THE MAGNET

[Subsequent to the inquest on the body
of the Rev. Ingram Shallow, who shot
himself in the churchyard of St. John’s,
Ilworthy, Bedfordshire, on the evening of
October 14, the following paper was found
at his lodgings in the village, and is here
published for the first time. It will be
remembered that at the inquest the usual
verdict of temporary insanity was re-
turned. ]

Thursday, October 6.—The world is
still ringing with the news of the
ghastly accident to the express the
night before last. The Tuines has a
column and a half. Nothing else is
spoken of in the village. Yesterday
afternoon I went over on my bicycle
to witness the scene of the accident.
Of course, the more horrible traces
of it had already been removed;
the screams of the injured and
dying and the sight of mangled
bodies, about which we read in the
73 E



THE MAGNET

papers, would have been too much
for me. The up line was already
clear, and it was expected the down
line would also be clear in the course
of a couple of hours. There was a
perfect army of men at work, with
every kind of ingenious contrivance
for removing the heavy obstacles.
All along the embankment frag-
ments of the débris are still strewn.
At a distance of at least forty yards
from the point where the accident
actually happened I found, among
some wet grass and fern, a part of
one of those plates they have up in
the carriages, giving the number
that the carriage is intended to
carry. I have. often noticed, when
standing in the station, the appear-
ance of strength which locomotives
and carriages on the fast trains
always have. Yet here one saw
all this strength of no avail. The
engine and the carriages were
broken up just like a child’s toys.
I do most sincerely hope and believe
that it was nobody in Ilworthy who
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was responsible for the disaster.
Whoever it is, I do trust and pray
that he may be discovered, and that
he may pay with his own life for the
lives of those hundreds his fiendish
action has sent, without a moment
of warning, into eternity.

Friday, October T7.—The Vicar
came Dback with me to breakfast
this morning after the early service.
After some talk about the accident,
I asked him if he intended to touch
upon it on Sunday morning. He
said that he would if I thought it
necessary, but that his sermon was
already written, being one of a
series on the Gospels for the day,
which he prepared some time ago.
I said that undoubtedly the acci-
dent was a terrible event, and one
which had sunk very deeply into
the minds of everybody in Ilworthy.
It was an event which might give
point and weight to many a lesson,
and it had Dbeen my view that
Christianity was a practical religion,
and the priest should, wherever
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possible, bring it to bear upon the
events of the day. At the same time
I did not insist ; it was not for me
to instruct him, the contrary was
rather the case. He smiled good-
temperedly, and said that since I
seemed to be so full of the accident,
and had taken such an absorbing
interest in it, I could probably
preach a better sermon on it myself,
and I might use that as my subject
for Sunday evening. I thanked
him, and said that I would do so.
I have spent the whole day over
this sermon. I do not, like the
Vicar, read my sermons, but I have
written this out in full, and shall
commit it to memory. Ihave given
what I think is really a somewhat
vivid and impressive picture of the
great express rushing at headlong
speed to ruin; the obstacle just
seen by the driver one moment
before his engine crashed into it;
the sudden darkness of the train
through the extinction of the
lights ; the screams for help; the
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sight of the dead bodies laid out on
the embankment. I have
worked myself up so much about
this sermon, that I have only to
shut my eyes actually to witness the
scene myself. I seem to be stand-
ing by the obstruction, and to see
the long train crashing down upon
me when it is too late to do any-
thing. I hope I am not exciting
myself too much about it. It is
already past ten, and I think I
shall have a cup of hot cocoa
quietly and go to bed. I notice
that one of the illustrated papers
in the reading-room has a magnifi-
cent full-page illustration of the
accident. I have often thought,
by the way, of writing a little for
the papers myself. I know 1
have some taste for the work,
and I am inclined to think I have
some little gift also. The supple-
ment to one’s income would be
useful.

Sunday, October 9.—1 have just
retwrned from church, exhaosted.
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I preached over forty minutes,
without the least sign of impatience
from any of the congregation. No
coughing or shuffling of the feet, or
anything of the kind. In the vestry
afterwards, Mr. Johnson, our senior
churchwarden, took me aside, and
told me that it was one of the
strongest and most impressive ad-
dresses he had ever heard delivered
from that pulpit. I hope I did not
appear to be unduly pleased at this;
one must not think of self in these
matters, and I strive against it. I
was a little surprised that after this
special effort of mine the Vicar
should have said nothing at all.
He is not a small-minded man, and
I cannot believe him to be actuated
by jealousy. He spoke of the acci-
dent again, and said in what seemed
to be rather a patronizing way that
he was afraid I was letting it prey
too much on my mind. I tried to
be humble, and I think I can submit
to a rebuke when it is deserved.
But, really, this is nonsense. 1
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still picture to myself at times the
man standing by the obstruction
and watching the express coming
towards him. But for the awful
wickedness of it, it would be, in a
way, a magnificent moment. He
would have the thought that he, a
weak man, could at his will check
the rush of a train, hurl it over,
twist and break the strong iron as
if it were cardboard, and avenge
himself on hundreds of people;
and then have all the police in the
country hunting for him—and in
vain. Exhausted though I am, I
am afraid that I shall get no sleep
to-night until I have been out in
the fresh air a little. The church
was crowded, and oppressively hot.
The whole village is asleep, and no
one will be any the wiser. I think
I will get on my bicycle and ride
down again to the place where the
accident happened. It is within a
quarter of an hour to midnight,
and so Sunday is practically over.
Besides, there are many very good
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men who do not consider that
cycling on Sunday is wrong.

Monday, October 10.—To-day I
have been beset by a terrible and
most extraordinary temptation. I
thank God that I have wrestled
against it successfully ; but the fact
that such a temptation could even
occur to me appals me.

Tuesday, October 11.—The Vicar
called this morning. He will take
both sermons next Sunday. He
said that I looked ill, and that he
thought I had been overdoing it,
and was in want of a holiday. I
think he is right. He is really a
very kind man. I shall go away
next week. Again, all day long, I
have been subject to the same
diabolical impulse. I was half
tempted to speak to the Vicar
about it, but shame prevented me.
I get but little sleep now at nights,
and if I do sleep I am always
haunted by the same dream. I see
the lights of the express coming
nearer and nearer.
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Wednesday, October12.—1t is done
now. It had to be done, and it
was 10 good to contend against it.
I believe that it must have been the
will of God that I should do it, for
ever since the Dburden has been
lifted from my mind, and I have
been quite myself again. Late
last night, or rather very early this
morning, finding myself unable to
sleep, I got up and went out. I did
not take my bicycle. I ran all the
way to that point on the line that I
have always been thinking about.
There is a stack of heavy sleepers
there. It is at the Dbottom of a
deep cutting, and you can see the
train coming for some distance. I
knew by the tables that I had not
much time to spare. I had got six
of the heavy sleepers across the rails,
when I thought I heard it coming,
but I was mistaken. I dragged
on another, and then I heard the
roar ; there was no mistake about
it. I could see the lights flashing
as I saw them in my dream. I
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am ashamed that I had not the
strength of mind to wait until the
last moment. I tried to, but I
could not. I ran away up the em-
bankment and crossed some fields.
I saw some men coming and hid
behind a hedge. I knew that de-
tectives were about. 1 lay there
panting, and was afraid they would
hear me, but they passed on. I got
back to my lodgings while it was
still dark ; nobody had heard me
go out, and nobody heard me come
back. That is all right.

Since writing the above 1 have
been to the Wednesday evening
service. The Vicar was to deliver
an address. At the last moment I
felt that I wished to preach on this
awful accident and the lessons it
must have for every one of us. 1
crossed over to the Vicar and asked
permission to preach. He refused.
I warned him that I intended to
preach, and that if he attempted
to occupy the pulpit he would do
so at his peril. Then I suddenly
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seemed to see the matter in a
different light and apologized to
him. However, I wish very much
to address the village on the sub-
ject, and as I am not allowed to
preach in church I shall call a
public meeting on the recrcation-
ground. I must remember to get
arrangements made as to the print-
ing and posting of bills to-morrow.
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