiral staircase within the pillar.
The priest entered the staircase, letting the stone swing into place behind him.  He then climbed up till he came to the span of an arch. He passed along walkways till he came to a narrow chapel high over the church. Inside the chapel was a tabernacle. “He opened it, and I saw him take from it a roll of parchment, and the Cup.” The priest then descended another spiral stairway in a different pillar.

This pillar sank many feet into the ground, and, when he came out of it, by turning one of the stones on a pivot as he done before, he was in a kind of catacomb. I saw him go to a stone in the wall of this place, and push it aside. The stone had symbols on it, among them a five-pointed star or pentagon, and two fishes.
The priest left the parchment behind this distinctive stone but kept the Cup inside the breast of his habit.
He seemed to me to stay some time in the catacomb. At last he ascended the spiral stair, but instead of mounting to the span of the arch, he came out into the church. I then saw it was devastated and ruined.



That was all. I returned to my surroundings, and the fact that I was in my own bed.
When Tudor Pole heard about this experience, he invited Leslie Moore to meet him and Helena Humphries, so they could compare notes. Each of them had, in vision, seen the same church. Tudor Pole had done the research and confirmed it was Hagia Sophia in Constantinople. All of them were convinced the “roll of parchment” hidden by the priest was crucial to the Cup’s story. Indeed, Tudor Pole would eventually feel the parchment must contain the Lost Gospel of Polycarp, but for now his chief idea was a conviction that it would authenticate the Cup’s history. The next thing was to decide on a course of action. 
After discussing the story fully, Mr. T.P. told me that he intended to go out to Constantinople and make investigations. I begged him not to do so, feeling it was almost absurd to put any confidence in my waking vision. He said, however, that it had only confirmed, with full detail, an impression that the clairvoyante (Helena Humphries) had had, and he meant to go. He made me draw a little map of the position of the church, the catacomb and the stone I had seen.

Someone else present at that meeting was Miss Hoey, Leslie Moore’s friend, who was – perhaps inevitably – psychic. Indeed, Miss Hoey seemed more enthusiastically visionary than anyone else, coming out with voluminous prophecies and numberless visions during succeeding days and weeks.

At this stage, the Triad of Maidens may have begun to feel a few twinges of unacknowledged irritation. Their discovery of the Cup (and it was they who had delved in the mud of Bride’s Well) was beginning to take second place to other sensations. How did they feel about multiple psychic ladies moving into their territory and shifting the gaze to Constantinople? They would, of course, be appropriately eager to prove the Cup’s history and would thrill to the idea of their very own knight errant riding forth. But who was sending him?

Tudor Pole felt the need to warn against disharmony in an “inspiring” talk he had given them, telling the maidens they had “accomplished what was very rare on earth”, that is, “the unity in the trinity” and that they had created and spiritualised a thought form which “inspired and instructed him as to what he was to do”. Kitty noted all this in her diary, ending her entry with Tudor Pole’s warning that they should “always be perfectly harmonious.”
Like a good Triad, they felt the force of this advice, but they also took note of who was accompanying their adviser on the first part of his Continental journey: the ever energetic Miss Hoey. Many are the thoughts that can lurk behind actual utterance. “Wretched women, seems to think she invented him.” Such a form of words would never, of course, reach their lips, but it may have hovered an inch or two behind.
Nonetheless, the maidens remained determinedly harmonious for the time being. On August 20th they held a “Farewell Service” for Tudor Pole, which Kitty took and which was “most impressive”. Next day he left Bristol by the twelve o’clock train, with Thomas Isaac Allen, Superintendent of the Great Western Railway, smoothing his way with appropriate courtesies.
Putting aside any unquiet thoughts of Miss Hoey meeting with him in London, the maidens began their daily vigil in the oratory, with the diligent Janet taking first watch at 12 a.m. “We took three hours there at a time and six hours off night and day. It was rather sleepy work sometimes. At twelve every day, or rather 11.40, we had a special service, also smaller services at three and seven.”
Whatever psychic or spiritual help they could offer would seem necessary, because Tudor Pole was riding towards the land of Balkan wars, of mysterious harems, of massacred Christians, in fact towards one of the most alarming places on earth.
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