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George MacDonald’s Lilith A:
A Transcription

David L. Griffith
(ABSTRACT)

George MacDonald’s last major work of fiction, Lilith, was published in 1895, but
the first version of the romance was written in March of 1890. Lilith is an account
of the unintentional journey of the protagonist into another world populated by
both mythological figures drawn from the Judeo-Christian tradition and by horrific
personifications of the psychological horrors of the protagonist’s own mind. The
story of Lilith describes the protagonist’s experiences in this other world which
bring him to the point of repentance.

The manuscript of the first version, known now as Lilith A, is housed in the
British Library along with seven other typed revisions and printer’s proofs.
Taken together, the A-H manuscripts of Lilith represent the complete production
history textual evolution of what is arguably MacDonald’s greatest literary work.
The body of this paper contains the 161 page transcription of Lilith A produced
from the original manuscript and a photographic microfilm reproduction provided
by the British Library.

The introduction of this paper outlines the history of Lilith A, describes it’s
similarities and differences with the published version, provides a bibliographic
description of the manuscript, and outlines the editorial principles used in
producing the transcript of the text. The introduction is followed by a
transcription of the title page created for the manuscripts of Lilith by Winifred
Louisa, Lady Troup, who was MacDonald’s daughter and amanuensis. This title
page is followed by the transcription of Lilith A.
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Introduction

George MacDonald began writing what was to be his last major work of fiction on
March 28, 1890. According to his son Greville, what is now commonly known as the A
Manuscript of Lilith “was originally set down as it came directly to its writer. He wrote
it with the pen, continuously, its 50,000 words showing scarcely any emendations or
punctuations and hardly any division into paragraphs” (“Introduction,” Lilith. New York:
E.P. Dutton and Company, 1925. xix). This statement is more revealing, perhaps, about
Greville’s perception of his father and his father’s work than it is about the actual
composition process of the manuscript version of Lilith.” A study of the MS shows that
although Greville was correct in part, especially in reference to the limited use of
paragraphing, he was either unaware that the MS was obviously a draft, a work in
progress, or he was attempting to lend it the aura of automatic writing. On the very first
page of the MS, however, there are eight words or phrases struck out, four interlinear
revisions and additions, and the indication of a major change in the word order of a
sentence. This is obviously not a case of automatic writing: the A Manuscript of Lilith
is a handwritten draft of a major prose text and is thoroughly edited, revised, and
annotated. The MS is, even if not the product of divine inspiration or supernatural
communication that Greville would have us believe, a textual artifact of great worth, in the
sense that it records the first written stage in the production of a romance of social,
aesthetic, and literary-historical significance.

Lilith was begun in 1890 with the A manuscript, but the romance went through

eight versions and revisions before the first edition was published by Spottiswoode & Co.

" Greville MacDonald’s “Introduction” to E.P. Dutton’s Centenary Edition of Lilith, published in 1925, is
thefirst significant critical commentary on the work, although its primary function seems to be that of
praising the spiritual insight of hisfather’swork. The main thrust of Greville's argument liesin
explicating the “ spiritual structure” of the romance.

Greville's “Paraphrase of the Earlier Manuscript-Version With Quotations and Comments,” beginning on
p. 353 of the Centenary Edition, isthe only published treatment of Lilith A before McGillis's 1977 article
in the Scottish Literary Journal. Greville'streatement here of his father’s manuscript is designed to
support his assertion that the A text is superior in “spiritua structure” to the published version, and this
reading is performed even at the cost of the accuracy of quotations from the manuscript.
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in 1895. The B, C, D, and E texts are revisions by MacDonald to Lilith before it was sent
to the printers. These are undated and were written sometime between March of 1890,
the date of Lilith A, and January 1894, the date of F, the printer’s proof. B is the true
transitional text: this is where most of the major revisions to storyline, themes, plot, and
characters were made. The typed text of B follows the A text fairly closely, although the
story had been expanded and several sections rephrased; this part of B still portrays the
protagonist’s search for and eventual reunion with his father in the other world. The
extensive interlinear revisions, sometimes typed and sometimes handwritten, and the
somewhat less extensive additions and revisions typed and handwritten on the verso of
many pages present a very different story for Lilith. All references to the father once in
the other world are crossed out and replaced by Litha, the daughter of the princess of
Bulika. In other words, the search for the father evolves into the story of the acquisition
of a mate. The title is also changed to Lilith in the revisions to B.

The C text is most notable for its inclusion of the lengthy excerpt from Thoreau’s
Walking which appears in the published version in the frontmatter. The text of D is
mostly the same as C other than wording and name changes (by this text the names of
Vane, Lilith, Lona, Sir Cosmo, etc. are the same as in the published version). D also
includes the inscription “Off, Lilith! The Kabala,” which is not present in C. The most
important change in the E text is the systematic removal of the extensive discussions of
polarized light and multiple dimensions found in the earlier versions. By E, which was
the text sent to the printers, the mirror in the garret has become and ordinary mirror, the
light ordinary light, and the phenomenon of disappearing into the other world becomes
completely inexplicable and supernatural. Lilith F is a printer’s proof dated Jan 1, 1895,
G is the first revise from Jan 21, 1895, and H is the final revision before the printing of
the first edition. In these three texts, printed by Spottiswoode & Co., MacDonald’s
revisions amounted to minor wording and phrase changes.

Immediately before publication, it appears that MacDonald gave the entire record

of Lilith, comprised of a written manuscript, three typewritten versions with corrections,
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a printers proof, and two revisions, to his daughter Winifred Louisa. Winifred Louisa,
later known as Lady Troup, had apparently requested of her father a complete record of
the production of the text, and he complied by providing her with several thousand pages
of handwritten, typewritten, and printed text. A handwritten note from MacDonald to
his daughter, who appears to have been the typist for the C, D, and E texts, indicates that
the eight versions are the complete record of the textual evolution of Lilith. They
apparently remained in the possession of Winifred Louisa until 1946, at which time they
were presented to the British Museum “by the desire of both Greville MacDonald M.D.
& Lady Troup” (see p. xvii of this paper). At some point, the British Museum’s
collection of additional manuscripts was transferred to the British Library, where they are
now housed in the Manuscript Room. The Lilith Manuscripts are catalogued in the
Library as Add. 46187 A-H.

A Comparison of the A Manuscript of Lilith and the Published Version

A reading of the MS version of Lilith indicates that the overall structure of the
romance remained fairly consistent through the revisions which eventually produced the
published text, but MacDonald’s changes did result in major textual and thematic
differences. Lilith A has, like the published version, a dream-vision like structure. The
protagonist, a young man who in both texts has just entered adulthood, finished his
university studies in the sciences, and come into his inheritance, leaves this world for
adventures in another world. We are never told by the narrator in either text exactly
where, or what, this other world is, although it appears to roughly correspond in the MS
to extra-dimensions of being and perception, and in the MS the Raven and the protagonist
give clues that this other-world has something to do with Saturn. In both versions of the
romance, the protagonist has several adventures in this world, chooses voluntarily to go
to sleep in the “House of Death,” rises from the dead, travels to the celestial city, and is
rather abruptly returned home to his own world and own library, at which point he must
make the best of life with the new hope he has gained from his experiences in the other

world. So the fundamental structure, in which the protagonist is transported to another
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world, experiences life and death there, and then is returned to his own world, remains
true for both texts. There are, however, also major differences between Lilith A and the
published work.

The published work incorporates all of the experiences of the protagonist of the
MS, but it adds several adventures as well, and changes the tone and implication of
several incidents that take place in both. While the Bad Burrow, the ruined cathedral, the
dance macabre, the nursing back to life of the nearly-dead princess, the valley of the Little
Ones, the storming of the evil city, and the storming of heaven by the children are all
present in both texts, Lilith A has no scenes corresponding to those involving The Evil
Wood, Mara and her minions, Lona the daughter of Lilith, or the Sexton’s horse. Indeed,
it appears that Lilith A incorporates all of those incidents and experiences of the
protagonist which are most important structurally to the story, but the published version
fleshes out that structure with a more detailed plot and imagery. In some ways, the MS
can be viewed as a thumbnail sketch of the final version, which has a greater detail and
refinement in certain cases.

There are also several important thematic differences between the first and last
versions of Lilith, not the least important of which involves the search for the Father,
both figuratively and literally. In the MS, the protagonist very clearly sets out into the
other-world on a search for his father. After his first meeting and discussion with Mr.
Raven, the protagonist remarks that this discourse “awoke in me suddenly a desire for
which my life had, unknown to me been preparing me, a desire, which at first but as a
grain of the smallest seed, grew & grew so rapidly that almost in a moment it filled my
whole mind and became a determination -- to seek my father until I found him” (MSS of
Lilith. British Library, Add. 46187 A. 7). His journeys in the other world do indeed
eventually reunite him with his earthly father, and he finds that his search all along was
for the heavenly Father, the creator of all. In the published version, however, the
motivation for voluntarily entering the world of Mr. Raven is one of curiosity and

intellectual desire. In Chapter 1X, Vane tells us that, after reading his father’s manuscript,
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he has come to regret his rebuff of Mr. Raven’s offer to let him sleep in the House of
Death: “what wondrous facts might I not by this time have gathered concerning life and
death, and wide regions beyond ordinary perception!” (Lilith. New York: E.P. Dutton
and Company, 1925. 55). He also claims that he is embarrassed by his demonstration to
the sexton and his wife of his fear and that he wishes to set affairs right with them, but his
real motivation in re-entering the other world seems to be the selfish one of satisfying his
curiosity. Although, as in the MS, Vane eventually reaches the celestial city and realizes
his search as being that for God, the search for his biological father is not a motivating
factor: he is told by Mr. Raven shortly after he re-enters the other world that his entire
patrilineal ancestry, including his father, back to Sir Upward, an ancestor dated only as
having lived and written before the advent of printing, are present in the other world,
either under his protection, already “awakened” from their sleeps, or, in the case of his
grandfather, in the Evil Wood “fighting the dead” (Lilith 57-8).

Another major difference in the A manuscript and the published version of Lilith
is MacDonald’s use of a female lead. In the MS occurs, before the protagonist enters the
other world, a visit to the house by his sister Imogen’s friend, an unnamed and barely
described woman. Indeed, the only thing we really are told about her is that she is very
beautiful (like almost all women in MacDonald’s books) and that her eyes, in a typical
use by the author of hyperbole, are quite amazing: “what those eyes really were God
only ever knew or could ever tell, and that only to himself, for never sure was there such
another mystery as the creation of those” (MS 18). The protagonist goes on at length
about how he can’t stop seeing those eyes, and is obviously indicating that he is quite
taken with his sister’s friend; however, as soon as the story proper gets started, once he
has entered the other world, there is no more mention of this woman, with only two
oblique exceptions. The first takes place when he meets the white dove, who is Mr.
Raven’s wife, the Great Mother, and Eve all wrapped into one, and the protagonist makes
the following observation: “to my shuddering astonishment she was most marvelously

like my sister’s friend with the live eyes, so like that to this day I cannot say | know that
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it was not she” (MS 28). The second reference to Imogen’s friend is when the
protagonist first sees the princess’s eyes. The protagonist describes his sister’s friend’s
eyes as being “large and dark and deeping, making one, that is me think that a whole each
night-heaven was condensed to make each ere pupil” (MS 18). Compare this statement
with that describing the protagonist’s first glimpse of the eyes of the princess: *“great
dark orbs, like globes cut from another night that that [sic] illumined by any star” (MS
75). Besides indicating an eye-fetish on the part of the protagonist, this passage and
further reference to the princess’s eyes, along with the passage identifying Imogen’s
friend with Eve, account for the only presence of this character in the text from the 20th
page or so on. The protagonist falls in love with the vampiric princess, and she and Eve
are the only two female characters in the major portion of the MS. In the published text,
the presence of female characters is markedly different.

In Lilith, Vane has no love interest of any sort before he meets Lona, although he
does not immediately recognize her as being a suitable lover (after all, she is when they
meet only fifteen). His ambiguous relationship with Lilith herself is unquestionably
sexual in its imagery and implications; Vane sums up his rather strange and difficult
relationship with Lilith by saying “I felt that, if | did less than loathe her, I should love
her” (Lilith 182). Each of Lilith’s vampiric attacks on Vane is accompanied in the text by
heavy sexual imagery and descriptions of the ecstasy involved for both parties, although
in the end the illicit relationship causes both “mortal pain” and grave harm. It is only on
his second encounter with Lona, when they conceive the plan of storming Bulika with the
army of children and overthrowing Lilith, that VVane falls in love with her, and from this
point on there is no separation of them except through the death of Lona at the hands of
Lilith, her mother. After Vane is pushed back into his own world, which Adam calls the
“old world,” by the hand of the Father, he explains that “as yet | have not found Lona”
(349). The impression is given that he will seek no other mate, but will wait to find her
again when he “wake[s] at last into that life which, as a mother her child, carries this life

in its bosom” (351). In the A manuscript, when the protagonist is pushed back into his
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morning room where his sister and her friend are at breakfast, he finishes his narrative by
saying that “life was rather dull for a while; but a comforter was given me, and the name
of my comforter is Hope” (MS 161). The ambiguous nature of this statement, which
follows his sudden appearance to his sister and her friend, to whom he relates and
explains his adventures, suggests that Hope could be interpreted here as either the
spiritual virtue or the name of Imogen’s friend. Either way, because the protagonist is no
longer in love with the princess of the other world, he is free to give his heart to another,
whereas in the published version, Vane is still in love with Lona.

It should be remarked that the names of the characters and the title of the romance
were not consistent throughout its textual history. The A manuscript is untitled, the title
page being that written by Lady Troup for the entire collection of texts and inserted into
the book, presumably during its stay at the British Museum. In fact, the title of the text
was not settled on by MacDonald until some time after the beginning of the B text.
Through the end of the first paragraph on page 9 of the B text, emendations and
interlinear corrections are done in a red ink, but starting with the second paragraph on 9
MacDonald began using black ink for revisions. The original title at the beginning of the B
text is “ANACOOM A TALE OF THE SEVENTH DIMENSION,” but this is crossed
out in black ink, and “Lilith” is written beside the old title; this suggests that the new title
was chosen at some point after the beginning of B. It appears that the name Lilith was
not used at any point in the typed text of B, which would indicate that the title change
coincided with the very extensive revisions to that text. The new title was at least
adopted by the time Winifred Louisa started typing what would become the C text. The
names also changed quite significantly during revisions.

The most important name change that occurs during the evolution of Lilith is that
of the protagonist. Although he is only alluded to by name three times in the A
manuscript, the protagonist’s name quite clearly is written as Fane. The sexton-librarian-
Adam character introduces the protagonist to his wife as “M. Fane.” The OED indicates

that the word fane has at least two meanings which are appropriate in some way to the
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character of the protagonist: the most common meaning of fane is as an alternative
spelling of “vane,” which fits well with the protagonist’s initially passive character and
also with his eventual role as a guide to the lost princess, in that he gains symbolic
identity with the other herald figure in Lilith, the “golden cock” which stands in place of a
weather-vane on the roof of the ruined church and crows the resurrection “in defiance of
the gates of Hell” (MS 152). This would also make sense, considering that revisions
resulted in the protagonist’s name being changed to Vane.

The OED also identifies the word fane as being derived from a Gothic word
meaning ‘temple.” The significance of this interpretation of the word is far reaching; the
MS is filled with images of both false and true temples, ranging from the library of the
protagonist, where he worships the knowledge found in books, to the palace of the
princess, where she is worshipped by her oppressed subjects, to the House of Death,
where those ready to “lie down to live” come to worship and be made new. By using the
Biblical association of temple with the body, the mistreatment of their bodies by both the
protagonist and the princess, and the frequent references to maimed, disfigured, or
stained bodies in Lilith (take, for examples, the black wound in Lilith’s side in the
published text and the black wound in the hand of the woman in the House of Death,
apparently Fane’s mother, in the MS) becomes an interesting avenue for exploring
possible meanings of the texts. In both versions, the protagonist and Lilith, indeed all
beings, must lie down in the House of Death and die, at which point their bodies grow
younger and more beautiful and are cured of all their disfigurements: bodily health and
beauty seem then to become metaphors for the state of a being’s soul. Indeed, in both the
MS and the published version the protagonist has a difficult time accepting that the
princess/Lilith character is evil because of her extreme outward beauty; so, it is clear that
the appearance of the body, the temple of the soul, is in Lilith intimately connected to
states of spiritual health or sickness of a particular character. The end result is that the
characters’ outward appearances mirror their inward characteristics: the protagonist is

short sighted, both physically and spiritually; the princess is beautiful but horribly
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flawed; the dwarfs or Lovers are cute but of very short spiritual and mental stature; and
the residents of the “Bad Burrow,” representative of the horrors of the individual
unconscious, are of exceedingly disgusting and frightening visage.

Lilith’s character also has a name change, or at least a name attribution. In the
MS, the character is only referred to as “the princess,” although there is one instance
where she is named Astarte, but the name is crossed out. This lends credence to Greville
MacDonald’s claim in his “Paraphrase of the Earlier Version,” appended to the 1925 E.P.
Dutton edition of Lilith, that Astarte in the MS represents the princess’s “ideal beauty in
which she was first created,” her “own undefiled nature” (372). There is certainly an
identity established in the MS between Astarte the leopard and the princess, although by
the time the book was published the leopard had become merely a form that Lilith could
take at will, and the figure of Astarte as such is not present, although she is replaced by
Mara’s white panther. Be that as it may, the princess does not become Lilith until the B
text. | would suggest that the change was responsible in part for the change in title of the
B version, which would explain why the title was changed only after MacDonald had
gotten several pages into his revisions. It appears, actually, that in the typed body of the
B text there is no mention by name of Lilith, only of the princess; this would indicate that
the title of B and the attribution of Lilith’s name was not settled on until the extensive
revisions were made by hand to the text.

The only other major name change from the MS to the published work was one
which actually occurs within the text of the MS itself. The very first name given for the
spotted leopardess is Ashtaroth, which is crossed through and changed to Astarte, which
is used consistently throughout the rest of the text, and then in the published version as
the name for Mara’s white leopardess. | want to note here that, as will seem obvious
from the discussion of names so far, most of the names in Lilith are derived from Judeo-
Christian mythological sources. To gloss these names is, | feel, of great importance, but

that is work better left to another scholar or another time. Suffice it to say that almost



every name in any version of Lilith brims with either allegorical or mythological
significance.

The Dwarf people of the MS went through a significant change before they
appeared again in the B text. They were changed from the Dwarfs to the Lovers, or the
Little Ones, and their characters changed as radically as their names. While in the MS
they were the most dull of creatures, “quite satisfied with themselves, with their life and
living” (MS 51), they appear in the B text as the Lovers or Little Ones, who are the
abandoned children of the citizens of Bulika. The Lovers are as ignorant, in general, of life
as the Dwarfs, taking almost everything for granted, but they are far more kindhearted and
loving than the incredibly selfish Dwarfs. Indeed, it would appear that the good and bad
qualities of the Dwarfs from the MS are split into two separate peoples in the B and
subsequent texts: the Lovers are the analogues of the good natured Dwarfs and the always
positively characterized children of the Dwarfs; the Bags, or big stupid adults of the B
text, are similar to the adult Dwarfs after they have in the MS grown a little in stature and
arrogance. The enslavement of VVane by the Bags in the published version parallels the
enslavement of Fane by the Dwarfs after he is left to die in the woods by the princess:
the functional difference is that the Lovers rescue Vane from the Bags, while in the MS
Astarte wreaks havoc on the Dwarfs, killing as many as she can get her claws on in
vengeance for treating her master so poorly. The storming of both the city of the damned
and the city of heaven by the children remains functionally the same in the different
versions, since Fane was accompanied by the Dwarf children rather than adults.

It also appears significant that Fane willingly lies down to sleep the sleep of death
with Adam and Eve much earlier in the MS version than in the published version. In the
A manuscript, Fane’s overthrow of the city and capture of the princess with the help of
the children, and his third and last encounter with the Dwarfs, takes place after he awakes
from his slumber in the House of Death. He and Astarte set out on a mission, a holy
mission so to speak, to capture and convert the princess. Indeed, when the princess is

brought back to the House of Death, it is Fane and not Adam who reassures her of the
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benefits of dying and convinces her to surrender her will. In the published book, VVane
performs the act of capturing Lilith purely because he thinks it will benefit the Lovers
and Lona, and his death cannot happen until he performs a vital service for Adam and the
world he is in by restoring the Waters of Life through the planting of Lilith’s severed hand
in the desert (Lilith 305-10). This change is probably indicative of the evolution of VVanes
character. Inthe MS, Fane is allowed by Adam to wander at will through the world and
make the mistakes he needs to make naturally, and he comes to the proper state of
despair and loss of faith in his own worthiness by himself. He is not half so dense or
disobedient a protagonist as the one which appears in the published work. Vane of the
published work is not just ignorant of his soul’s state, but actively disobedient (for
example, see the episode involving Adam’s horse, pages 214-220), and this marks a major
difference between the two texts. Because of his disobedience to the instructions of
Adam, Vane in the published work cannot ever be the spiritual avatar that Fane of the MS
becomes.

It is also useful to note here that the story line of the beginning of the MS version,
specifically the episode involving Fane’s first introduction to the librarian, is preserved in
the published text in large part as the chapter entitled “My Father’s Manuscript” (48-
54). MacDonald made significant changes to this passage, such as the removal of all
references to polarized light and its properties and the inclusion of the hidden manuscript
room in the library, in order to make the chapter more consistent with the tone of the final
version, but for the most part this chapter echoes closely pages 4-12 of the MS. In the
MS there is an oblique reference to an ancestor who once got trapped in some other world
before returning intact, and this is the only reference which gives any indication that the
male members of the family have a habit of disappearing into another world. The
inclusion of parts of the MS in Chapter VIII, and the change which makes the portrait in
the hall that of “old Sir Up’ard” instead of the father of the protagonist, gives the
published version a degree of recursiveness which the MS does not possess. In the

published text of Lilith, the protagonist is merely the last in a very long line of ancestors
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who have traveled, voluntarily or not, into the other world; in the MS, the protagonist is
very clearly seeking his father, who is the only other person known to have disappeared

into this other place.
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Textual Note

Description of Lilith A

The A manuscript of MacDonald’s last work is written in a manuscript book of
approximately eight and a half inches in width by eleven inches in height. The writing
space is approximately seven by nine inches. Each page of the sewn thread-bound sheets
is ruled in blue ink, 26 lines to a page; each page has two single vertical rules establishing
margins of approximately one half inch on the left side of the leaf and one inch on the
right side of the leaf. The manuscript is written in black ink in a fairly even cursive hand,
and the text occasionally overflows the lined margins of the manuscript book. The text is
written only on the recto. A title and contents page written by Winifred Louisa, Lady
Troup, is inserted before the first page of the text. The numbering of the pages in the
upper right hand corner is that of MacDonald. On the cover of the book are glued two
pieces of paper: one, white, in the upper center of the cover, which has handwritten in the
center “Lilith” with a “1” written immediately below it (each of the books containing the
manuscripts given to the British Museum are labeled with a number, presumably by Lady
Troup, as indicated on the title page inserted into the MS book); the second piece of
paper is black with the legend, printed in white paint, “BRIT. MUS. ADDITIONAL
MS. 46,187 A.” Printed on the first (blank) page of the text is the British Museum
catalogue number in black ink, “ADDITIONAL MS. 46,187 A.”
Editorial Process

The text presented here is a transcription based on direct consultation of the
manuscript housed in the British Library and on a photographic microfilm facsimile
provided by the Library. Since the manuscript is authoritative, the main body of the text
and all emendations being in the hand of the author himself, I have attempted to represent
as accurately as possible the graphical appearance of the text. | have retained
MacDonald’s line and page breaks, page numbers, all corrections and revisions, both
marginal and interlinear, and errors. | have chosen not to regularize grammar, punctuation,

spelling, or diction; because the text is a draft of a romance, and because it is being
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presented here as a draft instead of a finished work, it is desirable to minimize editorial
revision of the text. | have made use of only one editorial symbol in the body of the
transcription, and that is the bracketed question mark, [ ? ], which is indicative of an

illegible character, word, or phrase. For example, an illegible passage will appear as

for a struck-through character.
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When first | became aware that | was myself, |

found myself one of a family, living in a rather

strange old home, which might be worth describing
were it concerned in more than a very small part

of my narrative. We loved each other a good deal,

my brothers and |, but not enough to kill the selfish-
ness in us. Se-that There was no day happed without
some quarrelling, neither, happily, without reconcil-

What the result #4ad might have
ings both mute and expressed. How the experiment
Es:u?{ed | cannot say,) had we gone one as we were going,
aA until we grew up quite, ” but a certain strange ex-
perience on my part led to the altering of many things,

results or consequences of it
and to this day | cannot tell where the alteration will
stop. Even now | am filled with wonder and awe as |
write. The sun is shining his best above me; the sea lies
blue below his gaze; it is the same air | have breathed
from infancy -- and yet every now & then the whole out-
spread splendour will suddenly assume the aspect of a
passing show, or rather of an evnelope that may any sud-
den moment be drawn aside, revealing things hidden
but there all the time. This experience is the thing | have
now undertaken -- not to write -- but to try to convey some
poorweak impression of -- weak or strong, partly as | am
able to give it,

worthyand partly as my reader is able to receive it.

My mother | had no memory of, and my father had
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become to me as a shadow, and an old shadow, of whom
seldom heard

even the name was reatly-fergotten in the house. But there

were things told of him among the servants that kept alive

in the hearts of some of us a vague sense of something

we did not well know what to call it. For my part | could

not tell whether | remembered anything of him or not,

though | must have seen him. The portrait of him hung

in the entrance hall of the house, and there was an hour

in every evening for the space of three summer months

at which if the door happened to be open the light of the

sun as it approached the Western horizon fell upon the

picture and made its shape & colour come out wonder-

fully. For it was one of those portraits that, the more light

you throw upon it, the more colours appear as having
producing

been used in " the general effect of the likeness. | was not

in the habit of studying this portrait, but several times in

my life | knew that | had seen it with thsg?\ light from

the open door upon it; and now, when | happened, which

was not often, to think of my father, | never could tell

whether the form that appeared to my imagination had been

left in my mind by his own person or by the portrait which

always hung there, and indeed, as often as we went into

the hall, seemed somehow to influence the whole air of

the place, and to dominate all that entered, for as black

as it was in the absence of the direct sunlight.



There were persons in the household who said that he was dead;
there were others who said that all they were justified in saying
was that he had disappeared: whether he was dead, especially
as what dead meant they could not tell, they did not know: one
thing only was certain, that he was nowhere to be found. There
was indeed one solemn old person, always dressed in black

were always

as if he had-been mourning his master's absence, who, as
often as he was questioned, expressed himself as unspeak-
ably shocked at the wickedness of thinking he was dead,
but would tell you things about him that made you wish
he were dead indeed -- at least would have made me wish
he were dead but that | did not believe what the butler
told me about him, and after one or two interviews with
him never sought him any more but always avoided him
as much as | could, though that was difficult especially on
Sundays when he was more talkative than on other days.
For, soon after, | came to know that | was myself, |
was anxious to know about my father, and did that once
or twice seek enlightenment from the butler -- but no more.
There were guardians of the family, no doubt, but at that
time | had never come in contact with any of them, and it

did not
go to utter confusion. They were | believe bad enough at
times, but it was like a watch too old & dirty to keep good

time but which yet never actually stopped or quite



turned day into night by its false testimony.
There were Haad two

+was-with younger than myself -- the youngest a girl --
and a good many older, who were rather rough with us
little ones, though as we grew we got stronger and abler
to stand up for ourselves. Some of them made great
game of me because | was fonder of study than most of them
and was more in the library than any other room of the
house, reading whatever came in my way that | felt any
inclination to read. Hence it came that | learned a good
deal of what the people of that time called science -- al-
ways changing the thing they gave the name to, but never

permanent

changing the name, so that the name seemed the chief part
and the thing named in continual change -- which showed
really that the name was not the right one, but ought to have
been in constant change like the thing it represented. But
| wander from my purpose. One day when | was reading
a book upon light and its properties, | looked up suddenly
and saw a thin pale little man beside me whom | did
not remember having seen before. He told me he had been
the librarian in my father's time, but had been so troubled
by his disappearance that he had not been able to endure
the house after he was gone, and had forsaken the post.
| asked him-hew if he knew any thing as to the circum-

stances attending his disappearance & he sat down by

me, and gave me the following narrative.



"l do not understand the thing," he said, "but | will tell you as
much as | know myself. | was never, | need hardly say, on
what you would call terms of intimacy with your father, but

he did honour me by using what service | was able to

render him; | was a good deal in this room with him, and

knew that he made much use of the volume you now hold

in your hand. Some indeed, have said to me since that from
their knowledge of the book they are convinced that he must have written
it himself, although he had not put his name on the title page.

As to that | can say nothing, for, although my business is

with books, | know next to nothing of what makes them books --
the souls of them, that is -- just as the doctor, whose business lies
with men and women, may know them only as live bodies, &
ggg;—? the beings that make these bodies live and not dead. If
you would let me look in the book a moment, | could tell you

what he was at that time chiefly occupied with: -- yes, here
itis! It was polarized light. One day he laid down the book

and saying, 'Come with me," went out of the room. | followed
him up the stairs of the house, one flight after the other,

without any surprise, for though Ikr:qa;dw never beeniniit, |

knew that he had a room we took to be a laboratory of

some sort, away among the huge rafters of the house. he
came to a door, to reach which | had to step from beam to

beam to avoid breaking through into some room below me.

| entered after him. The room was very dark. Through the



faint brown light from the open door, for there were

but a few dusty, glimmering skylights about me, |
saw him open another door in the middle of the room, leaving
it open behind him. | followed, and came to an inclosure of
about four feet square, in which was a kind of light | had
never seen before, and there, through-what-seemed-a-window
| saw your father, but he seemed far off, and wandering away
for a great distance through a misty kind of atmosphere, be-
yond which | saw what | took for the blue tops of mount-
ains sharp against the paler blue of the sky. | would have
followed, for I loved your father and was not afraid, but the
moment | took a step after him | struck against the glass of
either a window to some supernatural region or of a mirror
that reflected nothing, for | could not see myself in it; and
gradually the mist deepened, and | saw your father no more.
| teld came down trembling, as you may well believe, and
foolishly, in my fear, told the butler what | had seen, but he
said | had lost my senses, and he would not believe a
word of my story. Neither was he the least more inclined
to believe it as the days passed andygql;lrfather never appeared.
No one-hewever but myself had seen him go up the stair
and everyone looked for him coming in at the front door
as usual. But the years have passed and passed & he has never
come. | do not know what to think. | only know that |

have lost the one man to whom | was able to look up with a



love that desired nothing but to please him." "Was my father such a
good man then?" | asked. "Ah my child! my child! to have to ask such
a question!" Now | was at the moment fifteen years of age, and was
not pleased to be called a child by any one. But the eyes of the

old man were filled with such genuine regret and commisera-

tion that | could not show any offence. On the contrary the sight

of his emotion awoke in me suddenly a desire for which my life

had, unknown to me been preparing me, a desire, which at

first but as a grain of the smallest seed, grew & grew so rapidly
that almost in a moment it filled my whole mind and be-

came a determination -- to seek my father until | found him.

Little as | knew or could yet know about him until | found

him, | was convinced that he was not dead, and that he could

not have gone where he could not be found -- except indeed that if
he were anywhere whence he could have returned he would not
have left his children so long without him and so helpless.

"l will go and find him," I said. "I would have started long ago,"

he answered me, but | did not know how to set out. | do not

know where the door is!" "How can you have been so long in

the house," | said, "and not know where the door is?" "l know

all the doors to the house as well as, perhaps better than you

my boy; but they are all doors out, and what we want is

a door in, that we may get into the world into which | believe

your father has entered." "l do not understand you," | returned. "There

out there is the world, and the way into the world is out at the



hall-door." He made me no answer for a moment or two, but

leaned his head on his hand and his elbow on one of the book-
shelves. The red glow of a setting sun shone into the room and

Hig washed with a rosy light all the gilded titles & backs of the

books around us. "Almost every one of those books is a door into
another world than that the hall-door opens on," he said. "But"

he went on, "look here:" -- and again he closed his eyes: -- what
world is the image of your father in now as | see him with my

heart swelling with love toward him?" "Oh, that's a world

inside your own head!" | answered, with a little laugh of

amused unbelief. "Just so," he replied. "Then you allow there is

at least one other world your hall-door does not open upon --

the world of my thoughts?" Yes, that!" | replied, with childish

scorn of being found in any blunder." "Think a little," he resumed,;
"nothing that the hall-door opens upon ever was or even could be yours
except it got into the world that is inside your head -- and yet the world
inside your small head is ever so much bigger than the world to

which the hall-door is the door!" "My father ain't in it!" | answered.
"Then you will never find him." "I will find him," | replied. "Just you
show me where you saw him last and | will find him." "I will

show you where y@iu stood when | saw him," he answered. "But believe
me there are more worlds and kinds of worlds than you have ever
thought of or will be able to think of for many years to come. You
shall not say, however, that | did not do what | could to help

you. For the door -- that you must find. | cannot show it to you,



nor do | believe can any man. Come, however, | will show you what
}lggk of ¥ me." He turned as he spoke and led the way from the library. |
followed in silence. As | walked behind him | saw what a curious-
looking old man he was. When | stood with him face to face | thought
he was a little bald man; but now that his back was to me, | saw

that he was very thin and very tall, and that at the back of his

head the hair hung down long, and was as white as snow. He

had a long garment on, whether a coat or a dressing gown |

could not tell, but instead otpglippers one might have looked for,

he had on a pair of stout shoes. | learned afterwards that he was
almost always out of doors, and that, although he was the

librarian he was very seldom seen with a book in his hand.

Out of doors they said he never seemed to be looking at anything,
and indoors when anyone saw him he was always writing, but

no one ever took a letter to the post for him or saw what he had
written. Up and up the stairs he went -- at last usgartstairs

here and there, with passages between, which | had not known

to be in the house at all, and at last into a waste empty place
immediately under the great slabs of stone that formed the roof

of the old house. "Take care how you cross here," he said, speaking
for the first time since we left the library, "for there is no floor: you
must keep on the beams." | was not afraid, and was steady

enough to follow without a false step till we came to a

small door which he opened, and then | saw myself in the

place he had before mentioned. It was a great low room,
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with what looked like a closet built in the middle of it, from

which rose something that looked like a comical chimney and went
right up through the roof. Into the closet | went, and there we
found ourselves almost in the dark. "That is where | saw him last --
at least that is the direction in which | saw him," said my com-
panion, and pointed. | looked. There was just light enough for
me to see before me what looked a mirror, rather, but not very
large -- about the size of an old-fashioned door to an unim-
portant room. | saw my own face and figure, and those of

my strange guide reflected in it. "I think you are amusing your-
self with me, sir!" | said, but felt as | said it a little frightened;

the place and every thing in it seemed so solitary and so strange.
"That is nothing but a common old fashioned mirror." For | EQ}ZW
as my eyes got more accustomed to the dim light, that | had

often seen such a mirror in other rooms of the house, though
indeed this was larger than any | had seen before -- with a
greetl)tle\de(agle with outspread wings on the top of it. "Yes, he ans-
wered. "You are quite right. There is nothing very peculiar

about the mirror: there are other very like it in the house. All the
difference lies in the kind of light that falls upon it." "Light!" |
returned, "there is no light to fall on any mirror here!" "You

will soon see how far you are mistaken!" he answered. With
that he pulled a small chain, and | heard a creaking, and

saw that the thing like a chimney that went through the roof

began to turn round. The old gentleman looked at his watch.
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He had to put it close to his nose to see what the time was. It was,

he said, close upon noon, and the sun was -- so many degrees, | do
not remember what he said -- so many degrees, so many minutes
above the horizon. "We will wait a moment. And now tell me, do
you know what is polarized light?" | told him that | had seen
the words, but did not know what it meant; and as | said so |
saw that there was indeed a second mirror just like the first standing
at right angles to the other, and that the mouth of the chimney

this and
seemed to be looking at it. The librarian pulled ard that chain yet
again, and the chimney turned creaking. Then he pulled a third, and a
great blaze of noonday sunlight fell upon the face of the mirror | had
just discovered. It did not fall strai perpendicularly, or at right angles
upon it, but, as | afterwards discovered at a certain angle, so
that all the light or nearly all was reflected on the face of the
first mirror. Then | saw a marvel. The light thrown upon the first
mirror vanished -- went through it -- came back no more to our
eyes. "Where is the light gone | said to my companion, full of
amazement. "Gone to look for where it came from, | fancy," said
he. "l cannot tell. Perhaps it is gone to light up the fourth dimension
somewhere. The phenomenon is well known. The light that vanished
was polarized light. Perhaps it is the correlative of some sense that
is not yet developed in us, but belongs to creatures fashioned on prin-
ciples of being or at least of manifestation quite different from ours."
| did not in the least understand his words at the time, but somehow

they staid with me, and afterwards | understood the words, but the



phenomenon no more than he did who said them. But | still believe
that the mirror that refused to reflect them was no ordinary mirror,
but of a mysterious kind like certain others on record the belief in the
tales of which used sorely to try my sense of the absurd, but concerning
which | have now learned at least to hold my tongue. Had it been
an ordinary mirror, it would indeed have given free passage to
the polarized rays; but although everyone now knows some-
thing of the marvellous powers of such light in revealing the
structure of crystals, how could it have shown -- or had any part
in showing what | then saw in the mirror -- a land of mist

blue a
out of which emerged the tops of distant mountain range -- and
-- could | believe my eyes, the long back with its long garment of the
librarian plodding away through the mist toward the far-off
mountains! | turned to make sure that it was but a vision, expecting
to see him by my side, but he was nowhere to be seen. He was gone
after my father! Terror seized me. | rushed from the place, fell as
| ran, but happily across the beams so that | did not break
through to the story below, but got up sobered, and reached the
library in safety, half expecting to see the old man standing there
when | got to it. But he was not there, and he never came there
again. neither did any one in the house appear to miss him. |
guestioned the old butler, but he had never heard of such a person,
and advised me to watch the gates of my lips lest that which
was not might slip through them. | told him | would and also |

would watch the gates of my ears lest what was should be refused admittance.
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| was angry with the old dullard, who presumed on the length of his

service and his wisdom -- not upon his love for the family. | set my-
self from that moment to learn what | could about polarized light, and

to find out what the strange old man could have meant by a sixth sense
and a fourth dimension, but | so far from being able to imagine

what the;hrlr?i%?]t be then. | could not even know what his words
meant.-rew But one morning early, | think it must have been about

a week after these things happened, | woke suddenly, with a feeling

that | had been called, and listened. The house was as still as an

empty church, except that a bird was singing at my window. It was

spring surmer but too early, se22222] 1 122] would have said for
at the ” time of the year,when-spring-is-treading-on-the-skirts-of spring
to be nevertheless

and the primroses-were in blossom; ” | saw a bunch of them in a vase
on my dressing-table, and thought how kind it was of my little sister Imogen

| had not seen them till then.
to put them there for me: then | turned on my other side and went to
sleep again, and did not wake till the bell rang for breakfast. | was
the first down after all, except my-sister Imogen, whom | thanked
for the primroses. She told me she was sorry to say she had had
nothing to do with them, and that she had looked{e# to see if any

in the garden looking

were out on a grassy bank ” to the south, where they always came
first, but there were none there. | ran up the stair to bring mine
down to show her. | caught them up, but tripped as | left the
room and dropped the little vase that held them. Mhen | picked
it up uninjured, but looked in vain for the primroses. They were

gone, and | had to return without them, feeling curiously un-

willing to speak on the subject. A moment after | called out-



straight upon
From the room where we sat a door opened into the garden, and the

grass of a little lawn. It was a little open now, and | saw as if growing
within the door, or at least on the very threshold, a small bush of prim-
roses. | jumped up with a cry, stepped out, turned, and began to
gather them for my sister. When | raised my head with fr?;a’l‘l bunch

in my hand, and thought at once to step into the room again, |

gasped: there was no door, no house there, but a wood of tall pines
which stretched in every direction with the rays of a level sunset
pouring into it. | looked down, and there was the bush of prim-

roses at my feet. What was | to do. How was | to find my sister?
And where was my half-eaten breakfast? | was in a great

perplexity. But | remembered a tradition in the family of seme "
ancestor to whom something similarly strange had happened some
hundreds of years before, and | concluded that if he had come out of it all
right I knew no reason why | should not too, though | must confess my
heart did beat rather uncomfortably at the strangeness of my position.
| thought too what twould my little Imogen think at my leaving

her so suddenly without a word. She would imagine | was some-
where in the ground. And she would be looking for me in vain; for she
could never find the pine wood in which | was now. As | was thinking
in which direction | had better go, | saw a bird, something like a

rook approaching me with slow deliberate pace through the

boles of the firtrees, casting a long queer shadow before him for

the sun was at his back. He came straight toward me, and | felt

that he came with the confidence of an old acquaintance.

14



He stopped at a little distance, made me a bow & said, with
a tendency to caw which gave him something of a bur in
his speech, “Who are you, sir?” | was so amused at the creature who
| thought had been taught certain phrases that | answered, “Who
am 1? Why, myself of course! Who else should | be?” “ssh You might
be your own father now, or your own fool!” answered the rook with
another bow, and al twirl round as if he were on the point of departing --
when | saw by his back very plainly that he must be my old friend
the librarian, for no one, | have since learned, can assume any new
shape so that [2] he shall not retain -- not so much some distinguishing
feature, as a general air, acting as a reconciling solvent to all
the peculiarities, and recognizable as his own. But this is pre-
mature. | felt that | was caught in the wrong, and as he turned
again toward me, took off my hat, and begged his pardon, saying |
had mistaken him, | could not tell how, for a rook. “Suppose | were a
rook,” he returned, “I live and move and have a being: why should you
be rude to me?” “Why indeed!” | returned. “Forgive me.” “Why should |
forgive you?” “Because | sorely need your forgiveness, having done
wrong to you.” “I forgive you,” returned the rook; “and more | will
tell you two things that you need to know. One is that no one
can say he is himself, until he knows what he is, and what
himself is. In fact nobody is himself and himself is nobody --
and there is more in that than you know, but not more than you
need to know. The other thing is that you have somehow got

into this country to soon, therefore | must tell you the way

15
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You must walk on due east through the wood, for the space of

a mile or so, when you will meet a squirrel with his cheek

full of nuts. You will ask him the way home, and he will tell
you.” “But | have not a compass, and | do not know which

way is due east.” “Don’t you know the south from the north side
of a fir tree?” No.” “Then | must show you the way myself.” He
set out, walking in a straight line, much faster than |

could have thought any bird less than an ostrich could have
walked, and | followed. And the longer | followed, the more con-
vinced | grew that | was following the ex-librarian at home.
Indeed, after we had gone about a mile, and were drawing

as | could see by the light to the outskirts of the wood, he was
so like the same to my mind that | constantly expected him to
turn and show me the same countenance | had seen that day

in the library. Yet he remained only the size of an ordinary

rook. When he stept out from among the trees, he stept
somewhere else for | could see him no more, and | saw that

| was at the bottom of our own garden, and that the sun was
almost at its height, though in the wood | had left | had seen

the bars of sunset crossed like heavenly rails athwart the

posts of the firtree-boles. “Is this the fourth dimension at work?”
| asked myself, or have | got a sixth sense that amuses

itself with making a fool of me? However | walked in at the
same door by which | had left, and found the remains

of breakfast still upon the table, some of my brothers having been late down.
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| said nothing of what had happened to me, as, naturally, | was

afraid of being set down as a liar or a madman, and | knew

| was neither. After this | went to school, and from school to col-

lege, where | learned a good deal of mathematics without any

approach to the discovery of a fourth dimesnion; and though |

very seldom thought of it, yet | came to the conclusion that if such exist-
ed it could be made manifest to us only by the discovery not of the
existence but of the possession of a sixth sense. | had also gradually
agreed with what | continued to call myself, in spite of what the

librarian rook had told me, that the circumstances in which |

had lost the house and found a pinewood instead must have been

those of a dream, thought Hhad-been so curiously interwoven with

those of waking that consciousness could only feel without being able to
separate them. | was then full of the pride of life and strength, spending
much, indeed most of my time in rowing, running, and fencing, so

that, if there was indeed a world inside me, | was too much outside it

to know anything about it. or claim any part of it as my inheritance.

The time was to come however when | was no longer to sit on my own
doorstep to receive my friends, while the moth and the rust the rain and
the heat was devouring and crumbling the house at my back. When,
finally, having taken my degree, | went home with the intention of pon-
dering seriously how | would thereafter dispose of my time, leaning in my
foolishness to the idea of writing books, though if | had but entered my own
house or world | could have seen that there was positively nothing there

visible or at least as yet that it would do any live creature good to know about --
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and that therefore to make books | must rob the houses of other

people, -- | say when | went home with this foolish thought in my

head, but with considerable gladness in my heart at the thought

of seeing my sister Imogen again, | found that she had a friend with

her whom | had never seen before. She too had been to school, and the
main result was this friend. | am not going to try to describe her, for

the effort, as far as conveying my notion, or any true notion of her,

would be altogether useless. Yet | must, seeing | am about to

compel my reader to have some shadow of her in his thinking peace,
contrive that that shadow shall not be too glaringly unlike her. |

say therefore that her features were lovely; if they had a fault it was that
they were too regular, and too white. Corresponding with these facts they
were very still, as still almost as death when they were note in any
movement. And yet her face had in it fire and life and motion enough

for many faces, only it was all condensed and gathered in her eyes,
which were large and dark and deeping, making one, that is me think that a whole
night-heaven

each was condensed to make each ere pupil, with the stars remaining to
give the flashes of their motion, and an eternal twilight gathered about

for the horizon of the iris. What those eyes really were God only ever
knew or could ever tell, and that only to himself, for never sure was
there such another mystery as the creation of those. The still face

face was like an eternal repose, the live eyes like an eternal creation --
From what | say my reader will at once conclude that | fell in love with
her. For myself | do not know what love is and therefore cannot tell

whether | fell in love with her or not. All | know is that now | went
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into the house on the doorsteps of which | had played for so long,

and found it full of her eyes. | could not open a room but there were

the eyes looking at me. | could not look out of a window but the eyes

were looking in. Not a drawer -- | mean not a book could | open but

the pages were flashing so with her eyes that | could not see a word
absorb

init. So | gave up, and sat down for the eyes to flash me and-draw

me to death. | would not have mentioned them, however, in this book,

had it been possible to make my story true and intelligible without

them. But my very being would now be unintelligible without them,

then how could any story | have to tell of myself be other than a mockery

without them. Then somehow the light of those eyes appeared to sink down

and permeate all her body, so that every “pearl-shell helmet” of a finger

was a thing to wonder at and worship; and then it flowed away from her

out into the heavens and sank like a flood into the earth and made

the universal cosmos

ialHeek lovely with itself. In a word she was so beautiful that | dared

hardly look at her, possessed with a feeling that if | did so | did not know what

might not happen to me. Certain if she were to let the light in her, | thought,

flash out upon me, | should be burnt up and disappear. One sweet

summer morning, or rather fore noon, for it was, | think, about ten of the clock,

| was gazing out of the window. | was in my own room, a small study that

opened out of the library, and looked out on the same piece of smooth grass

on which the window of the breakfast room opened. | was holding a

star-sapphire in the sunlight, and wondering, | thought, what might

be the secret between the six knife-edge rays that showed in it and

the sun from which they came; but | think now that | was really
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wondering what kind of a star the light of her eyes would make in

the gem, when the light-efthe sun-star disappeared, and a wonderful
change passed upon the stone. Then first | began to know that the Arab
tribes who count it a magical talisman are scarce to blam call mistaken.
| started and looked up. No one

For just one moment an eye looked out of the stone—whose-eye-t-didnot
was near me
peedto-ask but the sun had disappeared, ard the sky was overclouded, and
the aird had suddenly grown sultry. There had been heavy rain the night
before, and underneath the window a thrush was acting the house-
breaker, for he was forcing his way into the shell of a snail that he
might devour him, when | saw come walking up toward the

gaited
window a solemn-eye rook. A strange feeling at once possessed
me that something was going to happen, nor had | long to wait
before something rather more than important, as it turned out,
did happen. The rook made a bow to me, then with a sudden spring
flew up to the window-sill, there stood and bowed again. | threw
up the sash, and he stepped on the inner ledge, bowed again, flew
down on the floor, and walked toward the door without looking
behind him. | follwed to see what he would do. In truth, although
| seemed not quite a stranger to the bird, | had no thought at the moment
of my old friend the librarian, but thought he was some tame rook

belonging to the neighborhood which | had better follow to see that

he did no mischief. He led the way through the library, ard into the
back hall that opened on the little lawn

breakfast+room-beyond: No one was there. He went up to the door that

opened on the little lawn. It was closed. | turned the handle to let him

out. The moment | did so, | heard the first roll of a thunderstorm.



walked
The rook stepped out, and stood on the deerstep. | would have followed,

XXXXXXX

but the rain suddenly came in torrents. | stood looking out, and my
companion kept his place, turning his head this way and that with a
satisfied approving look. So human were his motions that | involunt-
arily remarked, “Fine weather for the worms, Mr. Rook!” “Yes,” he answered,

he could speak -- or was it only that
and it did not at the moment seem odd that ~ | understood him? -- “the
ground will be soft now. They will get in and out with ease. It will
be a grand time on the steppes of Uranus. Perhaps you do not know
that all the animals there are and will be till the end of the age, bur-
rowers like the mice and the moles. It is a grand sight there to see
the ground heave and out come -- well what you would call a --
mammoth, or
masteden a hairy elephant | think you call him. | was a little
frightened the first time | saw the bog serpent come out. You never saw
such a head and mane! But the shower is nearly over. Don't you
think we had better be going?” “Going where?” “Where you've got to go,”
he answered. “l don’t want to go anywhere.” “l know that, but it makes no
difference -- at least not much.” “l don’'t mean to leave the house today.”
“I know that, but you mean to go out into the garden.” “Ah, that is another
thing.” The rook stepped off the threshold, and as there were now
but a few drops falling, like soft diamonds in the sunlight, for

on to the stone he had left. walked

the thunder cloud had rolled away. | stept out after him ~ He stepped
away across the lawn. “You will wet your feet!” | said. “And my beak,”
he answered, beginning to wipe it first this side and then that as if

he were sharpening it on the grass. Then he suddenly dug it deep

among the roots of the grass, and drew out a a great wriggling red



worm. He threw back is head, and opening his beak, tossed the worm

into the air. To my astonishment, | confess -- for nothing astonishes me

now except selfishness -- the worm spread out great wings of gorgeous red

and black and flew away. “Tut, tut!” | cried; “I am astonished at you,

Mr. Rook! Worms are not the larvae of butterflies!” “Never mind; I'm not

a librarian now, I'm a sexton.” “Is that the way you carry on your trade

then? | vow I thought sextons buried dead bodies, but you dig up live

ones and make them yet livelier!” “A good deal,” he answered. “Yes; thats

my way now! What's yours? -- You're a man of your word anyhow, for you

said you would not leave the house today!” “What do you mean by

that?” “That there was no occasion: the house has left you!” | turned

where | stood on the doorstep, and my eyes went deep into a pine-

forest. My feet were on a mossysiggi, the top of a great rock that went

deep into the earth -- at least so it seemed. “Where am 1?” | cried. “In the
corresponding

Four dimensions, or somewhere of that sort, only your ether senses are

not awake yet. You had better follow me lest you should hurt some one.”

“Hurt some one! | see nobody but you!” “That’s justit. You see that fine

-- | mean that very fine tree away fifty yards to your left? That grows

onﬁ:grkitchen hearth.” “You are making a fool of me.” “Nobody can do

that but yourself.” “That's a good thing.” “Perhaps. | don't know.” “Shall

| walk into the fire?” | said, going straight for the tree he had pointed

out. “No,” he answere, “but you will, I think, knock against Miss --

| don’'t know her name -- the lady with the eyes. She is playing Grieg's

Wedding March on the grand piano in the drawing room. There!

that rose tree is hiding its legs, or at least what you call taking
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the place of them.” “But two things can't exist in the same place at the same

moment!” | said. “Oh, cant they?” he answered. “I did not know.” “Why how could
you be a librarian and not know that?” “| daresay | knew it when | was a
librarian, but | am a sexton now, as | told you. | do know that you and

the lady with the eyes can't be in the same place at the same moment; so

| thought | had better tell you. Don’t you hear her playing?” “No, | don't.”

“I do. If you don't believe me, go and smell the wedding march in

those quivering rose-petals. It's there.” | did as he told me, and certainly
though | did not recognize the odour as that of the wedding march, which
| knew very well, it was, although plainly a rose-odour, yet something
very different from any scent of rose | had ever been before aware

of as entering my being. But suddenly, | was seized with consterna-

tion. | knew not why at first. Then | remembered that | had promised

to drive my sister and her friend to a lovely spot a few miles away

where there was an old churcf?;a(ijstill older churchyard, +aneither

of which had been in use for many years though there was a talk

of restoring the church for service again. “I wish you would kindly

show me the way back,” | said. “No use; the door is shut,” he answered.
“You must go a long way round and go in at the front door.” “Then

tell me how.” “You will have to go through your own heart,” said the sexton,
“l believe; but | am not very sure, and cannot direct you. | can

only lead you on the way your have to go.” “Home?” you mean. “Yes,
home, certainly,” he answered, with a little hesitation between the

words, but | thought that might be because he was a rook. | could

not help giving a sigh of bewildered disappointment. | had heard of



persons being carried away by the fairies, but that seemed quite

natural and credible to what had befallen me! Everything seemed

topsy turvy. | did not see how life was to be led at all on these new conditions.

How was a man to make his living if he were liable to be whisked away

at any moment to the country of four dimensions or whatever the rooks
called it. True | had never done a stroke to make my living in the country

| had left, or rather which had left me, but apparently | would have

to do so in the country | had come to. | felt in my pockets: there was
scarcely a coin there, and | had my doubts whether even my one
sovereign would be current here. Perhaps money too required to have four
dimensions! My only consolation was that | had come into this condition by
no wish or fault of my own; and therefore | had a feeling as if | might look
to be taken care of. It did not occur to me then that | had had just as little
to do with coming into the world of three dimensions or indeed with coming
into existence at all. That however did not make the reflection in the least

less reasonable. All this time the rook stood regarding me. “Ther’s no hurry,”

he said. “We don't go much by the clock here. But perhaps it would be better to go.

| will take you to see my wife. She is nicer to look at than | am.” “She may be
that and no beauty,” | thought, but politeness prevented me from saying it.

He led the way and | followed. After we had walked some distance,

still among trees, though for the time we had left the pines behind us,

my guide said, “You see that hawthorn?” “I see a gnarled old man with

a great white head and beard,” | said. “No, no; look again.” Then | saw it
was an old hawthorn in blossom. That grows where the altar of

the old church used tos tand. Listen.” | heard like the ghost of a glad

24



25
music, but | was not sure that | heard anything. “They still go there,”

said the ex-librarian. “Who goes where?” | returned. “The people that used to
pray there -- some of them -- only they never go to pray there now.” “What do
they go for then?” “They go to sing out their thoughts. They would hurt them if they
didn't. They're so strong and burn so. With only one throat each they can’t
make music enought to let it out in private; but what one hasn’t another

has, and so they gather to help each other’s love & thanks out by singing,
because everyone then feels that what they all sing he sings & every

on sings, with one mighty voice, and on the great torrent of that voice

their big thoughts float out of every heart like great ships out of the

harbor to cross the eternal seas.” “And why don’t they meet & pray?”

| asked. “Because our people at least find they can least pray alone. They're
always at prayer. Look look!” he cried, and even he showed a little ex-
citement, as he pointed with his beak up in he air, where a white

pigeon was flying round & round, mounting higher & higher, with

the sunshine flashing from its wings. “there’s one!” “One what?” “A prayer
on its way up home. | wonder now who has prayed that prayer!” “But

how can a white pigeon be a prayer?” sad I. “A prayer is a thought of the
heart!” “Ah, you don’t understand yet! The heart from which you come is so
strong in making that he can even make the power to make; so that he gifts
certain of his children with the power to make things. So sometimes

they pray to him, where others would only wearily lift their heavy

thoughts upward, by sending their thoughts irfhs%apes te-Ged of live things
shapes natural to them, as if they said, there is one of my own things

made as | would make it. And that's a prayer -- a word to the big heart

from the little one.



Look there’s another!” We were walking now over a rocky moorland sort of
place, with dry plants and low flowering shrubs about it. My guide
pointed to a small flower that blossomed fresh and lovely at the root
of what seemed -- for | felt sure of nothing in this new country -- a
rough granite block. No {22] description could convey a sense of the grace of form
and colour sweetness of the flower, of a pale rose, with a purple heart. “That
is a prayer-flower,” said my guide. “How do you know it?” | asked. “I know
it, but how | know it | cannot tell you. If you know it, you know it;
if you don't, you don’'t. What better would you be if | were able to put you
Why should you know a thing for what it is when
up to knowing one, if you did not know it of yourself and itself? Whose \what it is you
do not know?
work is it to make a wise man of you. The business & the plague is
to get you made a fool to yourself that you may beginf22] to learn the
right way.” But for all his contemptuous words, for so they sounded
to me then, | could not help imagining that | saw something in that
flower different from any flower | had known in the land that had
left me. And an awe came over me as | thought of the heart that might then
be listening to what that flower had to say to the inventor the father of all
the flowers in heaven and in earth. | feel into deep thought, and noted
littte more until | found that we were drawing near to small cottage
that stood alone in the middle of the heath, on which, as far as the sight
could reach, there were no more trees than a few scattered solitary
stunted pines. The sky was covered with cold gray and blue clouds,
and the heath looked as if the sun had never shone radiant upon
hour curiously

it since the day it was made what it was. The wind blew cold

as if it came from some world beyond the reach of the sunrays,



yet it seemed to refresh me rather than make me shiver. It was like o

over which small
the coolness of a mossy hollow, filled with maiden-hair ard-trickling

crow. “What
streams went trickling. “Here we are at last!” said the +taves a long whay
itis! | could have called on my cousin the bird of paradise in half the time.”
“l don't think we've been so very long,” | said. “Neither we have. In this
plumbline

country we ean pull of the perdalam you call gravitation -- only you
can't see us do it -- and then to see world spin round under your feet!
Do you know how fast the world spins?” “That depends on what
part of it you are in.” Not at all; not at all!” said the crow. “That’s
only half of the affair. But here we are at the sexton’s house! You are
welcome.” “Where is the churchyard, if | may ask?” | said. The crow
turned round and roound with outstretched neck, as if he meant
to say that all round, wherever | looked, | saw the churchyard.
The dreary wind swept more then was the crow’s churchyard! Was it
the churchyard of the universe? Was | to be here with no companion
but his bird until spring and sunshine should wake this dreary
place? | had left the spring in the world behind me; here was
winter, and as the sun went do_vvn the winter came on apace, &
then | began to see and found ige was so indeed, that all the seasons
of the year were constantly passed through in each day on this moor.
The winter lay frozen there all the night. The spring came with
the sunrise, and at noon it was hot summer. The autumn
was its afternoon, and then with the sun it darkened down

again to the winter. Oh how cold it was growing already, as |

stepped across the threshold upon the earthen floor of the sexton’s cottage!
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A wind from the moor seemed to come blowing in behind me, as if it pushed me into
on the opposite wall
a haven of rest or a prison of enforced repose -- what if both. In front of me-was
| saw
what in my fluttered confusion | thought | took for the lid of a coffin leaning

up against it with bright plate and handles, but presently, almost as soon

as | crossed the threshold, | saw that it was only a door, for it opened, and
dressed like her husband in black.

a woman came out. To my shuddering astonishment she was most mar-

vellously like my sister’s friend with the live eyes, so like that to this day

The

| cannot say | know that it was not she --- only difference seemed to be
N

that her face was yet whiter, with a tint of the blue of ice in it; and her eyes
than hers,
were yet larger and more radiant » thought not so full of changes, but
glowing with a steadier and more etherial light. “Here is W. Fane, my
dear!” said the crow; but when | turned toward him he was the long-coated
librarian of my father’s house. “W. Fane is welcome. Does he wish to sleep?” said
the woman. “l| think not,” replied her husband; “he has not yet done his day’s
discovered neither is he weary or heavy laden. No
work. He has neither made nor found nor invented any thing, yet—and-he
gentleman would turn the shell of his egg into a bedroom, and go to sleep in
it. M. Fane has not earned his night’s rest yet!” | suppose that instead of
replying | looked astonished at the change in him. He saw it and re-
sumed. “You thought | was a crow! Not I.” “l saw you-ctjllqgew the worms from
the wet lawn!” “And then?” “Toss them in the air and they grew butterflies.” “Was
that like a crow?” “No.” “Very well; | told you | was a sexton! So | am. But it
was more convenient for my purpose that | should be my bird-self for the
moment. Everyone has a beast-self and a bird-self, and a very fishy, yes, and very snaky

self in him. There are periods in his life when you can determine what

sort of fellow he is by seeing which predominates in his countenance.”



He was thin and tall, and his face came full in the light of the small window high
up in the cottage wall. | looked at him more attentively than | had yet done.
His face was pale like his wife's; and his eyes were gre yellowish, and his nose

the beak
reminded me much of-what of my crow-companion; bat his mouth was
very thin lipped and his eyes were pale, but the curves os‘hi(tecqvere beauti-
ful, and there quivered about them a shadowy smile that had in it love
and pity and a touch of hearty humour as well, as if he knew something
that was all right but he must not tell it you just yet. “Can you give us
anything to eat and make the world look a little more friendly, wife?”
he said. Her still face never moved, but she went to a cupboard, and brought
out bread and wine and put them on the table. “l have no thing else,” she said.
“Nothing but the best!” said her husband; and nothing loath | sat down as he
desired me, and began to eat. Never g&ldl before enjoyed a meal as | enjoyed
that bread and wine; for they seemed to go straight -- not to the hunger only,
but to thgﬁgggrthat made the hunger. | grew stronger and stronger as | ate,
and before | had done all my discomfort at finding myself in such strange
new circumstances had vanished, and was replaced by a wondering
desire to know what was to come of my very strange adventure, to account
for which | had been all the way in vain endeavoring to Fashion a

wild notion

theory, even falling once upon the idea that | was under the mesmeric
influence of a madmnan who was causing me to dream all these things
that came to me. But | would believe anything rather than that my soul was
the slave of anyone that could not create me or had not created me. |

would rather cease to be than be in the power of any, even myself, save

his that had called me into being and so was my life. | now felt |
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could go on to meet whatever should come. But | felt tired and in

need of rest, and remembered with some anxiety that the sexton had

said he hardly thought | would want to sleep there yet. So | said to him, “|
don’t know, sir, whether you think a man ought to have no rest at all

except what he has earned. It seems to me that a man without sleep

will never be able to earn sleep. Never was anything given that did

not come of something given before.” “Good,” said the sexton; “| never
meant that you should not have a little slumber now and then just

to wash your poor brain from the phantoms of the human day. What

is this | have brought you to but a halfway house of mine, a hostelry,

an inn as of old.” “Then after all you are no sexton, only an inn-

keeper?” | said. “True for you!” he answered, as if he had been an Irishman,
and patted the table with his palm, reminding me inrresistibly of the

way they pat down the turf on the pat down the graves in the sweet country-church-
yards -- lovingly, coaxingly as if the acconpaniament to an inward lullaby.
Perhaps | started at the thought: | wouyld not be so foolish now, having
seen more, but he smiled with unutterable sweetness -- a smile that
redeemed all the oddity of his face and his figure and his long coat, and
said, “I am not going to bury you M. Fane, though | am called the

sexton of God’sbe’\s::)arish. | go by other names too, but never mined. Will you
trust me?” He looked me full in the face. | looked him full in the face,

and said “l will.” “Then come,” he returned; “you shall see my chambers,
and choose your own bed, so far as | am able to give you a choice.”

He rose, and as he rose his wife took a chamber-candle from another

table and led they way. | rose to follow. Again it seemed to me that



the door | approached was the lid of a coffin set up against the wall, but the
woman opened it and walked in. | followed. The chill air as of an ice-
house met me, and what the place was like | could not see, but it felt
strange -- | should have said like a vault or a cellar, but that there was no
muskiness in it -- only dear pure cold. But | was hardly a step inside the
door when the light of the candle the woman bore flashed upon something
white that lay a little raised from the floor. Was it a bed, prepared to

give sleep to any live soul in such a place of mortal cold? Beyond |

saw another glimmering more faintly, and on the other side as we
walked another. As we came near to the first, | saw that under a

cold white sheet, nor any covering more lay stretched straight and
motionless as if in death, the form of a man or woman, its lines appear-
ing through the covering that lay close to the shape, but | could

see the features too vaguely to read anything upon them. We walked

on between two rows of couches, on every one of which lay a human
figure covered with one cold white sheet. | could not speak. | asked

no question, but waited in growing dread. Did they mean me to lie

down among the dead and sleep? “The place is dark, wife,” said the
sexton. “The moon will be up soon. She is rising now.” As my hostess
spoke, in a clear sweet voice that sounded of old sorrow to which

she had long bidden farewell, the first rays of the level moon

shone through the low windows of the building, of which there

were many, though small, and | then saw what the place was like.

It was low and narrow & long -- how long | could not see. Away

and away it stretched, with its [???rows] of beds foot to foot and side
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by side, about six feet between, and on every couch lay on that slept --

but whether the sleep of death | could not tell; something seemed different
in it from either. The place had a strange mingled look also -- whether
more like a barn or the interminable aisle of a church | could not tell

in the level light of the moon. It shone cold indeed upon the cold drapery
and the pallid countenances that lay each turned upward. Now I

could see that they were all different in expression and history. There
lay on in the prime of manly strength, the dark beard flowing down

from the still white frozen face, the forehead as smooth as marble, but

a last vanishing shadow of pain about the corners of the mouth which
looked as if it must smile ere long. Next to that lay the form -- | dare

not, in my ignorance of the whole strange thing, say body -- the form

of a girl, where a submissive sadness possessed the placid features. She
was very lovely to look at, lovely as the finest marble from the marble
mountains, and her form revealed no wasting from disease or sorrow
from ‘killing care’ or grief of heart. If such there were it had been charmed
asleep. Some seemed to have died in childhood, some in youth --

at all ages indeed; and nowhere was there greater loveliness than

on the face of an old lady -- though how | should have known

her to be aged but for the white hair, | could not tell. There was

no submissiveness on her stately countenance but a right regal
acquiescence, a testimony strong as the foundations of the heavens that
all was well. But on the faces of some there were the lingering signs

of strife, of hopeless lots, of a secret that nothing could console. This

last was rare, and somehow the face that bore it bore the look of having



died but lately, while some of the dead faces seemed to have been dead
long years, so utter was their repose. We came at last to an empty couch.
The form of a very old man lay on one side of it, hisggnd outside the sheet
and the white strong hand clenched as if on the grip of a sword, but no
sword was there. On the other lay the form of a beautiful woman

of middle age. Her arm also lay outside the sheet, abandoned and

open, and | saw one dark spot in the centre of the palm. The heavenly
sexton, for such | now counted him, went up to this one, and stooping
looked at the hand but did not touch it. “It heals well!” he said. “There

is not poison in those nails.” Then, turning to me, | ventured to speak.

“Are they dead?” | asked. “I cannot say, because | do not know what

you mean by dead. If | say, as | should to my wife, that this or

that one is quite dead, it would mean something quite different

to you. Therefore | say not whether they are dead or alive, but there

they are! This is only one vault in my churchyard. Out there on the

moor they are lying, thick as leaves, or rather as the shakings

of the great white rose of heaven. And the moon is all night reading

their faces.” “But | thought the part of a sexton was to bury the dead!”

| said, hoping to get him to explain. “Some sexton’s duties go farther. But

if it be his part to bury the dead, surely it is nothers part to keep them dead.

Is it not the way in some of your villages » of the three dimensions,”
he added the words with a parenthetic smile -- that the sexton is
also the bell ringer? And if he should mingle in his call the two flocks
in his care, who shall blame him? Is he never to cry Awake thou

that sleepest and arise from the dead? But it is no use talking
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for nothing of all that has anything to do with what you see

before you now. These ought to be dead. They did not creep here

before their time greedy of sleep. But some of them are not quite

dead and therefore they cannot come alive - “But-de There is your

couch!” | shuddered. “But | am alive!” | said. “Too much alive, but you will
alive -- praised

soon be more happiy Praised be the life that throbs & pauses & throbs

again!” “This place is too cold for sleep!” | said. “Look,” he answered; “do

these find it so? But in.truth thou art not as these, yet will it do

thee no harm to sIeepVJ\g;hthem though it may be not as they sleep.

Be not afraid. Gather to thee thy courage, and yield up thyself that

thou mayest rest indeed.” But the man and the woman seemed to me

as those that are familiar with death, and would persuade me that

a charnel house was a place of lordly repose.” | will not,” | said; “I am

my own master, and | will sleep where | will sleep, not in a place of

mortal cold.” “On that couch thou will feel no cold,” he said solemnly

and kindly. But something evil seemed to wake in me with anger

against him, and | said, “Yes, because | shall be too cold to feel any

cold!” And with that | turned my face toward the door. It was easy

to find, because | had but to walk back between the rows of

the dead. The woman followed with her candle, and the sexton came

behind. But what a long way it seemed that | had to go before

| came back to the cottage! In the middle of the floor | turned

to ge say farewell, for | would not be rude to those with whom

| had eaten and drunk. They looked very sad, and their faces

looked like the faces of those who lay stored in their treasure-house behind.
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A twinge of self dissatisfaction crossed my mind. They meant well

by me, | said in my heart; but their offer was but a sort of mockery, for how
can a live man go to sleep among the dead? And with that | said, “I
thank you kindly, but | cannot in reason accept your offer. A live

man is no tenant for the chamber of death!” “Alas, didst thou not find
the air of it sweet?” said he, while his wife stood like one chidden
unjustly. “Sweet indeed,” | answered, “but cold.” “Knowest thou,” said
he, “and his voice grew a little stern, “that thou didst bear with thee
into that chamber the odours of death,: and that the air is the

purer that thou hast left it?” Then | was angry and turned away

and strode from the door. Once | turned as | stumbled over the rough
heath. There in the moonshine on the threshold of the cottage, which
looked like a ruined hovel, stood a crow and a white dove. |

walked on, thinking of what | had escaped, but still indulging

the notion that the pair meant to take some advantage of me with

their mysteries and their offered shelter. They did not indeed look bad
or deceitful, but there are tricks. All the same | was far from satis-
fied with myself. | had a vague suspicion that | was a coward, and

an undeveloped shame was burrowing within me, ready to lift

its head when the time came. Why should | have feared to lie down by
the dead? Was not | alive? Then the lovely face of the woman with
the stygma upon her hand came back to me, and | said, “What ill

could have come to me Withagsg?ike that so near. Evil could

not have come nigh! | will go back and say | am sorry, and

will thankfully avail myself of their good hospitality.” So |
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turned and went back toward the cottage. | could see it nowhere. | 37

did not then know that only he who enters a house at the front
and goes out at the back will ever find it again in that country.
crow walking
But, looking about, | saw the faven about among the plants that
covered the rough face of the moor. = | went up to him and said, “I beg your
pardon. | behaved very badly. | will go back with you now and spend
the night with your flock of the dead.” Somehow | found | could not
help speaking as he spoke when | addressed him. Ahl!is it you?”
he returned, looking up. “Yes, you will one day, but not now, not
now. Your hour was not come, or you would have staid. But |
should have liked seeing how you looked when in the spring
you saw how they looked, when the blood began to flow again. But
| can do nothing more for you now.” “Will you not tell me which
way to go to get home?” “Ah there again! You & | mean such different
things by home. As to what you call home, | do not know the way
toit. If 1did I don't know that | would tell you. We are not at
liberty in this country to tell people anything just because they would
understand
the word is always ever so far away [be] in your hand. How to get there
it is no use telling you. But you will be forced to go to it for all that.
Everybody who is not at home has to go home. You thought you
were at home where | found you. If it had been your home you
could not have left it -- and nobody ever was or ever will be at
home without having gone there.” “You talk #a riddles!” “No, no;

the riddles keep talking me -- that is it.” “But you can tell me



what direction | ought to go in?” “For what?” “At least to find some

people of my own kind.” “l cannot. | do not know what direction

you have to go in.” “l think it is not very friendly of you to come
stranger

and take me away from my home and then leave me and

in a strange land without a guide or the least instruction how to

direct my steps.” “You took yourself out of my hands, and thought

to do better. And it may be better in the end. | hope it may. Good

night.” Having said this, he turned and walked away, looking at the

turf as he went. Having nothing else to do | stood and watched him.

He pounced upon a spot and began diggin with his bill, then

presently threwgh something up into the air, which burst into

a gentle flame, and came through the air pulsing toward me.

| saw that it must be some kind of firefly. But it seemed larger

than any | had heard of, and its light was more yellow than green.

It flew past me away over the heath. | thought | could not do better

than follow it. But it was a strange and terrible night in which |

found myself awake from having refused to lie down among the dead.

And first of the terrors was the cold regard of the moon. | did not observe it

at first, for | had began to wonder whether her light would be easier or

harder to polarize than that of the sun, being already reflected. But as |

looked up | saw that she was staring at me as | say. | felt annoyed at

first but then | thought that | saw that there was a pitying curiosity in

her gaze as if she was wondering what would come to me next, seeing

| was so foolhardy as be out there alone instead of asleep in the

sexton’s cottage. Presently | felt the earth begin to shake and heave
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running end ways on
under me; then it settled again, and | saw a ripple of earthquake, like
forward
the motion of some burrowing creature run away from under my
feet in the directino the firefly had taken. | saw it heaving and
settling again. Then | saw on similar coming toward me out of
the distance, vaguely perceptible in the stare of the moon. Now |
knew she was watching to see how | would take it. Like a solid, but unextended
wave the solid ripple approached me, and when about six
yards away the it burst open and with a scramble and a bound
issued an earth-tiger, with the mould hanging around his mouth.
His eyes flamed, and he came on as if he would tear me to pieces.
Only he was utterly silent, no cat-roar issued from the red throught
behind the snarling jaws. | had no weapon, and indeed | had
little doubt that weapon would have nothing availed. All |
could do was to stand and stare at him. But just as | thought he was
going to seize me, he turned his head to the ground, and sunk into
it burrowing out of sight. “It was but a phantom of night and
the moon!” | said. “I will fear none other that comes.” But | thought it a
terrible thing that | should be walking over the top of a sea filled
with such awful fishes. The next moment the head of a serpent
a little way off.
came out of the ground elese-by-me. It was as big as that of a polar
bear, and after it followed in long wriggles of self-extrication the
huge body of the reptile. In a moment, swift as any in Dante’s
Malebolge, it threw itself upon me cold and clammy, smell-

ing of the earth. “Does it live on the dead?” | thought, “and knows

not how to harm the living?” Sure enough it wound me round and



round, but neither squeezed me too hard nor bit me, and at length drops
from me as if exhausted and hid itself in the earth. “What does

this mean?” | thought with myself. Is it my presence on the surface

of this moor of the dead that brings the creatures out? Do they scent
their prey from below? and if so, why do they leave me unharmed?

I did not know then that # because | had sat in the house of

holdy death and looked upon the faces of them that dwelt therein,

they could not for that night harm me or turn me aside from my

journey. When in some after times | speculated on what, the vision or
reality, the thing might mean, | thought | knew that the ground

of that moor outside the house of death was but the outissue of my
own soul, the under soil of the vineyard of my own being, deep in
which, unknown to myself lay such nameless horrors. All that

night they assailed me, until | grew so accustomed to their fierce attack
and foiled retreat, that | not only smiled at their terrors, but speculated
in the imagination of what might be the next form of the excel-

lent monstrosity of the place. Little | thought that | owed my safety

to the shining of the moon, which though but a poor reflected light and
not the radiance of the primal f[ruth of the system, did yet utterly hamper
and for the time debilitate th?avgwarms of the place that they did

not hurt me. How much quicker would | not have followed the

firefly had | know that if | were found within the circle of that

ground after the moon was set, | should in a moment be the

not long struggling prey of a group of the nearest monsters. Yet in my ig-

norance | beheld with calmness the gradual descent of the
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weary solemn moon adown the hollow sides of the vaulted heaven.

Just as she set | came to a deep but narrow ditch of filled to the brim
with water horribly discoloured. | sprang across, and up a rocky
ridge that surrounded the place, which had been growing more &
more swampy as | advanced. The same moment the moon
disappeared from the upper part of the world in which | wandered,
and therewith from behind me arose a wild and waste cry as

of frustrate greed, and fathomless rage of disappointment. Seyeral
wolves came leaping over the ditch after me, and startlm'ebget\?elr
howls | thought the moment had at length arrived when | must

fight for my life, but ere they reached me they feel groaning to the
earth: their hour not mine was come; they could not crawl

back even to the edge of the ditch they had overleaped, and | walked
on my way rejoicing. And now came another strange thing. For the
firefly which had been my guide thus far came to me and went
pulsing with golden bursts of flash around my head, seeming

to indicate that there was no need for him to guide me any farther,
and to show that if such was his intent, | understood it, | sat

down where | stood. the same instant the firefly shot away east-
ward at an amazing speed. Now whether it grew larger | can-

not tell, or whether it was the law of the country that dist-

ance cannot make some things look smaller, | do not know, but

that firefly shone and shone away in the east like a yellow star,

till the sun came and absorbed its light, and then | looked around

me and was able to see the kind of place in which | was. The moor



lay calm and still on one side, as seemingly quiet as any in the land or

world or system | had left; for was it not in Saturn that the sexton told

me the bogs were full of burrowing and wallowing creatures? Who

would have thought that all that peaceful expanse was but a skin stretched

over a world of buried passions and fiercest greed. Ah! it were well

thus to bury the dead evil, but how fare, it when the buried evil is alive

still, and ever ready to break ravening forth! It was but a rough land

that lay around me still, and | saw no sign in it of human presence.

No smoke sweetly stained the horizon, no plough had scored the ground

within my sight. All | could do was but to change the horizon around me,

the ground under my feet. | rose and without design began to walk.

As soon as | began, | seemed to have a choice, for between the rocky

lumps that broke the ground -- old hard rocks covered with ancient

lichens, their lay mossen hollows winding through, little more than broad

enough to walk in, constantly joining other depressions, as if the-s\:t(;nc):/rust of the

surface had been in all directions scored through down to the moss. There the

walking was easier, and | amused myself walking out patterns as of
waterless

a carpet as | went, following this and that » channel. | seemed to be

taking my own way, but the most absolute freedom of ignorance may

be but the kernel to fé?qe most determinate leading. | seemed so free

that | was hardly moved by any the weakest choice, and was aware

of no leading, no impulse. But the only man who can be absolutely

free is the man who made himself, and where does that man dwell?

Or what man can be free but the man who is more than free -- namely

the man who by love shares in the freedom of his perfect origin the

being who willed him forth \
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| went wandering and maundering along through this plain of cracked

rocky crust, glad that my feet were on the soft moss and not on the
hard rock, and thinking whether all these fissures had ever been
filled and flowing with cool limpid waters. The sun rose higher
and the shadows that mottled all the surface about me drew in and

as he rose
in as if they were being sucked back into themselves by the rocks that
threw them. A strange hope that | was destined to arrive somewhere
grew stronger in my mind, and though hours passed during which |
trampled a waving line through the low rocks without an idea
of whither | was going, for one time | went eastward by the sun
and another found | was going westward without heeding or more

was

in the main going southward, and with a curious sense that there was a fifth
direction in which | was going without being able to find what the sense
meant, when suddenly | came on a little shrub on my way. | greeted it as a mes-
senger of wonder and hope, and | thought with myself that in some wars, the
outposts and pickets are of the feeblest soldiers of the army. But my brain could
not find what the idea led to or even whether it was correct or not. | showed
the little shrub the respect of going round it and not stepping over it, never
thinking that my fate in a sense hung upon the action for | was all the time
being watched from behind a hundred rocks by keen eyes. Yet | heard no
sound or if | did took it for that of some small bird or wild think of the rocks
and moss. Had | seen the faces in which were set those peeping eyes,
I should have taken them for those of goblins, very likely, but there |

should have been wrong as we shall see. By and by | came upon another
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shrub to which | showed a like respect. Soon a third appeared, and

now | came upon them at shorter intervals. They were also a little larger
but still very small, and before long | began to see that they had all the
appearance of full grown trees except in size. In fact they were like those
trees dwarfed by the Chinese. The general level of the ground at length
rose, so that | saw the horizon much nearer that it had yet appeared,
and when | got to the top of a ridge | saw that a great forest of these
dwarf trees lay before me, with clearings every here and there, in
most of which were what looked like dwellings, and in some of them
great gatherings of these dwellings into miniature towns. | thought
at first | had surely found the land of Lilliput. | could not remember how Gulliver
got there, but | fancied it was by sea: then | had approached by the land-side.
If it was Lilliput, which | do not believe however, my experiences were a
good deal different from his. | had now to take a good deal more care as |
went not to break the trees for they grew in the cracks that had hitherto been
my paths, as indeed how could they grow anywhere else where all was hard rock?
So | got on the rocks, and stepped over the cracks and the tops of the trees.
But now the rocks began to yield. The cracks grew into spaces, and the trees
grewl?he 5{2%21 masses of unbroken forest, and Ss | looked farther into

ut no

the country | saw that there was cultivated land, ard-the gleam of water
either as lake or river or well; and

came to my eyes, theugh-as-yret-had-seen-no+river yet the whole region
a

was green. | lay down at the foot of the rock where there was for some
reason a small space clear of trees, for | was now weary and thirsty.
As it occurred, | lay down on the edge of what was in reality an orchard of

more
miniature fruit-trees for when my eyes were on a level with the foliage,
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| saw that close to my easy reach of my hands, was what seemed an apple tree,

full of rosiest checked apples, only they were not bigger than small cherries.
like some toy, of which

It was a lovely tree, and the fruit filed-theleavestikejewels was represented
by precious stones of varied [22] hues in which red and green predominated. |
pulled one and tried if it was edible. It was delicious. | pulled and ate, and
though they were so small, yet on gooseberries | had often made so much of a
meal when | was a boy that | could not eat much dinner after. | found

them greatly refreshing; and if the fruit did not open my eyes it cleared

them surely, for then, after my thirst more than hunger was assuaged,

| became suddenly aware that | was the centre of a dense multitude

of beholders, for hearing a little whimpering sound as | threw away the

core of an apple | looked down, and there were eyes as the sand on the sea-
shore for multitude looking up at me,med crowd of little people

went stretching away among the trees till | could not see where it ended.

the sight of all the eager wondering multitudinous little faces all staring

at me made me burst out laughing, wherupon a storm of sweetest

prettier laughter rippled the sea of faces, and the air around us at once.

The sound was like the wind in the bells of the heather as on lies amongst

it on a hot summer day, only louder and more plainly laughter. They

were delighted evidently that | had shown myself friendly by my

laughter whence they responded to it so gladly. They were very small
something in proportion to the smallness of their trees, and the im-

pression they have left on my mind is that their heads were larger

in proportion to their bodies than with us -- only that may have come

from kne my seeing them so much from above, and not receiving
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the proper impression from being on their own level of being. They

were faces of all sorts -- that were turned up to me -- but mostly pleasant,
for now good humour was prevalent. My glance was lost in their mul-
titude however, and | could tell as little concerning them as | could have told
from sending my eyes as far as my sight could reach over such a multitude
of upturned faces of the size of my own. After the laugh which went
rolling away and reviving with many a returning surge, followed a
shout and a waving of hands in the air. Presently their was a scattering
and then came, after a few moments,-zc—)frgi of their women crowding
up to me, with their little aprons full of other kinds of fruit, friendly
offerings for the acceptance of the great being who had come to visit
them. | found afterwards that they thought | was their deity come dqwn

| am more anxious
from the sky to show himself to them. having sere things ” to tell while | can,
| shall not linger here to set down at full how | fared among these little
people. | saw them again afterward. Therefore | will not say how | came
to understand them, nor how cleverly & with such painstaking they
managed to communicate with me, in a great degree by the exceeding
expressiveness of their signs, the whole rooted in the fact of their excelling
powers of personification. Every shade of feeling, | had almost said of
meaning or intellectual significance, they knew how to put in human
shape. Their bodies were perhaps made more plastic than ours -- cert-
ainly they were more capable somehow of being informed by their souls
in all their varieties of conscious condition, and | cannot but think that
in a higher state of being to which we men hope to attain, there will be a

similar enlargement of power or rather a similar intensifying of the

relation between soul & body, so that through all the body



its movements and changes, and not those of the face only or of the
mouth by speech, shall we be able to convey the things in our hearts that
need and seek to be conveyed. They made me, before | left, understand them
so well that when | went away it was with no weak conviction that |
knew in a great measure what sort of people they really were. The general
courses of nature were much the same with them as with us, else com-
munication would not after all have been so satisfactory, for all
intercourse is founded on sameness with the differences of sameness
and not of difference. In the process of learning from them what
they thought of me and of my convincing them that there was no
essential difference between them and me for that mere size in
nothing on
itself enty indicated-a~way which | could lay the stress of smallest
importance -- telling them that they felt just the same amongst their
| and my people
small trees and in their small houses as-we who were larger than they
felt among our larger trees and in our larger houses, | came upon
what they had to tell me concerning the religion of the country which had
favoured the mistake they had made concerning me and my involuntary
presense in their country. For they told me that there was a tradition
through all the country, though whether really believed or not it was
because
hard to say, that nobody made any difference for it, except to call certain
trees that were bigger than the rest by a peculiar name, a tradition that
at one time there was a great huge man much bigger they thought
than even myself, who once lived in the country, but who was not

in it now -- at least not so far as they could tell, only the country was

larger than any of them knew. There were some, they confessed,
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who said that he was in the country still and had indeed never gone out of it,

only he was never seen now, and went abroad only in the night when

they were all asleep and could see and hear nothing. They said he lived

on the top of some great mountains away in the south country which were
much too high for any of them to climb. Others, but they were philosophers by
trade, said he was there still and always, only as some things were too small
to be seen and yet there, so this man was too big to be seen and yet he was,
but that it did not matter much for if that was true of course they were

much to small for his seeing them: there was therefore no relation at

all between them, and certainly if there was no other bond than filling at
different times portions of the same space, the philosophers might well be

in the right. Others said it might be so in part, but they were sure he had to do
with certain things that occurred now and then, though not very often.

They said that some years before they were born, the earth shook and shook
as if it had been a great beast quivering with fear -- from which had arisen

a sect of philosophers who said the earth was an animal, and we lived

on it like certain small creatures that, if we do not take care to drive

them away, will plant colonies in our persons. But others said it was

only the walking of this person through the night. Then in their own

memory there had been a great storm of wind that blew down many

of their trees and made some parts of the country quite desolate: doubtless
that was he with his great breath. “But why should he hurt you so?” | asked.
That led to another idea, they said, that was believed by some: they said

he did not like them, and showed it every now and then -- though in

the main he left them alone so much that the thing so stated was hard to understand.
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Some said he had been very friendly to them once but they had somehow --

they did not know how, offended him, and first he had left them and gone

out of sight, and sometimes, when the thought of them came to him, he
showed his ancient offence by thunder and lightning and wind. --

Even then | noticed that they did not mention rain, and | soon found

that no rain ever fell in that rocky land, though it did seem to me

always when | lay down to sleep, especially when | lay on that ear

with which | hear best, that | heard the murmur and babble of

many underground waters, hurrying from somewhere elsewhere

--perhaps from the throne of God down into the abyss. | dared not conjecture - but |
heard them. And then one by one came out other things that were said about
this being whom they neither believed nor disbelieved in. There was even a
most remarkable report that, strange as it might seem, all these little people
were the actual children of the great big unseen person too big for his own
children to see; but that a wicked man had come who was a wizard, and he had
said a spell over them, and made them all so small that their father could

not any more find them, and that he went about always over the earth
looking for them. Some said that they heard and felt the wind of his sighs in
the still summer nights as he walked along searching; and they heard

the trees rustle as he stooped among them and sent his fingers through
searching as if they were like grass to him to see if there were any of his
little ones among the roots of them. He said that the summer lightning,

for there was no other in that country, were the gleams of his searching lamp
as he turned it in their direction, but he had not found them yet &

would never find them they thought -- they hoped not, for they did not
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know what he might do to them. He got miserable about them sometimes

they said, for they had seen spots on the ground that could be nothing but
the tears he shed as the because he could not find them. “But

could you not then do something to help him find you?” | said. “Ah no --

no, he's so big!” they answered; “and then | daresay it is all nonsense.”
“Has no one of you ever seen him?” | asked. “There again there are some
rumours, but never anything but rumours,” was the answer. One

person said he had seen him standing at sunset with his head up

against the middle of the sky, and his arms stretched out in deep

blackness over the land, when there arose such a wind that he threw
himself on the ground in terror of being blown away, and the trees

bent and groaned and sighed all around him as the mighty rushing

passed over them, and when it suddenly ceased he raised his eyes and the
figure was gone. “That certainly is not much of testimony,” | acknowledged.
For how should those ever bear worthy testimony concerning him,

who did not look him in the face, and would be glad not to see him!

“The only others who have ever said anything about him were

children; and children with us are such imaginative little things

that noone would be foolish enough to heed what they say.” “What sort

of things do they say? Do you remember any of them?” | asked. After some
hesitation a woman present said, “My chilévrveon came home one day

and said they found the big man sitting in the woods. He spoke to them, and
they had looked up as high as his knee, and they heard his voice, but

could not see his face.” “If they had seen his face you would never

have seen theirs,” said another. “You know my children died soon
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after they came home and said they had seen him!” “Yes, but you know

they would play with fire!” There was however one story worth hearing.
In it also were two concerned. One came home saying that they saw
the big man and he was very kind to them. He took them both up

one in each arm, and they saw right into his great big eyes,

and there were such lovely pictures in them. “And little brother
smiled at him,” said the child, but | was frightened. Brother put his
hands on his face and kissed him; but | tried to get down. Then

he set me down, but brother wouldn't let go, and so he carried

him away with him, and | came home alone. If he would

come again | wouldn't want to be set down. | want to see brother.”
As often as he said this the child would cry afresh; for certainly

all bore witness that no trace of the child had been discovered. And
almost all

as many children as pleased him and carried them away to

devour them. | could get no nearer to any religion among them.
Neither could | at all persuade them that if the[r:(i] possibly might

be such a being, they ought to try to learn about him, or as that

did not seem easy, to get to some speech of him, for they might really
belong to him though they did not know for certain. Did they not

ever cry out to him in the hope that their voices would reach him.

But they answered no they never did that, and indeed all they
wanted of him was that they would leave them alone and forget them
if he could -- at all events that he would not trouble them. And |

thought with myself how miserably sad it was if the being had were

then Father, and was going about the world in sorrow
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of heart saying All the day | stretch out my hands in vain, and

all the night | bend over them but they will not hear, will not see me!

| sought to interest them in the country | had come from. They could not believe
me that there were nations of men as big as | was. They heard me and did

not show any doubt of my truthfulness, but | found that the old idea

was still in possession of their minds, and that to them | was still a prodigy,

an exception. | then discovered that they seemed to have no faculty for
progress of any kind. Their fertile country provided them with everything.

They neither ploughed nor sowed nor reaped but lived on the fruits of the earth.
They were a pleasant friendly people without any religion. | saw no sign

of their worshipping they Earth even as the giver of the plenty that kept them

in life. As to the giver of that life, as to the maker of their bodies or the author of
their conscious being the only sign they gave of any instinct of the kind was
that they turned away with dislike from the notion of the big man -- except

as | say, one or two of the children who seemed to have had some sort of reve-
lation into which | could not inquire. They were quite satisfied with them-
selves, with their life and living. As for the universe, they had not a thought
beyond this that what came in contact with them was the beginning and

end of things. They were because they were: it was enough for them! All
was right, nor did they ever doubt that it would keep so. They never

even thought how they could do nothing to keep it so. Their rainless

waterless country was their perfect condition of life. After | had learned

so much of them, | began to find them uninteresting. Where there was no
self-dissatisfaction there was no aspiration. Where there was no goal the

could wake no
race was-uni eagerness. | wondered what it meant, and | wondered the most
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when | lay down at night and heard the sounds of the waters, gurgling

and flowing underneath. But the sound of them was very faint. They were
far down in the rocky bowels of the earth. All this time | was never thirsty.
That is my body was not thirsty. As the trees grew and flourished without
visible communion with water, so my body seemed to go on Withoutm
or longing. But it was not so with my mind. That longed for the sight and

the coolness and the motion of the live part of the world. | wondered whether
water would not do something for this race of dwarfs. Surely they were not
in their natural condition! Surely they were stunted! Everything must be
stunted where there was no more than just a keeping alive, and a giving birth
to the same sort of beings on and on. Was there for them an eternal wandering
along dry Channels in which no water ran with frolic and strength

along to somewhere else? Was there for them no mountain, not even a hill

to climb? Was there not even a stair to climb -- no tower to ascend -- no church-
spire that overlooked the land? Their houses, the building of which seemed the
sole call for their strength and ingenuity had not even a step up at the door,
and were all of but ege floor and walls and a roof -- not one story above
another anywhere. | wandered about but nowhere saw rising ground,
nowhere any source of possible storage of water. | could do nothing

for them. | must go elsewhere! But whither? My home was lost; my

people were | knew not where. | might be in the planet Saturn for

aught | knew. Wherever | was for any knowledge of definite hope | had

of return or progress, | was but as the people | was about to leave. | might as

well be afloat on the roaring ring of Saturn, whose waters, though to

our eyes lent a calm lucent motionless ring of splendour, rush raving in
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mountainous conflict of billows ever round and round the far-off

spinning planet -- a shoreless sea, to escape from whose swiftness, the
swiftness that holds it shining aloft in its million-miled circuit,

would be to fall into the limitless abyss, without even the support of

a tumultuous ocean, perhaps without the attraction of any orb to ensure

a swiftening fall and ultimate deliverance from the power of material

relation. Yet | lived, and that was a hope if not a pledge that | was not an
outcast from the world where life seemed worth having. Had | but one companion
of my own kind, | thought, how different would it not be! Walking was a little
difficult for fear of my damaging their property as | went with my big feet, of
whose smallness | had at one time -- how far away & how dreamlike that

time now -- been conceited. The ways were narrow, very narrow, and where
there were no ways through the interminable orchards, | could not pass
through between the trees. | could step over three or four perhaps at

once but it would be to crush down another beyond. And then their

leaves were so thick and the children were lying about everywhere! One

thing | noticed that, as the children gave their mothers very little trouble

of any kind, gathering their food like their education just as it came from

the All about them, they did not love them quite so much as many girls

love their dolls. They did love them in a way & degree, but when anything hap-
pened to any of them such as their dying, which did not seem often to happen --
oftener indeed they disappeared -- they did not shed more than a very

few tears. They did not say liike the people of a certain tribe in my world,
“Never mind, it will come again;” but they did say another would do

as well, and it was therefore wrong to grieve; and that when a thing



was gone, it was foolish to treat it as if it were not gone by thinking about it.
When | told them | must go, they smiled. “Perhaps another will come!” they
answered. | offered to take two of them with me if they would go. But
they laughed at the idea. “That would be to “not ourselves!” they said. They
had not a notion of any form of existence, not even of space beyond the
region that held them and their fruit-trees. When | was out of their

sight it seemed to them just that | was not. They seemed as no speculation
so to have no imagination. That | had come to them, they knew, but not
that | had come from anywhere. | asked them how | had better go to get
out of their country without doing more mischief than could not be helped.
They did not seem to understand me. So | filled my pockets with all the fruit
they would hold and set out one fine morning -- all mornings were fine
there -- after having slept and dreamed well to the music of the under-
ground streams, which were, | found, quite inaudible to the little people.

In what direction | set out | do not know. | found myself, when | woke

from a reverie, walking, and although | was in a daydream yet stepping
carefully. It was only left me to resolve that | would keep in as straight

a direction as | could, for then, even if | were going right across the
dwarf’'s country, | would sooner get out of it than if | went this way

and that, constantly hoping to find a shorter way out in some other
direction. That would be to resemble the man that never finds his

calling in life but goes on changing and changing. And | was glad,

after keeping to my resolve throughout a whole day in which | had

walked very wearisomely, stepping over some thousands of full

grown trees upon my way, to find that | had done even better than |
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been able to hope. For as the sun was near his setting, | saw before me
at last the reflection of his rays from a rugged rocky slope to which |
was sgiog;lolgroaching. The slope was not steep, but chiefly of bare stone,
fissured and furrowed and lined with green just as the flat,, country
through which | had come to the country of the dwarfs. Between

the trees and the slope, there was a space of a few yards of the softest
greenest moss, and there | lay down to rest myself, for the sun though
never very hot in those parts had yet added a little to the weariness

of my footfaring -- while all the time somewhere in the universe

my horse was pawing the question what could have become of his
master. The moment my head was down on the moss, | heard the
sound of the hidden waters much nearer. They did not seem at half the
distance down in the earth. | glanced up at the slope beneath which

| lay, and saw or seemed to see plainly enough that | was at the

foot of a dry cataract -- a phrase, if you will think of it, just as proper

as one in commoner use -- a dead man; as if it could be a cataract
where were only the rocks down which the water had once flowed!
and as if there could be a dead man! My heart swelled in me with
delight ot the thought of the merry lovely delicious tumult that

had once laughed in the face of the universe from those dry rocks.
Then it was pretty clear that the country | was just leaving behind

me had once been a lake or rather had held a lake instead of a

forest of dwarf fruit trees, and that all the channels | had

walked along or stepped over as | came from the haunted swamp,

had once been the channels “where the water was wont to go wandering.”
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But how the water came now to be underground that | could not tell.

Neither did it follow that the underground had not been there all the
time before as well as since the upper waters disappeared. Certainly
it seemed that if they were to flow once more as they had once flowed

utter lack
the dwarfs and their country would vanish in a week. What the ceasing
of the water flew, evidently f}grages long, baek might-have had to do with the
dwarfed stature of the inhabitants, | could not quite see, so long as they
were able to live at all without it. But they most likely were associated.
It would be impossible to walk along such ground as from the look
of the slope | concluded that above to be, in the night would be hardly
possible, so I lay still where | was and ate the fruit in my pockets in-
tending to fill them again in the morning. The dew fell heavily in the night,
but did me no harm. I woke in the morning as refreshed as damp, and rose to walk eastward and
meet the sun. | climbed the slope, along the dry mossy channels, and came as
| expected upon just such a country as | had walked over to the country of the
dwarfs. All day long | walked, and came at length to some tamarisk and
juniper trees, after which came stunted firs, and these came quicker and
quicker, until at last | found myself in just such a forest of firs as
| stepped into from my own door into the wonderland in which |

a banished
had now beenwander man for so long. A wonderland that delights not
is a dreary country, and so | found it. | wondered if it was possible
that | had suddenly dropt down dead, so suddenly that | did not know
what they call

it, and that | had been wandering to find my place in » the world beyond

the grave ever since. | seemed to myself to be in just such a body as

| had had before, and yet | could perceive, | thought, some differences.
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| felt no necessity, however, for settling the question. Here | was! Where

| was however was of small debatable consequence seeing | did not know

in the least where here was. It was enough that | was a consciousness

with an outlook: the distance of the outlook was a small matter -- and

now a very small one for | could not tell any more than when | was in

the world of my birth what the next hour would bring forth. Here

as ere | enetered the wood, | walked on and on as nearly in a straight

line as | could judge, and as | went | saw signs of the place being

kept by the hand to the mind of man. Not that the wildness was

in any way interfered with. The same warm brown carpet of

needle-leaves was everywhere spread, and the bits of branches lay
everywhere ungathered, but the trees had been planted with some

approach to regularity, and at equal distances, or nearly so, from the boles, were
planted various flowering shrubs of which different kinds of roses were the most
numerous. These grew more cared for as | went on [2] so that | could not help hoping
that | was coming near to some large house where | might at least meet with
something of interest. One of the things that made me think very likely |

was dead was that though | could and did eat and drink when food came in my
way, and though sometimes | was quite hungry, | never felt the least anxiety

as to how | was to fare in the matter of these necesseties. Something to fill

my dream was what | wanted. The horror would be to wander thus

limited to bare existence, without a friend or companion. | had not once

since | entered these regions begun to sing a song, either when waked

by the sun or resting in the evening. If | only had a dog that could

understand me! Then | began to think how | had been given to loneliness

in the world | had left
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how | had preferred the company of a book or a pen to that of a live

man or woman of my own kind. | had never then learned to come really
thoughts,

near to man or woman, but always talked from the surface of my beinrg;
and was glad to get off again to my silence and my book. If the author of the
book had come along, | should have left him for his book. That might happen
to be necessary with some, but it was in any case to prefer the dead thoughts to the
live one, the thing thought to the thing thinking. A man is more than the greatest
of books. So perhaps now, | thought, | am left without a human presence that
| may learn what “made in the image of God” means. As | went on the wood
thinned away a little. The trees were larger and sent great stems up like
columns that might support the domes of the heavens. Thesrr-gfssbetween were
now all great rose trees, and they were gorgeous. Suddenly | spied, as | lookeed
far forward through the wood what looked like a great house or castle, but it
was so undefined both in form and colour that | could not be sure about it.
Neither as | came nigher did | grow more certain as to what it was. At
length however | stood in front of it. Now to this day | cannot quite tell you
what it was, but it seemed a ruin, everywhere & throughout overgrown

of other plants
with ivy, the ivy intermingled with various blossoms that hung in it thick.
It almost looked as if the ivy had devoured the building from which
it had gathered its own shape, and now stood by the self support of
its own interlacing. At the porch, there were plainly however the
stones of the doorstep lintel & side posts; but when | entered, | saw
the be sure the stair that led at once to a higher level or what seemed

such a stair; but the twistings of the ivy were such about the indivi-

dual stones that the ivy seemed to support them & not they the ivy.



In parts there was nothing to step upon but lacing ivy brambles, and then
would come a stone or two again. It grew plain to me that the ivy was a
terrible snaking sycophant and had devoured the building by whose help

it grew. What can there now be in such a place, | thought but birds. What
a splendid place for their nests where the foot of man no more can find

safe support. All the same | was going up and up myself as | said[??].
The stair conducted me to the first-floor of what had

Hray-here+emark-thathitherto-in been a great house indeed.

The rooms were large and lofty, but broken in every direction, and the
breaches filled with a solid darning of ivy. It was a picture of life

in death, of a destroying life that lived by the loss of its companion.

| thought how many partnerships in the wolrd | had left were like it.

| had to give great good heed where | set my feet. Then | came upon another
stair, rather more solid than the former, and up this | went easily to a second
floor much like the first; and from that again | ascended to the garrets of

the building, where | found, in a largish room, almost roofless but for

the canopy of ivy leaves and other leaves & flowers mingled with it, a

large bed in one corner, upon which some hangings of cloth of gold yet
showed that it had once been a state bed in the house, and had been in

its old age sent up to the garret, where it had already all but outlasted

the house itself. Strange to say it was prepared with both wool and

linen coverings as if for the reception of a guest: It could hardly be fore me,
| thought. Yet what harm if | threw myself across the foot of it and

rested for a bit. No very fastidious guest surely would accept the

shelter of such a strange bedroom of such dangerous access. |

obeyed the impulse & threw myself upon it. | could now see all the tracery
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of the branches and leaves over my head. | saw the flowers growing

dark for the sun was down and the darkness was gathering. In a few grapes
moments | saw the first star hanging like a topaz in the leaves, and

soon the whole canopy of my room was like a tree in Aladdin’s cave,
where the fruit was of jewels, for it was sparkling with stars some of
them throbbing now one colour now another, a thing | had never

seen in the country | had lost except when the star was within a few
degrees of the horizon. The night closed down as | watched the nests
above me, and the little heads that now and then shot out over their
edges with their bright peering eyes were all drawn in, and after a

few faint chirpings they all went to sleep. But there were flutterings here
and there among the branches; for an owl would come saling out. |

could not see him except he came fairly between me and the sky right

C cool
above me, but | often felt the ” (silent) waft of his . wings through the room.

No one came to take my bed from me, and | fell asleep. | was waked

at midnight by a great noise of revelry. It came from below. The room
where | was revealed nothing. | carefully felt my way to the stair and
stole down, and as | went the sounds grew clearer yet more tumultuous
Down another stair | felt my way with hand and foot carefully scouting
till I reached the great room at the head of the first stair. | peeped

in at the door, & what a sight it was. | saw a splendid room, filled

with gorgeously dressed men & gracefully robed women, all mingling

in old time dances one after the other, the minuet, the pavin and

the hay, the coranto the lavolta, with g right hearty dancing.

| was at first so dazzled with the lights and the shining of the



jewels they wore that | could see nothing of their faces but the flashing

of their eyes. But presently a mist seemed to fall from my eyes, for | saw

their faces, if faces they could be called. What a sight it was, and what a

horror, and what a discord with the music and the motion. For every

that carried no covering of bare jaws

face was of bone witheut flesh, a the face of a skeleton, with its lark

truncated nose, and lifeless disclosure of teeth, grinning as the wide

universe, while, most fearful of all, the eyesockets were not empty, but

2]
in every one of them sone a living eye. a From out of the wreck of the
of eye, and

face shone every colour every expression of character and feeling

that eye could have shown in a live frame. The beautiful proud eye

dark and lustrous, seeming to condescend to everything on which it bent

was perhaps the most terrible; the languishing eye was the most

alone with

repellent, while the sad eye was #se¥ its setting, sad exceedingly, sad

with an infinite sadness. | went nearer; | walked about among them.

Vision or reality they took no notice of me. What they were to each

other | knew not, but | thought they did not see each other as | saw them

but as each thought of self. They different from those | had counted live

in

men & women this that they did not know they had no faces over their skulls

and the living do not know that they have skulls behind their faces. |

concluded that everything seemed to them as they had seen it in life. To
the

them the floor on which they danced was solid, not broken masonry and

filled with the
w-holes in which were ” tracery of climbing plants. It looked solid even
for moments
to me when | was among them, but | soon found | had to heed my steps.
| was no obstruction to their motions, but every one seemed to affect me

in an individual manner as he or she passed around or through me
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| could not tell which. Is there thought I, a fifth, a sixth, any number of

dimensions, that so many worlds can coexist, and so little influence each
many other

other. Is there material of which e senses we have not are yet cognizant?

May there be a hundred orders of beings alive in the same space and

each individual with abundance of liberty? How unlike the world, | thought,

in which | have been moving of late! How like yet how unlike the

world | have left behind. Is it their doom for their folly in the days

of their earthly being that they must meet thus? Or is it their folly

still that will persist in endeavouring to draw the good lof life from

the bones of death? How long will it thus endure? Will they ever

learn to love as become wise? Alas, | knew not much my own

heart as | questioned and spoke! What added to the horror of the

sight in my eyes was their hari remained uninjured. It was dressed in

the fashions of the time, and lay lovely in itself, but loathsome on the

white bones of the forehead the temples the cheeks. The ears were there
the many a was “

and the diamond » and pearlg glittered |glimmered in the tips that-are the

jewels of the ears;” while various gems glowed and flashed from the

night of raven locks, from the sunrise of golden tresses, or from the

moonlight of pale vaporous interwoven curls -- from beneath each

of which, with immodest self assertion gleamed the ivory bones -- some

clear white, others creamy or yellow with age. Ah thought | it were

well for some that they thought of the scaffolding of their beauty -- a

scaffold that stands when the walls are gone! | looked at their feet. The

domed like

dresses were short & | say the dainty, silk clothed instep the temple of the

dance; | saw the ankle that told the symmetry of the leg; | looked above
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and saw the white shoulders and neck, perfect halfway up, and

then beginning to wither into the pedestal of the skull face. The music

grew wilder, the dance faster and faster, the eyes glowed and gleamed , when suddenly a warm

in flakes wind that grew stronger
. . swept through the
wh . t_he flesh was pee_:llng from their bones, and hall F;nd b|e%\, out the
dropping like rain on the floor, while the whole white and lights. But the glow of

the-whele skeleton was emerging from the garments both-ofthe }g‘;'tr :nggze\tm%?vtie
A shiver went T[hrOUQh ) help of the starry heaven
flesh together. ret-dropping the assembly; the lamps of their eyes went | for me to see that it was

melting the forms around
me, for

-

out, and | stood alone, or seemed to stand alone amid the broken
stones and the cold glimmer of the ivy-leaves while an owl went sweeping

silent empty room where
silently through the skeleton of the great » reem-Buat for anything | knew
those hundreds whom | had ceased to see might be dancing on still
in a region to mege?iiz inaccessible than the heaven of heavens. | had
felt no fright, had not for a moment been discomposed. The country itself

is able and therefore intended

had prepared me for anything. Whoever eeuld cross its threshold
mf:tnlqeave fear behind him or be lost. But | can claim no merit of my
courage. As the region of my birth had forsaken me so had fear gone from me.
The power that sent me thither had given me the armour needful for the country --
fearlessness, for surely the most dangerous thing in the world is fear -- save of
one power, and that is God. m disinclined to remain where | was
any longer. | had slept, and now sleep was quite gone from me. | descended
the remaining stair, and went out into the wood, resuming my walk
as nearly as | could judge keeping the same direction in which |
had come. The moon was just rising, a battered crescent, looking weary
of her own constant round of change. She was listless and dispirited.[???]
A cloud was near her to keep her company, and the stars were too bright and

happy: she did not care for them. She seemed to say: “Is the world going to last for ever?”
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| felt something of the same, and seemed to walk along in an uninteresting

dream, in which | knew only the moonlight and the tiresomeness. |
walked with my eyes bent on the ground, looking hardly on this side or
on that, when seeing something sideways lying at the foot of a tree, |
was interested just long enough to cast a clearer glance in that direction. It was
something white, and had a look of human shape about it. There was just
quarter

enough of level half moonlight to show, as it fell upon it that it was
something different in colour from the brown earth. | went nearer. | went
up to it. | knelt beside it. Yes; it was the body f at least of a human being.
Was it alive? | could not tell. It seemed quite dead. | laid my hand upon

more & other than
the face. It was cold as that of a corpse -- with that ” stony coldness there are
few that do not know. It was naked, and worn so, either with want or
sickness that at first | thought it must be one of the company | had so
lately seen at the wild dance. It was not a skeleton, but so nearly one

have ed
that even in that dim light | could count every bone of the ribs, and
the whole countour of the skeleton was as visible as if there had been but
elastic leather drawn over it. | found it was the body of a woman. How
could she have come there in such a condition? There was no sign of
decay of

the wastin death about her. All that wasting was the wasting of life
not of death. My natural reverence for whatever had been a woman'’s, her
earthly garment most of all, compelled me to stand and consider. How could

ahd
| leave it, possibly to the gaze of irreverent eyes, f the dishonour of brutal in-

XXX
difference? Beasts, if such were here, though as yet | had seen none, might
tear it to pieces or devour it, before “the friendly rains” could wash it

into the soil! But what could | do. The ground was hard with the roots



of trees, and | had no tools with which to fashion a grave. And even as

| said so, something said it might be she was still alive. But if she were,

was it at all likely that she would live? Certainly not if | did not do

something to help the life in her. | had in my pocket a bunch of the grapes |

had found hanging from the airy bedroom | had occupied in the spectral

castle -- but | could not bear the thought of squeezing the juice into the mouth

more closely

of a corpse. | must see * if there was any sign of life about her. | put my hands
The leaves

under the sharp bony shoulders, and raised the body a little. & were not

guite so cold that were under her. If she was dead, she had not died so

very long ago, and there was no indication of decay about her. | laid

my hand against her heart, but there was no motion at least that | could

was there

discern, nor éid any sound or sign of breathing. | laid the form down again to

think, for | was sorely bewildered. This might be the very thing | had come

there for, but how was | to tell? What was | told? Glad | was however that |

had nothing else to do, that no known duty was calling me away from

the office of helper, if here there was anything to help. | observed as | stood

looking down on the cause and object of my perplexity, that | had laid it so that

one of the hands was uncomfortably beneath the body. At least | could right

that! |raised it again and drew it out. Then | noticed that the bony hand

was clenched hard like a fist, and that it seemed to hold something.

| looked closer, and | saw that there was something in the hand not

very small, but | could not see what it was or how big. | tried then
It seemed one solid piece

with both mine to open the hand, but could not. Eitherthetrigertrorts

so firmly were the fingers closed. But as | still tried, it seemed to me that

| felt more than once the slightest movement of active resistance to my efforts,
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whereupon | desisted, and with a glimmer of something that could

hardly be called hope, | began to treat the body as something that might yet live.
| squeezed a grape into the mouth, but there was no sign of swallowing

all my under clothing warm from my person, upon her,
Then | took off my eater garments and put 4pen-t. then gathered a
guantity of dry pine-needles and covered it right over in the hope of bringing
some warmth into it. That done, | tried the another grape, but still there
was no sign of swallowing. The juice however was, | thought, in the mouth,
and might find its way down. | doubt if in the country that had left me
| should have had the hope to persevere so long, but | knew that the same
laws did not hold in everything of this country, therefore, just because |
did not know | would and could go on. | was not like some who make the
fact of their ignoranée a plea for doing nothing at all. Then | sat down
beside the form,-efa corpse or woman. | could not tell, until the day should
dawn, and perhaps bring with it some knowledge of what | had better do.
It was drawing toward sunrise, and the moon was gone down, when |
caught sight of something moving in the leaves not far from me. Presently
| saw that they were two snakes slowly moving across the line along
which | looked as | sat. They never looked toward us, but kept a line
straight on. A little later two rabbits or hares, | could not in the dim light
tell which went past us a little farther off, but apparently moving
in the same direction. A moment more and two deer went thitherward,
wherever that thither was. Again a while, and what seemed to me like two quite small
two bears, and then three or four foxes -- then long bodied things of
the weasel and pole-cat kind darted past. These were followed by

{ small flights of doves and sparrows and woodpeckers & squirrels and monkeys.
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So that | began to wish very much to know what it could be that was

drawing them all seemingly in one direction. But | would not leave the body
yet to go and see lest some of the animals, particularly the bears or
monkeys might meddle with it. But all through the night | had heard
no cries, certainly no roaring of larger and more dangerous animals,
so that | was not very anxious | sat therefore until the sun should rise.
Once | put my hand into the heap of pine-needles, and could not help
thinking that the thermometer had | had a thermometer would have
stood a quarter of a degree higher, only of such a small difference |
could not be certain. | was certain of this however, that heat that
heat that comes of being covered must be a generated heat, and that if you
covered a corpse with all the blankets in the world it would not grow warm
-- except by the changes of decay, and that | could not believe was there.
So my hope grew a little, by about as slow and uncertain degrees as the
warmth grew in that heap. | longed for the sunlight that | might be
doing something, for my body was threatening to be as cold soon as that |
was trying to warm if | did not get up and move about. At length
the east level through the boles of the trees began to grow clearer, to light up
to glow with golden promise, and then theil:; looked up, with his
great innocent glory, and | rose too, and going to the heap, withdrew the

from the face
pine leaves, and looked to see whether | was the miser of a great treasure, or

a case of jewels,

the owner of  the box whence the rarities were gone. Alas, she lay as motionless
as when | found her. But now first | saw the face -- ah how drawn & hollow!
How sharp on the bones, and how the teeth seemed to show through the lips, a

little parted. But it was not a face like those | had seen in play night.

The outer garment of the human was still there, and yet it might be that



the bird was in the nest.

| covered up her face again, and set out to see whether there might not be

some help where all the creatures had gone trooping at the hour of dawn.

| could follow the tracks here and there of the different animals through the

pine needles. | saw them converge and meet and go on in one trail.

And as | went the trees grew fewer, and the grass appeared between them,

and by and by the forest ceased and a great expanse of loveliest grass

appeared. Stretching away to the very horizon, a very paradise for cattle

and sheep but none such appeared. Still the trail led me on, and | came

at length to a deep stream that flowed through the meadow not more than

three feet wide, and about the same depth. | stooped to drink, but found

it was very hot and »e had a somewhat strange, but not altogether un-

pleasant metallic taste. | found afterward that there must be arsenic in it. Here

at least was warmth -- heat in plenty, and possibly healing. Anyhow the
birds and to drink kinds of

banks showed that plenty of * animals came thither, and what all * creatures

drank of could hardly be hurtful to human beings. It was not nice, and |

was not thirsty having had plenty of fruit, so | did not drink, but returned

at once to my care. Taking her from her temporary grave | raised her in

my arms, and carried her the way | had just come. She was tall, but little

weight, for there was little more than bone left; so | had no difficulty in
lying like a child across my arms: |

carrying her theugh-because-ef-herheightd feared to hurt her by carrying

her in a more convenient way for myself. | made haste with her for |
could not protect her from the currents of air as | went. | reached at
length the ket bank of the stream. It was too hot to lay her in it, lest the
shock should be too great; so | laid her down on the bank, and with

gaunt form
my handkerchief proceeded to bathe the poor wasted, arlevely from
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head to foot in the water as hot as | could lift, filling my shirt with it
I tell
like a sponge. So wasted was she ye4 could not have-teld whether she
was young or old except that the plentifulness and colour of her hair
a dark burnt brown declared her not beyond middle age. Her eyes
were closed, but not quite. There was a little opening between the lids
over that horizon
as if ewt-there the sun of her life might yet look forth, but now it made her
seem but the more death like. Indeed as | went on bathing the poor
bones | was hardly able even to hope that any breath would return or
that they would ever stand up to be a watchtower whence the soul
might look out over the world once more. | had to keep bathing her
have time to
fast that no part might ” get cold while | bathed the other. It seemed
very hopeless to go on, but who could tell how things might go where
so many things went differently from the ways of the world that had
left me! There was no sign or motion, but the body did gradually get so

much warmer that | ventured at last to get into the stream, which

ran slowly here, and take her with me into the water. Holding up her head
thought to the rest of her

| A let her float with the slow sway of the stream, but she sank to the bottom

and so | let her lie, holding up her head & shoulders, but only her face
above the water. After about ten minutes, | de laid her again on the
bank, got out and having dried her as well as | could, | put on her all

my clothes except the of wet shirt, and running back to the wood
brough [sic] pine-needles by armfuls enough to cover her up again &
keep in the warmth. The bank of the stream was very dry & warm
from the heat of the water. Then | ran up the course of it to see if there

might not be some cover near its source if that were within my ken.
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All the time she had kept helre’tthand firmly closed upon the something "
think of discovering the nature of
that was in it, and | was too much occupied with her life to trouble-myself
to-see the one possession she had. | had not to go very far to find the source of the
stream. Feward The horizon in that direction was occupied with the distant hills,
which sank slowly down hill within half a mile of where | stood, and there at my feet
was the final rocky gasp of the hills in a rugged heave of the ground: behind
me all was level plain, through which the stream floated serenely away.
It issued from a little rocky cave which looked as if from level to level of
the hills behind it the water had been trying to get out and had at last
been able only by the failure of the hills to confine it any longer. It was
but a little cave from which it burst, and at first | thought it was
not large enough to give shelter to the dead one of us; but creeping in
through iia{he; narrow opening, | found that there were several big
stones that | could roll out of it, and thus make a little more room -- In-
deed if | could but find broken boughs strong enough in the wood, | might
having no confluents
lay them across the stream, which » issued at the same size from the very
heart of the rock that formed the back of the cave, and thus make a bed
on which she could lie comfortably, and here there would be no danger
from cold. If | could but bring her back to life she would be warm enough
to nourish the life in this cave of the hot river. | would run back and
see how she fared, and then run to the wood to gather some of the fallen
boughs. | found her lying just as | left her The heat had not brought her
to life but neither had it developed any sign that was against hope, ard
| gatherd a few great small boulders that had apparently rolled hither
temporary

from the hills on some torrent, put them in the water to get hot, and then placed

them on both sides of the body.



| then ran at full speed to the wood, and had not to go much into it

before | had gathered plenty of branches for my purpose, with bunches

of thderi); ’? r(]j?ied leaves still clinging to them. With these | went back to the
and had soon

cave a shorter way, succeeded in constructing the bridge over the torrent

that was to be a bed of recovery or confirm the death ofwnt:;tmight be

my neighbour or but her rejected garment. | then went back to where

| had left her or her body lying. | will say her now as easier to use.

| gathered her up in my arms, holding her close to me to keep her warm.

But the air was not cold, and indeed all the time | was there, though

it was never too hot, and the sun was sometime clouded over it

was never cold any more than in the Sandwich Islands. But so near

to a skeleton was my burden that | was seized with a fear that after

all I held in my arms one of the dancers of that strange night, and
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that the head then leaning against mine was in truth a

that when | laid her down, | should see the ” fleshless skull. It was a
relief to find that the face was as | had seen it hitherto not indeed in
contour far from a skull, but the difference made all the difference
between possible life and certain death. | had to lay her down and
get into the cave first, and then draw her in as gently as | could. | then
laid her down across the hot stream that rushed full & plentiful

from the rock, covered her over with the softest pine leaves | could
find, and now put on myself the outer garments she could do
without, for it would be now impossible she should miss them.

| then tried her with another grape. To my joyful hope | found | could
open her mouth to put itin. There it lay unheeded by consciousness

or will, but I hoped some of its life-juice might find its way down



into her body. In other respects the only change was that she was now

no longer cold. It was not just like the warmth of life, but | reasoned that

if she were not alive the heat that | had placed her in would work the

changes that follow death. So there | sat down, and there | sat day after

day, night after night, seven long days and nights waiting what would

come. | felt as Adam might when he woke from the deep sleep into _
Eve gazing

which he had been cast, if he found, instead of the live lovely urigge down

upon him, such a body as | now had lying motionless beside me, picture

and symbol of the death of which he knew nothing yet. For, only think,

| had not seen one of my own kind since | saw the sexton and his

wife and their great stores of the dead, and the last | had seen of

them was as a raven and a dove. | had nothing to do, nothing to

interest me, no ambition from sheer ignorance of the state of the life

in which | found myself, of what went before it, and what might or

could be coming after it. Of the country in which | was | knew nothing

and seemed to have little enough ground for hope. But there by my side lay

a wasted form, of which | could at the least say | was not sure that she

might not live and be one to whom my soul could speak. Then first |

knew what solitude what loneliness meant. | knew that a man was

a noman who had no company but himself -- that only by the reflex

from others upon him could a man attain to the genuine individuality

which is the idea of a man. | had a prevision of what it was yet

many years before | came really to understand, that man to be

a true man and capable of spending any time alone, must have had

the education that a whole world of his fellows could give, and that
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that was not enough without something more. Had | not then had that

hope, however it might be a hope to disappoint, had | not had it then, | do
not know how | should have kept alive. If | had not slain myself, |

see nothing else but that | should by slow degree have sunk to be

one of those that came trooping through the wood of a morning to

drink the waters of the hot stream that flowed through the land. The
dream of a woman to be my mate and friend was enough through all that
dreary time to keep away the fiends of hopelesness, and make it possible
for me to continue to be a man -- a man with an object in life, and present
purpose and the lambent intermission of a great glowing hope. In vain

| endeavor to express what | mean. The soul of man cannot breathe its own
atmosphere without degenerating into less than a man. In a word to

love one’s neighbour can alone keep a man alive to love anything.

Every morning | put a fresh grape in the mouth of the woman, taking away
what was unconsumed. For every day | left her for a time to seek the
environs of the shattered castle, and gather of the grapes and other

fruits that grew untended there. Upon these | found | could live very

well, and almost began to think that much of the evil in the world that

had left me must come from eating things that were less fitted for the organism
of man than these about me. But then | forgot that the whole system of
things was different here. Still there might be something init. | kept

to the grapes, however, as being the fittest for the woman. At length

one night a curious thing happened. When | woke in the morning, |

found that my hand was painful, and looking about | found that |

had been bitten in the night, and the back of my hand was much
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swollen. In the centre of the swelling was a triangular puncture which

looked like the bite of a leech. | concluded that some sort of snaky creature
had got into the cave, and had done it. | remembered that | had seen

some on their way to the hot stream that morning in the wood. As the

day went on it grew better, and | thought no more about it. Surprised
however | was when | found in the evening that the swelling had quite
gone down and that the wound was almost healed. | had searched the
little cave, turning over every stone where it seemed as if any creature
might be coiled beneath; searched all the couch where my companion

lay lest something might hurt her, but found nothing,r(])r the slightest

trace of anything. As the days went on now, | could not help becoming
aware, and with what a rush of glad hope the first perception of the fact
dawned upon me, that the sharp edges of her skeleton form had begun to
disappear. Oh joy! there must be life or there could be no growth! The tide
that had been asleep # such a long interval in the ocean of life, had begun
again to flow. lIts first rising ripple showed in the bones of her neck. Like a
rock on the sea shore betwixt sea and land there was a thin pellicle of water
covering its bareness. | now watched in the hope of verifying that which
might only be a hope, watched so closely that the very closeness would
have prevented me from distinguishing the gradual change. | had to make
the effort of recalling what | could remember of what she had been,

and every time | did so | was sure she had made progress; and

yet every day would the fear return that | had been misled by my

anxiety and eagerness to believe. So another week passed, and then came

a night when | could not sleep. | rose at last, thinking | would go out
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into the open air. The moon was shining, and the bright air sent some light into
the cave. Naturally the first thing when | got up was to look at my
charge. Oh bliss eternal! thought I, do | see her eyes epen? | looked
nearer. Great dark orbs, like globes cut from another night that that
illumined by any star, shone Lrgrtr;]e dim spot where she lay, and seemed
to light up the cave. | bent over her. | could not speak. My heart
beat so that | feared it would break all the machine of my body in pieces.
Then | saw that they were closed, and was in doubt whether it was not
some illusion caused by the longing of my endless hope that had made
me see my heart’s desire where it was not and never would be. |
did not go out. | lay down again and wept, but whether from hope
or disappointment | could not, | think, have told. Certainly I did not
guestion my feeling as to what it was. | presume-rew-that it was
the reaction from the overpowering gladness, mingled with the doubt
whether in that gladness there was any ground of reality. So exhausted
was | by the feeling that | fell fast asleep. That night | was bitten again,
just as before. Everywhere | searched, but could find nothing to account
for the wound, which was of the same peculiar form as before. | con-
cluded at length that there was some large creature of the leech kind
that lived in the hot stream, and came out now and then, and had
a wound & then
both times bit me, sucking * my blood as does a leech. | fancied indeed
that | felt as if | had lost blood, though there was no sign of bleeding
about my ground or the place on the floor of the cave where | had

been lying. The place was swollen as before -- but only a little, and

the wound as before, was nearly well before night. But had the



76
woman really opened those glorious eyes upon me, or had she not? The

very possibility involved a new care, brought a new difficulty: what was |
to do to clothe her if she were indeed going to rise as from the dead. Then | remem-
bered the bed on which | had thrown myself for the night in the ruined castle.
Thither | took my way as | did almost every day. | climbed to the roof, and
entered the little room. It was plain it had not been slept in since | was
that furnishing! |

there. Noone would ever claim these-garments wondered that | had not
thought of it before, but it was well. Those sheets and woollen things
would make quite good garments for her -- if only we had the imple-
ments. The way however would show itself! When | returned with the
spoil and a fresh supply of fruit, she lay as before, but when | put
a grape within her lips, she made a slight motion to receive it, and to
my delight swallowed it by slow degrees, sucking it apart. Then my
joy rose full grown. | knew that indeed she lived. For another week
there was no sign, except that | was now sure she was growing
in flesh -- fairer and fatter, though the progression was slow. But | never
once saw her eyes open, and greatly doubted yet whether | had really
seen them on that one occasion. | was still every now and then, it
seemed to me at regular or nearly regular intervals, annoyed by the

now in one part of my person, now in another, generally neck or arm
same sort of bite or puncture, and my constantly renewed endeavour
to find the creature that did it was as unavailing as before. | cer-
tainly suffered a little in strength in consequence, but not very seriously.
It could hardly be, I thought, from any great loss of blood, but then fruit

was not the best food to restore any such loss however slight. We should,

| trusted, before long, be able to forsake the place altogether, and set out on
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our travels together, and then the annoyance would cease. After all

what did it signify! What was such a trifle when, visibly before my

eyes, death was passing into life, and a soul gathering strength out

of the wells of the infinite to be my companion, and deliver me from always the
stone in her
the hell of my loneliness! | now had plenty of occupation to fill up the hand.

long intervals of my much too easy task of nursing. | was employing
all the ingenuity of which | was master, to prepare garments
that she might put on the moment she desired to do so. Happily | had
a useful knife in my pocket. | drew thread out of the sheets, and the
points of aloe leaves, a few plants of which grew on the borders of the
forest made me wonderfully good needles, except that they made much
too large holes for the small thread that followed to occupy them. However
from two blankets | made a very wearable jacket and petticoat, and

Greek [Chiton?]
then of one of the sheets made something like a long sm?ek and of the
other, which was easiest of all to make, something very like a Greek pharos,
to wear above all. | was very much pleased with my own handiwork.
The stitches to be sure were of the largest, but | took care they should
be well fastened, and as | had plenty of time, and a small strip of the
linen gave me a good many threads, | even embroidered the shoulders of the chiton in
a thin rough fashion, remembering some work | had seen taken from an Egyptian
coffin. Then came the difficulty about her feet. But | soon bethought me of
something that would do, | thought. On the borders of the wood, along with the
aloes grew some bushes of the prickly pear. | knew what the inside of the ugly
leaves of this was like -- its layers of netted fibre and pulp. | got out a good

many of the reticulations, and fastened them together in every direction both



with fibres of its own and with linen yarns; |-arew then covered them with pieces
of woollen substance, drawing all close together with as many threads as it
would hold. Then | cut off the tops of my boots, and fitted the leather to the one
side of them securing it on firmly in the same way -- so that here was
what seemed to me a very fair set of sandals, which tied to her feet
with strips of sheet or blanket, whichever might seem best upon trial
might | hoped serve to protect her feet until we should reach some
place inhabited by people more or less of our own kind. And still as |
worked for her she seemed to be growing more and more ready to receive
and use the things | had been so long making. All this time the hot
stream was flowing underneath her, the warm air from its surface rose
and filled the cavern, and when | touched the body that lay over it, | could
not but believe that the evident warmth that was now to be felt in it
was from within itself in part as well as from the heat of the river. One
night | woke feeling breathless and faint, and sorely in need of fresh air.
yet scarcely saw,
What was my delighted amazement when | saw, in the pale morning light that
gleaming which immediately sought refuge in the
filled the place, a tall-gracefdl form, }
couch it seemed to have but just left. “| have caught the vile creature,” said
a sweet, rather feeble voice, “and killed it.” With what seemed to myself at
the moment a praiseworthy presence of mind | answered so as not to cause her
any embarrassment, “What creature?” “The creature,” it answered, “that was
sucking your blood.” | felt then that the blood was trickling down the inside
of my arm, and knew that that was the cause of my faintness. “What is

it like?” | asked. “A horrid gray leech,” she answered, “inches long. | have

thrown it into the river.” “Ah!” | returned, “I fear it will only be too com-
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fortable there, and will come again!” | was vexed with myself the instant

| had said it. “I am very sorry,” she answered. “l heard you moaning and got
up to see what it was. There was the horrid thing sucking at your arm
which lay bare. | snatched it away at once, and then was in such
a fright at it that | threw it from me and it splashed into the water.”
“Never mind. We'll kill it next time!” | answered. “Thank you for delivering me.”
| was astonished at my being able to restrain myself as | did. Surely
it would have been more natural had | burst into a passionate welcome
from death into lifel What was it that made me able, even for her sake,
to keep [222] composed in manner, if not quite so composed in feeling. It Stone in her hand
all the time
was this -- the perplexity at her coolness, at her taking my sleeping
presence as a matter of course, at her having done what was needful
for my deliverance from the reptile without waking me up, or at least
doing anything intended to wake me. Her manner was as if she had known
me for days and weeks at least, while now first | knew with certainty
that she was rescued from death, and that my patience was rewarded
with success. | rose to my feet, but whether from having lost blood or
from agitation and excitement, | turned faint and fell. When | came
to myself, | lay in the couch she had left. We seemed all at once to have
The sun was up, and the cave was full of light.
changed places. She was dressed in the garments | had prepared for her, grand at once and
graceful as a goddess, with her pale, almost colourless face, and the same
glorious eyes | thought | had seen open once to rival the darkness of
emotion of
primeval night. She looked at me inquiringly. There was no [2222]

any kind in the look -- only a simple questioning. “Would you mind

letting me get up?” | said. “By all means,” she answered. “I suppose | must
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creep through that hole?” “That is how | brought you in,” | answered.

“You brought me! Why?” “Because | found you lying dead, as it seemed
in the neighbouring wood, and worn to a skeleton, apparently with hunger --
Tell me how you came to be there.” “Did you bring me to life?” “l did. |
have been trying to do so for the last three months, | think, and only
now do | seem to have succeeded. But | cannot understand how it
has come about so suddenly at the last!” “Did you find me in these

to be ready
clothes?” “No; those | made for you as well as | could » when you should come
to yourself.” “Where are my own?” “You had none. If it had not been that
| found this hot spring, | could never have recovered you from the deadly
cold.” She turned her pale face from me, and Withtgs ease of a strong
woman passed, not ungracefully, through the narrow difficult entrance
and left me to get up and put on what clothes | had. | was a little dis-
appointed, and something of my sense of loneliness returned when | found
that she showed so little interest in me. If she did not like my having
found her in such a plight, yet had | not delivered her from the death
that the condition implied. She did not know how reverently | had
handled her, how like a father left with a motherless child | had
tended and ministered to her during her life in the very arms of death --
or was it not rather her death in the wery arms of life? | had, knowing
only an utter loneliness savfeoéach other, been building on the assured
hope of her loving me, and holding by me in our desolate condition. And
might it not be so yet? Such glorious beauty could not be without a
heart beneath it, however deep it might be hidden! -- The deeper hidden, the truer! | should

call back her heart as | had called back her life! | saw all this |

as | was preparing to join her. Then | stooped
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and drank of the hot water with its curious taste, and washed in it, and went
out to join her. | could not at first see her anywhere. Then | descried her
half a mile away; climbing a slope to therg;g?, and walking swiftly, as if
she knew precisely whither she was bound. | started after her. Whether from
dread of losing her, oh how much more suddenly than | had found her,
or that the water | had drunk had given me unsuspected strength,
| do not know, but my faint sleepy weariness was gone, and,
| seemed to myself to follow light as the wind and confident of over-
taking her. Nor in this was | disappointed; but we had passed, |
should judge, over about five miles, before | actually came up
with her. She seemed indeed to be using all her strength & speed to
escape me, unwilling as | was to believe it, and not once did she look
around though by her motions she seemed perfectly aware that | was
coming nearer to her. Butin all her movement there was swiftness
rather than haste. She moved, to my Iove.SI[gGh(;’.M] like one of the goddesses
of the Greeks on her way to the rescue of one of her human favourites. Alas that
favourite was not myself! Away, away she was bound from me; &
it was only when | was within three yards of her that she stood
such seemed
and turned sharply though still with a grace as-was born of com-
posure, to meet me. | was hot and breathless and panting; she pale,
quiet, and with strong measured regular inhalations, bL\JAt”(tar;/es that
seemed to fill half the heaven of her face and give light to the world.
And, could I believe it? -- those eyes se?med filled with as much mirsible
clear

dew as makes the stars look larger on a » summer night. “Why do

you follow me?” she said. “Can you ask?” | returned. “Have | been living



so long in the one hope of seeing you open your eyes, and now you
ask me why | follow you?” “l wish you had let me go in peace,” she
answered. “l would have spared you if | might. Stay now where you are
until I am out of your sight, that | may be as if | had not been and

an evil thing, yea
my being not bee to yours ~ a curse! | am not worthy of you.” She turned
and at once resumed her swift gliding walk, and would soon had |
waited, have disappeared beyond the level horizon. But was it possible,
even had what she said been true, was it possible to choose the loneliness
of an empty world rather than the company of a creature, whatever
she might be that | did not know, so glorioush-beautifal to the eyes
that she filled with her beauty? The strange difficult question arose
in me, Is not any life better than no life? Bad cannot live but in virtue
of the good in it: therefore any life is more than emptiness. Then | rebuked
myself for any argument involving the possibility that any evil could
dwell beneath such a face such a form. “Itis,” | said to msyelf,
but the modesty that comes of an unattained ideal; it is but the
weakness born of illness!” | did not ask myself was it weakness
that gave her thlgtr%zce that but for the beauty the grace of it would
have been a stride. In truth | feared she would outstrip me, and
compel me into loneliness again. | ran and rejoined her. “Have pity
on me,” | said. “Do not leave me.” | laid my hand on her arm. She drew
back from me as if a serpent stung her. She stopped. “l am having
pity on you,” she answered. “You do not know at what a cost to myself!”

Her eyes blazed full upon me, and to my infatuation they seemed

full of something like love: they looked hungry. Then suddenly they
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clouded, and in a moment, like a spring released, the tears poured in two

rivulets down her cheeks. But there was no storm of sighing, no
sobs or any other commotion -- only a sudden gush of tears that

as suddenly ceased as she turned to renew her journey. But after seeing
her weep because of what she counted a compulsion to forsake me,
how could | leave her. My heart swore in itself that nothing should
make me forsake her but the death itself. | followed and followed.

All that day | followed, but she never paused -- never ate, never
drank. | offered her [22] a few grapes | had caught up at my sudden
departure. She would not stop even to look at them. Her whole anxiety
seemed, so far as | could understand, to weary, to distance, to leave
me, to escape where | could never find her. But now the night was
coming on. The sun had gone down, and the twilight had deepened
so much that | had to keep near her to make sure that she did

not vanish from me in the deepening darkness. All the time we had
been walking over soft grass, like the grass of an English down, only
thicker and greener. Suddenly far away te-the-rerth | thought

| saw a dim light on the horizon, and | hoped the moon was going to
rise and then | should more easily keep her in sight. But the moon
never rose, yet still the light was there. As soon as she saw it she
altered her course a little, and went straight for the light. Slowly

it spread a little, as we went, but it did not grow much brighter. |
could not think what it might be except indeed it were the light of a
great city. But suddenly, as if her heart had burst, she dropt on the

ground and lay still. She was defeated -- utterly exhausted. Her
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goddesslike energy was vanished. She lay in a heap, that even

then could not be other than graceful. | drew near and knelt beside

her. “Do not touch me,” she cried in a low voice almost of agony that ended in

a shriek. 1did not heed her, but put my arms under her to lay her so that
[22] better

she could repose from her fatigue. | seemed to have the right to minister

to her as | thought best. Had | not been the means at least of restoring

her to life? Did she not belong to me by the right of something next to

creation? Had she shown that she hated me, | must have let her

go; but to lose her for some fastidious fancy -- except indeed there

were some prior unspeakable claim upon her, fit antagonist to

mine -- that would be the folly of weakness! She lay with the hand

that still clutched the stone -- not that then | knew what she clenched --

under her. When | moved her, both her arms hung down as if life-

less. Suddenly she threw them both round my neck and drew my face

toward hers. | could not hold her up then. She fell back on the grass,

She began

and drew my face to hers. is-she as | thought to kiss my face,

and cling to it kissing, and my lips sought hers. A sudden sting

of pain shot through my cheek -- so sharp that | started back. But

her strong arms held me tight; her mouth clung to my cheek; the

pain ceased; a slumberous fatigue, a dreaming indifference crept

over me, and presently | knew nothing, not even that such arms

were around me, and such lips pressed to my face. | came to my-

self in the chill of the morning. | lay alone. One little drop of blood

| found congealed upon my face. | rose feebly to my feet. Away

in the distance lay a great city. A few paces from me stood the



woman, radiant as a sunrise, looking at me in silence. | staggered

toward her. “Back!” she cried imperatively. “You can do no more for me. You

see that city? -- There my father reigns. There | am at home. If you go

there the people will stone you!” But | was deaf to her words. How could

| heed them while she stood there, flashing with beauty. | went toward

her. She drew back. She stood up to her full height, and raised her

arm, at once lovely and strong, as if she were about to throw hil-:qf

spear with the full force of all her body. The stone in her hand

she threw. It struck me on the forehead, and | fell as one dead.

In a little while, | came to myself. My forehead was badly bruised

and cut, but not much blood had flowed. How my heart felt |

need hardly say. |rose to my feet. The sun was not yet risen. | could

not have lain very long. | looked toward the city. Was it the dimness

of my sight? was it some hallucination caused by the blow? Was it the

lingering remnant of some dream | had been dreaming? Halfway to

the city, bounding with great leaps over the level grassy plain

as if eager to reach it ere the people woke, | saw or seemed to see

a creature like a panther, but white, its skin spotted with many

spots. | gazed & gazed, but saw still the same bounding thing,

growing smaller & smaller, till at last | saw it with one great

leap, clear the wall of the city, and | saw it no more. | think |

must have again sunk on the earth, for there is a gap here in

my memory. When | came to myself, | was wet from head to foot,
rather the

and there was a slight sound of flowing or » murmuring of a ripple

near and
of water about me. | raised myself. | lay in a great sponge of
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soaking grassy turf. Where did it come from? The place had seemed

quite dry all the way in the day and the night! Then to my surprise

| felt my body quite well. My heart was sore enough with the treat-
ment it had received, but the wound on my head was almost healed.
| looked about me for the source of the spring and could see none.
But in the water | saw lying what | at once knew must be the

stone with which the woman had struck me. It was a strange stone

cloudy shaped like and egg, and
of a dim wailky blue, with shifting pallours in it -- about the size
A Insert here what he
of a pigeon’s. |took it up, and put it in my pocket, then, without did for the dwarfs?

thinking why, | set out toward the city. Whether | went in the hope
of again seeing the woman who had taken such a hold of my love,
love of

or whether it was the ratural-drawingte my kind drawing me out of the

wilderness

desert and its loneliness, | cannot say. Very soon there was mingled with

both the desire to protect the people of the place from the terrible

depredations of such an animal as | had seen stretching its lithe

body in long cat-like leaps toward its crowded streets. What | could
next stage

do | did not know, but | felt that anyhow that was the * geal of my

journey whatever might be the end of it; that | foresaw as little

now as at the first. | set out, so refreshed that | could not but

think some power was interested in my welfare, and had reached

morning

forth a hand through the right of the world and the night of my swoon

and restored me to more than my former strength, showing me that

work was required of me which was independent of my own inclin-

ation, for all was so dead in my heart that | would rather have

lain down & died than gone forward to meet the most glorious fate.



89
But when | drew near the gate of the city | remembered how | must

look to the eyes of the inhabitants. | was in a right beggarly condition as
regarded my dress. But there was no help: | must look what | was -- a
being that had lost his world, and then lost what had promised to
make the new world in which he found himself more precious far
than the former. | entered the gate unchallenged for no one was near
at the moment, but there passed but a moment ere my trouble began.
Some children fell upon me with rudest mockery and jibes and words
of insult, then when | would not heed them but passed on, they took
to throwing things at me, and all | seemed able to do was to make
haste into the more crowded parts of the streets, thinking that at
least the better sense of their elders would protect me from violence,
seeing that | did none. But there | was mistaken. | was struck and
pushed and hustled about, simply, so far as | could learn, because

| was very plainly in a condition of extreme poverty. | several times
stopped and sought to address some more benevolent-looking person
as he passed me. But invariably, with a glance, he passed on; and
the women seemed much the same as the men though they were

not so actively injurious, leaving me to the inhospitalitie, of

the poor stranger. For | found afterwards that the great offence
among these people was to be poor. It was not that the poverty

was regarded as a demand on their wealth. That they never felt

and they never gave to meet the need of any one, though | learned
afterward that they were profuse in their giving to their friends

who had no need. They laid gifts of great price on their altars, and
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drove the poor man out of their churches. But | cannot tell much

about the place, neither do | care to describe anything of its outward

appearance, for | was not long in it, and was glad to hear it. But

one thing | must tell. | had taken shelter in a small archway, and

for a moment had escaped the notice of the little crowd that had been

following me: another something had attracted their attention, and

presently | saw what it was; for past the arch shot with a great bound

a white leopard or panther covered with spots. It was useless to think
Everyone

of following it. ha-the made way for it, crouching close to the wall.

As they persecuted me so they stood in terror themselves of this

animal. As soon as it passed, | ventured, in the gloom of the little

court to ask a woman who had rushed in for refuge beside me,

what the cause of the terror was. Humanized by it perhaps, for a mo-

ment, she answered, trying to peer at me through the dark, as wondering

what sort of person | could be who required to ask such a question,

that it was a pet of the princess; that it was generally kept in

a cage, or when loose, had its mouth in a muzzle and its feet in

strong leather stockings, but that once and again it had broken

loose and had killed several children; she could not tell now

whether or not it was muzzled, and nobody now waited to see, but got

out of the way as quickly as possible. There were very strange

unaccountable things told of that panther she said. She did not

know what to believe, and Wou?doziare let pass her lips some of

the things she had heard concerning it. Some went so far as to

say there was an evil spirit attendant upon the princess, and
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that when it pleased it entered into the princess and drove her mad,

and that when it was driven from the princess it went into the
leopard. She did not know whether the people feared the princess
or the leopard more. The leopard would tear them to pieces if it had
the chance, but the lady actually blasted men with her beauty.
There were worse things too that were said about her, but it was time
she held her tongue, only | was a stranger and if | dared say a word
of anything in the city that was not pleasant, the mole would be
worse than panther or princess either. | asked her where | could go
to lodge for the night. She said no one in that country ever received
a stranger. It was not the custom of the place and would not do.
She would advise me to remain where | was, the people would go
home to their houses now for fear of the leopard, and when it was
dark | had better get as near the gate as | could, and if | escaped
being eaten by the panther, | might creep out unseen as the
gate was opened, and after | was out nobody would care to go out after
me. | thanked her for her good counsel, and she left me there, after giving
me a piece of bread from a basket she carried. Why are you alone of all
the city good to me?” | said. “l do not know,” she answered, “but | think
you must have something about you that makes me.” The moment
she was beyond the g;igway, she stooped down, picked up a stone
and threw it with all her force into the darkness where | stood.
The same instant \1vi(';_r(lja roar the white panther seized her:

id not

whence she came, nreith see, neither, | am sure did the woman.

| rushed to deliver her, for she was in worse trouble than | in



was muzzled and her
the grasp of the terrible beast, which, for her mouth aréd claws

were muzfzfled, was giving her terrible blows, knocking her this

way and that as a cat does with a mouse she does not want im-
mediately to kill, but to have her fun with first: | threw myself

on the animal, and grasped it with both hands by the throat.

It needed little courage indeed to do so, for since the treatment of the
princess | cared nothing about my life, and felt that the blow that

slew me would but break down my prison wall and deliver me.

Then came another wonder. The creature let the woman go,

who rose and fled nor ever looked behind her, while the panther
tearing herself from my grasp, neither attacked me nor fled

from me but lay down at my feet. “Go home,” | said, and she rose and
went away with cringing creeping steps, and | followed her. If
anyone saw me in the company of the panther, no one took any notice
of me, and | followed to the gateway of a great castle that stood with
a large open square in front of it. She led me round to the back quarters
of the place, suddenly sprang up a wall and disappeared. | waited

| did not know for what, but all that interested me now -- | could not
say that | loved for what | felt did not seem like love, and yet | was
drawn thither by it, was within those great castle-walls. | went

along by the wall until | came to a small door -- so small that no

full-grown person could have passed through without stooping nearly
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double, and there | waited for what might happen next. Presently the door opened.

| did not see it for | stood close to the wall outside, and the door was in

the inner face of the wall, leaving a deep recess in its thickness outside of it.
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The little door opened, and | heard the rustling of garments but no one ap-

peared. Then a voice | knew well said in a whisper, “It will not do to-

night: it rains.” “Not much your royal highness,” answered the voice of another

woman. “It may rain so much before we get there that | shall not be able

to find it. | cannot think how | could be such a fool as to part with it as

| did, for pure rage, nothing more. The creature actually presumed to love

me. | could have forgiven him that but that he should have presumed to see

me in the state | was in then! The thought was unendurable to me!

But | ought to have borne anything rather than lose the gift of my god-

mother.” “I can’t think why you prize it so much!” “Neither can |

give you any better reason. But my godmother was a very wise woman.

| believe she is alive somewhere still, but she has never been seen

since she gave me that sapphire. The good of it | do not know, but

| know two strange things of it that not all my father’s power could

take it from my hand without my own will; and that from

whatever stranger reason, as often as | laid it aside from contact

with my person it would begin to weep. That is how | shall be

able to find it again: all the ground about it will be wet. Only if

it rains, and the ground everywhere be wet, what good will that do

me!” “See, your highness, the moon is coming out from behind that cloud.

She looks a little strange, as if the neighbouring prince of the air had

something in hand tonight, but I think we might make the attempt.”
Ashtareh

“Very well. We can but turn back. Is theleepress-then Astarte shut up?”

“She is now. Buat She broke loose again this afternoon but came home

quite cowed.” “If one of the citizens, be he the best in it, has dared to hurt



92
her, | will let her loose on the city unmuzzled and unmuffled. My

percious Astarte! But we must not both be out at once. That would

bring mischief -- especially now that | have not my sapphire about

me. That young fellow in rags! | fear he is at the root of some mischief

against me. The insolence of the beggar! Fit only to feed Astarte -- or

her betters! He to think one thought of love to me!” Then followed the

silence of rage; and | knew the glorious creature stood stout with

rage against me Withintz\:feefeet of where | stood. And this was she

whom | hadzalﬁigd in my-ews arms from the arms of the ghastliest

death and born her it:f:]aunt nakedness of every bone her body held

to the only shelter | could find for her, and there nursed her back to

life as if she had been but a newborn infant! And then! and then!

how had she used me ere she drove me from her presence! But might

it not be true that the woman had told me, that an evil spirit

had possession of her, and when not in her very body, was by her side

in that of her panther? Should | return evil with good, and restore

the stone she had lost? That | must not do, for | had no right to

strengthen her in her evil ways. No, | would keep the stone, and learn

how to use it for the good of men, perhaps of those to whom she had
How it had helped me.

done nothing but evil. It would be but evil to her to put give her

security in evil. | put my left hand in my pocket, and grasped the

stone -- remembering well how no force | had ventured to use had

been of the Ieast(’jIL\JlgltleI to taklet: from her otherwise powerless hand.

At the same time | knew | had feared to hurt her, and that no

such fear would influence her in repossessing herself of the

talisman.
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Then the -eerviction came to me that she could not touch me to hurt

me while | held the talisman, and with that came the temptation to

dare, and drink yet more of the poison of her beauty. | longed to look

on her again, and let me eyes revel in a glory that was not the glory

of truth but of false-seeming. And therein | sank into sin, and the

prince who was gathering his airy forces about the tower had me

in his power. And | had to learn that where the heart is not pure, no

good talisman has any power to help. | knew | was wrong, or might

have known had | cared enough for what was right -- that it was not good

love the sight of
to have to do with evil, and that to -eewet the rich casket in which | knew

A

lay a fierce plague was to sin against humanity. | knew that | did

not love her soul, therefore | ought not to have desired to look on her beauty.
and my own eyes

| knew from their words that the moon shone straight into the recess

where the princess stood, looking out, not yet determined whether to

set out that night in search of what | had in my hand. | stepped

forward from the wall, turned and confronted her. The moon shone

full upon her face, so it was white like snow in the contrast of her great orbs

of blackness. But the whiteness turned to the pallor of death whern she saw

me, but not with fear, with the rage of hate. “Beggar!” she said between the

clenched pearls of her lovely teeth. Then she turned her attendant and

said, “Go quick. Tell them to remove Astarte’s -- you know -- and bring

her down to this door. Quick!” The other went, closing the door behind

her and leaving the princess alone in the niche, and me outside in the

moonlight. | knew well enough what she meant, but | did not budge.

She stood looking at me, with the flame of the most towering scorn
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in her eyes, but did not vouchsafe a word. Her cloak had fallen half

way from her person, and her neck and shoulders gleamed radiantly
white in the moon, and her eyes glowed like black fire above the
began to
whiteness. A few moments passed, and the princess,whe listen. Then
swiftly she stepped from the niche sideways, and stood where | had
been before. The same moment the door opened, and with a sup-
pressed but bloodcurdling roar, out leaped Astarte. With one bound
she was clear of the wall and upon my shoulders, aiming at my
throat; but before | could grapple with her she dropped from me like
a withered thing, like a scorched caterpillar, and lay huddled up at my
up again
feet. But instantly she sprang te-herfeet and stood erect rearing on
her hind legs, not one moment too soon, for like a great solid bar
of glowing silver, and with another suppressed roar that seemed to
hold suspended in it all the essential hate of hell and its every demon,
more lovely and
another panther, larger and whiter * and more terrible leapt, not
upon me, but upon Astarte. | looked ¢#p around: the princess had
disappeared, and the new come panther was white with her skin
and spotted all over with her eyes. | saw as they rolled and writhed
and mingled like the two great lithe cats they were, that the contest
must be of brief duration, for Astarte could not hold her own before
the new-comer. My soul took the part of Astarte, and | threw myself
into the contest. | sought to drag the larger panther from the other

but she had her throat in her mouth, and must certainly in a few

moments kill her. | found myself compelled to strike. With my
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left hand in which | held the sapphire, | struck her as strong a blow

as | could send from me between her eyes. She left her hold of Astarte
and fell backward. | was on her instantly with my knees on the
creature’s chest, under its forelegs. Then the great eyes of the princess
looked up at me pitifully, and | knew with horror that my knees
but was scarcely
was crushing her under me. | sprang to my feet,-re~was sooner
up than she, with the blood streaming from her forehead. But what
a change had passed on her. She was gentle as Astarte who lay again
at my feet, caressing them with every limb of her body. The fact was
she knew now what | held in my hand, and knew that by force she
could not regain it. With the swli:‘tth’?panther—mind, she threw herself
into another temporary life. “l yield,” she said. “You are my master. Your
magic is more powerful than mine.” “I know of no magic,” | answered. “I know no magic
{ but to stand by my friends. It makes my heart ache, none the less, princess,
to see you bleed!” “You could not help it. You did quite right. You have con-
guered the woman in the panther. Come into the palace and rest. All
that is mine in it is yours. | am sorry | cannot wait on you,
for | am dizzy and my mind wanders from the blow you gave me
-- for which | thank you, for now | know what you are, and am
no longer ashamed to be overmasterd by you. | thought of you as a
beggar into whose power fate had thrown me, and | hated you.
Now | know you for royal as myself. | am your property, by you
rescued from the jaws of death; | am your slave with the willing
service of love.” The door ber:jindbrller opened. She entered & | followed,
ouble

with Astarte at my heel. A long row of servants stood with lights in

their hands forming a live avenue from the door in the wall
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to the great portcullis of the castle. Her attendant had given out that

a certain prince she expected had come in disguise and without
attendance. | was with great ceremony conducted to a great chamber
gorgeously appointed, with silver sconces round the walls, and a fire of
sweet scented pine-logs blazing on the hearth as if | had been expected
but | knew that could not be. It was too early to go to bed. Supper was

to be ready in an hour. Fine garments were brought me by the man
appointed to wait upon me, and glad | was to feel that | was

once more dressed, though not in the fashion of this world yet in a way
that satisfied my notions of myself. How delightful were all the small
necesseties of the toilet once more! and | dressed with care. | would have
the princess see that | was not unaccustomed to the ways of a life

not altogether unlike her own. But however carefully | dressed, not

for one moment did | let the sapphire out of my hand. Even when bathing and
washing | ::g the sapphire in my hand, and was careful not to let it

go. How could I tell what unfriendly eyes might be watching me and

ready to pounce upon me. When | could not manage with it in my hand,

| put it in my mouth for the moment. But failure would have

ruined everything, and so | suppose%ﬁgswould attempt nothing until

tshrfy was certain of success. | cannot to this day understand how | could have
been so silly as to put myself thus in the dreadful power of the woman. But
so it was. The king received me with courtesy, and looked a good natured
lazy old man who liked to be let alone and would interfere with nobody

were it not upon compulsion. The feast was gorgeous. | sat next to the

princess, and she showed me every attention fit to show at table. For the
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first time, it seemed as | supped, | ate and drank freely, and with an

enjoyment to which | had been long unused, living as | had been

on the plainest viands or on nothing at all. The wines were specially
excellent, although all of them were such as | did not seem ever to have
tasted before. When the king rose, we all rose. After he left the room
a good many of the gorgeous company sat down again, but the
princess, ere she followed her father from the room turned to me and said,
“l imagine you would prefer to retire early: you must be greatly
fatigued. | thanked her and said | would go to my room at once

if she would kindly order one of the servants to show me the way for

| was certain | could not find my room unconducted. She answered
she would herself show me the door of my room: her own was close
to it, so in a minute | was again alone in my large chamber.

| undressed and lay down, giving myself up to all the delight of a

soft sweet bed after the hardships to which | had been of late accustomed.

Probably this delight would have been marred by certain anxieties as
to what thoughts they really were that ruled the sudden change in the
princess’s behaviour to me, but that as | have confessed, | ate and drank
so freely. But | wonder yet that | should have so compliantly filled
the gold cup
my-glass set for me as often as my hostess invited me to partake yet
again of the kings own favourite wine & vintage. | was young, and the
wine of old age was hardly fitted for me. At In a few minutes |

hung from the roof
was fast asleep, a silver lamp continuing to light the chamber

with a soft subdued light. | half came to myself once in the night.

The lamp was still burning. A delicious languor was upon me.
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| felt as if | were swiftly floating far from land on the bosom of a

sunset sea. Whether | should reach any shore | could not tell, did
not care. To live was itself -- or was it not to die that was dearly
delightful -- and surely | was dying. | had no pain -- Ah, what a
in whose hand

shoot what a sting in my arm, my left arm-where lay the sapphire.
But{ it was there! through all the keenness of the sting, which seemed
to shoot right down into my heart | felt it. But ah! there again!
that was sharp! Something was holding me; some other, some unseen
pathetic life was near me where | lay, too near me. | tried to draw my
arm nearer and ease the pain by a change of position, but | could
not. | would have struggled, but | could not even try to struggle. Yet
| suppose | quivered and shook with the pain, for a hand was laid

my head
on my face, and { was pressed down into the pillow. | could see
nothing but a weight lay across me. |yielded. The last glimmer
of consciousness showed me rise from the bed the [22] splendid form
of the princess, with something terrible in her eye, but a look of
satisfaction about her mouth. She smiled, and | saw on her white
teeth a streak of red. | suppose she saw me look at her. She struck
me on the face. It seemed as if she drew a knife across my eyes, &
they flashed in my head I think -- | gave a cry, but | remember
no more. | came slowly to myself, but after how long | cannot
even conjecture. It must have been weeks, | think. | do not
know how | came to myself though | cannot help thinking

that my companion had something to do with the holding back

of my life -- for on my feet lay the white spotted panther. Perhaps
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also the strange sapphire firmly clasped in my hand may have

had its share. | moved a little, and then | saw the strange friend
got

that was caring for me, for she eame up from my feet, and came

and licked my face. | do not think | started. Wwhen | saw the big

head and the long tongue come over me. | did not seem to care about any-

thing. But from that moment | knew that | was growing better. |

found that | was lying at the foot of a tree in tlfe pine-forest: afterward
| knew that I lay on the very spot where | had found the princess, and
the stone which then | sought in vain to loosen from her hand was
now as firmly clasped in my own. | laid my hands on my own body
and found that | was the living skeleton now; that if | had lain

there altogether untended, | must ere now have been altogether

dead, and then, with the mouldering away of the muscles, the
sapphire would have been set free: this, | conjectured, but not for

a long time after this, must have been the object in laying me down
there. Some law | did not know rendered it necessary for the recovery
of the stone that the dead hand that held it should moulder away

in the open air. The princess’s people must have brought me here,

| said, or how could Astarte have found me. Thinking about the
creature’s affection for me | concluded that, although the stone was
my defence from her attack at the castle and she was subdued

by its force, yet my defence of her from the panther princess must

be what had roused her gratitude and made her attend to me all

the time of my seeming death. Then there was another difference

between the princess’s fate and mine. How she came to be such
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a skeleton | could not tell; how | had come to it | knew and she

knew, and if the people of even such an evil city as she ruled in
were to come to know what | knew, surely they would burn her at
the stake! But | found the stone in her hand cold and dry. Butin
mine | fancy there was a difference caused by its touching the
earth. Was it possible that Astarte, taking me at first for

dead had proceeded to try and bury me, and had, as | found it,
covered my hand and arm with earth -- then finding what fol-
lowed had left me alone and waited. For from the stone in

my hand was flowing a small stream clear as crystal, away

from where | lay through the wood. Of this stream Astarte had
drunk, and it had kept her alive. | now drank of it, and

found that my strength began at once to come back to me. |
thought if the princess could have drunk of the treasure she carried
about not knowing its worth, it would have stilled the demon

thirst of her soul, and she would not have longed for blood. There
is a water that is better than any blood. Whoever had such a stone
as | bore, carried with him endless supply of all that was needful
for life and comfort. | got up and looked at the water as it went
flowing and flowing in a ceaseless trickling stream from my

hand. What a lovely rivulet it was that went meandering

through the trees. Presently its source ceased, and | found that if
| would have it yet flow, | must lay it again on the earth when

with a burst the water again rushed from it. | thought

| would follow whither it had been flowing all the time | lay as dead.



By slow walking and many rests, | followed _it out of the forest, regaling o
myself as | passed with the grapes of the re;ljisi](-ciglstle. The water took
nearly the path | had come; but soon | began to see that the volume
of the little stream diminished rapidly. In my hand, and not upon
the earth the sapphire gave out no water. Yet it was plain where
it had flowed; and as | went on | could trace its course even after
all the dampness ceased by the brighter green of the mosses in the
channel it had taken. For | was soon in the scored and broken
surface of rock that circled the country of the dwarfs; and it was
clear what choice of channel the water had made as it flowed toward
what had once been a sounding fall of waters, but which now |
strange

found dry as before. But the curious thing to me was the breadth
to which the water seemed to have spread; the green was so wide; and
soon | saw as | went on that here and there were other little streaks
of green that came from this side and that and joined the main
channel from the sp sapphire spring. | was driven to the conclusion that
the water as it went along the surface woke and drew toward itself
such hidden springs as were under the earth; for | remembered how
when | lay under the glr()j/ waterfall | heard the sound of many waters
under the earth; and | thought that if it went on flowing like that
it would draw water enough to itself to make at length a riverﬂlggge

scored channels
would fill all the #fts in the broken country. But when at length
| reached the head of the old waterfall, and looked down into the valley
of the dwarfs beneath, | was greeted by a shout and a mingledgg;ferz{

of which it
of22the would have been hard to say whether cursing or blessing predominated.
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Through it all however was mingled an astonishment ke | could

not account for, seeing they had already known me. Also | was
possessed by some wonder what change had passed upon the people,
which, looking down on them from above | could not unravel;

but when | descended and joined them, | found they had all grown
very considerably, and were now about three feet high. But as all
their trees had grown in like proportion, they were not aware that
any change had passed upon them; for | found by and by in my
further brief intercourse with them that the cause of their wonder
was that, though | was still larger than they | had grown to about

half the size | had been, and this, | found presently, altered in a

great degree their feeling toward me. They treated me rather as a
deceiver who

usurper had passed myself off upon them for a greater man than

| was. And very speedily a party among them began to prophecy
that they had only to have patience and full confidence in them-
selves as the crown of the universe, and they would soon find

that the bn;i?qr; who, fact or myth, was said to haunt the place, would
soon be compelled either to get out of the way altogether, in order

to escape dwindling to the proper artistic reasonable siztehgi

was assumed or at least possessed and approved of by them, or that
he must give up his pretensions and appear to them in their own size
and show them what he could do for them, or what on the whole

he was fit for. They had not got very much brains yet, or they would

have better understood how it was that their orchard had turned

into impenetrable thickets, for of course space had not grown
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as well as the things that filled it, and they had now hard work to get at

fruit enough for their subsistence. Had they known that it was they them-
selves that had grown they would doubtless have been filled with an
overwhelming pride, and the consequences would have been more disastrous
still. That things tended that way with them was shown in a

certain combination that began for the purpose of mastering and
enslaving, and compelling me like Samson, not only to labour

for my captors but to make m them sport in my degredation. Having

no wild beasts in their country they showed not the smallest fear of
Astarte, who seemed as changed in disposition toward humanity as
toward myself. | came concerning her to the conclusion that the devil
could no more find refuge in her when he left her former mistress
because of the gratitude she felt toward me for taking her part and
preventing the princess from tearing her to pieces. They had gained

no moral growth of any kind with their physical, except that

downward growth of pride from seeing the decrease of others. They
had seen the water flowing into their country, but had neither recognized
its potency, nor suspected its better virtues; and when it ceased at length
to fall down the ancient paths, they only looked at it as a curious phen-
omen, without suspecting it of any relation to themselves or their own
conditions. Their pride alone had grown by the influx of that element
which no country can make any progress without. The possession of the
wonderful sapphire gave me no advantage heret,h;éjagﬁ did not bring

upon me the deadly danger of the princess. At first they were tolerably

friendly, and the children would ride on Astarte’s back, nor did she
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mind their teasing much; but they showed me an amount of dull

rudeness they had never showed when | was to them twice the size.
thought

In fact they regarded me as in decadence, and that if they did

not get some good of me now, | should very soon be too small and

feeble to render them any service. Now | had been but a little while

there, resting under their trees and partaking of their plentiful fruit,

seeking to recover from the great vital losses | had undergone at the

palace, when | became aware of the difficulty they now had in gathering

country which was once

sufficient fruit because of the tangled condition of their * great

orchard. As soon therefore as | had recovered a little, | took my knife

and began to cut away as much of the tree under which | had lain

as | thought it would bear. They came and looked on with doubtful

understanding, and thought from the first that | was doing them an

injury. | had imagined at first that they abstained from clearing the

trees a little because they had not grown in strength but only in

size -- as Wagci)rt]deed the case -- they were stronger in both. They

grumbled and growled afraid to interfere because of my knife in

part which they had not seen before, and took for something mysterious

before which the e twigs fled in fear. But when the next day they

saw me attempt to cut away the bushes of small fruit that the

others might have more room, bear better and be more accessible,

they have a universal howl of such rage as made Astarte prick

up her ears, and give an internal answering growl; but | patted

her and she was quiet again. | saw they thought | was destroying

their property. They were just like the miser who h regards as a



robber the nurse who takes of his cold dead coin to buy the warm life for him.

That night as | lay asleep, | was, like Gulliver by the Lilliputians, over-
sat upon me with a

whelmed by a multitude. They did-retceme dead weight of live bodies

till they had hampered me hand and foot with the long stems of

creeping plants. | could at first have thrown them from me, perhaps;

at least | would have made the attempt, but | perceived that they

were not attempting to kill me, and | had seen now they misunder-

stood my efforts for their good. Still | would have made a fight for it

but for the certainty of what would happen if | did, As it was it

was all | could do by my voice and words of which Astarte at

least understood the tone, to prevent her from leaping among the

poor stupid creatures and tearing them every one to pieces. Her tail

was lashing from side to side, and no doubt astonished not a few

of them by knocking the uppermaost off the heap that swarmed above

me: they had scarce a notion of force; weight was all their idea

of it. By keeping my voice even however and my tone cheerful |

gave A her the idea that whatever they did it was with my consent

and approval. | would wait to see what they meant before | would

do anything lest | should punish them more than was needful. As

soon as they thought me tolerably secured, they began to search me.

Then they saw the stone in my hand, for | always slept with it

in my hand, carrying it in a pocket during the day, such as it

was for my dress was now very primitive, as | had been laid

out naked to die. This they tried for some time to take from me and

hurt me not a little in the attempt; but | restrained every expression
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of resentment or annoyance or suffering, for dread of the four-footed

vengeance by my side. Becoming at length satisfied that they
could not open my hand, they desisted; and resumed their search,

for so it as turned ct)ﬂtb"efor my knife. This they soon found and took, and |
made no sign. Then they went away and left me. | released myself with
some difficulty from the thorny withes with which they had bound me, and
would have left the hut but found they had tied the hut all round & round in
like fashion, and the door they had secured as well as soon as they were
all out of it. | thought it better therefore to wait till the morning, for
still | was afraid what the least sign of dissatisfaction or endeavour
might rouse in Astarte. In the morning they came to me and told me |
had done their property much wrong and now to make up for the injury
I must work for them, and pull the apples and other fruit which it was
now impossible for them to reach. In vain | expostulated with them,
telling them why | had been cutting down some that they might get at
the rest, and that where they could not get through they could not
expect a larger man like myself to pass. If they would give me the
knife | would do my best for them as | began to do before. But they
laughed at me, and, because | had made so little resistance in the night
appeared to think | had lost my strength with my apparent decrease
in stature. One of them thrust the point of the knife into my leg from
behind, so that | but just caught a cry of wrath in time, for | knew
all would be over in a moment if Astarte were roused. So the strength
of my ally was the cause of my weakness. | could soon have beaten

buffets
a hundred of them into abject submission, but blows from me would
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have been teeth and claws and blows to kill from the rage of my

companion, so | endured and tried to obey as best | could. And certainly

| could reach higher than they to find the fruit on the treetops, and |

could bend boughs and even stems to get through where they could not,
but the moment | broke a branch or crushed a shrub, there were

fierce outcries backed by fierce threats, and | had to be so careful

that the life grew weary to me by the end of a month. At length the

evil spirit of the people grew rampant. | ought to have left them sooner,
perhaps, for | could always have done so in the night, but | had a strong
feeling that | would do for them what | could, and bear while | could because
of the kind help they had in a passive kind of way shown me when first |
visited them. | thought with myself that if | could but gain their confidence
so that they would believe what | said to them and do what | told them,

I would find some way whereby they might reap the good that wonderful
thing | carried could work for them under right and true conditions. For

the means of doing this | was waiting. Beside where was | to go for some-
thing to do, for surely the working of some help in the world is the chief
hold that one has upon the world. To live only for what one can get out of
the world is but tole;ledthe lowest kind of life -- the existence of a mere parasite.
So, as | say, | endured until the bad conditions of those | tried to serve
brought their doom. | was going home weary one night after a hard day’s
work, unable to enjoy under the moon the sweet scents that had all day
mingled with the beating of the sun upon my head as | laboured. Perhaps

it was my dejected appearance that encouraged the insolence of the

half grown [??] children to gather about and insult me with evil words,
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those who could not get near enough to pinch and otherwise
harass me,

which presently bore the fruit of evil deeds, for %hfy began to throw stones
from the outskirt of the little crowd. In this amusement some of the grown
seeing that

men presently joined, and a the more | expostulated the worse they grew, |

at length held my peace. But by and by a stone, well or ill aimed | do not

know, but | think the intention was not serious hurt, struck me on the

head, and | fell senseless, and knew nothing more that happened before

| came to myself, and found a great silence around me, and Astarte

standing licking my face, as she often did in the morning to wake me up.

But this was not the morning, and there were many asleep around me,

for when | rose and walked a step or two | found the ground plashy

underfoot, and soon | found it was no sapphire dew that made it so,

for every here and there the moon shone on a face the light of which

was like her own, a mere reflection from the surface. How many

Astarte had slain in her wrath | cannot tell. There was no good in waiting

to count where | could not restore. All the others had fled to their houses, and

were still trembling through the night, when Astarte and | were threading
like those

the gulleys down which | had come by slow descent to that foolish

valley of little men who did not care to be greater. Whither we were going

| did not know. When the sun rose we were a long way into the stony, trackless

waterless desert, and we were weary. | sat down. Astarte began sniffing

about the pocket where rested th