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Sir Francis Bacon's (ipher Story.

[DETROIT JOURNAL.] .

Readers of the Journal are fully. aware
that Dr. Orville W. Owen, of Detroit, has
claimed to have discovered a cipher in the
works of Sir Francis Bacon and the so-
called plays of Shakspeare, which when
unraveled reveals a story that shows be-
ggnd (}uestlon that Bacon was the real au-

or o
terpieces of the world.

zthough Dr. Owen has been pursuing
his researches for a long term of years,
and has devoted the most indefatigable
energy,_ patience and ?ersistence to his
tremendous task, very little of the results
of his labors have reached the public eye.
It will be remembered, however, that the
first evidences that his years of digging,
delving and mining in the almost inextric-
ably devious courses of his pursuit had
reached tangibility were published in the
Journal. Contrary to an early formed reso-
lution to withhold from the world the won-
derful story whose fragments he
gt.hered until the whole was in his grasp,

. Owen gave the Journal two extracts.
These were in no sense complete, but they
admirably served a definite purpose.

Previous to their publication Dr. Owen
had endured the jibes, the jeers and even
the more galling pity of those who looked
upon him either as a charlatan or a crack-
brained vlelona«rg. gone daft over the per-
ennial Bacon-Shakspeare controversy.
Yielding to the urgings of his friends, those
who were confident ‘of the importance of
his ‘work and the clarity of his intellect, he
gave the Journal a portion of Bacon’'s de-
scription of Queen Elizabeth, followed
shortly afterward by a part of what is
called ‘“the General Curse’’—in which Bacon
calls fearful maledictions down upon his
enemies.

These publications had a pronounced ef-
fect. They astonished and invited the at-
tention of those who for the first time
became aware of Dr. Owen’s discovery;
they excited the interest of men of intellect
who are broad enough to a.cknowledge that
there may be yet new things under the
sun; they stayed the jest and hushed the
ridicule of those who thought a new literary
clown had azfpemd upon the stage; an
they renewed the faith and strengthened
the belief of those who looked for a won-
derful historical and literary revelation.

It is not the intention here to describe
how Dr. Owen became first convinced that
a clpher story lay hidden in the plays; nor
how he hapgen upon and picked us its
first frail thread; nor how with _ infinite
g::lence he followed it slowly and pains-

ingly through the tangled and obscure
maze of .warp and woof in the various
books; nor how years of endeavor, gelf-

the plays that are the literary mas-.

denial and discouragements went by in the
search after the necessary editions, in his-
torical verifications, in gropings along blind
;}athl where no man ever walked before.
hese are to be left to a forthcoming book,
which the author will devote to his own
story of the discovela; after he has told
the world the story that Bacon hid awa,
for nearly three centuries. That this will
be of intense interest need hardly be said.

The paramount interest now, of course,
is in what Dr. Owen has found. A book
that has long been walited for is at last
issued. From the presses (his week comes
a small paper-bound volume which con-
tains the first connected and consecutive
Yarts yet published of this wondertul story.
t is issued under the title ‘‘Sir Francis
Bacon’s Cipher Story, Discovered and De-
ciphered by Orville . en . D.,” is
published by the Howard Pubilshlng Com-
ga.ny, and printed by the Detroit Free

ress printing house. It has been put into
cheap but substantial form that it may
reach those who might otherwise be de-
barred from indulgence in a literary lux-
ury.

\

“Sir Francis Bacon’s Cipher Story” s
in three _sections or parts—Sir Francis
Bacon’s Letter to the Decipherer; the
Epistle Dedicatory; and the Description of
the Queen, Gene Curse, and Sir cis
Bacon's Life.

The Letter is under date of London, 1623.
This is in the form of a conversation with
a second person, and is devoted to minute
direction—all in Shakspearean blank verse
—for the unraveling of the cipher. The de-
cipherer 18 directed to place the gases of
the oks upon “a great firm wheel” to
facilitate the work—a direction that Dr.
Owen implicitly followed and found to
greatly lessen the mechanical labor neces-
sarily attached to thousands of shiftings
from page to page, from passage to pass-
age, and from k to book. Then the four
great keywords, Fortune, Nature, Honor
and Reputation, are disclosed, upon which
the whole tremendous structure is reared.
From these starting points the trace beginm,
and the helps to sorting, matching and
combining the disjointed fragments, the
guides to the Inversions and transpositions,
the parellels and relatives, are ndicated
with an iteration that becomes almost
verbose. Through all this the mythical sec-
ond person interpolates with questions.
One of these i8 to the purport why the au-
thor—S8ir Francis—disposes his story so
widely into many books. To which Sir
Francis replies:
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“T'11 tell yoy; for fear the finder out
Of this secrbt story in inconsiderate zeal
ight :x'llake it known unto our great
mother,
Or the klni.' And then our life and glory,
e a shooting star, would from the
firmament fall
To the base earth,
For, my good lord, in this secret way
We untol?l a dangerous chronicle, and by
- _starts
Unclasp a secret book to your quick con-
celving,
And read you matter deep and dangerous,
As full of peril and adventurous spirit
As to o'er-walk a current roaring loud
On the unsteadfast footing of a spear.
And if we fall in, good night; we could not

swim,
And so would sink.”

The Questioner—‘Will you name the
works under which irou have concealed, hid,
and masked yourself?”

Bacon—*“We will enumerate them by
their whole titles from the beginning to
the end: Willilam Shakspeare,

Robert Green, George Peel, and Christo-
pher Marlow's .

Stagec plla.ys; the Fairy Queen, Shepherd’'s
alendar,

And all the works of Edmund Spenser;

The Anatomy of Melancholy of Robert

Burton,

The Histo: of Henry the Seventh, the
Natural History,

The Interpretation of Nature, the Great
Instauration,

Advancement of Learning, the De Aug-
mentis Scientarium,

Our Essay_s, and all the other works of our
own.
The Questioner—‘‘1 am ready to distrust
mine eyes and wrangle with my
Reason that persuades me to any other
truth but that

I am mad. I fear for certain the world
will call me mad,

Before it will believe such multiplicity of

genius.
I hm{)e ﬂaweled sometimes at the bulk of

ooks

Published in the year 1623, and before,

But I did not think that any one man was
accomplished

Enough, or capable of writing them.”

—

After a long set of instructions in the
way of making clear the work of the de-
cllgherer. this passage occurs:

“For we will knit up our secret tales in

silken

Strings, with twenty odd, conceited, true
love knots,

And will make a pastime of each weary

step,
Till the la«t step has brought you to the

end;

And there you, my lord, may rest after
much turmoil,

As doth a blessed soul in elysium; and
when you, with

Obedl;r;ce and industry, have engrossed

s, an

Plled up the winged words like heaps of
strange achieved gold;

And when you, like the honey bee, cull

rom
Every flower the virtuous sweets, your
thighs packed

With wax, your mouth with golden honey,

And have brought it to the hive—for so
work the honey bees,

Creatures that, by a rule of nature,

Teach the act of order to a peopled king-

om.
For they have a king, and officers of sort,
Where some, like magistrates, correct at

home;
Others, like merchants, venter trade

abroad;
Others, like soldiers, armed in their stings,
Make boot upon the summer’s velvet buds,
‘Which pillage they, with merry march,
bring home
To the tent royal of their emperor,
‘Who, busied in his majesties, surveys
The st lnf masons building roofs of gold,
The civil citizens kneeding up the honey,
The poor mechanic porters crowding
In their heavy burthens at his narrow

gate;
The sad-eyed justice, with his surley hum,
Delivering o’er to executors pale
The lazy, yawning drones—and when, like

unto a
Pilgrim, you will step by step climb
Unto the top of fortune's friendly wheel,
Then we will raise your honor to as high a

pite

In this, our strong encounter, ag Hector

Did in the Greclan camp, when he, to
overdare

The pride of Graecia, set his warlike per-

son
To the view of flerce Achilles, rival of his
fame.” ' :

Bacon groceeds then to give the impelling
motive that moved him to write the cipher
story. A heavenly voice came to him which

said:

‘“The Divine Majesty takes delight to hide

His work, according to the innocent play
of children,

To have them found out; surely for thee to

Follow thet example of the most high God
canno

Be censured. Therefore put away popular
agplause,,

And after the manner of Solomon, the king,

compose

A history of thy times, and fold it into

Enigmatical writings and cunning mix-
tures of the

Theatgr.nmlngled as the colors in a painter’'s
she!

And it will in due course of time be found.

For there shall be born into the world

(Not in years, but in ages) a man whose
liant and

Obedient mind we, of the supernatural
world, will take

Specltal heed, by all possible endeavor, to
T

ame

And mould into a pipe for thy fingers
to sound

What stop thou please; and this man,
either led or

Driven, as we point the way, will yleld
himself a

Disciple of thine, and will search and seek

out thy

Disordered and confused strings and roots
with some

Peril and unsafety to himself. For men
in scornful and

Arrogant manner will call him mad, and
point at him

The finger of scorn; and yet they will,

Upon trial, practice and study of thy plan,

o e -
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See that th: secret, by great and volumin-

ous labour

Hath been found out.” And then the voice
we heard

Ceased and passed away.

Then to the decipherer Bacon in the

letter gives this direction: )
“We think it right to give a catalogue of
. the titles
Contained in the history, lest you, for
want of warning,

Set to work the wrong way. First: Place
after this

The Epistle of Dedicatorie; then the third
letter is

The description of her majesty, Queen
Elizabeth,
Her gifts, her bridal, and her death, the
eneral Curse,
Which is to disguise the story of our own

origin,

Which, when the &roots shall be revealed,

‘Will make men stand as in a dream.

The Gelnernl History follows this, in a
series .

Of separate letters, and the world,

Seeing tg;a.tt we have composed so accurate
an history, .

Will say, in er%ect, it is (even if found thus
by accident)

More accurate and clear than has ever

Before been published, and, whether

There be a system or not, it is in all parts
complete

And in the same manner of harmony and
coherence,

And, lltl may be, all depends on the unrav-

elling: .

But 18 certain that the several books and
volumes,

By the general rule, in despite of sense,

Have each formed one entire story, which
is miraculous.

And say, ‘for this end were we born.’

Following the Letter i8 the Epistle Dedi-
catory, in which dedication is made to the
decipherer, and which may be passed over
here without description. Into the real
story we come at last, which opens with a
magnificent description of Queen Eliza-
beth. Her wondrous beauty is described
in those smooth, flowing lines which open

thus:

“And if you will but go with me

Unto the shining bower where Cynthia sits

Like lovely Thetis in a crystal robe,

There within pleasant, shady woods,

Whex;e neither storm nor sun's distempera~
ure

Have power to hurt by cruel heat or cold,

Under the climate of the milder heaven

Where seldom lights Jove’s angry thunder-

olt,
Far from disturbance, amid the cypress

springs

‘Where whistling winds make music 'mong
the trees,

You shall see a nymph, a queen,” etc.—

and which formed a dpart of the fragments

published as referred to at the beginning

of this article.

And then he paints the queen in blackest

colors:

“For she to all licentious lust

*Gan to exceed the measure of her mean

And natural first need

Till, like a jade self willed, herself doth
tire

By black lust, dishonour, shame and mis-
governing,

For she was guilty of perjury and subor-
nation;

Gulilty of treason, forgery and shift;

Guilty of incest, that abomination;

Guilty of murder and of theft,

And accessory by inclination

To all sins past and all that are to come,

From the creation to the general doom.”

In the next lines he reveals that Eliza-
beth was his mother, and curses her—
“0, l;lother of my life, that brought’st me

orth,
Thou nurse infortunate, guilty of all,
Curst mayst thou be for such a cursed

son
Cm‘st;d&EI lt)? thy son with every curse thou

| Ye elements of whom consist this clay,

This mass of flesh, this - cursed cr:
corps

Destroy, dissolve, disturb and dissipate

‘With fire, water, earth and air congealed.

Thou fatal star, what planet ere thou be,

Spit out thy poisons bad and all the {1l

Tgat fortune, fate or heaven may bode—"

It 18 perhaps best here, in order not to
take too much from the natural anticipa-
tion that will animate the reader of the
book, to relate the story that Bacon un-
folds only in the barest outline. Suffice it,
then, that his disclosure is to the effect
that he was the son of Elizabeth and the
Earl of Leicester by a secret marriage,
and therefore the rightful heir to the
throne; he tells how this became known to
him; and he relates how KEssex, his dearest
friend, was murdered at the command of
the queen, and how he was made party to
his condemnation; how Elizabeth, in her
last sickness, acknowledged Bacon as her
son to the doctor who attended her; how
Elizabeth was poisoned and afterward
strangled in her bed by Robert Cecil, and
various other startling things that histo-
rians of the Elizabethan era have never
set_ down in the books. Except the murder
of Elizabeth and the reasons for the execu-
tion of 8ir Thomas Seymour, all assertions
have at least the semblance of collateral
historical evidence to sustain them.

The natural question that will force ft-
self upon the mind of the reader of this
remarkable book is, has Dr. Owen really
discovered a cipher story in the works,
or has he laboriously pieced out, with
most cunning ingenuity, a story that, in
its relations tc history, bears close resem-
blance to reaiity? Or has he only con-
cocted a clever imposture, written a story
shrewdly calculated to find dupes in those
who have a leaning toward the Baconian
side of the ancient controversy over the
authorship of those immortal plays that
for centuries have borne the name of
‘Willilam Shakspeare?

t may be stated, in the first place, that
this is Dr. Owen’s first venture in the field
of letters, and that he {s a man who has
reached middle age; that he has never
shown the slightest sign of possessing
unusual or extraordinary literary skill or
genius; that the story is written in a
styvle that shows great facility in the so-
called Shaksperian blank verse; and that
the story itself is a production betraying
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on almost every page the hand of an
author of broad learning, of deep thought
intense poetical feeling, and wide range of
intellect. Some extracts at random from
the story will illustrate its quality. Take
for instance this:

“My lord,
Life every man holds dear,
But the dear man holds honour
Far more precious dear than life,
I prize life as I weigh grief
gGhich I would spare).

0! 'tis a derivative from me to

mine,

And only that I stand for.

Therefore I beg you,

Plt{ my distress and take off my disgrace.

O, it I could

I woulc{ make me a willow cabin at your
gate,

And call upon your soul within the house

To write loyal cantons of my condemned

onour,

And to sing them loud

Even in the dead of night,

And hlilﬁuow my name to the reverbrate

8,
nd make the babbling gossips of the air
ith full voices cry out my unnatural for-

tunes.

You should not rest

Between the elements of earth and air,

But you should pity me.

O, deadly wound that passeth by mine eye,

O, fatal poison of my swelling heart!

O, fortune constant in inconstancy!

Fight, earthquakes in the entrails of the

earth,
And lgastem whirlwinds in the hellish

shades.
foul contagion of the infected

Some
heaven

last all the trees, and in their cursed tops

t the dismal night-raven and tragic owl
Breed and become foretellers of my fall.
The fatal ruin of my name and me.”

Then there is this little bit, where Bacon
replies to the injunction to quench his
‘“hate’s hot fire:”
“The more you dam it up the more it

r honour,

urns.

The (l:urrent that with gentle murmur
es,

You inow,' being stopped, impatiently doth

rage.
But when his fair course is not hindered
He curbs himself as fair and evenly

As doth the smug and silver Trent,

Or the gentle Severn,

‘Who in his sedgy bank doth his crisp head

Turn and wind among the trembling reeds

And n:a.kes sweet music with the enameled
stones,

Giving a gentle kiss to every sedge

He overtaketh in his pilgrimage:

And so
%;' ma.nY winding nooks he strays
ith willing sport to the wild ocean;
But dammed up, he comes me crankling in
And ltro&n side to side cuts from off the

an
A huge half-moon, a monstrous cantle out,
And gelding the opposed continents
The river's current doth run and wind
‘With deep indent in a new channel.
Then hinder not my course; let me go on,
And in a flood
Witht such a heady currance scouring

aults
Make the period of my curse,
And then I'll be as patient as a gentle

stream,
And with exquisite musi
I will unloose the knot.”

A wider range of extracts might be
given to illustrate the literary quality of
the Story, but these should be enough to
bri) the reader to this point, upon which
Dr. Owen lays stress:

If Bacon did not_write the cipher story,
then Dr. Owen did, and for whatever
merit there is {n it, Dr. Owen should have
the credit. It will be conceded that the
Story is a remarkable production, and this
conceded, there remains to take the horns
of this dilemma: The Story is true, or Dr,
Owen {8 a charlatan, but the most won-
derful man who has lived since the begin-
ning of the seventeenth century. We be-
lieve that most readers, personally un-
acaualnted with the author, will find it
difficult to reach a verdict. They will be
stunned with the marvel of it, and still
be fortified with the generally diffused
dislike to acknowledge that an iconoclast
is right. The history 18 by no means fin-
ished with this volume, but it is to be con-
tinued in another book, as also shall follow
the exposition of the cipher itself. Until
these further volumes appear, it will be
the preponderating sentiment, perhaps, that
in Sir Francis Bacon’'s cipher Story Dr.
Owen has given to the world a most as-
tounding production.

WALTER HUNSAKER,
Managing Editor.

For seven years I have been intimately acquainted with Dr. Owen, the decipherer of Sir Francis
Bacon’s writings, and an interested observer of the methods of unravelling the Cipher Story as it has pro-
gressed. I have had the Cipher explained to me, and have seen many pages of the story now before the
public, taken from the various works claimed by Bacon as his own, without the addition of a word by tho
decipherer. The entire story has been obtained in the same manner.

CLAY C. COOPER,
State Editor Detroit Journal.

FROM PASTOR FIRST BAPTIST CHURCH

* * *
of the most skeptical.*

DeTROIT, MIOH., October 17th, 1898,

‘I hope you may sucoeed in establishing the reality of your discovery to the conviction

Z. GRENELL.



SIRFRANCISBACON'S CIPHERSTORY.

Mr. GEO. P. GOODALE (Signor Ma;x), Dramatic Oritic of the

¢ Detroit Free Press,”
cipher:
Shakespeare-Bacon.

To the Editor of The Detroit Free Press:

For many years the tide of talk. connect-
ing the name of Francis Bacon with the
authorship of the Shakspeare plays has
flowed and ebbed. The Baconians being
the accusers, have had to assume the bur-
den of proof. They have been flouted,
scorned and pooh-poohed with pitying and
often supercilious superiority by those who
insist that William Shakspeare, of Strat-
ford, wrote the plays that are ascribed to
him—plays that are, unquestionably, prod-
uct of ‘‘the mightiest mind that ever wore
the garments of mortality.”

One of the severest blows that the Bacon
theorists have suffered was the ‘break
of that ill-advised zealot, Mr. Ignatius Don-
nelly, whose ‘‘Great Cryptogram®” naturally
proved fattening food for mirth. His pre-
tended cipher discovery had nothing to rest
on, though his argument for Bacon was
ingenious in many points and entitled to
a respectful hearing. I confess that noth-
ing ever came nearer giving me hydro-
phobia than these efforts to destroy my
idol. Shakspeare was too dear and too
real a friend to be thrown overboard. His
works had ylelded me larger measure of
delight than all other books with which
I had made acquaintance. Sentiment, loy-
alty, tradition, habit, prejudice—everything
that goes to conviction—gave brain and
heart assurance that Shakspeare was Shak-
speare.

I am now forced to quite another con-
viction—to-wit: that Francis Bacon wrote
the Shakspeare plays. That conviction is
the result of more than a year’'s examina-
tion of testimony submitted to me by Dr.
Orville W. Owen, of Detroit, the tireless
gentleman who not only discovered the
hidden cipher, but who has worked out the
secret stories which it relates.

In July, 1882, Dr. Owen confided to me the
cipher, and together we went over the
matter which is contalned in the volume
just published by him. I was shown how

publishes to the world his opinion of the

to apply the cipher for the unfolding of
these startling revelations. I saw that
there was nothing of conjecture in it, but
a simple, unerring mechanical process, that
led us into the most wonderful storehouse
of treasure the ages have known. During
the first few months of my studies amaze-
ment obscured my judgment, and I found
it impossible to admit what now appears
to me the clearest truth. This radical up-
rooting of all my life’s ideas on this mo-
mentous issue cost me more than I care
to compute; but if ever I saw duty con-
fronting me I see it now; and it leaves me
no alternative:—I feel in simplest honor
bound to make proclamation that so far
as I am concerned the evidence offered by
Dr. Owen is overwhelming. My conclu-
sions may not move a single mind to
change. Without intending to be prag-
matie, or arrogantly to oppose anybody's
views, I may say with such modesty as
becomes all men that it is not of the least
moment what others think on this ques-
tion, Whether Bacon wrote Shakspeare,
or Shakspeare wrote it himself, is of no
consequence to me; and I am justified in
going still farther and asserting that Dr.
Owen stands in the same dttitude of serene
indifference. There is this to be said,
however: .

1. Dr. Orville W. Owen, of Detroit, Mich-
igan, U .S. A., 1s the actual and sole dis-
coverer of a practical scheme of cipher
writing in which it is asserted:

(a) That Francis Bacon was the lawful
son of Elizabeth, Queen of England, and
Robert Dudley, Earl of Leicester, those
two having been secretly married in the
Tower of London.

(b) That Francis Bacon, for the purpose
of concealing the secret histories which he
wrote “for posterity,” composed all the
plays of Shakspeare, Christopher Marlow,
Robert Green and George Peele; the Anat-
omy of Melancholy of Robert Burton, and
all the works of Edmund Spenser. These,
taken in connection with the undisputed
works of Bacon, constitute the general fab-
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ric into which are woven the threads that
form the cypher stories. .

2. Dr. Owen has worked out by a pro-
cess known to me, (and of which any man
that so wills may inform himself) various
stories, every line of which is taken sys-
tematically from the works enumerated
in the foregoing paragraph. The first of
these secret stories is entitled, ‘“The Let-
ter to the Decipherer.”” It purports to
have been written and signed by Sir Fran-
cis Bacon, and it is a luminous exposition
of the cue (or key) words and their corol-
laries that are the basis of the cipher. It
instructs the decipherer how to proceed
and it was by following these instructions
that Dr. Owen achieved his great discov-
ery. This letter naturally comprises the
first division of the volume that i{s now
made public.

The second division {is entitled ‘“The Epis-
tle Dedicatory,” and is llkewise addressed
to the decipherer, who has been nearly
three centuries coming. In this “Epistle’”
Bacon says: “For thirty-three years have
we gone in travail with these, the children
of our wit,”” and he expresses the belief

" that the confldant of his secret will find it
worthy of praise for ‘‘the perfection of the
stories and histories -which we have writ-
ten, and hid in the whole of our writings.”

The third and largest (unfinished) division
of the book comprises a description of
Queen Elizabeth, an extraordinary com-
position called the General Curse, and
Bacon’s Autobiography.

3. Dr. Owen has deciphered, and I have
read, other secret writings from the same
source, more startling than any in his pub-
lished volume. Among them are circum-
stantial accounts of the destruction of the
Spanish Armada and the killing of Chris-
topher Marlow, epitomes of the lives of
William Shakspeare, Edmund Spenser,
George Peele, Robert Green and Robert
Burton; “The Knight's Tale” (a story), a

translation of a econsiderable portion of
Homer's “Iliad,” and a general History of
England. There are abundant indications
that we shall have still other disclosures.
Meanwhile let us endeavor to account for
those that are in evidence.

For my part I could wish that this whole
revelation were a dream, and that our im-
mortal Shakspeare’s crown were not in dis-
pute. He shall forever be my friend who
will so settle the controversy. There are
three things in particular to be remem-
bered:

1. The existence of a cipher by use of
which these stories are revealed is an in-
disputable fact.

2. The stories are not Dr. Owen’s in-
ventions. He did not compose them, for
the reason that neither he nor any man
that lives is gifted with the surpassing
genius to do it.

3. Nobody has the right to pass.judg-
ment on this discovery who has not first
read the book. On this point Bacon warns
us that )

‘“Inferior men who assert the fabrie
Of this history has come together through fortoi-
tous
Concurrence or chance, and not by human skill, are
Actuated by revenge, or the desire to appear wise
to
The people. For such great wits, leb them accuse
You
Of cunningly suppressing the secret in some way,
Or deny the truth of the congregated story. * ¢
And let every man make some little trial for
Himself of the way which we describe and lay
out.” -
‘“It 18 not probable that a man that is
Slavishly bent upon blind, stupid and absurd objec:
tions

Will bestow time and wotk enough upon this to
make
Trial of the chain. Such a man is not entitled to
Judge
And decide upon these questions.’’
GEORGE P. GOODALR.
Detroit, October 14, 1893.

The first folio edition of Shakespeare, the one from which Mr, Willard has arranged ** Hamlet* for
the coming performances at the Tremont Theatre, is one of the rarest books known, A perfect copy is
worth $5,000—the Baroness Burdett-Coutts paid nearly $4,000 for the one in her collection—and a defaced

or damaged one will easily bring $1,000,

This is the folio of 1623, which Dr. O. W. Owen uses in working out his startling cipher storfes. It
was photographed some years ago from a copy in the British Museum, and can Row be bought in the
original size for about $60,—Detroit Free Press, October 22, 1898,

WHAT A PURCHASER OF THE BOOK SAYS:

* I opened it in the middle and read on some twenty pages. It was so astonishing that I immedi-
ately took up my Froude and Hume and Encyclopedia Britannica to see what it all meant, and, I am
sorry to say, it fitted the facts of history like the cogs in a wheel.” ’

.
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