
The Life 
of a
Gerard Fairlie and 
Elizabeth Cayley
A fertile-brained 
Yorkshireman, Sir George 
Cayley, Bt. (1773-1857) is now 
indisputably recognised as the 
pioneer of modern aviation. 
Apart from his work on 
aeronautics, he invented, 
among other things, the 
caterpillar tractor, the hot-air 
engine, the tension wheel 
(which became the foundation 
of the modern bicycle wheel) 
and an ink-carrying pen and a 
self-righting lifeboat. He also 
invented a mechanical hand 
for a man who had lost his 
own hand; the safety curtain 
in the Drury Lane theatre was 
also an invention of his. 
Sir George Cayley also did 
original work in land 
reclamation, allotment 
agriculture, and was a pioneer 
of safety on the railways.

The authors of this first 
official biography take the 
reader behind the inventor's 
publications to find the man 
of genius in his private life.



THE LIFE OF A GENIUS

The first official life of Sir George Cayley, 
the pioneer of modern aviation



SIR GEORGE CAYLEY 
at the age of seventy



THE LIFE OF A GENIUS

by 

GERARD FAIRLIE

and 

ELIZABETH CAYLEY

HODDER AND STOUGHTON

AMBASSA. OR CGLL-G LIBRARY,

Bricket Wood, 

St. Albans, Herts.



FOR
KENELM HENRY ERNEST CAYLEY 

George Cayley's great-great-grandson

First printed 1965 

Copyright © 1965 by Gerard Fairlie and Elizabeth Cayley

Printed in Great Britain for Hodder and Stoughton Limited, St. Paul's House,
Warwick Lane, London, E.C.4, by The Camelot Press Ltd.,

London and Southampton



Preamble

SIR GEORGE CAYLEY, universally acknowledged as the 
Father of the Aeroplane, was undoubtedly a genius. Naturally 
reference will be ma3e in this book to his pubficlife, and his 
scientific inventions, as well as to the stresses and strains of 
his family life. But for those principally concerned with the 
history of aeronautics we recommend two books: Sir George 
Cayley by J. Laurence Pritchard, C.B.E., published by Parrish 
in 1961; and Sir George Cayley's Aeronautics, a Science Museum 
Handbook by C. H. Gibbs-Smith, published in 1962. In both 
of these important works the technical and scientific angle of 
Sir George's inventions is fully and fascinatingly explained. 
Our concern is to present the character behind the genius, to 
suggest the driving forces working on the man himself. And 
to give us authority we have the veritable mass of letters still 
in the possession of the present Cayley baronet, Sir Kenelm, 
written by Sir George to his wife, to his beloved cousin Miss 
Phil, to his children and his mother, and to many of his relatives 
and friends, besides their letters to each other, and to him, and 
the diaries left by three of his children.

Miss Phil Philadelphia Frances Cayley was the sixth 
baronet's cousin, and four years his junior. Circumstances 
contrived to bring them closely together in their formative 
years. There can be no doubt that each exercised an immense 
influence over the other throughout the whole of their lives, 
except for the very few years in which the youthful George 
met his tutor's daughter, the brilliantly clever and brittlely 
beautiful Sarah, fell in love with her, and married her. But 
after the marriage, the cousins' friendship was soon resumed.

Had he not been driven to seek every possible escape from 
the lovely Sarah's tantrums and the constant family warfare
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between her and their daughters, would he have given so much 
time to his scientific investigations? Were these, in a sense, an 
escape from the present as he found it?

Sir George Cayley knew very well, and frequently reiterated, 
that his inventions would not reach complete development in 
his own lifetime; but in our view, had Miss Phil been his 
Lady Cayley, she might have proved him wrong in this. Her 
gentle understanding and burning love for him, her incessant 
encouragement, her self-sacrificing nature, and the peace 
which she brought to his family except to the actual Lady 
Cayley, which was scarcely her fault all suggest that she 
would have brought her own loving influence for peace to 
him and to any family they might have had. This could only 
have given Sir George more leisure of mind and more ample 
time to allow his brilliant brain to pursue his discoveries to 
their limit, unhampered by disturbing mundane distractions. 
He would have been secure in the knowledge that his family 
were happy and lived happily; there would have been no 
necessity for his readily-accepted, time-devouring duty to 
defend the children to their mother, or to explain their mother 
to his children. Not that he was ever very successful in either, 
although he did his best. And Miss Phil most unselfishly 
helped all she could within her power which was consider 
able, for all Sarah Cayley's children genuinely adored her, with 
the exception of the irascible and difficult second son, Digby, 
who clung to his mother, and did not get on with his father, 
or Miss Phil. Sarah Cayley hated Phil, but throughout her 
life never refused to receive her, nor failed to make use of her, 
which was out of character, since normally she impetuously 
told those whom she disliked, either in person or by letter, 
and in most devastating phraseology, precisely what she 
thought of them. It was no unusual thing for Sir George 
to write soothing letters to people who complained on receiv 
ing abusive letters from his wife.

Our object in this book is to tell the story of the private life 
of a genius. While we may surmise a little here and there to
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fill in gaps, we have ample ground for believing the facts we 
relate to be the facts of his life.

The question of how much a writer may surmise to fill in 
gaps in a biography is one of great difficulty. No matter how 
well-documented a man's life may be, no matter how many 
personal and business letters he may have left behind, if he 
died more than a hundred years ago he is bound to have left 
doubts about his motives on various occasions. We have 
discussed this problem at length, together, and with Kenelm 
Cayley. We are satisfied that we are wholly justified in the 
conclusions at which we have arrived in our efforts to be fair 
to all who were living at the time. It is quite clear to us that 
Sir George was an intensely human man, who thought more 
of others than do most, and a very proud and loyal family 
man. To picture this humanity we have been careful neither 
to stress his virtues nor to dwell on his weaknesses for Sir 
George Cayley was as strong and as weak as any of us, only 
far more intelligent.

We were helped by a long conversation which Gerard 
Fairlie once enjoyed, years ago, with a great historian, Stuart 
Cloete, when he was about to write a historical novel. He was 
worried because he was uncertain how much he could improve 
on the factual data at his disposal. How much could he add, 
how much could he take away?

"There is no rule, nor can there be," said Stuart Cloete. 
"A tale is there to be told, the bones are history, but the story is 
blood, nerve and sinew. What's the trouble? Do you think 
you may not be writing history?"

Fairlie agreed that this was indeed his worry. Stuart Cloete 
smiled.

"Who's to say that you aren't writing history?" he said. 
"There must be some reason, even if it's a boil on the neck, for 
everything a man does. No one can say for certain that all you 
write did not, in fact, happen."

This report of the conversation is much condensed. But who 
is to say that a biography is not a piece of history? It should
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be, even if it is only a comment, by illustration, on the times. 
This book is not a work of fiction, and therefore the latitude 
to its authors is far less than would be the case in a historical 
novel. But we are entitled, in our task of recreating a living 
Sir George Cayley whom the reader can feel he or she really 
knows and understands, to give our reasons for supposing that 
he did what he did at the time that he did it.

In any case there will not be much supposing; it is nearly all 
there in his correspondence.

But we have made a good deal of use of dialogue which 
might appear to be fictional. It is not completely fictitious, 
however; every scene is taken from descriptions in letters 
written either to or by Sir George. The actual wording may be 
a little different from that used at the time, but by our minor 
changes we feel that we can bring our readers much closer 
to the characters. The intention is to bring into the open the 
passions of the in many ways strange household presided over 
by Sir George Cayley, in a manner which could never be done 
by quoting long extracts from old, platitudinous letters written 
in fading ink.

This is the biography of a man still surprisingly little known 
to the general public interested in aviation. It is true that it is 
only comparatively recently that he has been universally 
acclaimed as the "Father of Aviation", the first man to under 
stand and declaim, nearly a hundred and fifty years ago, the 
basic principle of aerodynamics, that same principle which 
governs flight today.

He should be better known, and that is the object of our 
work. This country should take pride in one of its greatest 
Englishmen. Yorkshire should honour one of its greatest sons. 
And everyone may profit from a wonderful story of unselfish 
family loyalty.

Finally we, the authors, wish to thank most sincerely 
Charles Gibbs-Smith, Esq., for his unfailing help and encour 
agement, and not least for reading and checking this script.

G.F. andE.C,
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i The Blood in his Veins

JUST on eight hundred years ago, a French gentleman set out 
on a romantic and chivalrous enterprise. His name was 
William d'Albini, and he had just become engaged to be 
married to a most attractive widow, Madame Adelina de 
Louvain. It was quite normal in those days for an engaging 
lady to demand some concrete proof of her intended's 
devotion, and at Adelina's command William d'Albini set 
off to seek for distinction, even glory, in the French wars of 
the period.

It chanced that while he was thus occupied, the Queen 
Dowager of France visited the troops. She caught sight of 
William d'Albini and that first long look was quite enough to 
rouse her passion. She thought that she had fallen in love with 
him, and had him summoned to her presence. She offered him 
her favours.

William d'Albini was nothing if not courageous, even with 
powerful women, and he was unwilling to forget his lovely 
Adelina even for a casual hour. So he told the Queen quite 
frankly that he was unavailable, being already engaged to be 
married.

The Queen was enraged. That she should be spurned was 
beyond belief. Her desire, which she had mistaken for love, 
turned in a flash into a burning hate.

Carefully she plotted William d'Albini's destruction. She 
caused a pit to be prepared, into which was placed a savage 
lion. William d'Albini was also, unexpectedly and suddenly, 
introduced into the pit, armed only with a battle-axe.

William attacked the lion. He killed it, and to show his 
contempt he tore out its tongue. The Queen had no option 
but to release him.
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Considerably later, in the thirteenth century, Sir Thomas 
de Cailly, Kt.  whose mother was the great-granddaughter of 
this William and his Adelina assumed as the crest of the 
Cayleys a lion rampant without a tongue, grasping the 
battle-axe by which it was slain.

Osborne de Cailly, Lord of Cailly in Normandy, came over 
to England with William the Conqueror, one of the distin 
guished Normans listed as supporting him. He had four sons, 
William, Humphrey, Osborne and Roger. William and 
Humphrey settled in England. Osborne and Roger returned to 
France and became Lords of Preaux and Cailly respectively. 
Afterwards, William and Humphrey changed the spelling of 
their names to the more English Cayley.

The family settled in England, where they were soon 
accepted and respected. They married into the finest blood 
of England, and became gentlemen of leisure and lords of the 
manor in their area.

William established himself in Norfolk, being created Earl 
of Beckenham a title which died out after three generations 
for lack of a male heir.

Around 1284 a second son migrated to Yorkshire, and a 
descendant of his, the Reverend John Cayley of Thormanby, 
North Yorks., married an heiress, Joanna, daughter of Richard 
Goldthorpe, Alderman and Lord Mayor of York, and was 
buried at Brompton in 1583. Their son Edward, purchased 
the Brompton estate in 1622.

The Cayleys fought on the side of the King in the Civil 
Wars. This got some of them into considerable trouble, but 
Charles I created William Cayley, son of Edward Cayley of 
Brompton, a baronet on April 20th, 1661, for his services in 
these wars. From that day to this, son has succeeded father up 
to the tenth and present baronet, Sir Kenelm.

This book is about Sir George, sixth in the line (1773-1857).
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ON December 27th, 1843, Sir George Cayley attained his 
seventieth birthday. As will be seen by the closing paragraphs 
of the last chapter, he remained actively engaged in all his 
interests for a number of years after this. Indeed, it was only 
two years before his death that he published his final work 
through the French Aeronautical Society a sketch and a 
description of a beautiful little improved Chinese Flying Top, 
capable, he claimed, of rising to a height of ninety feet or more 
 a primitive form of which, it will be remembered, had been 
his first known experiment in aeronautics some sixty years 
before.

At this period of his life Lady Cayley was still physically 
strong and well, apart from her asthma, but the derangement 
of her mental powers was by now far advanced, and from 
letters passing between the sisters at Wyedale, Brompton and 
Hougham it seems that she spent some considerable time at 
York in the care of "good Mrs. Crowther". "I think," writes 
Katie to Emma, "it is right that Mama should return to the care 
of Mrs. Crowther as soon as possible. Her teasing of Papa is 
beyond what any saint could be expected to bear."

But Sir George's affection and loyalty to his difficult wife 
never faltered, and his bond of friendship with his cousin Miss 
Phil was also stoutly maintained. It was she who, on his 
seventieth birthday, saluted him with the following lines:

"Your joth birthday surely may excuse
An effort to awake my humble muse,
To offer up my wishes, most sincere,
For every blessing in the coming year.
What though you reach this day three-score and ten,
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King David's average of common men,
The rule, applied to you, most justly fails
And the warm wish of others still prevails.
That one of extra merit should remain
Such as we may not hope to see again;
Your heart uncommon and uncommon sense
Forming uncommon worth without pretence.
The psalmist's adage is all powerless here
And so is spared to those who hold you dear.
Oh, may the further fate prove untrue
And, through extended life, your griefs be few,
While calm in hope of fulfilling your career,
You still are spared to us for many a year,
With health a constant aid in your sojourn,
To cheer, as your first pleasure, those who mourn.
And when the time has come to share the fate
Involving all who quit this mortal state,
May you hereafter dwell, no more to sever
From those you love, in realms of bliss forever."

In 1854 Sarah died, leaving Sir George desolate. Even Miss 
Phil could provide him with no comfort in his loss. The first 
great shock abating, he turned for solace to the principal 
interests of his long life, aerial navigation and the Polytechnic 
Institution.

But the fires were burning low. A year before his death he 
returned to his own people and to his own home at Brompton. 
Letters passing between cousins in the Worsley family and 
Cayley cousins at Wyedale and his daughters and their children 
tell of his "being a little better today, but not so well as at the 
end of the month".

He died on December I5th, 1857, and after his passing his 
affairs were found to be in perfect order. He had even written 
out the order of his own funeral service, and he had forgotten 
no one among his dependants and friends in his long and 
detailed will.
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He was buried in the family vault under the chancel of 
Brompton Church. He wished for no memorial, other than 
the following words to be inscribed upon his coffin:

"For he is not a God of the dead, but of the living" 

and these quotations on his tomb:

"Sum quod eris,fui quod es" ("I am what thou shalt be; I 
was what thou art.")

"Respice finem." ("Have regard to thy end.")

and

"When one friend is torn away, there shall not be wanting 
another."

One of his daughters wrote of him: "There was great 
testimony to his beautiful character after his death a character 
which was as nearly faultless as is possible in human nature. 
The only lack was one which would have added greatly to his 
usefulness, namely, a greater reliance upon his own powers 
of judgment and a greater firmness of will. He was so ready 
to admit the claims of others that he allowed them to reap the 
benefit of what he originated himself. Had he allowed his 
maxim during his political career, 'Let wisdom govern', to 
influence his domestic life, it would have been of greater 
practical benefit to his family and his wife, than his constant 
forbearance with the faulty. But these very faults were as 
nearly akin to virtues that they hardly deserve the name."

After his death there evidently appeared a memoir of him 
written by an acquaintance and scientific companion of his, 
for among the papers left by Miss Phil Cayley there appears 
a comment upon this memoir, followed by some passages of 
her own composition.

"This memoir," she wrote, "speaks as it justly may, of his 
intellectual powers, and secures their being appreciated by the 
public, but it is for his friends to give their testimony to his 
moral qualities, the excellence of his heart and the beauty of his
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character. And who can sufficiently appreciate these? Not the 
superficial observer, but those who had an intimate knowledge 
of his disposition quick to feel, but slow to censor, and slower 
still to resent; obeying to the letter and truly in spirit the precept 
to forgive seventy times seven; in giving life by much 
acuteness and clever repartee, free from satire, full of bland 
courtesy, ever most shown to those least likely otherwise to 
obtain it.

"His benevolence was pure and unostentatious, unlimited 
by narrow views, by bigotry or prejudice all in adversity 
were equally its object, regardless of creed, grade or nation. 
His liberality was as little confined to his own country in 
charity as in science. A true and a kind friend; never a bitter 
enemy, but forebearing towards the faulty beyond all common 
bounds in the events and trials of life.

"His leading principles were ever submission and a belief 
in the eternal goodness of the Creator; take, for example this 
passage which I have copied from one of his letters to a 
daughter: 'Be not distressed by any worldly misgivings what 
ever. This is our school only towards an eternity of friendship 
and love that knows no end. The present momentary turmoil 
of mixed bliss and sorrow, sufficient to keep us active, is but a 
grain of sand to the solid earth. Let us, then, hold ourselves 
in peace, and smile at the terrific masks that would scare us 
from our equipoise for love will banish the frowns of the 
fancied demon.'

"The part-serious, part-playful tone of this passage is indica 
tive of his mind 'Perfect love casteth out fear'. His religion 
was not one of fear, but one of confidence of the highest 
order, realising, to his mind, and bringing home to his heart, 
the constant presence and perfection of his Maker. Loving Him 
with all his heart, bowing to Him with all his spirit, his belief 
was unfettered by dogma and undisturbed by doctrinal points 
established, maybe, by those less disinterested, less unprejudiced 
than himself.

"He was practically, effectively, virtuously, essentially can
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words say more? of most surpassing excellence of both head 
and heart."

We who have written this book are tempted to leave Miss 
Phil with the last word. But in 1852 five years before his 
death Sir George Cayley wrote two letters to a great friend. 
Since they explain his faith, they must conclude this, the story 
of a genius:

"I am grieved that your powerful mind seems to have lost 
its grasp of the most intense, perhaps painful interest upon 
which man has to exert his reason. What takes place on the little 
world we inhabit (among the millions which we see do exist) 
and as we see that every living thing here man at the head of 
them must end in death, the mind is, naturally, led to con 
sider death in man as being as much the final destruction of 
man as it is to the blade of grass, the oak tree, or other material 
forms upon the earth. No ocular proof, and no positive 
demonstration of a future life can be given, excepting as 
recorded on the authority of the Christian documents. This 
impossibility is one forcible argument, among others, of the 
necessity of a revelation to a man of a future life, without a 
knowledge of which his sojourn here must ever be miserable  
and made so by the best influences of his heart his kindly 
affections for others. Surely a benevolent God would never have 
so made us the only beings here aware of the certainty of 
death, and with that sense of certainty giving the poison to 
every enjoyment had He not, at the same time, given us 
sufficient reason to deduce, from His own character, as 
exhibited in His works, such an overwhelming probability 
of a future life such as to render the higher minds satisfied 
with its truth. All, too, is corroborated by Revelation. It is 
an undoubted fact that every man in every age and nation 
unhesitatingly have their creed, without which life here would 
be worse than a blank unless we can believe that God created 
us to be the sport of a fatal deception. No, man has, without 
doubt, been made as God intended, both mind and body, and 
the whole mass of us, from generation to generation believes in
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a future life. He therefore intended us to believe in that. We 
cannot believe that the God of all purity, love, truth and 
benevolence would induce a belief in what would practically 
be a he in the whole of the human race.

"Having now taken this broad view of the case, which to 
me is amply sufficient, we may enter into some of the leading 
minor considerations of a corresponding character. Granting 
now, for the sake of argument, that there is a future life, and 
granting what is pretty evident, that much vice, and misery 
from vice, prevails here, is this not reasonable; That it would 
be necessary for some provision for moral improvement to 
be made here, to render those who are to enter that future life 
free from those sins which would pollute and destroy felicity 
there? Now all men, of all nations, consider that virtue here 
is the passport to, and vice the barrier against Heaven. Hence 
the belief that God has implanted of a future life operates 
most powerfully in making us fitted for such a future life by 
curbing our vicious propensities and encouraging our better 
ones.

"Dr. Manning, whose work you have in his sermon on 
immortality, argues much on the topic that the mind is 
incomplete on this side of the grave, and is susceptible of a 
boundless amount of improvement. He says that we overlook 
the distinctions between matter and mind, and that these 
are so immense as to justify us in directly opposite conclusions 
concerning them. The mind, by going forward, does not reach 
insurmountable prison walls, but learns more and more the 
boundlessness of its powers, and the range for which it was 
created. The perfection of a tree lies in a precise and definite 
product; that of the mind is an infinite and boundless energy. 
Always it contains within itself the germs of an influence 
higher than it has yet put forth, the buds of fruit which it has 
never yet borne. It is, then, very improbable that man as 
God's agent for carrying out His plans for the stupendous 
March of the Universe of His created worlds having acquired 
his best powers by experience and moral culture, and just at
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the stage of further usefulness, should be cut off in that prime 
and laid aside as a folded garment. No, it cannot be!

"Manning says, 'To one, the undoubted fact that the mind 
thirsts for continued being, just in proportion as it obeys the 
will of its Maker, is proof next to irresistible of its being 
destined by Him for immortality.' In the destruction of a tree, 
an animal, or a man's body, there is nothing material lost; the 
same particles of matter enter into another round of activity 
and usefulness; but in the destruction of a thinking, moral 
being there would be absolute destruction. It would not be as 
the setting sun, which is merely the transfer of its light to other 
regions, but as a total quenching of that light; it would be a 
ruin such as Nature nowhere exhibits; a ruin of something 
infinitely more precious than the outward Universe and it is 
not, therefore, to be inferred from any of the changes of the 
material world.

"From its very nature this sort of evidence can only be 
understood by improved and purified minds. The proof of 
immortality, suited to all understandings, is found in the 
Gospels, sealed by the blood and confirmed by the resurrection 
of Christ. But this, I think, is made the more impressive by its 
harmony with the teachings of Nature. To me, Nature and 
Revelation speak with one voice on the great theme of man's 
future being. Let not their joint voices remain unheard! How 
full, how bright, are the evidences of this grand truth. How 
weak are the common arguments which scepticism arrays 
against it! The greatest real objection lies in the extreme 
greatness of the truth. My mind sometimes sinks beneath 
its weight, is lost in its immensity when I think of myself as 
forming friendships with innumerable beings of rich and 
varied intellects, as joining with the just made perfect  in an 
ever-enlarging ministry of benevolence, and as having an 
immediate intercourse with Christ and with God, such as the 
closest intimacies of earth but dimly shadow forth. Whilst 
I thus hope, I also fear; the blessedness seems too great; the 
consciousness of present weakness and unworthiness almost
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too strong to allow of hope yet I see around me the marks of 
an Omnipotent Father, a Father to whom nothing is impossible, 
and from whom everything may be hoped in favour of the 
perpetual progress of his intellectual offspring. And I do admit 
the almost overpowering thought of the everlasting life, the 
growth and the felicity of the human soul.

"I need not say to you, who are so much more conversant 
than myself with the Christian records, that the following are 
the evidences of a supernatural interference with the ordinary 
laws of humanity in man's favour and they must command 
our belief in the Christian dispensation: The prophecies 
respecting Jesus Christ, admitted by the Jews to be genuine; 
the appearance of such a character, just at the time best suited 
to such an appearance; the total superiority of His character 
to anything human, either before or since; the welcome His 
doctrine finds in every human heart. Was not the main object 
of all this to establish a firm belief in a future life, and to show 
that, under a real and substantial repentance for sins com 
mitted, and a firm resolution to commit no more, we should 
become subjects fitted to find a place in that future world of the 
spirit?

"It is impracticable in the space of a letter to do any justice 
to this vast subject, but I hope I have said enough to lead your 
own thoughts into a proper channel. I know of nothing new 
on this subject, but my mind has no misgivings, other than of 
my own unworthiness and that I do feel most severely at 
times. Keep this letter to refer to occasionally."

The second letter reads as follows:
"As I could not catch the post yesterday, and as I feel that 

what I have written is so very incomplete, I scribble a little 
more to eke it out this morning. Minds are so various as to 
what strikes them as cogent that the greater number of diverse 
views that can be brought into one focus the better. One 
thing that always strikes me forcibly is that our bodily frame, 
which we see perish, is so unquestionably a mere tool, or 
instrument behind which the sentient principle of mind or
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intellect acts, that it by no means follows that when the 
instrument is destroyed the sentient being behind it perishes 
also.

"A man feels with his fingers or his toes, and what he feels 
seems, to his mind, to be in contact with them there. Cut off 
the hand or foot, and touch the nerves leading to those fingers 
or toes, and the mind still perceives them and recognises them, 
as if still in the same position. Hence it is plain that the intellec 
tual principle did not reside in the hand or foot, when it 
perceived the objects being touched, but was behind these 
instruments. Cut off the arm or leg higher up and the same 
sensations can be excited, and the intellectual principle is 
found to be still behind that point, and so on, up to the brain 
itself. Also, what some patients have referred to as being an 
incurable and fatal pain in a finger has been found, on dissec 
tion, to be the result of a small tumour in a particular portion 
of the brain. The intellect mistakes which end of the instrument 
is affected; it never touched anything with the brain, so as to 
experience pain in any particular portion of it; it has often 
experienced pain in the same nerve, from injury in the ringer, 
and it refers the sensation to its accustomed place. Feeling one 
round object as two, when placed between the fingers crossed 
over each other, is another instance of a mistake made by 
the intellect, arising from customary sensations, for here 
the outside nerves of both fingers are touched at once which, 
ordinarily, never happens, but when these fingers are between 
two objects, hence the one marble ball is conceived to be two.

"Now this case conceives a clear distinction between pure 
intellect and its bodily instrument, for though the latter reports 
two objects, so palpably that it is, as a matter of bodily sensa 
tion, impossible to separate them, the reasoning power, well 
knowing that it only placed one ball between the fingers, is 
quite aware of the deception, by an act purely mental This, I 
think, proves to us (as much as the case admits of proof) that 
although the intellectual Being is for the purposes of this 
material world bound by some mysterious connection to a
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bodily frame, yet its purest manifestations are clearly and 
distinctly its own. Those manifestations are clear of the laws 
appertaining to its subordinate instrument, and when that 
instrument, by reason of death, can no longer perform its 
offices for the intellectual power with which it was associated, 
it by no means follows that they both perish together. But the 
probability is strengthened of its capability of leading a separate 
existence, or, at least, being again connected with another 
bodily form, either in this or in another of the millions of 
worlds which surround us, by the will of God, Who placed 
us here in this combined form.

"I often think the story of Lord Anglesea reading the burial 
service over his own leg a good example of the superiority 
of our minds over the mere instrumentality of our bodies. 
When he dies, some other will perform the same service over 
the remainder of his body, as he performed for the then dead 
part. Had his Lordship retained the leg, and lost an arm, he 
might have performed exactly the same office, and thus of 
many other parts of his frame in portions sufficiently small, 
even to the brain itself. If, then, every portion of his frame 
might have been removed, and yet the intellect remain still 
whole and entire, why should there be a difference when much 
the same thing happens at one blow from that which happens 
when done in succession? There is not a portion of our whole 
structure but what is changing every hour, by absorption 
and by fresh depositions, and in seven years there is not a 
portion of the same man left. But his mind is as firm as a rock 
and weathers the perpetual storm of the material elements. 
You and I may have changed places as to the distribution of 
the matter of which we are made, but we are still the same men!

"As to our minds: After the pains and troubles it has cost 
mothers, nurses, fathers, tutors, etc., to rear up a useful man for 
Society, it would seem strange, were there no other state of 
existence, to account for the then apparent indifference of his 
Maker in suffering such a man, in the prime of his usefulness 
here, to die.
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"Say that such a man accidentally falls overboard. He is 
picked up within a few minutes insensible, and without the 
aid of hot stimulants, friction, etc., he would never feel here 
again. Should he have been ten minutes under water all efforts 
directed towards his recovery would prove to be of no avail  
his spirit is fled from here forever. It is evident to me that so 
near a cast of the die would never be permitted in the order of 
events superintended by God unless this man's well-trained 
spirit is possibly looked upon as having a greater usefulness 
in another sphere of existence. Charming says that we have 
much stronger evidence that we have souls than bodies; for 
we only know that we have bodies through the medium of 
our souls, but that our bodies could never have reported that 
we have souls. Much of the incredulity regarding the possibility 
of a further existence must rest upon God, hiding Himself so 
entirely behind His material works. But there is evidence 
enough that He, in His spiritual form, has a full perception 
of all His works. Could He have created the rose in all its 
fragrance and beauty, and all the lovely array of natural objects, 
without a full knowledge of them? These objects neither 
affect Him by sight, nor smell, but by a spiritual omnipresence 
we do not comprehend nothing material or gross could serve 
the purpose. We now know that the light by which we this 
night view some of the fixed stars set off on its journey sixty 
thousand years ago, and though this is the present limit of our 
knowledge, probably the reality is infinitely greater. Now as 
the one great province of God is to superintend his created 
works, even the velocity of light in his own person would not 
serve this purpose. He must reign spiritually throughout his 
whole created Universe, present at every point. If we are thus 
compelled to admit the existence of this stupendously powerful 
intellect, free from matter, yet Master of it, why should we 
shrink from admitting that He may have given us, in some 
small measure, a spiritual essence as well as a bodily frame?

"The modus operandi, in either case, is equally incompre 
hensible to us and yet—here we are, apparently something of
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both, body and soul. The consciousness that we have of our 
own soul is, perhaps, the most satisfactory proof to each 
individual that he has one. We all feel this, and it requires no 
arguments to convince us. The similarity of structure of man's 
bodily frame to that of the animals in essentials, his share of the 
sense and affection to guide them, and the common opinion 
that the beasts perish at death, has principally led to the idea 
that man is not exempt from the same fate. Yet I feel convinced 
that all this embraces an unsound philosophy; I do not think 
that it will be much longer believed that the beasts do so 
perish, but it is far more likely that they are minor intellects 
in progress towards superior stations as we are, ourselves, in 
active preparation for a higher state. I find several notices from 
first-class men of a leaning towards this opinion.

"Another stumbling block placed in the way of careless 
thinkers, I have noticed before, is the apparent indifference of 
the general laws of creation, even in the most severe and 
appalling cases of suffering and destruction. Hundreds good, 
bad and indifferent sink each month beneath the relentless 
waves of the oceans, the ambitions of a single potentate spills 
the blood of thousands on the battlefield; every disease claims 
its millions of victims, tearing asunder the closest ties of human 
hearts at every age. We witness no Divine discrimination in 
connection with these events, and a chill comes over us at the 
thought that we are unprotected in a cruel and awful world, 
beset by miseries on all sides.

"Now if this world be as we all believe, a school of moral 
and intellectual education, for a higher state, how could it 
have been carried on as such, on the principle of a constant 
and visible interference of the finger of God, to prevent those 
things which necessarily occur under the fixed laws of our 
material Universe? When the winds blow the waves will rise 
and the frail bark, if ill-constructed, will sink in the storm. But 
its loss leads to intellectual exertion in naval architecture to 
obviate the defect in the construction of the unfortunate bark. 
Had no vessel ever been suffered to perish in a storm (by
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provision of supernatural interference) the careless idle mind 
of man would never have been exerted towards the improve 
ment of his vessel and that is the main object the exercise 
of his mind. This solitary instance is applicable to every other 
casualty; man finds that the laws of the material world, in 
which he has to dwell, are perfectly, and often to him severely, 
uniform. If they were otherwise he would be unable to cal 
culate how to deal with them, and so it is that, when God does, 
for any purpose best known to Him, interfere with His laws, 
he does not allow Man to see how He effects His will. To us He 
is purposely hid behind His works.

"Were human life of uniform length, always terminating 
at a given year of old age, with what moral carelessness should 
we live, putting off all useful amendment until we were about 
to savour the final dregs of life and then miserably looking to 
the fixed day of death like a criminal under sentence. What, 
then, are these fatal shipwrecks, battles and diseases, but the 
means of taking us, at all ages, out of this world and placing 
us in another. If we were not intended to live here forever, 
there must be some means provided to cause the death of all 
that lives, and were we to be called upon to order the matter 
for ourselves, how could we pretend to arrange it better"?

"If we enquire at what seasons of life we receive the most 
moral improvement, the most serious and lasting determination 
to fulfil our duties in anticipation of the life to come, we find 
our answer in the days of our most heavy and heartfelt afflic 
tion. We are bereaved of our most beloved friends; we turn 
our thoughts to God, and to them in a future world; we seek 
our own moral improvement as a means to ultimate rejoicing. 
Death, seemingly our greatest stumbling block of evil, thus 
works our greatest good, and sweeps all who may prove 
worthy of such a boon into a new and superior life, to mourn 
over partings no more.

"These arguments will be objected to by some on the 
grounds that they are partly founded upon the assumption 
that there is a future life, which is the very point at issue. I
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grant it; but these arguments show that, if there be a future life 
for the virtuous, all things we experience in this world agree 
and corroborate this view; but, if there be no future life the 
present one, as ordained by a benevolent God, would be indeed 
a mystery of unsatisfactory darkness, sin and sorrow.

"Let us, then, cheerfully accept a doctrine so well attested by 
Divine Revelation, by the best application of human reason, 
by the most glowing wishes of our hearts, and by our perfect 
consciousness of the soul within us. If anything can strengthen 
our love of God, surely it is this lively view of the transcendent 
blessings bestowed upon the human race a life never-ending 
for interminable improvements and enjoyments overwhelms 
the mind by its immensity, and words altogether fail to convey 
the ecstasy which the thought inspires. 

"Your true friend, 
"Geo. Cayley."
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