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Almost everyone knows their star sign. And horoscope columns appear in almost all

newspapers and women’s magazines. One man made this possible—in an era when practising

astrology put you on the wrong side of the law.Alan Leo was the first modern astrologer. He

took an obscure, niche interest, re-packaged it, and placed it firmly at the centre of popular

culture. His story is that of the other sort of Victorian—not the prudish and repressed empire

builder, but one who mixed magic and science and rejected social mores in favour of creating a

society where equality and universal brotherhood were the main themes.Alan’s incorporation of

concepts such as karma and reincarnation into astrology started the movement towards a

more psychologically-oriented horoscope analysis. He was the first astrologer to argue for a

loose interpretation of possible trends of experience rather than specific prediction of events,

and his approach led to the birth of Sun sign astrology and popular horoscope columns. A

pioneer of the practice of selling standardised birth chart interpretations, Leo also founded a

number of astrological organisations, two of which continue to meet to the present

day.Throughout much of his life, Alan worked alongside his wife Bessie —this is her story, too.

"Here are techniques to mastery, beginning tools to break the limiting and controlling effects of

programming and grow spiritually..." --Pete Sanders Jr. "The fact that you have found this book

indicates you are ready to explore a change in your life." --Louise Hay --This text refers to the

perfect edition.
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Alan Pseudonyms Works by Alan LeoEndnotesBibliographyNay, seer, I do not doubt thy mystic

lore,Nor question that the tenor of my life,Past, present and the future, is revealedThere in my

horoscope. There is no puny planet, Sun or Moon,Or zodiacal sign which can controlThe God

in us! If we bring that to bearUpon events, we mould them to our wish:’Tis when the infinite

’neath the finite gropesThat men are governed by their horoscopes.To an Astrologer: Ella

Wilcox WheelerEA brief note on currencyUntil 1971 British currency comprised pounds,

shillings and pence. There were 12 pennies to the shilling and 20 shillings to the pound. A



guinea was 1 pound and 1 shilling (21 shillings) and was used in auctions and legal contexts,

although it was falling out of general use.Prices could be expressed in a variety of ways. For

example, 5 pounds and 3 shillings could be written £5/3, £5-3 or £5 5s. Shillings and pence

would usually be written 3/6 (3 shillings and 6 pence). A dash was often used after the pound

to indicate no pence 3/- (3 shillings).Monetary amounts given in quotes have been left in their

original form.Chapter 1WAS IT NOT CURIOUS?In 1885 William Allan sat in a crowded waiting

room. He’d never had much faith in doctors—they were expensive and he didn’t like the idea

of taking prescribed drugs. And a few years earlier his jaundice had been resolved by the

simple expedient of ingesting rosemary. However, it was comforting to listen to chatter about

how clever the doctor was.Finally, it was his turn. ‘How old are you?’ asked Dr Richardson

without preamble. ‘Give me the place, time, and date of your birth.’1William waited while Dr

Richardson consulted his books and then drew a map with figures on it. ‘You are suffering from

kidney trouble, but will be quite well in about three weeks,’ the doctor said, handing William a

herbal prescription. ‘Come back in a week.’2It wasn’t until William’s third visit that he

summoned up enough courage to ask what his birth details had to do with his illness.‘As I see

by your map you can be trusted,’ said the doctor, ‘I will tell you. I study astrology.’3 And he went

on to explain what this meant, and how he found out by this means the treatment his patients

required.Fascinated, William listened closely. He was so absorbed that Dr Richardson asked

him to come to tea on the following Sunday when he would show him how to cast a

horoscope.‘Was it not curious … that directly I heard the word “Astrology,”’ said William later, ‘I

knew it, and knew that all I heard was true.’4 Indeed, it was curious. Especially as William later

claimed to have begun his astrological studies about ten years earlier.5 Perhaps it isn’t

important; at least, not as important as the fact that Robert Francke Richardson[1] became

William’s friend and taught him astrology.Richardson operated his practice on Drury Hill,

Nottingham, close to where he’d been born. He’d trained in medicine in Maine, USA from about

1870 and then lived in Cincinnati, Ohio. By 1877 he’d returned to Nottingham and married Eliza

Radford, although Richardson was never registered as a doctor in Britain—he also doesn’t

appear to have graduated until 1887, which is when his advertisements begin to appear in the

press.[2]HERBAL REMEDIES.—Quickest Cures; advice free.—Consult Dr. Richardson.

(American Physician.)6It was a competitive market. Drury Hill alone held four herbalists, and

Nottingham was the home of Boot’s chemist’s. But you couldn’t ask for a more picturesque

location. Absurdly steep, the medieval Drury Hill was so narrow it was said that at its narrowest

people from the two adjacent buildings could reach over and join hands.[3] Following the

cobbled pavements to the top, you reached two Regency town houses that sat over huge stone

caves, one of which was circular with a carved central pillar and carved seating around the

wall.For the next two years William busied himself studying astrology. But there also were other

things on his mind. Maybe it was due to his short temper. Perhaps he’d simply experienced a

run of bad luck. Whatever the reason, when William moved to London in 1887, he was alone,

unemployed and without a penny to his name. It wasn’t the first time he’d been in this

situation.Three times he’d signed up as an apprentice, and three times it had gone wrong. He’d

lasted three months as a draper’s apprentice, six in a chemist’s and two years in a grocer’s

shop—although that time he wasn’t actually sacked. At sixteen he’d slept on the streets of

Liverpool until he’d managed to find work. Two years later he was broke again, but things

looked good for a while—until he was ‘ruined by the dishonesty of his master who had robbed

him to the utmost limit’.7 What he didn’t do is work with the poor in the slums of London as he

later claimed. However, he found work as a travelling salesman, selling automatic sweet

machines. Who knew how long that would last?London was the city of William’s birth, and he



knew the poor of the slums well—he’d started life as one of them, born 7 August 1860 at 20

Bowling Street, near Westminster Abbey. The street ceased to exist in 1869 as it was merged

with Tufton Street,[4] which it originally led to from Dean’s Yard. Cheap and over-crowded

lodging houses were filled with the poor and unfortunate, desperate to make a living however

they could. Street musicians dressed in kilts wandered as they played bagpipes, pickpockets

roamed on constant alert, and filthy and naked children swarmed, demonstrating their talents

of language fit to burn the ears of the more genteel, while prostitutes touted for business in the

multitude of pubs in the area. It was one of the worst areas of London, dubbed The Devil’s Acre

by Charles Dickens in the 1850s.8 Thomas Beames in his Rookeries of London makes it clear

that Westminster in the mid-nineteenth century was nothing like the Westminster of today:The

shelter and resort of lawless characters, who find a fitting home in the dirty, narrow, uncleansed

streets,—its miserable, undrained, dilapidated courts and alleys, reproduced and rebuilt time

after time with the determinate purpose of receiving only the degraded and outcast of the

population. The accumulations of filth in the courts without an outlet—the absence of water—

the crowding of people—the contamination of vice and idleness—the filthy stenches—the

boarded rooms not weatherproof—the despair of improvement and better situation—and the

facilities offered for sinking yet lower, by low and numberless beer-shops and pawnbrokers …

Added to these causes of wretchedness is the natural lowness of the ground, which requires

the utmost resources of science to obviate its inevitable results; flooding cellars, densely

peopled, with loathsome streams accumulating in the gutters and kennel-stagnant refuse

waters emitting abominable smells—and noxious vapours increased by heaps of garbage by

the road-side.9Unlike many local couples, William’s parents were actually married. Caroline

Beresford was living in Clerkenwell with her parents and five siblings when she met William

Allan in a Methodist chapel. Born in Barnet in 1838, although her family originated from

Lincolnshire, Caroline was one of six children. She’d become a Christian at the age of eleven

and by adulthood was a member of the Plymouth Brethren.[5] The Brethren was one of many

strict Christian sects that had sprungg up early in the nineteenth century due to dissatisfaction

with the Anglican Church. Brethren see themselves as a network of like-minded Christians,

rather than a church, and rely on the Bible as the supreme authority.

A brief note on currencyUntil 1971 British currency comprised pounds, shillings and pence.

There were 12 pennies to the shilling and 20 shillings to the pound. A guinea was 1 pound and

1 shilling (21 shillings) and was used in auctions and legal contexts, although it was falling out

of general use.Prices could be expressed in a variety of ways. For example, 5 pounds and 3

shillings could be written £5/3, £5-3 or £5 5s. Shillings and pence would usually be written 3/6

(3 shillings and 6 pence). A dash was often used after the pound to indicate no pence 3/- (3

shillings).Monetary amounts given in quotes have been left in their original form.Chapter 1WAS

IT NOT CURIOUS?In 1885 William Allan sat in a crowded waiting room. He’d never had much

faith in doctors—they were expensive and he didn’t like the idea of taking prescribed drugs.

And a few years earlier his jaundice had been resolved by the simple expedient of ingesting

rosemary. However, it was comforting to listen to chatter about how clever the doctor

was.Finally, it was his turn. ‘How old are you?’ asked Dr Richardson without preamble. ‘Give me

the place, time, and date of your birth.’1William waited while Dr Richardson consulted his

books and then drew a map with figures on it. ‘You are suffering from kidney trouble, but will be

quite well in about three weeks,’ the doctor said, handing William a herbal prescription. ‘Come

back in a week.’2It wasn’t until William’s third visit that he summoned up enough courage to

ask what his birth details had to do with his illness.‘As I see by your map you can be trusted,’



said the doctor, ‘I will tell you. I study astrology.’3 And he went on to explain what this meant,

and how he found out by this means the treatment his patients required.Fascinated, William

listened closely. He was so absorbed that Dr Richardson asked him to come to tea on the

following Sunday when he would show him how to cast a horoscope.‘Was it not curious … that

directly I heard the word “Astrology,”’ said William later, ‘I knew it, and knew that all I heard was

true.’4 Indeed, it was curious. Especially as William later claimed to have begun his astrological

studies about ten years earlier.5 Perhaps it isn’t important; at least, not as important as the fact

that Robert Francke Richardson[1] became William’s friend and taught him

astrology.Richardson operated his practice on Drury Hill, Nottingham, close to where he’d been

born. He’d trained in medicine in Maine, USA from about 1870 and then lived in Cincinnati,

Ohio. By 1877 he’d returned to Nottingham and married Eliza Radford, although Richardson

was never registered as a doctor in Britain—he also doesn’t appear to have graduated until

1887, which is when his advertisements begin to appear in the press.[2]HERBAL REMEDIES.

—Quickest Cures; advice free.—Consult Dr. Richardson. (American Physician.)6It was a

competitive market. Drury Hill alone held four herbalists, and Nottingham was the home of

Boot’s chemist’s. But you couldn’t ask for a more picturesque location. Absurdly steep, the

medieval Drury Hill was so narrow it was said that at its narrowest people from the two

adjacent buildings could reach over and join hands.[3] Following the cobbled pavements to the

top, you reached two Regency town houses that sat over huge stone caves, one of which was

circular with a carved central pillar and carved seating around the wall.For the next two years

William busied himself studying astrology. But there also were other things on his mind. Maybe

it was due to his short temper. Perhaps he’d simply experienced a run of bad luck. Whatever

the reason, when William moved to London in 1887, he was alone, unemployed and without a

penny to his name. It wasn’t the first time he’d been in this situation.Three times he’d signed up

as an apprentice, and three times it had gone wrong. He’d lasted three months as a draper’s

apprentice, six in a chemist’s and two years in a grocer’s shop—although that time he wasn’t

actually sacked. At sixteen he’d slept on the streets of Liverpool until he’d managed to find

work. Two years later he was broke again, but things looked good for a while—until he was

‘ruined by the dishonesty of his master who had robbed him to the utmost limit’.7 What he

didn’t do is work with the poor in the slums of London as he later claimed. However, he found

work as a travelling salesman, selling automatic sweet machines. Who knew how long that

would last?London was the city of William’s birth, and he knew the poor of the slums well—

he’d started life as one of them, born 7 August 1860 at 20 Bowling Street, near Westminster

Abbey. The street ceased to exist in 1869 as it was merged with Tufton Street,[4] which it

originally led to from Dean’s Yard. Cheap and over-crowded lodging houses were filled with the

poor and unfortunate, desperate to make a living however they could. Street musicians dressed

in kilts wandered as they played bagpipes, pickpockets roamed on constant alert, and filthy and

naked children swarmed, demonstrating their talents of language fit to burn the ears of the

more genteel, while prostitutes touted for business in the multitude of pubs in the area. It was

one of the worst areas of London, dubbed The Devil’s Acre by Charles Dickens in the 1850s.8

Thomas Beames in his Rookeries of London makes it clear that Westminster in the mid-

nineteenth century was nothing like the Westminster of today:The shelter and resort of lawless

characters, who find a fitting home in the dirty, narrow, uncleansed streets,—its miserable,

undrained, dilapidated courts and alleys, reproduced and rebuilt time after time with the

determinate purpose of receiving only the degraded and outcast of the population. The

accumulations of filth in the courts without an outlet—the absence of water—the crowding of

people—the contamination of vice and idleness—the filthy stenches—the boarded rooms not



weatherproof—the despair of improvement and better situation—and the facilities offered for

sinking yet lower, by low and numberless beer-shops and pawnbrokers … Added to these

causes of wretchedness is the natural lowness of the ground, which requires the utmost

resources of science to obviate its inevitable results; flooding cellars, densely peopled, with

loathsome streams accumulating in the gutters and kennel-stagnant refuse waters emitting

abominable smells—and noxious vapours increased by heaps of garbage by the road-

side.9Unlike many local couples, William’s parents were actually married. Caroline Beresford

was living in Clerkenwell with her parents and five siblings when she met William Allan in a

Methodist chapel. Born in Barnet in 1838, although her family originated from Lincolnshire,

Caroline was one of six children. She’d become a Christian at the age of eleven and by

adulthood was a member of the Plymouth Brethren.[5] The Brethren was one of many strict

Christian sects that had sprungg up early in the nineteenth century due to dissatisfaction with

the Anglican Church. Brethren see themselves as a network of like-minded Christians, rather

than a church, and rely on the Bible as the supreme authority.William Allan (the elder), born in

1825, hailed from Edinburgh and was a hall porter in the dispensary of the nearby Westminster

hospital. On 27 March 1845, at the age of eighteen, he’d joined the 78th Regiment of

Highlanders as a private. The 78th was in India in May 1857 to help suppress the Indian

Rebellion and took part in the recapture of Cawnpore and then the reinforcement of Lucknow.

Allan had been present at the Siege of Lucknow. He’d also spent twelve years in the East

Indies, once being court-martialled for falling asleep at his post but also gaining two good

conduct records. He was shot in the leg in 1857 by a musket ball while on duty and discharged

5 October 1858 due to his injury, which was to leave him lame for the rest of his life.Caroline

and Allan quickly became friends, marrying in 1859. A hastily compiled biography published

after William’s death detailed his unhappy childhood.[William] was born nearly seven years

after his parents’ marriage, and according to his mother’s account was small for his age. As

their income was a very limited one, his mother had not much time to nurse him; and, so she

told me, he would play by himself in his cot or his high chair for hours, rarely cried, and was

most patient and quiet. She described him as being a very solemn child! When quite a tiny tot

he loved pictures, and would sit for hours absorbed in a rag picture book; a solemn, brown-

eyed baby, who had to find his own amusements because two more children followed him

quickly, a girl and a boy, born in rapid succession … was a young domestic drudge and always

had a baby to look after, nurse, and amuse; and with a white apron folded about his small

person he would often be made to wash up cups and saucers and lay the cloth; this at the

early age of five or six.10Which sounds sad, but couldn’t have happened—at least, not in the

way described. William’s younger brother George wasn’t born until 1867 when William was six,

and by the time his other siblings arrived, William was already attending school.According to

the above-mentioned biography, Caroline and Allan had a stormy marriage—‘she wanted to

dominate him’11—and after a huge argument Caroline stormed off to Edinburgh around 1869

to stay with members of Allan’s family while Allan went abroad, never revealing where he was

but sending money for his children’s maintenance. Reuben was born in Edinburgh 27 October

1869 followed by Caroline in 1871. Storming off to Edinburgh with a young child while pregnant

was an odd thing to do for someone who had family a few streets away. Which is probably why

it didn’t happen.Maybe it was a family trait, but Allan the elder also found it hard to hold down a

job—he was unemployed in 1871, for example, although he soon found work as a hospital

porter. However, he never disappeared abroad or anywhere else. And the family weren’t

penniless during the difficult times as he received a small pension. Plus, Caroline, the daughter

of a master tailor, made money from her needlework. The family stayed in Edinburgh, living at



the tenements in Wright’s Houses, until at least 1872, moved to Dudley in Staffordshire, where

David was born in 1875, and by 1881 they were living in Milton Terrace (later Pitt Street)

Prestwich, Lancashire. By now, William had left home and lived in Manchester at 27 Collyhurst

Street where he lodged with Amelia Simister.[6] He’s recorded as a ‘provision shopman’ on the

1881 census, although he clearly worked as a travelling salesman by this point as he also

appears on the 1881 census in Stoke-on-Trent where he was staying with Phillip and Rebecca

Burski, and is recorded as a ‘fancy goods hawker’.[7]It’s also unlikely William had grandparents

straight out of a picture book:His only periods of joy being visits to his grandparents who lived

in a pretty cottage at Wells. He described with gratitude the tenderness of the old couple to

him, for Mr and Mrs Beresford loved their eldest grandchild and tried to make his visits happy

ones. The old china tea cups, beautiful silver tea-pot, and thin bread and butter, served at 5

o’clock, remained in his memory. Especially did he remember the old-world garden and the

flowers; but usually after a month’s visit his mother would arrive on the scene, say she could

not spare him any longer, and take him back to hard work.12Neither side of the family appears

to have had a connection to Wells, country cottages or flower-filled gardens (or even a

connection to someone who could afford to buy a silver teapot), and the Beresfords stayed

firmly in Clerkenwell throughout William’s childhood. And, as we’ve already seen, William was

never a ‘domestic drudge’.However, he and Caroline didn’t get on. From his point of view,

Caroline was obsessed with religion and reading Foxe’s Book of Martyrs, a book that outlines

the suffering of Protestants under the Catholic Church. He later complained she rose at five

every morning and started the day with two hours of prayer. Perhaps that was when William

was required to help around the house, something he resented as much as all young boys. ‘I

was made to take life seriously … and Sunday was just a dreadful day in our home,’ he said

sulkily.13In about 1876, William left home and began his blighted career. He slept at his

workplace and rarely saw his family from this date.[8] He was twenty-one when his employer

died and his employer’s brother offered him work in Manchester, working in, and later running,

one of his two grocer’s shops—at least that’s how he described being a hawker.Later, he

ended up working as a clerk in a sewing machine factory, and after two years was promoted to

a travelling salesman. As part of his job, William visited factories to superintend the fitting of

machinery, hence finding himself in Nottingham in 1885 where he worked in a lace factory. This

job was hard to handle as many of the men he had to supervise were much older than William.

Then in 1887 his employer died, and he decided to return to the city of his birth to look for

work.He hadn’t been in London long when he managed to land a job at Ebenezer Roberts’s

confectionery firm. The company, formed in 1852, owned a huge factory on Camberwell Road.

The main premises was an old manor house surrounded by numerous workshops. It was so

large that Roberts had made a private road running between the factory buildings and the

counting houses, which gave access to two main roads, saving his employees a long journey,

although this short-cut was also often used by locals. In addition to selling automatic sweet

machines, Roberts sold his Patent Imperial Freezers and ice-cream powder, which were

hugely popular and were later patented in the USA, Canada and India as well as in the UK.

Part of the firm’s success was due to the fact it was one of very few at the time to advertise

based on testimonials. This was true modernity![9]Now in a better financial situation, in

January 1890 William sought a house to rent. When he came across 12 Lugard Road in

Peckham, near his work, he signed the lease and moved in the same day.The area was made

up of small back-to-back terraced houses, many of which were divided up into rooms that were

rented as furnished apartments and filled with artisans and clerical staff travelling into the city

and to the docks, as well as those working locally. A typical street, it hosted a pub, the Lugard



Tavern, the Lugard Palace hotel, a masonic hall and numerous shops. It was also at the centre

of a transport hub. In 1851 Thomas Tilling had started an innovative omnibus service from

Peckham to London, the first to use pre-arranged bus stops which helped them run to a

reliable timetable. Tilling’s horse-drawn buses used the ‘knifeboard’ design which had extra

seating on the roof on which passengers sat back to back, allowing extra passengers to be

squeezed in, and his main depot was on Rye Lane in Peckham.The nearby Queen’s Road

railway station had opened in 1866, a year after Peckham Rye station, and numerous lines

converged in Peckham, allowing easy travel. Horse tram lines used two horses to pull a sixty-

person car, offering a cheaper option than an omnibus or Hackney carriage.[10] Lugard Road

itself was the location of a passing station for trams, allowing for easy changes, with numerous

other passing stations within a few minutes’ walk.So it was easy for William to meet the first

friend he made in London, Frederick William Lacey, with whom he could discuss astrology.

Lacey obligingly describes William for us:The hair is dark, forehead high, eyes moderate in

size, bright hazel in colour. The complexion is sanguine (dark), the appearance of the face

thoughtful ... is fleshy, strong and in height about five feet seven inches, bones rather large,

what many would call a ‘well-made man’.14In comparison, Lacey was:5-ft. 8-in. in height, slim,

black hair, on the head thin in texture, not the slightest tendency to curl or wave, beard thick in

texture, very prolific, of black, light and dark brown shades. The head is long, the face oval, the

complexion clear, more dark than fair, the eyes hazel in colour and very bright, the neck neither

short nor long, arms long and slender, not fleshy, very hairy, very little muscular strength, but a

very strong wiry constitution.15 [11]Lacey took on a dizzying array of jobs. At different times, he

worked as a travelling salesman, music teacher, clerk, and company secretary. And as if in fear

of having any spare time, he played the organ on Sundays, performed at Sadler’s Wells and

locally throughout the 1880s, and conducted choirs. He was also a songwriter, and wrote the

music for a number of songs published in the 1880s, with the lyrics mainly supplied by George

Claxson (not a typo) Bellamy.[12] [13]In 1884, Lacey married Florence Marshall and they

rapidly produced two children. By the time William and Lacey met, the Laceys were living with

Florence’s mother Emma and her two sisters, Emma and Helena, in Brixton.[14]It’s hard to see

when Lacey had time to fit astrology into his schedule, but somehow he managed it. Although

he’d long been interested in the occult, he’d never come across astrology before and was

intrigued by a column he read in the Society Times in 1887. Edited by R H Penny under the

pseudonym ‘Neptune’, it was an astrological problem page. Readers sent their questions to the

Times along with a small fee, and Penny used their birth details to supply answers.Born in

1838,[15] Richard Penny had served in the Crimea and in China when in the navy and had

taken up astrology after being discharged in 1868. In 1880 he’d gone to New York and became

an assistant to Dr J W Monk who practised as the ‘American rubber’. While with him he

assumed the name of ‘Neptune’. He returned to London in 1882.‘This gentleman is the only

astrologer I have seen who looks his profession,’ exclaimed Lacey at a later date. ‘He at once

reminds me of the idea I have always had of the ancient Egyptians, a re-incarnation of whom

he may be for all I know.’16Lacey wrote to Penny and: ‘In due time the reply to my queries

came, and were a revelation to me then. I thought there was something in it worth

investigation, so I sent a fee and had my horoscope cast, and in reply to a query of mine as to

a suitable book for a beginner to study, I was advised to obtain A J Pearce’s Text Book of

Astrology; I procured this book but, not being a mathematician, I made very little progress. I

therefore wrote again and told the Editor it was too involved for me, and enquired whether he

could recommend a simpler work.’17By the time this letter the Society Times, Penny was no

longer writing his column as he’d been arrested and charged with fortune-telling under the



Vagrancy Act and fined £5. Seriously put out by the whole affair, he threatened to leave for

California, assuming his solicitor, Charles Carlton Massey[16] could raise enough money for

him (he couldn’t) where, amongst other things, the mail service was unlikely to target him.

Maybe it was a family trait, but Allan the elder also found it hard to hold down a job—he was

unemployed in 1871, for example, although he soon found work as a hospital porter. However,

he never disappeared abroad or anywhere else. And the family weren’t penniless during the

difficult times as he received a small pension. Plus, Caroline, the daughter of a master tailor,

made money from her needlework. The family stayed in Edinburgh, living at the tenements in

Wright’s Houses, until at least 1872, moved to Dudley in Staffordshire, where David was born

in 1875, and by 1881 they were living in Milton Terrace (later Pitt Street) Prestwich, Lancashire.

By now, William had left home and lived in Manchester at 27 Collyhurst Street where he lodged

with Amelia Simister.[6] He’s recorded as a ‘provision shopman’ on the 1881 census, although

he clearly worked as a travelling salesman by this point as he also appears on the 1881

census in Stoke-on-Trent where he was staying with Phillip and Rebecca Burski, and is

recorded as a ‘fancy goods hawker’.[7]It’s also unlikely William had grandparents straight out of

a picture book:His only periods of joy being visits to his grandparents who lived in a pretty

cottage at Wells. He described with gratitude the tenderness of the old couple to him, for Mr

and Mrs Beresford loved their eldest grandchild and tried to make his visits happy ones. The

old china tea cups, beautiful silver tea-pot, and thin bread and butter, served at 5 o’clock,

remained in his memory. Especially did he remember the old-world garden and the flowers; but

usually after a month’s visit his mother would arrive on the scene, say she could not spare him

any longer, and take him back to hard work.12Neither side of the family appears to have had a

connection to Wells, country cottages or flower-filled gardens (or even a connection to

someone who could afford to buy a silver teapot), and the Beresfords stayed firmly in

Clerkenwell throughout William’s childhood. And, as we’ve already seen, William was never a

‘domestic drudge’.However, he and Caroline didn’t get on. From his point of view, Caroline was

obsessed with religion and reading Foxe’s Book of Martyrs, a book that outlines the suffering of

Protestants under the Catholic Church. He later complained she rose at five every morning and

started the day with two hours of prayer. Perhaps that was when William was required to help

around the house, something he resented as much as all young boys. ‘I was made to take life

seriously … and Sunday was just a dreadful day in our home,’ he said sulkily.13In about 1876,

William left home and began his blighted career. He slept at his workplace and rarely saw his

family from this date.[8] He was twenty-one when his employer died and his employer’s brother

offered him work in Manchester, working in, and later running, one of his two grocer’s shops—

at least that’s how he described being a hawker.Later, he ended up working as a clerk in a

sewing machine factory, and after two years was promoted to a travelling salesman. As part of

his job, William visited factories to superintend the fitting of machinery, hence finding himself in

Nottingham in 1885 where he worked in a lace factory. This job was hard to handle as many of

the men he had to supervise were much older than William. Then in 1887 his employer died,

and he decided to return to the city of his birth to look for work.He hadn’t been in London long

when he managed to land a job at Ebenezer Roberts’s confectionery firm. The company,

formed in 1852, owned a huge factory on Camberwell Road. The main premises was an old

manor house surrounded by numerous workshops. It was so large that Roberts had made a

private road running between the factory buildings and the counting houses, which gave

access to two main roads, saving his employees a long journey, although this short-cut was

also often used by locals. In addition to selling automatic sweet machines, Roberts sold his



Patent Imperial Freezers and ice-cream powder, which were hugely popular and were later

patented in the USA, Canada and India as well as in the UK. Part of the firm’s success was

due to the fact it was one of very few at the time to advertise based on testimonials. This was

true modernity![9]Now in a better financial situation, in January 1890 William sought a house to

rent. When he came across 12 Lugard Road in Peckham, near his work, he signed the lease

and moved in the same day.The area was made up of small back-to-back terraced houses,

many of which were divided up into rooms that were rented as furnished apartments and filled

with artisans and clerical staff travelling into the city and to the docks, as well as those working

locally. A typical street, it hosted a pub, the Lugard Tavern, the Lugard Palace hotel, a masonic

hall and numerous shops. It was also at the centre of a transport hub. In 1851 Thomas Tilling

had started an innovative omnibus service from Peckham to London, the first to use pre-

arranged bus stops which helped them run to a reliable timetable. Tilling’s horse-drawn buses

used the ‘knifeboard’ design which had extra seating on the roof on which passengers sat back

to back, allowing extra passengers to be squeezed in, and his main depot was on Rye Lane in

Peckham.The nearby Queen’s Road railway station had opened in 1866, a year after Peckham

Rye station, and numerous lines converged in Peckham, allowing easy travel. Horse tram lines

used two horses to pull a sixty-person car, offering a cheaper option than an omnibus or

Hackney carriage.[10] Lugard Road itself was the location of a passing station for trams,

allowing for easy changes, with numerous other passing stations within a few minutes’ walk.So

it was easy for William to meet the first friend he made in London, Frederick William Lacey, with

whom he could discuss astrology. Lacey obligingly describes William for us:The hair is dark,

forehead high, eyes moderate in size, bright hazel in colour. The complexion is sanguine

(dark), the appearance of the face thoughtful ... is fleshy, strong and in height about five feet

seven inches, bones rather large, what many would call a ‘well-made man’.14In comparison,

Lacey was:5-ft. 8-in. in height, slim, black hair, on the head thin in texture, not the slightest

tendency to curl or wave, beard thick in texture, very prolific, of black, light and dark brown

shades. The head is long, the face oval, the complexion clear, more dark than fair, the eyes

hazel in colour and very bright, the neck neither short nor long, arms long and slender, not

fleshy, very hairy, very little muscular strength, but a very strong wiry constitution.15 [11]Lacey

took on a dizzying array of jobs. At different times, he worked as a travelling salesman, music

teacher, clerk, and company secretary. And as if in fear of having any spare time, he played the

organ on Sundays, performed at Sadler’s Wells and locally throughout the 1880s, and

conducted choirs. He was also a songwriter, and wrote the music for a number of songs

published in the 1880s, with the lyrics mainly supplied by George Claxson (not a typo) Bellamy.

[12] [13]In 1884, Lacey married Florence Marshall and they rapidly produced two children. By

the time William and Lacey met, the Laceys were living with Florence’s mother Emma and her

two sisters, Emma and Helena, in Brixton.[14]It’s hard to see when Lacey had time to fit

astrology into his schedule, but somehow he managed it. Although he’d long been interested in

the occult, he’d never come across astrology before and was intrigued by a column he read in

the Society Times in 1887. Edited by R H Penny under the pseudonym ‘Neptune’, it was an

astrological problem page. Readers sent their questions to the Times along with a small fee,

and Penny used their birth details to supply answers.Born in 1838,[15] Richard Penny had

served in the Crimea and in China when in the navy and had taken up astrology after being

discharged in 1868. In 1880 he’d gone to New York and became an assistant to Dr J W Monk

who practised as the ‘American rubber’. While with him he assumed the name of ‘Neptune’. He

returned to London in 1882.‘This gentleman is the only astrologer I have seen who looks his

profession,’ exclaimed Lacey at a later date. ‘He at once reminds me of the idea I have always



had of the ancient Egyptians, a re-incarnation of whom he may be for all I know.’16Lacey wrote

to Penny and: ‘In due time the reply to my queries came, and were a revelation to me then. I

thought there was something in it worth investigation, so I sent a fee and had my horoscope

cast, and in reply to a query of mine as to a suitable book for a beginner to study, I was

advised to obtain A J Pearce’s Text Book of Astrology; I procured this book but, not being a

mathematician, I made very little progress. I therefore wrote again and told the Editor it was too

involved for me, and enquired whether he could recommend a simpler work.’17By the time this

letter the Society Times, Penny was no longer writing his column as he’d been arrested and

charged with fortune-telling under the Vagrancy Act and fined £5. Seriously put out by the

whole affair, he threatened to leave for California, assuming his solicitor, Charles Carlton

Massey[16] could raise enough money for him (he couldn’t) where, amongst other things, the

mail service was unlikely to target him.The Post Office … have been returning all my letters

addressed to me in my professional name … Why they should take the matter up in such a

manner, adding insult to injury, passes my comprehension, when they know full well I am still

here.18Unfortunately, the Post Office was relentless, and a year later Penny repeated his

complaint. Still unsuccessful, at this point Penny gave up. Dealing with the courts is one thing,

but the Post Office presented a challenge too many.[17]He resigned from his post and was

replaced by the up-and-coming astrologer Walter Old, who wrote under the name of Sepharial,

about whom Ralph Shirley, the editor of the Occult Review, said with glee, ‘My friend Sepharial

is, I am afraid, a terrible iconoclast … I plainly foresee that we shall have the whole astrological

edifice about our ears directly. Nothing is sacred.’19Lacey was less impressed: ‘“Sepharial” has

a thick crop of dark, curly, unruly hair. He is tall and thin.’20Old[18] was from Birmingham and

had been briefly apprenticed to a chemist. In 1886 he was engaged to be married. When his

fiancée broke off the engagement, Old spent his time haunting bookshops for mystical texts

and more or less gave up sleep. He then had a mystical experience followed by a breakdown.

A doctor prescribed complete bed rest and for two weeks Old wept, slept, could only see

clearly in the dark and then suddenly recovered. ‘I had discovered the secret which I was in

search of, myself, my misremembered self. I have found that happiness does not lie in the

memory of the past, but in the life which now is, with all its golden possibilities in our very

hands.’21 That, to Old, meant he should become an astrologer.After taking over Penny’s

column, he wrote to Lacey, advising him to read Raphael’s Guide to Astrology. According to

Lacey, full of enthusiasm Old further, ‘Very kindly said that if he could assist me in making

headway, smoothing the course of astrological study he would be very pleased to do so.’22Old

and Lacey began to correspond, but it soon became clear that what Lacey really needed was

to meet other astrologers, to discuss astrology with them and gain guidance for his studies. He

sent a letter to one of the few astrological publications, Astrologer magazine published by

Philip Powley[19] in Hull, asking those interested to contact him.‘I occasionally asked questions

and wrote letters to the periodical,’ said Lacey, ‘and in one I stated that a student living in the

south of London would be pleased to correspond with or meet other astrological students for

mutual improvement.’23A letter also appeared in Astrologer from Henry Perhouse[20]

suggesting astrologers should wear a pin to aid recognition. (This was to become a recurring

theme.) They needed a subtle way of finding each other—to describe astrology as a niche

interest would be drastically understating the situation.However, although astrology had

disappeared from academic and intellectual circles, it had a strong hold on the general public

who soaked up almanacs. The astrologer Raphael’s publications sold up to 120,000 copies

apiece and Zadkiel’s sold 40–50,000 copies in the mid-nineteenth century. And astrology

survived in the public consciousness. In January 1888, chaos broke out in Birmingham after



the prediction that ‘fiery, violent Mars’ conjoined with ‘evil Uranus’ and making an evil aspect to

Mercury would lead to deaths, accidents, murder, explosions, wars, earthquakes and all

manner of other calamities. Darkness fell early that day, and the sales of Bibles sky-rocketed.

Children were kept away from school, young women lay in bed waiting for the end, and the

baffled police force fended off panicked locals.24A sense of panic often went hand-in-hand

with astrology, especially when considering its dubious legality. In 1871 the police attended an

astrological lecture where: ‘No sooner had an officer announced his errand and requested the

names and addresses of the forty fair ones, then with one universal shriek, the whole female

train … dashed at the door, overturned an unfortunate detective … hopping over his prostate

body [and] made good their escape.’25Despite having to keep one eye on the door when it

came to public engagements, astrologers continued their everyday work as they offered advice

about illness, love, lost property, and money to their clientele, many of whom were found from

advertisements in the provincial press.William also bought a copy of the Astrologer and came

across Lacey’s letter. Perhaps as an attempt at bonding, William added Frederick to his name

when he responded—wasn’t that a coincidence? They had the same name![21] One of the first

things he did on meeting Lacey was borrow some money to tide him over—his job at Roberts’s

started shortly after they first met.Four other people had responded to Lacey’s letter: James

Green, born in 1855, a printer’s compositor who lived in Kew; Charles Baddeley, born 1855,

from Birmingham who lived in Hanover Square—he was clearly of a different class to the

others and described himself as an inventor, the son of a medical botanist; a Mr Smarry and a

man whose name Lacey could not later recall. It isn’t clear precisely who Smarry and the

nameless man were, but according to Lacey one of them was American (or at least had spent

much of his life in America) and had succeeded in gaining patents for many of his inventions.

He returned to America a few years later.After an exchange of correspondence, they decided

to meet at Lacey’s house in Brixton on Friday evenings. William, Lacey and Green also met for

lunch every Wednesday.William’s interest in astrology had saved his sanity. He knew his

previous trials had been due to the planet Uranus creating ups and downs at the drop of a hat.

But he found work depressing as ‘a practical, keen, observant, business man, with astrological

ability above the average; somewhat reticent; one reliable and trustworthy; sincere in

friendship; a lover of truth; firm, determined, and persevering, yet not bigoted; broad in his

views, and tolerant of others opinions, and, in his disposition, reflective.’26He was surely meant

for better things than selling ice-cream makers. In fact, he was too good a salesman; he

managed to sell so much that his firm had problems keeping up with the orders. And when

customers were let down, they wrote to William to air their complaints. He needed something

else to sell. And a salesman was one thing astrology didn’t have.But there was a problem: most

astrologers of the period adopted pseudonyms—often with mystical overtones. Their

audiences expected it, and they didn’t want to risk their day jobs (not a problem for William—

Roberts was one of his earliest clients) or attract police attention. ‘William Allan’ simply didn’t

cut it. Plus, William’s birth chart showed he’d been born with Virgo rising. Lacey wasn’t

impressed; the sign of the servant didn’t suit William. They tweaked and twiddled his

horoscope, taking advice from Old, who was hot at this sort of stuff. If William had been born a

few minutes earlier, his rising sign would have been Leo, the same as his Sun sign.[22] He

might have been; Caroline wouldn’t have realised the importance when she told him his birth

time.He was clearly a Leo, the sign much more suited to the king[23] of astrologers—which is

what he planned to become. After all, he played his sunny side up to the hilt, as Henry Selby

Green later pointed out: ‘One of his most prominent characteristics was his extreme

cheerfulness, accompanied by an exuberant vitality. When visiting him at his office on a dull



winter day, he told me that to him the room appeared as if flooded with sunlight, so much so

that he found it difficult to realise that the Sun was not actually shining.’27This gave the clue to

his new name.Alan Leo was born and he was going to sell astrology.[1] Sometimes given as

‘Franks’. Born in Newark, Nottingham (1854–1917).[2] In later years, Richardson would claim

telepathic powers (which greatly excited the Daily Express), Despite the support of the

journalist W T Stead, who allowed the initial tests to take place at the Review of Reviews office,

subsequent testing by the Society for Psychical Research resulted in abject failure, although

the Society appeared to think he was a nice chap.[3] It narrowed to 4 foot 10 inches. Drury Hill

was demolished in 1971 to make way for the entrance to the Broad Marsh Shopping Centre.[4]

Originally, Bowling Street was a continuation of Tufton Street northwards beyond Little Peter

Street/Wood Street. When the streets were merged, a number of properties were renumbered.

[5] The occultist Aleister Crowley’s family were Brethren as was that of Sir Robert Anderson

the Scotland Yard detective, known for his involvement in the Jack the Ripper case.[6]

Widowed Amelia (1844–unknown) lived with her sons William (born 1868) and Frank (born

1877). Also lodging at the house was William Thompson (born 1860), a ‘grocer shopman’.[7]

Census enumerators distributed their schedules some days before they needed to be returned,

advising households to include anyone who was out travelling or working and was not

enumerated elsewhere. This led to a number of people appearing twice on a census,

especially people who were on the move at census time.[8] William’s father died in 1887 and

Caroline died in Liverpool in 1901 after supporting herself through her sewing.[9] The ice-

cream maker, which could apparently make twenty ices for less than a shilling, held ice-cream

powder mixed with milk in an inner drum while the outer drum was filled with broken ice and

salt. You simply turned a handle to create the ice-cream.[10]Although mechanically propelled

omnibuses had appeared on the streets of London in 1833, from 1861, legislation—including

speed limits of five miles per hour—virtually eliminated them from British roads for thirty years.

[11]Born 26 March 1854 in Berkhamsted, Hertfordshire to Frances Lacey, the identity of his

father is unknown (although his birth certificate stated his father was William Lacey, this entry

was deleted by the registrar when the birth was registered). There was an unsubstantiated

family legend that Frederick was the illegitimate son of Lord Carrington who lived in the family

seat at the Abbey, Great Missenden near Berkhamsted. By the time Frederick was seven,

Frances had moved to Islington with her mother, also called Frances. In 1871 Lacey was

working as a solicitor’s clerk and in 1881 he lived with his uncle William and his mother (now a

widow—she married John Smith in 1865 in Islington) at 32 Aden Grove, Stoke Newington and

worked as a piano tuner. Another family legend that he was educated at Balliol College, Oxford

appears to have no grounds in reality.[12] These included ‘A Gavotte’ 1880; ‘Song Bird of the

Wilderness’ 1880; ‘St Ronan’s Eve— When the Evening Twilight Falls’ 1881; ‘Bid Her,

Remember’ 1882; ‘The Gladiators’ 1882; ‘Hand in Hand’ 1882; ‘The Village Fete’ 1882; ‘Three

Little Maids,’1883; ‘The Rovers of the Sea’ 1884; and ‘Ye Olde Sundial’ 1890.[13] George

Claxson Bellamy (1856–1914) made a living as an insurance clerk. His son Howard

bigamously married Anna Kingsford’s daughter Eadith in 1915. He’d married Cissie Ethel

Harris by licence the year before.[14] On 15 March 1884, Lacey married Florence Regina

Marshall at Christ Church, Hoxton in Shoreditch and claimed to be the son of Frederick Lacey,

a deceased stockbroker. When William and Lacey met, the Laceys were living at 14 Knowles

Road, Brixton. The Lacey’s children were Charles Frederick (13 April 1885); Harold Ernest (11

January 1887); Dora Lilian (1892); Gordon Herbert (1893); Wilfred Eric (1896)and Mary

Florence (1900).[15] 17 July 1838, Margate 8:11. His father, Eddell Penny, was a solicitor’s

managing clerk and a Wesleyan ‘lecturer’. Penny took care of his mother, Eliza, until at least



1891.[16] Charles Carlton Massey (1838–1905) had given up his call to the bar for a life of

travelling, translating, lecturing and devotion to spiritualism and theosophy and defended a

number of spiritualists and astrologers.[17] Penny continued to work as an astrologer and was

again convicted in 1903.[18] Born 20 March 1864. (Originally, the time given was 13:30, later

amended to 1:30 with the claim that he had been muddled with a younger brother. Later the

time was rectified to 2:03. As a theosophist, Old was Vice President of the Blavatsky Lodge,

General Secretary of the British Section, and Librarian. He was present when Blavatsky died in

1891. In 1894 Old was involved in a theosophical scandal regarding WQ Judge’s claim to have

received precipitated letters from the Mahatmas confirming his claim to the presidency of the

Theosophical Society. Old wrote at least 58 books, edited a number of magazines and wrote

for innumerable publications. In 1929 he joined the Elim Church, and died on 23 December that

year.[19] Born in Norfolk in June 1839, Powley lived in Kingston-upon-Hull and worked as a

skin dyer. By 1891 he was working as a herbalist in Aston, Warwickshire, with his son, William,

as his assistant. He died July 1897.[20] Born Gravesend 1860–1906.[21] ‘Frederick’ doesn’t

appear on Allan’s birth certificate.[22] Mercury, Jupiter and Saturn were also in the sign of Leo

in his horoscope. Alan Leo was born 7 August 1860 in Westminster, London (51N30 00W09).

The varying times given for his birth are: 6:10 am, The Astrologer, February 1890; ‘about 6 am’

The Life and Works of Alan Leo; 5:51:28, Sepharial’s rectification; 5:49 am, Esoteric Astrology

and The Progressed Horoscope ‘approximately’.[23] Leo is, as astrologers know, the sign of

the king.Chapter 2CHIEFLY TO PLEASE HIMMeanwhile, Bessie Burch spent most of her time

at home, watching life pass her by. She lived with her elderly father, Michael Phillips, and

resented every minute of his presence:My father completely dominated my life, and when

occasionally I used to remonstrate with him, he said he would break my spirit or break my

heart, and he had such furious fits of passion that he did not hesitate to strike me if I in any

way annoyed him ...1 He was the most selfish being I ever met … Constant disharmony, jangle

and jar—my faults all recited to visiting friends … continual fault finding, grumbling and

upbraiding.2They’d moved to Southampton[1] in about 1874, when, to her horror, Bessie

discovered she was expected to run the house at the age of sixteen. And she had no idea what

she was doing. ‘He was very unreasonable as he expected me entirely without training to be an

experienced housewife and manager … I had never been trained in any method of

domestication, so a war of words ensued, tears and recrimination became the order of the

day.’3Every evening, Bessie played the piano and read to her father before turning the lights

out and going to bed at nine o’clock. She’d made a few friends but was rarely allowed to invite

them into the house and had to sneak out to see them.Even worse, Bessie was aware that

Phillips had plenty of money but he refused to spend it. ‘My father was a man of strong will and

most selfish disposition … could have lived on £5,000 but lived on £200 … he loved money

better than anything in the world.’4 He was happy to buy Bessie clothes and whatever else she

needed, but Phillips baulked at the idea of handing over hard cash. Apart from anything else,

he knew Bessie’s mother occasionally sent her money—plus she was rarely out of the house.

What could she spend it on, anyway?Every so often, Bessie decided she’d had enough and

rushed back to Salisbury where her mother, Murray, still lived. And each time, after a few days

of tea and sympathy, she was unceremoniously sent home.They did try to get along. In 1879,

Phillips took Bessie to the US for two months.[2] And what better way to please him than

adopting his religion? Phillips was Jewish but Bessie’s mother wasn’t, and after their trip

overseas, Bessie decided to convert to Judaism, although in a half-hearted fashion. ‘Some of

the inner teachings of Judaism, particularly the belief in the One life … greatly attracted me … I

thought it would do as well as any other religion, for at that time I had no religion at all.5There’d



been no synagogue to attend in Salisbury, but there was one (although it wasn’t that busy) in

Southampton.[3] After taking classes, Bessie was given a certificate to say she was a Jew and

added ‘Rachel’ to her name, although she only used it when attending synagogue. She was

smugly pleased that Phillips had to spend £100 to facilitate the process, showing he valued her

effort. ‘My father’s mind somewhat dominated mine and I did it chiefly to please him,’ she

said.6Things changed in 1883 when Bessie received the news that Murray was ill after a fall

she’d had while out walking. Although Bessie rushed to her side, with Phillips shortly behind

her, a week later Murray died of brain damage. ‘At her death I had a curious psychic vision, I

saw her standing all in white near the door, and heard her voice faintly declare it was well with

her and beg me not to grieve.’7Phillips promptly changed his will so Bessie would have a life

interest in his property, then worth about £80,000—around £8,000,000 in today’s terms. In

1887, Phillips again changed his will, leaving everything to Bessie. All she had to do was wait.

Phillips was old and surely wouldn’t live long?It may have rankled that Phillips insisted on

describing Bessie as his ‘adopted’ daughter—but that was probably to save face. After all, her

background could hardly be described as conventional.Phillips was born in Alexandrova,

Prussia (now Poland) in about 1808. He appears to have been the son of Philip Schönlanker

from Posen. Although a number of laws requiring Jews to adopt permanent surnames were

passed at various times by different countries, many didn’t do so until it became essential.

Even then, names were flexible, and Phillips was the most popular English name chosen by

Jews entering Britain during this period. He’d arrived as part of the Great Emigration following

the failure of the November Uprising of 1830–1, the rebellion of the Poles against the Russian

Empire. The Act of Dethronisation of Tsar Nicholas I in January 1831 amounted to a

declaration of war on Russia and fighting had begun almost immediately. Despite the lack of

governmental support for the Poles from the French and British, many people supported their

cause and England’s open door policy made it a popular destination for the thousands who fled

from repression, persecution and deportation, especially Jews like Phillips who sought

emancipation. From 1823 throughout the nineteenth century, Britain didn’t expel a single

refugee or turn one away. And of those refugees, the Poles were the most numerous and the

most permanent.[4] Apparently, Michael Phillips arrived in London in May 1831 with a box of

pencils and three words of English: Will you buy? 8It was rumoured you could sell anything at

the Royal Exchange.The royal exchange may be considered as the emporium of the world; and

rising in all the majesty of commerce, presents and objects which must fill the mind of every

Englishman with delight and pride, as a principal support of that greatness which is unrivalled

among the nations of the world.9Firmly dominating the heart of the City, the Exchange thrived

with merchants and brokers. There were no longer shops in the Exchange itself, but creeping

towards it were lottery offices, newspaper offices, watchmakers, notaries, stockbrokers, coffee

houses …The grand open court was surrounded by porticoes, archways, towers. Statues of

kings and queens watched from niches, emblems of commerce, heralds, griffins and other

mythical creatures adorned the stonework. Dragons peered down alongside giant

grasshoppers.But there was no need to go inside to hear the four-dialled clock strike, which it

did four times daily—at three, six, nine, and twelve o’clock—a different tune each day, on

Wednesdays the well-known ‘There’s nae Luck aboot the Hoose’ and on Thursdays ‘See the

Conquering Hero Comes’.The arcade within this temple to commerce housed foreign and

domestic merchants, all of whom it might be assumed would make good use of a pencil or two.

Apparently not. Phillips tried for three days before he gave up.As a child, Phillips had watched

Napoleon’s army retiring from Moscow in 1812. The Cossacks had burned villages, towns and

crops and starvation had set in amongst the French. Almost all of the horses had died or were



killed for food. Cavalrymen had to march on foot, cannons and wagons were abandoned, and

deserters were taken prisoner or killed by Russian peasants. Many, overcome by the cold, fell

to the ground, too weak or too numb to stand. And once they surrendered to sleep, they died.

The road was littered with corpses.
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