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				I took a walk on Spauld­ing’s Farm the oth­er af­ter­noon. I saw the set­ting sun light­ing up the op­pos­ite side of a stately pine wood. Its golden rays straggled in­to the aisles of the wood as in­to some noble hall. I was im­pressed as if some an­cient and al­to­geth­er ad­mir­able and shin­ing fam­ily had settled there in that part of the land called Con­cord, un­known to me—to whom the sun was ser­vant—who had not gone in­to so­ci­ety in the vil­lage—who had not been called on. I saw their park, their pleas­ure-ground, bey­ond through the wood, in Spauld­ing’s cran­berry-mead­ow. The pines fur­nished them with gables as they grew. Their house was not ob­vi­ous to vis­ion; their trees grew through it. I do not know wheth­er I heard the sounds of a sup­pressed hil­ar­ity or not. They seemed to re­cline on the sun­beams. They have sons and daugh­ters. They are quite well. The farm­er’s cart-path, which leads dir­ectly through their hall, does not in the least put them out—as the muddy bot­tom of a pool is some­times seen through the re­flec­ted skies. They nev­er heard of Spauld­ing, and do not know that he is their neigh­bor—not­with­stand­ing I heard him whistle as he drove his team through the house. Noth­ing can equal the serenity of their lives. Their coat of arms is simply a lichen. I saw it painted on the pines and oaks. Their at­tics were in the tops of the trees. They are of no polit­ics. There was no noise of labor. I did not per­ceive that they were weav­ing or spin­ning. Yet I did de­tect, when the wind lulled and hear­ing was done away, the finest ima­gin­able sweet mu­sic­al hum—as of a dis­tant hive in May, which per­chance was the sound of their think­ing. They had no idle thoughts, and no one without could see their work, for their in­dustry was not as in knots and ex­cres­cences em­bayed.

				But I find it dif­fi­cult to re­mem­ber them. They fade ir­re­voc­ably out of my mind even now while I speak and en­deavor to re­call them, and re­col­lect my­self. It is only after a long and ser­i­ous ef­fort to re­col­lect my best thoughts that I be­come again aware of their co­hab­it­ancy. If it were not for such fam­il­ies as this, I think I should move out of Con­cord.

				Thor­eau: Walk­ing
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				I

				The Lib­rary

			
			I had just fin­ished my stud­ies at Ox­ford, and was tak­ing a brief hol­i­day from work be­fore as­sum­ing def­in­itely the man­age­ment of the es­tate. My fath­er died when I was yet a child; my moth­er fol­lowed him with­in a year; and I was nearly as much alone in the world as a man might find him­self.

			I had made little ac­quaint­ance with the his­tory of my an­cest­ors. Al­most the only thing I knew con­cern­ing them was, that a not­able num­ber of them had been giv­en to study. I had my­self so far in­her­ited the tend­ency as to de­vote a good deal of my time, though, I con­fess, after a some­what des­ultory fash­ion, to the phys­ic­al sci­ences. It was chiefly the won­der they woke that drew me. I was con­stantly see­ing, and on the out­look to see, strange ana­lo­gies, not only between the facts of dif­fer­ent sci­ences of the same or­der, or between phys­ic­al and meta­phys­ic­al facts, but between phys­ic­al hy­po­theses and sug­ges­tions glim­mer­ing out of the meta­phys­ic­al dreams in­to which I was in the habit of fall­ing. I was at the same time much giv­en to a pre­ma­ture in­dul­gence of the im­pulse to turn hy­po­thes­is in­to the­ory. Of my men­tal pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies there is no oc­ca­sion to say more.

			The house as well as the fam­ily was of some an­tiquity, but no de­scrip­tion of it is ne­ces­sary to the un­der­stand­ing of my nar­rat­ive. It con­tained a fine lib­rary, whose growth began be­fore the in­ven­tion of print­ing, and had con­tin­ued to my own time, greatly in­flu­enced, of course, by changes of taste and pur­suit. Noth­ing surely can more im­press upon a man the trans­it­ory nature of pos­ses­sion than his suc­ceed­ing to an an­cient prop­erty! Like a mov­ing pan­or­ama mine has passed from be­fore many eyes, and is now slowly flit­ting from be­fore my own.

			The lib­rary, al­though duly con­sidered in many al­ter­a­tions of the house and ad­di­tions to it, had nev­er­the­less, like an en­croach­ing state, ab­sorbed one room after an­oth­er un­til it oc­cu­pied the great­er part of the ground floor. Its chief room was large, and the walls of it were covered with books al­most to the ceil­ing; the rooms in­to which it over­flowed were of vari­ous sizes and shapes, and com­mu­nic­ated in modes as vari­ous—by doors, by open arches, by short pas­sages, by steps up and steps down.

			In the great room I mainly spent my time, read­ing books of sci­ence, old as well as new; for the his­tory of the hu­man mind in re­la­tion to sup­posed know­ledge was what most of all in­ter­ested me. Ptolemy, Dante, the two Ba­cons, and Boyle were even more to me than Dar­win or Max­well, as so much near­er the van­ished van break­ing in­to the dark of ig­nor­ance.

			In the even­ing of a gloomy day of Au­gust I was sit­ting in my usu­al place, my back to one of the win­dows, read­ing. It had rained the great­er part of the morn­ing and af­ter­noon, but just as the sun was set­ting, the clouds par­ted in front of him, and he shone in­to the room. I rose and looked out of the win­dow. In the centre of the great lawn the feath­er­ing top of the foun­tain column was filled with his red glory. I turned to re­sume my seat, when my eye was caught by the same glory on the one pic­ture in the room—a por­trait, in a sort of niche or little shrine sunk for it in the ex­panse of book-filled shelves. I knew it as the like­ness of one of my an­cest­ors, but had nev­er even wondered why it hung there alone, and not in the gal­lery, or one of the great rooms, among the oth­er fam­ily por­traits. The dir­ect sun­light brought out the paint­ing won­der­fully; for the first time I seemed to see it, and for the first time it seemed to re­spond to my look. With my eyes full of the light re­flec­ted from it, some­thing, I can­not tell what, made me turn and cast a glance to the farther end of the room, when I saw, or seemed to see, a tall fig­ure reach­ing up a hand to a book­shelf. The next in­stant, my vis­ion ap­par­ently rec­ti­fied by the com­par­at­ive dusk, I saw no one, and con­cluded that my op­tic nerves had been mo­ment­ar­ily af­fected from with­in.

			I re­sumed my read­ing, and would doubt­less have for­got­ten the vague, evan­es­cent im­pres­sion, had it not been that, hav­ing oc­ca­sion a mo­ment after to con­sult a cer­tain volume, I found but a gap in the row where it ought to have stood, and the same in­stant re­membered that just there I had seen, or fan­cied I saw, the old man in search of a book. I looked all about the spot but in vain. The next morn­ing, how­ever, there it was, just where I had thought to find it! I knew of no one in the house likely to be in­ter­ested in such a book.

			Three days after, an­oth­er and yet odder thing took place.

			In one of the walls was the low, nar­row door of a closet, con­tain­ing some of the old­est and rarest of the books. It was a very thick door, with a pro­ject­ing frame, and it had been the fancy of some an­cest­or to cross it with shal­low shelves, filled with book-backs only. The harm­less trick may be ex­cused by the fact that the titles on the sham backs were either hu­mor­ously ori­gin­al, or those of books lost bey­ond hope of re­cov­ery. I had a great lik­ing for the masked door.

			To com­plete the il­lu­sion of it, some in­vent­ive work­man ap­par­ently had shoved in, on the top of one of the rows, a part of a volume thin enough to lie between it and the bot­tom of the next shelf: he had cut away di­ag­on­ally a con­sid­er­able por­tion, and fixed the rem­nant with one of its open corners pro­ject­ing bey­ond the book-backs. The bind­ing of the mu­til­ated volume was limp vel­lum, and one could open the corner far enough to see that it was ma­nu­script upon parch­ment.

			Hap­pen­ing, as I sat read­ing, to raise my eyes from the page, my glance fell upon this door, and at once I saw that the book de­scribed, if book it may be called, was gone. An­gri­er than any worth I knew in it jus­ti­fied, I rang the bell, and the but­ler ap­peared. When I asked him if he knew what had be­fallen it, he turned pale, and as­sured me he did not. I could less eas­ily doubt his word than my own eyes, for he had been all his life in the fam­ily, and a more faith­ful ser­vant nev­er lived. He left on me the im­pres­sion, nev­er­the­less, that he could have said some­thing more.

			In the af­ter­noon I was again read­ing in the lib­rary, and com­ing to a point which de­man­ded re­flec­tion, I lowered the book and let my eyes go wan­der­ing. The same mo­ment I saw the back of a slender old man, in a long, dark coat, shiny as from much wear, in the act of dis­ap­pear­ing through the masked door in­to the closet bey­ond. I dar­ted across the room, found the door shut, pulled it open, looked in­to the closet, which had no oth­er is­sue, and, see­ing nobody, con­cluded, not without un­eas­i­ness, that I had had a re­cur­rence of my former il­lu­sion, and sat down again to my read­ing.

			Nat­ur­ally, how­ever, I could not help feel­ing a little nervous, and presently glan­cing up to as­sure my­self that I was in­deed alone, star­ted again to my feet, and ran to the masked door—for there was the mu­til­ated volume in its place! I laid hold of it and pulled: it was firmly fixed as usu­al!

			I was now ut­terly be­wildered. I rang the bell; the but­ler came; I told him all I had seen, and he told me all he knew.

			He had hoped, he said, that the old gen­tle­man was go­ing to be for­got­ten; it was well no one but my­self had seen him. He had heard a good deal about him when first he served in the house, but by de­grees he had ceased to be men­tioned, and he had been very care­ful not to al­lude to him.

			“The place was haunted by an old gen­tle­man, was it?” I said.

			He answered that at one time every­body be­lieved it, but the fact that I had nev­er heard of it seemed to im­ply that the thing had come to an end and was for­got­ten.

			I ques­tioned him as to what he had seen of the old gen­tle­man.

			He had nev­er seen him, he said, al­though he had been in the house from the day my fath­er was eight years old. My grand­fath­er would nev­er hear a word on the mat­ter, de­clar­ing that who­ever al­luded to it should be dis­missed without a mo­ment’s warn­ing: it was noth­ing but a pre­text of the maids, he said, for run­ning in­to the arms of the men! but old Sir Ral­ph be­lieved in noth­ing he could not see or lay hold of. Not one of the maids ever said she had seen the ap­par­i­tion, but a foot­man had left the place be­cause of it.

			An an­cient wo­man in the vil­lage had told him a le­gend con­cern­ing a Mr. Raven, long time lib­rar­i­an to “that Sir Up­ward whose por­trait hangs there among the books.” Sir Up­ward was a great read­er, she said—not of such books only as were whole­some for men to read, but of strange, for­bid­den, and evil books; and in so do­ing, Mr. Raven, who was prob­ably the dev­il him­self, en­cour­aged him. Sud­denly they both dis­ap­peared, and Sir Up­ward was nev­er after seen or heard of, but Mr. Raven con­tin­ued to show him­self at un­cer­tain in­ter­vals in the lib­rary. There were some who be­lieved he was not dead; but both he and the old wo­man held it easi­er to be­lieve that a dead man might re­vis­it the world he had left, than that one who went on liv­ing for hun­dreds of years should be a man at all.

			He had nev­er heard that Mr. Raven meddled with any­thing in the house, but he might per­haps con­sider him­self priv­ileged in re­gard to the books. How the old wo­man had learned so much about him he could not tell; but the de­scrip­tion she gave of him cor­res­pon­ded ex­actly with the fig­ure I had just seen.

			“I hope it was but a friendly call on the part of the old gen­tle­man!” he con­cluded, with a troubled smile.

			I told him I had no ob­jec­tion to any num­ber of vis­its from Mr. Raven, but it would be well he should keep to his res­ol­u­tion of say­ing noth­ing about him to the ser­vants. Then I asked him if he had ever seen the mu­til­ated volume out of its place; he answered that he nev­er had, and had al­ways thought it a fix­ture. With that he went to it, and gave it a pull: it seemed im­mov­able.

		
	
		
			
				II

				The Mir­ror

			
			Noth­ing more happened for some days. I think it was about a week after, when what I have now to tell took place.

			I had of­ten thought of the ma­nu­script frag­ment, and re­peatedly tried to dis­cov­er some way of re­leas­ing it, but in vain: I could not find out what held it fast.

			But I had for some time in­ten­ded a thor­ough over­haul­ing of the books in the closet, its at­mo­sphere caus­ing me un­eas­i­ness as to their con­di­tion. One day the in­ten­tion sud­denly be­came a re­solve, and I was in the act of rising from my chair to make a be­gin­ning, when I saw the old lib­rar­i­an mov­ing from the door of the closet to­ward the farther end of the room. I ought rather to say only that I caught sight of some­thing shad­owy from which I re­ceived the im­pres­sion of a slight, stoop­ing man, in a shabby dress-coat reach­ing al­most to his heels, the tails of which, dis­part­ing a little as he walked, re­vealed thin legs in black stock­ings, and large feet in wide, slip­per-like shoes.

			At once I fol­lowed him: I might be fol­low­ing a shad­ow, but I nev­er doubted I was fol­low­ing some­thing. He went out of the lib­rary in­to the hall, and across to the foot of the great stair­case, then up the stairs to the first floor, where lay the chief rooms. Past these rooms, I fol­low­ing close, he con­tin­ued his way, through a wide cor­ridor, to the foot of a nar­row­er stair lead­ing to the second floor. Up that he went also, and when I reached the top, strange as it may seem, I found my­self in a re­gion al­most un­known to me. I nev­er had broth­er or sis­ter to in­cite to such romps as make chil­dren fa­mil­i­ar with nook and cranny; I was a mere child when my guard­i­an took me away; and I had nev­er seen the house again un­til, about a month be­fore, I re­turned to take pos­ses­sion.

			Through pas­sage after pas­sage we came to a door at the bot­tom of a wind­ing wooden stair, which we as­cen­ded. Every step creaked un­der my foot, but I heard no sound from that of my guide. Some­where in the middle of the stair I lost sight of him, and from the top of it the shad­owy shape was nowhere vis­ible. I could not even ima­gine I saw him. The place was full of shad­ows, but he was not one of them.

			I was in the main gar­ret, with huge beams and rafters over my head, great spaces around me, a door here and there in sight, and long vis­tas whose gloom was thinned by a few lurk­ing cob­webbed win­dows and small dusky sky­lights. I gazed with a strange ming­ling of awe and pleas­ure: the wide ex­panse of gar­ret was my own, and un­ex­plored!

			In the middle of it stood an un­painted en­clos­ure of rough planks, the door of which was ajar. Think­ing Mr. Raven might be there, I pushed the door, and entered.

			The small cham­ber was full of light, but such as dwells in places deser­ted: it had a dull, dis­con­sol­ate look, as if it found it­self of no use, and re­gret­ted hav­ing come. A few rather dim sun­rays, mark­ing their track through the cloud of motes that had just been stirred up, fell upon a tall mir­ror with a dusty face, old-fash­ioned and rather nar­row—in ap­pear­ance an or­din­ary glass. It had an ebony frame, on the top of which stood a black eagle, with out­stretched wings, in his beak a golden chain, from whose end hung a black ball.

			I had been look­ing at rather than in­to the mir­ror, when sud­denly I be­came aware that it re­flec­ted neither the cham­ber nor my own per­son. I have an im­pres­sion of hav­ing seen the wall melt away, but what fol­lowed is enough to ac­count for any un­cer­tainty:—could I have mis­taken for a mir­ror the glass that pro­tec­ted a won­der­ful pic­ture?

			I saw be­fore me a wild coun­try, broken and heathy. Des­ol­ate hills of no great height, but some­how of strange ap­pear­ance, oc­cu­pied the middle dis­tance; along the ho­ri­zon stretched the tops of a far-off moun­tain range; nearest me lay a tract of moor­land, flat and mel­an­choly.

			Be­ing short­sighted, I stepped closer to ex­am­ine the tex­ture of a stone in the im­me­di­ate fore­ground, and in the act es­pied, hop­ping to­ward me with solem­nity, a large and an­cient raven, whose purply black was here and there softened with gray. He seemed look­ing for worms as he came. No­wise as­ton­ished at the ap­pear­ance of a live creature in a pic­ture, I took an­oth­er step for­ward to see him bet­ter, stumbled over some­thing—doubt­less the frame of the mir­ror—and stood nose to beak with the bird: I was in the open air, on a house­less heath!

		
	
		
			
				III

				The Raven

			
			I turned and looked be­hind me: all was vague and un­cer­tain, as when one can­not dis­tin­guish between fog and field, between cloud and moun­tain­side. One fact only was plain—that I saw noth­ing I knew. Ima­gin­ing my­self in­volved in a visu­al il­lu­sion, and that touch would cor­rect sight, I stretched my arms and felt about me, walk­ing in this dir­ec­tion and that, if haply, where I could see noth­ing, I might yet come in con­tact with some­thing; but my search was vain. In­stinct­ively then, as to the only liv­ing thing near me, I turned to the raven, which stood a little way off, re­gard­ing me with an ex­pres­sion at once re­spect­ful and quiz­zical. Then the ab­surdity of seek­ing coun­sel from such a one struck me, and I turned again, over­whelmed with be­wil­der­ment, not un­mingled with fear. Had I wandered in­to a re­gion where both the ma­ter­i­al and psych­ic­al re­la­tions of our world had ceased to hold? Might a man at any mo­ment step bey­ond the realm of or­der, and be­come the sport of the law­less? Yet I saw the raven, felt the ground un­der my feet, and heard a sound as of wind in the lowly plants around me!

			“How did I get here?” I said—ap­par­ently aloud, for the ques­tion was im­me­di­ately answered.

			“You came through the door,” replied an odd, rather harsh voice.

			I looked be­hind, then all about me, but saw no hu­man shape. The ter­ror that mad­ness might be at hand laid hold upon me: must I hence­forth place no con­fid­ence either in my senses or my con­scious­ness? The same in­stant I knew it was the raven that had spoken, for he stood look­ing up at me with an air of wait­ing. The sun was not shin­ing, yet the bird seemed to cast a shad­ow, and the shad­ow seemed part of him­self.

			I beg my read­er to aid me in the en­deav­our to make my­self in­tel­li­gible—if here un­der­stand­ing be in­deed pos­sible between us. I was in a world, or call it a state of things, an eco­nomy of con­di­tions, an idea of ex­ist­ence, so little cor­res­pond­ent with the ways and modes of this world—which we are apt to think the only world, that the best choice I can make of word or phrase is but an ad­um­bra­tion of what I would con­vey. I be­gin in­deed to fear that I have un­der­taken an im­possib­il­ity, un­der­taken to tell what I can­not tell be­cause no speech at my com­mand will fit the forms in my mind. Already I have set down state­ments I would gladly change did I know how to sub­sti­tute a truer ut­ter­ance; but as of­ten as I try to fit the real­ity with near­er words, I find my­self in danger of los­ing the things them­selves, and feel like one in pro­cess of awak­ing from a dream, with the thing that seemed fa­mil­i­ar gradu­ally yet swiftly chan­ging through a suc­ces­sion of forms un­til its very nature is no longer re­cog­nis­able.

			I be­thought me that a bird cap­able of ad­dress­ing a man must have the right of a man to a civil an­swer; per­haps, as a bird, even a great­er claim.

			A tend­ency to croak caused a cer­tain rough­ness in his speech, but his voice was not dis­agree­able, and what he said, al­though con­vey­ing little en­light­en­ment, did not sound rude.

			“I did not come through any door,” I re­joined.

			“I saw you come through it!—saw you with my own an­cient eyes!” as­ser­ted the raven, pos­it­ively but not dis­respect­fully.

			“I nev­er saw any door!” I per­sisted.

			“Of course not!” he re­turned; “all the doors you had yet seen—and you haven’t seen many—were doors in; here you came upon a door out! The strange thing to you,” he went on thought­fully, “will be, that the more doors you go out of, the farther you get in!”

			“Ob­lige me by telling me where I am.”

			“That is im­possible. You know noth­ing about where­ness. The only way to come to know where you are is to be­gin to make your­self at home.”

			“How am I to be­gin that where everything is so strange?”

			“By do­ing some­thing.”

			“What?”

			“Any­thing; and the soon­er you be­gin the bet­ter! for un­til you are at home, you will find it as dif­fi­cult to get out as it is to get in.”

			“I have, un­for­tu­nately, found it too easy to get in; once out I shall not try again!”

			“You have stumbled in, and may, pos­sibly, stumble out again. Wheth­er you have got in un­for­tu­nately re­mains to be seen.”

			“Do you nev­er go out, sir?”

			“When I please I do, but not of­ten, or for long. Your world is such a half-baked sort of place, it is at once so child­ish and so self-sat­is­fied—in fact, it is not suf­fi­ciently de­veloped for an old raven—at your ser­vice!”

			“Am I wrong, then, in pre­sum­ing that a man is su­per­i­or to a bird?”

			“That is as it may be. We do not waste our in­tel­lects in gen­er­al­ising, but take man or bird as we find him.—I think it is now my turn to ask you a ques­tion!”

			“You have the best of rights,” I replied, “in the fact that you can do so!”

			“Well answered!” he re­joined. “Tell me, then, who you are—if you hap­pen to know.”

			“How should I help know­ing? I am my­self, and must know!”

			“If you know you are your­self, you know that you are not some­body else; but do you know that you are your­self? Are you sure you are not your own fath­er?—or, ex­cuse me, your own fool?—Who are you, pray?”

			I be­came at once aware that I could give him no no­tion of who I was. In­deed, who was I? It would be no an­swer to say I was who! Then I un­der­stood that I did not know my­self, did not know what I was, had no grounds on which to de­term­ine that I was one and not an­oth­er. As for the name I went by in my own world, I had for­got­ten it, and did not care to re­call it, for it meant noth­ing, and what it might be was plainly of no con­sequence here. I had in­deed al­most for­got­ten that there it was a cus­tom for every­body to have a name! So I held my peace, and it was my wis­dom; for what should I say to a creature such as this raven, who saw through ac­ci­dent in­to en­tity?

			“Look at me,” he said, “and tell me who I am.”

			As he spoke, he turned his back, and in­stantly I knew him. He was no longer a raven, but a man above the middle height with a stoop, very thin, and wear­ing a long black tail­coat. Again he turned, and I saw him a raven.

			“I have seen you be­fore, sir,” I said, feel­ing fool­ish rather than sur­prised.

			“How can you say so from see­ing me be­hind?” he re­joined. “Did you ever see your­self be­hind? You have nev­er seen your­self at all!—Tell me now, then, who I am.”

			“I humbly beg your par­don,” I answered: “I be­lieve you were once the lib­rar­i­an of our house, but more who I do not know.”

			“Why do you beg my par­don?”

			“Be­cause I took you for a raven,” I said—see­ing him be­fore me as plainly a raven as bird or man could look.

			“You did me no wrong,” he re­turned. “Call­ing me a raven, or think­ing me one, you al­lowed me ex­ist­ence, which is the sum of what one can de­mand of his fel­low-be­ings. There­fore, in re­turn, I will give you a les­son:—No one can say he is him­self, un­til first he knows that he is, and then what him­self is. In fact, nobody is him­self, and him­self is nobody. There is more in it than you can see now, but not more than you need to see. You have, I fear, got in­to this re­gion too soon, but none the less you must get to be at home in it; for home, as you may or may not know, is the only place where you can go out and in. There are places you can go in­to, and places you can go out of; but the one place, if you do but find it, where you may go out and in both, is home.”

			He turned to walk away, and again I saw the lib­rar­i­an. He did not ap­pear to have changed, only to have taken up his shad­ow. I know this seems non­sense, but I can­not help it.

			I gazed after him un­til I saw him no more; but wheth­er dis­tance hid him, or he dis­ap­peared among the heath­er, I can­not tell.

			Could it be that I was dead, I thought, and did not know it? Was I in what we used to call the world bey­ond the grave? and must I wander about seek­ing my place in it? How was I to find my­self at home? The raven said I must do some­thing: what could I do here?—And would that make me some­body? for now, alas, I was nobody!

			I took the way Mr. Raven had gone, and went slowly after him. Presently I saw a wood of tall slender pine-trees, and turned to­ward it. The odour of it met me on my way, and I made haste to bury my­self in it.

			Plunged at length in its twi­light glooms, I spied be­fore me some­thing with a shine, stand­ing between two of the stems. It had no col­our, but was like the trans­lu­cent trem­bling of the hot air that rises, in a ra­di­ant sum­mer noon, from the sun­baked ground, vi­brant like the smit­ten chords of a mu­sic­al in­stru­ment. What it was grew no plain­er as I went near­er, and when I came close up, I ceased to see it, only the form and col­our of the trees bey­ond seemed strangely un­cer­tain. I would have passed between the stems, but re­ceived a slight shock, stumbled, and fell. When I rose, I saw be­fore me the wooden wall of the gar­ret cham­ber. I turned, and there was the mir­ror, on whose top the black eagle seemed but that mo­ment to have perched.

			Ter­ror seized me, and I fled. Out­side the cham­ber the wide gar­ret spaces had an un­canny look. They seemed to have long been wait­ing for some­thing; it had come, and they were wait­ing again! A shud­der went through me on the wind­ing stair: the house had grown strange to me! some­thing was about to leap upon me from be­hind! I dar­ted down the spir­al, struck against the wall and fell, rose and ran. On the next floor I lost my way, and had gone through sev­er­al pas­sages a second time ere I found the head of the stair. At the top of the great stair I had come to my­self a little, and in a few mo­ments I sat re­cov­er­ing my breath in the lib­rary.

			Noth­ing should ever again make me go up that last ter­rible stair! The gar­ret at the top of it per­vaded the whole house! It sat upon it, threat­en­ing to crush me out of it! The brood­ing brain of the build­ing, it was full of mys­ter­i­ous dwell­ers, one or oth­er of whom might any mo­ment ap­pear in the lib­rary where I sat! I was nowhere safe! I would let, I would sell the dread­ful place, in which an aer­i­al portal stood ever open to creatures whose life was oth­er than hu­man! I would pur­chase a crag in Switzer­land, and there­on build a wooden nest of one story with nev­er a gar­ret above it, guarded by some grand old peak that would send down noth­ing worse than a few tons of whelm­ing rock!

			I knew all the time that my think­ing was fool­ish, and was even aware of a cer­tain un­der­tone of con­temp­tu­ous hu­mour in it; but sud­denly it was checked, and I seemed again to hear the croak of the raven.

			“If I know noth­ing of my own gar­ret,” I thought, “what is there to se­cure me against my own brain? Can I tell what it is even now gen­er­at­ing?—what thought it may present me the next mo­ment, the next month, or a year away? What is at the heart of my brain? What is be­hind my think? Am I there at all?—Who, what am I?”

			I could no more an­swer the ques­tion now than when the raven put it to me in—at—“Where in?—where at?” I said, and gave my­self up as know­ing any­thing of my­self or the uni­verse.

			I star­ted to my feet, hur­ried across the room to the masked door, where the mu­til­ated volume, stick­ing out from the flat of soul­less, bod­i­less, nonex­ist­ent books, ap­peared to beck­on me, went down on my knees, and opened it as far as its po­s­i­tion would per­mit, but could see noth­ing. I got up again, lighted a taper, and peep­ing as in­to a pair of re­luct­ant jaws, per­ceived that the ma­nu­script was verse. Fur­ther I could not carry dis­cov­ery. Be­gin­nings of lines were vis­ible on the left-hand page, and ends of lines on the oth­er; but I could not, of course, get at the be­gin­ning and end of a single line, and was un­able, in what I could read, to make any guess at the sense. The mere words, how­ever, woke in me feel­ings which to de­scribe was, from their strange­ness, im­possible. Some dreams, some poems, some mu­sic­al phrases, some pic­tures, wake feel­ings such as one nev­er had be­fore, new in col­our and form—spir­itu­al sen­sa­tions, as it were, hitherto un­proved: here, some of the phrases, some of the sense­less half-lines, some even of the in­di­vidu­al words af­fected me in sim­il­ar fash­ion—as with the aroma of an idea, rous­ing in me a great long­ing to know what the poem or poems might, even yet in their mu­til­a­tion, hold or sug­gest.

			I copied out a few of the lar­ger shreds at­tain­able, and tried hard to com­plete some of the lines, but without the least suc­cess. The only thing I gained in the ef­fort was so much wear­i­ness that, when I went to bed, I fell asleep at once and slept soundly.

			In the morn­ing all that hor­ror of the empty gar­ret spaces had left me.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Some­where or Nowhere?

			
			The sun was very bright, but I doubted if the day would long be fine, and looked in­to the milky sap­phire I wore, to see wheth­er the star in it was clear. It was even less defined than I had ex­pec­ted. I rose from the break­fast-table, and went to the win­dow to glance at the stone again. There had been heavy rain in the night, and on the lawn was a thrush break­ing his way in­to the shell of a snail.

			As I was turn­ing my ring about to catch the re­sponse of the star to the sun, I spied a keen black eye gaz­ing at me out of the milky misty blue. The sight startled me so that I dropped the ring, and when I picked it up the eye was gone from it. The same mo­ment the sun was ob­scured; a dark va­pour covered him, and in a minute or two the whole sky was clouded. The air had grown sul­try, and a gust of wind came sud­denly. A mo­ment more and there was a flash of light­ning, with a single sharp thun­der­clap. Then the rain fell in tor­rents.

			I had opened the win­dow, and stood there look­ing out at the pre­cip­it­ous rain, when I descried a raven walk­ing to­ward me over the grass, with sol­emn gait, and ut­ter dis­reg­ard of the fall­ing de­luge. Sus­pect­ing who he was, I con­grat­u­lated my­self that I was safe on the ground-floor. At the same time I had a con­vic­tion that, if I were not care­ful, some­thing would hap­pen.

			He came near­er and near­er, made a pro­found bow, and with a sud­den winged leap stood on the win­dowsill. Then he stepped over the ledge, jumped down in­to the room, and walked to the door. I thought he was on his way to the lib­rary, and fol­lowed him, de­term­ined, if he went up the stair, not to take one step after him. He turned, how­ever, neither to­ward the lib­rary nor the stair, but to a little door that gave upon a grass-patch in a nook between two por­tions of the ram­bling old house. I made haste to open it for him. He stepped out in­to its creep­er-covered porch, and stood look­ing at the rain, which fell like a huge thin catar­act; I stood in the door be­hind him. The second flash came, and was fol­lowed by a lengthened roll of more dis­tant thun­der. He turned his head over his shoulder and looked at me, as much as to say, “You hear that?” then swiv­elled it round again, and anew con­tem­plated the weath­er, ap­par­ently with ap­prob­a­tion. So hu­man were his pose and car­riage and the way he kept turn­ing his head, that I re­marked al­most in­vol­un­tar­ily,

			“Fine weath­er for the worms, Mr. Raven!”

			“Yes,” he answered, in the rather croaky voice I had learned to know, “the ground will be nice for them to get out and in!—It must be a grand time on the steppes of Ur­anus!” he ad­ded, with a glance up­ward; “I be­lieve it is rain­ing there too; it was, all the last week!”

			“Why should that make it a grand time?” I asked.

			“Be­cause the an­im­als there are all bur­row­ers,” he answered, “—like the field-mice and the moles here.—They will be, for ages to come.”

			“How do you know that, if I may be so bold?” I re­joined.

			“As any­one would who had been there to see,” he replied. “It is a great sight, un­til you get used to it, when the earth gives a heave, and out comes a beast. You might think it a hairy ele­phant or a deinotheri­um—but none of the an­im­als are the same as we have ever had here. I was al­most frightened my­self the first time I saw the dry-bog-ser­pent come wal­low­ing out—such a head and mane! and such eyes!—but the shower is nearly over. It will stop dir­ectly after the next thun­der­clap. There it is!”

			A flash came with the words, and in about half a minute the thun­der. Then the rain ceased.

			“Now we should be go­ing!” said the raven, and stepped to the front of the porch.

			“Go­ing where?” I asked.

			“Go­ing where we have to go,” he answered. “You did not surely think you had got home? I told you there was no go­ing out and in at pleas­ure un­til you were at home!”

			“I do not want to go,” I said.

			“That does not make any dif­fer­ence—at least not much,” he answered. “This is the way!”

			“I am quite con­tent where I am.”

			“You think so, but you are not. Come along.”

			He hopped from the porch onto the grass, and turned, wait­ing.

			“I will not leave the house today,” I said with ob­stin­acy.

			“You will come in­to the garden!” re­joined the raven.

			“I give in so far,” I replied, and stepped from the porch.

			The sun broke through the clouds, and the rain­drops flashed and sparkled on the grass. The raven was walk­ing over it.

			“You will wet your feet!” I cried.

			“And mire my beak,” he answered, im­me­di­ately plunging it deep in the sod, and draw­ing out a great wrig­gling red worm. He threw back his head, and tossed it in the air. It spread great wings, gor­geous in red and black, and soared aloft.

			“Tut! tut!” I ex­claimed; “you mis­take, Mr. Raven: worms are not the lar­vae of but­ter­flies!”

			“Nev­er mind,” he croaked; “it will do for once! I’m not a read­ing man at present, but sex­ton at the—at a cer­tain grave­yard—cemetery, more prop­erly—in—at—no mat­ter where!”

			“I see! you can’t keep your spade still: and when you have noth­ing to bury, you must dig some­thing up! Only you should mind what it is be­fore you make it fly! No creature should be al­lowed to for­get what and where it came from!”

			“Why?” said the raven.

			“Be­cause it will grow proud, and cease to re­cog­nise its su­per­i­ors.”

			No man knows it when he is mak­ing an idi­ot of him­self.

			“Where do the worms come from?” said the raven, as if sud­denly grown curi­ous to know.

			“Why, from the earth, as you have just seen!” I answered.

			“Yes, last!” he replied. “But they can’t have come from it first—for that will nev­er go back to it!” he ad­ded, look­ing up.

			I looked up also, but could see noth­ing save a little dark cloud, the edges of which were red, as if with the light of the sun­set.

			“Surely the sun is not go­ing down!” I ex­claimed, struck with amazement.

			“Oh, no!” re­turned the raven. “That red be­longs to the worm.”

			“You see what comes of mak­ing creatures for­get their ori­gin!” I cried with some warmth.

			“It is well, surely, if it be to rise high­er and grow lar­ger!” he re­turned. “But in­deed I only teach them to find it!”

			“Would you have the air full of worms?”

			“That is the busi­ness of a sex­ton. If only the rest of the clergy un­der­stood it as well!”

			In went his beak again through the soft turf, and out came the wrig­gling worm. He tossed it in the air, and away it flew.

			I looked be­hind me, and gave a cry of dis­may: I had but that mo­ment de­clared I would not leave the house, and already I was a stranger in the strange land!

			“What right have you to treat me so, Mr. Raven?” I said with deep of­fence. “Am I, or am I not, a free agent?”

			“A man is as free as he chooses to make him­self, nev­er an atom freer,” answered the raven.

			“You have no right to make me do things against my will!”

			“When you have a will, you will find that no one can.”

			“You wrong me in the very es­sence of my in­di­vidu­al­ity!” I per­sisted.

			“If you were an in­di­vidu­al I could not, there­fore now I do not. You are but be­gin­ning to be­come an in­di­vidu­al.”

			All about me was a pine-forest, in which my eyes were already search­ing deep, in the hope of dis­cov­er­ing an un­ac­count­able glim­mer, and so find­ing my way home. But, alas! how could I any longer call that house home, where every door, every win­dow opened in­to out, and even the garden I could not keep in­side!

			I sup­pose I looked dis­com­fited.

			“Per­haps it may com­fort you,” said the raven, “to be told that you have not yet left your house, neither has your house left you. At the same time it can­not con­tain you, or you in­hab­it it!”

			“I do not un­der­stand you,” I replied. “Where am I?”

			“In the re­gion of the sev­en di­men­sions,” he answered, with a curi­ous noise in his throat, and a flut­ter of his tail. “You had bet­ter fol­low me care­fully now for a mo­ment, lest you should hurt someone!”

			“There is nobody to hurt but your­self, Mr. Raven! I con­fess I should rather like to hurt you!”

			“That you see nobody is where the danger lies. But you see that large tree to your left, about thirty yards away?”

			“Of course I do: why should I not?” I answered testily.

			“Ten minutes ago you did not see it, and now you do not know where it stands!”

			“I do.”

			“Where do you think it stands?”

			“Why there, where you know it is!”

			“Where is there?”

			“You both­er me with your silly ques­tions!” I cried. “I am grow­ing tired of you!”

			“That tree stands on the hearth of your kit­chen, and grows nearly straight up its chim­ney,” he said.

			“Now I know you are mak­ing game of me!” I answered, with a laugh of scorn.

			“Was I mak­ing game of you when you dis­covered me look­ing out of your star-sap­phire yes­ter­day?”

			“That was this morn­ing—not an hour ago!”

			“I have been widen­ing your ho­ri­zon longer than that, Mr. Vane; but nev­er mind!”

			“You mean you have been mak­ing a fool of me!” I said, turn­ing from him.

			“Ex­cuse me: no one can do that but your­self!”

			“And I de­cline to do it.”

			“You mis­take.”

			“How?”

			“In de­clin­ing to ac­know­ledge your­self one already. You make your­self such by re­fus­ing what is true, and for that you will sorely pun­ish your­self.”

			“How, again?”

			“By be­liev­ing what is not true.”

			“Then, if I walk to the oth­er side of that tree, I shall walk through the kit­chen fire?”

			“Cer­tainly. You would first, how­ever, walk through the lady at the pi­ano in the break­fast-room. That rose­bush is close by her. You would give her a ter­rible start!”

			“There is no lady in the house!”

			“In­deed! Is not your house­keep­er a lady? She is coun­ted such in a cer­tain coun­try where all are ser­vants, and the liv­er­ies one and mul­ti­tudin­ous!”

			“She can­not use the pi­ano, any­how!”

			“Her niece can: she is there—a well-edu­cated girl and a cap­it­al mu­si­cian.”

			“Ex­cuse me; I can­not help it: you seem to me to be talk­ing sheer non­sense!”

			“If you could but hear the mu­sic! Those great long heads of wild hy­acinth are in­side the pi­ano, among the strings of it, and give that pe­cu­li­ar sweet­ness to her play­ing!—Par­don me: I for­got your deaf­ness!”

			“Two ob­jects,” I said, “can­not ex­ist in the same place at the same time!”

			“Can they not? I did not know!—I re­mem­ber now they do teach that with you. It is a great mis­take—one of the greatest ever wiseacre made! No man of the uni­verse, only a man of the world could have said so!”

			“You a lib­rar­i­an, and talk such rub­bish!” I cried. “Plainly, you did not read many of the books in your charge!”

			“Oh, yes! I went through all in your lib­rary—at the time, and came out at the oth­er side not much the wiser. I was a book­worm then, but when I came to know it, I woke among the but­ter­flies. To be sure I have giv­en up read­ing for a good many years—ever since I was made sex­ton.—There! I smell Grieg’s Wed­ding March in the quiver of those rose-petals!”

			I went to the rose­bush and listened hard, but could not hear the thin­nest ghost of a sound; I only smelt some­thing I had nev­er be­fore smelt in any rose. It was still rose-odour, but with a dif­fer­ence, caused, I sup­pose, by the Wed­ding March.

			When I looked up, there was the bird by my side.

			“Mr. Raven,” I said, “for­give me for be­ing so rude: I was ir­rit­ated. Will you kindly show me my way home? I must go, for I have an ap­point­ment with my bailiff. One must not break faith with his ser­vants!”

			“You can­not break what was broken days ago!” he answered.

			“Do show me the way,” I pleaded.

			“I can­not,” he re­turned. “To go back, you must go through your­self, and that way no man can show an­oth­er.”

			En­treaty was vain. I must ac­cept my fate! But how was life to be lived in a world of which I had all the laws to learn? There would, how­ever, be ad­ven­ture! that held con­sol­a­tion; and wheth­er I found my way home or not, I should at least have the rare ad­vant­age of know­ing two worlds!

			I had nev­er yet done any­thing to jus­ti­fy my ex­ist­ence; my former world was noth­ing the bet­ter for my so­journ in it: here, how­ever, I must earn, or in some way find, my bread! But I reasoned that, as I was not to blame in be­ing here, I might ex­pect to be taken care of here as well as there! I had had noth­ing to do with get­ting in­to the world I had just left, and in it I had found my­self heir to a large prop­erty! If that world, as I now saw, had a claim upon me be­cause I had eaten, and could eat again, upon this world I had a claim be­cause I must eat—when it would in re­turn have a claim on me!

			“There is no hurry,” said the raven, who stood re­gard­ing me; “we do not go much by the clock here. Still, the soon­er one be­gins to do what has to be done, the bet­ter! I will take you to my wife.”

			“Thank you. Let us go!” I answered, and im­me­di­ately he led the way.

		
	
		
			
				V

				The Old Church

			
			I fol­lowed him deep in­to the pine-forest. Neither of us said much while yet the sac­red gloom of it closed us round. We came to lar­ger and yet lar­ger trees—older, and more in­di­vidu­al, some of them grot­esque with age. Then the forest grew thin­ner.

			“You see that hawthorn?” said my guide at length, point­ing with his beak.

			I looked where the wood melted away on the edge of an open heath.

			“I see a gnarled old man, with a great white head,” I answered.

			“Look again,” he re­joined: “it is a hawthorn.”

			“It seems in­deed an an­cient hawthorn; but this is not the sea­son for the hawthorn to blos­som!” I ob­jec­ted.

			“The sea­son for the hawthorn to blos­som,” he replied, “is when the hawthorn blos­soms. That tree is in the ru­ins of the church on your home-farm. You were go­ing to give some dir­ec­tions to the bailiff about its church­yard, were you not, the morn­ing of the thun­der?”

			“I was go­ing to tell him I wanted it turned in­to a wil­der­ness of rose-trees, and that the plough must nev­er come with­in three yards of it.”

			“Listen!” said the raven, seem­ing to hold his breath.

			I listened, and heard—was it the sigh­ing of a far-off mu­sic­al wind—or the ghost of a mu­sic that had once been glad? Or did I in­deed hear any­thing?

			“They go there still,” said the raven.

			“Who goes there? and where do they go?” I asked.

			“Some of the people who used to pray there, go to the ru­ins still,” he replied. “But they will not go much longer, I think.”

			“What makes them go now?”

			“They need help from each oth­er to get their think­ing done, and their feel­ings hatched, so they talk and sing to­geth­er; and then, they say, the big thought floats out of their hearts like a great ship out of the river at high wa­ter.”

			“Do they pray as well as sing?”

			“No; they have found that each can best pray in his own si­lent heart.—Some people are al­ways at their pray­ers.—Look! look! There goes one!”

			He poin­ted right up in­to the air. A snow-white pi­geon was mount­ing, with quick and yet quick­er wing-flap, the un­seen spir­al of an eth­er­e­al stair. The sun­shine flashed quiv­er­ing from its wings.

			“I see a pi­geon!” I said.

			“Of course you see a pi­geon,” re­joined the raven, “for there is the pi­geon! I see a pray­er on its way.—I won­der now what heart is that dove’s moth­er! Someone may have come awake in my cemetery!”

			“How can a pi­geon be a pray­er?” I said. “I un­der­stand, of course, how it should be a fit sym­bol or like­ness for one; but a live pi­geon to come out of a heart!”

			“It must puzzle you! It can­not fail to do so!”

			“A pray­er is a thought, a thing spir­itu­al!” I pur­sued.

			“Very true! But if you un­der­stood any world be­sides your own, you would un­der­stand your own much bet­ter.—When a heart is really alive, then it is able to think live things. There is one heart all whose thoughts are strong, happy creatures, and whose very dreams are lives. When some pray, they lift heavy thoughts from the ground, only to drop them on it again; oth­ers send up their pray­ers in liv­ing shapes, this or that, the nearest like­ness to each. All live things were thoughts to be­gin with, and are fit there­fore to be used by those that think. When one says to the great Thinker:—‘Here is one of thy thoughts: I am think­ing it now!’ that is a pray­er—a word to the big heart from one of its own little hearts.—Look, there is an­oth­er!”

			This time the raven poin­ted his beak down­ward—to some­thing at the foot of a block of gran­ite. I looked, and saw a little flower. I had nev­er seen one like it be­fore, and can­not ut­ter the feel­ing it woke in me by its gra­cious, trust­ing form, its col­our, and its odour as of a new world that was yet the old. I can only say that it sug­ges­ted an anemone, was of a pale rose-hue, and had a golden heart.

			“That is a pray­er-flower,” said the raven.

			“I nev­er saw such a flower be­fore!” I re­joined.

			“There is no oth­er such. Not one pray­er-flower is ever quite like an­oth­er,” he re­turned.

			“How do you know it a pray­er-flower?” I asked.

			“By the ex­pres­sion of it,” he answered. “More than that I can­not tell you. If you know it, you know it; if you do not, you do not.”

			“Could you not teach me to know a pray­er-flower when I see it?” I said.

			“I could not. But if I could, what bet­ter would you be? you would not know it of your­self and itself! Why know the name of a thing when the thing it­self you do not know? Whose work is it but your own to open your eyes? But in­deed the busi­ness of the uni­verse is to make such a fool of you that you will know your­self for one, and so be­gin to be wise!”

			But I did see that the flower was dif­fer­ent from any flower I had ever seen be­fore; there­fore I knew that I must be see­ing a shad­ow of the pray­er in it; and a great awe came over me to think of the heart listen­ing to the flower.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				The Sex­ton’s Cot­tage

			
			We had been for some time walk­ing over a rocky moor­land covered with dry plants and mosses, when I descried a little cot­tage in the farthest dis­tance. The sun was not yet down, but he was wrapt in a gray cloud. The heath looked as if it had nev­er been warm, and the wind blew strangely cold, as if from some re­gion where it was al­ways night.

			“Here we are at last!” said the raven. “What a long way it is! In half the time I could have gone to Para­dise and seen my cous­in—him, you re­mem­ber, who nev­er came back to Noah! Dear! dear! it is al­most winter!”

			“Winter!” I cried; “it seems but half a day since we left home!”

			“That is be­cause we have trav­elled so fast,” answered the raven. “In your world you can­not pull up the plumb-line you call grav­it­a­tion, and let the world spin round un­der your feet! But here is my wife’s house! She is very good to let me live with her, and call it the sex­ton’s cot­tage!”

			“But where is your church­yard—your cemetery—where you make your graves, I mean?” said I, see­ing noth­ing but the flat heath.

			The raven stretched his neck, held out his beak ho­ri­zont­ally, turned it slowly round to all the points of the com­pass, and said noth­ing.

			I fol­lowed the beak with my eyes, and lo, without church or graves, all was a church­yard! Wherever the dreary wind swept, there was the raven’s cemetery! He was sex­ton of all he sur­veyed! lord of all that was laid aside! I stood in the buri­al-ground of the uni­verse; its com­pass the un­en­closed heath, its wall the gray ho­ri­zon, low and star­less! I had left spring and sum­mer, au­tumn and sun­shine be­hind me, and come to the winter that waited for me! I had set out in the prime of my youth, and here I was already!—But I mis­took. The day might well be long in that re­gion, for it con­tained the sea­sons. Winter slept there, the night through, in his wind­ing-sheet of ice; with child­like smile, Spring came awake in the dawn; at noon, Sum­mer blazed abroad in her gor­geous beauty; with the slow-chan­ging af­ter­noon, old Au­tumn crept in, and died at the first breath of the va­por­ous, ghosty night.

			As we drew near the cot­tage, the clouded sun was rush­ing down the steep­est slope of the west, and he sank while we were yet a few yards from the door. The same in­stant I was as­sailed by a cold that seemed al­most a ma­ter­i­al pres­ence, and I struggled across the threshold as if from the clutches of an icy death. A wind swelled up on the moor, and rushed at the door as with dif­fi­culty I closed it be­hind me. Then all was still, and I looked about me.

			A candle burned on a deal table in the middle of the room, and the first thing I saw was the lid of a coffin, as I thought, set up against the wall; but it opened, for it was a door, and a wo­man entered. She was all in white—as white as new-fallen snow; and her face was as white as her dress, but not like snow, for at once it sug­ges­ted warmth. I thought her fea­tures were per­fect, but her eyes made me for­get them. The life of her face and her whole per­son was gathered and con­cen­trated in her eyes, where it be­came light. It might have been com­ing death that made her face lu­min­ous, but the eyes had life in them for a na­tion—large, and dark with a dark­ness ever deep­en­ing as I gazed. A whole night-heav­en lay con­densed in each pu­pil; all the stars were in its black­ness, and flashed; while round it for a ho­ri­zon lay coiled an iris of the etern­al twi­light. What any eye is, God only knows: her eyes must have been com­ing dir­ect out of his own! the still face might be a primev­al per­fec­tion; the live eyes were a con­tinu­ous cre­ation.

			“Here is Mr. Vane, wife!” said the raven.

			“He is wel­come,” she answered, in a low, rich, gentle voice. Treas­ures of im­mor­tal sound seemed to be bur­ied in it.

			I gazed, and could not speak.

			“I knew you would be glad to see him!” ad­ded the raven.

			She stood in front of the door by which she had entered, and did not come near­er.

			“Will he sleep?” she asked.

			“I fear not,” he replied; “he is neither weary nor heavy laden.”

			“Why then have you brought him?”

			“I have my fears it may prove pre­cip­it­ate.”

			“I do not quite un­der­stand you,” I said, with an un­easy fore­bod­ing as to what she meant, but a vague hope of some es­cape. “Surely a man must do a day’s work first!”

			I gazed in­to the white face of the wo­man, and my heart fluttered. She re­turned my gaze in si­lence.

			“Let me first go home,” I re­sumed, “and come again after I have found or made, in­ven­ted, or at least dis­covered some­thing!”

			“He has not yet learned that the day be­gins with sleep!” said the wo­man, turn­ing to her hus­band. “Tell him he must rest be­fore he can do any­thing!”

			“Men,” he answered, “think so much of hav­ing done, that they fall asleep upon it. They can­not empty an egg but they turn in­to the shell, and lie down!”

			The words drew my eyes from the wo­man to the raven.

			I saw no raven, but the lib­rar­i­an—the same slender eld­erly man, in a rusty black coat, large in the body and long in the tails. I had seen only his back be­fore; now for the first time I saw his face. It was so thin that it showed the shape of the bones un­der it, sug­gest­ing the skulls his last-claimed pro­fes­sion must have made him fa­mil­i­ar with. But in truth I had nev­er be­fore seen a face so alive, or a look so keen or so friendly as that in his pale blue eyes, which yet had a haze about them as if they had done much weep­ing.

			“You knew I was not a raven!” he said with a smile.

			“I knew you were Mr. Raven,” I replied; “but some­how I thought you a bird too!”

			“What made you think me a bird?”

			“You looked a raven, and I saw you dig worms out of the earth with your beak.”

			“And then?”

			“Toss them in the air.”

			“And then?”

			“They grew but­ter­flies, and flew away.”

			“Did you ever see a raven do that? I told you I was a sex­ton!”

			“Does a sex­ton toss worms in the air, and turn them in­to but­ter­flies?”

			“Yes.”

			“I nev­er saw one do it!”

			“You saw me do it!—But I am still lib­rar­i­an in your house, for I nev­er was dis­missed, and nev­er gave up the of­fice. Now I am lib­rar­i­an here as well.”

			“But you have just told me you were sex­ton here!”

			“So I am. It is much the same pro­fes­sion. Ex­cept you are a true sex­ton, books are but dead bod­ies to you, and a lib­rary noth­ing but a cata­comb!”

			“You be­wilder me!”

			“That’s all right!”

			A few mo­ments he stood si­lent. The wo­man, move­less as a statue, stood si­lent also by the coffin-door.

			“Upon oc­ca­sion,” said the sex­ton at length, “it is more con­veni­ent to put one’s bird-self in front. Every­one, as you ought to know, has a beast-self—and a bird-self, and a stu­pid fish-self, ay, and a creep­ing ser­pent-self too—which it takes a deal of crush­ing to kill! In truth he has also a tree-self and a crys­tal-self, and I don’t know how many selves more—all to get in­to har­mony. You can tell what sort a man is by his creature that comes of­ten­est to the front.”

			He turned to his wife, and I con­sidered him more closely. He was above the or­din­ary height, and stood more erect than when last I saw him. His face was, like his wife’s, very pale; its nose hand­somely en­cased the beak that had re­tired with­in it; its lips were very thin, and even they had no col­our, but their curves were beau­ti­ful, and about them quivered a shad­owy smile that had hu­mour in it as well as love and pity.

			“We are in want of some­thing to eat and drink, wife,” he said; “we have come a long way!”

			“You know, hus­band,” she answered, “we can give only to him that asks.”

			She turned her un­chan­ging face and ra­di­ant eyes upon mine.

			“Please give me some­thing to eat, Mrs. Raven,” I said, “and some­thing—what you will—to quench my thirst.”

			“Your thirst must be great­er be­fore you can have what will quench it,” she replied; “but what I can give you, I will gladly.”

			She went to a cup­board in the wall, brought from it bread and wine, and set them on the table.

			We sat down to the per­fect meal; and as I ate, the bread and wine seemed to go deep­er than the hun­ger and thirst. Anxi­ety and dis­com­fort van­ished; ex­pect­a­tion took their place.

			I grew very sleepy, and now first felt weary.

			“I have earned neither food nor sleep, Mrs. Raven,” I said, “but you have giv­en me the one freely, and now I hope you will give me the oth­er, for I sorely need it.”

			“Sleep is too fine a thing ever to be earned,” said the sex­ton; “it must be giv­en and ac­cep­ted, for it is a ne­ces­sity. But it would be per­il­ous to use this house as a halfway hostelry—for the re­pose of a night, that is, merely.”

			A wild-look­ing little black cat jumped on his knee as he spoke. He pat­ted it as one pats a child to make it go to sleep: he seemed to me pat­ting down the sod upon a grave—pat­ting it lov­ingly, with an in­ward lul­laby.

			“Here is one of Mara’s kit­tens!” he said to his wife: “will you give it some­thing and put it out? she may want it!”

			The wo­man took it from him gently, gave it a little piece of bread, and went out with it, clos­ing the door be­hind her.

			“How then am I to make use of your hos­pit­al­ity?” I asked.

			“By ac­cept­ing it to the full,” he answered.

			“I do not un­der­stand.”

			“In this house no one wakes of him­self.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause no one any­where ever wakes of him­self. You can wake your­self no more than you can make your­self.”

			“Then per­haps you or Mrs. Raven would kindly call me!” I said, still no­wise un­der­stand­ing, but feel­ing afresh that vague fore­bod­ing.

			“We can­not.”

			“How dare I then go to sleep?” I cried.

			“If you would have the rest of this house, you must not trouble your­self about wak­ing. You must go to sleep heart­ily, al­to­geth­er and out­right.” My soul sank with­in me.

			The sex­ton sat look­ing me in the face. His eyes seemed to say, “Will you not trust me?” I re­turned his gaze, and answered,

			“I will.”

			“Then come,” he said; “I will show you your couch.”

			As we rose, the wo­man came in. She took up the candle, turned to the in­ner door, and led the way. I went close be­hind her, and the sex­ton fol­lowed.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				The Cemetery

			
			The air as of an ice­house met me cross­ing the threshold. The door fell-to be­hind us. The sex­ton said some­thing to his wife that made her turn to­ward us.—What a change had passed upon her! It was as if the splend­our of her eyes had grown too much for them to hold, and, sink­ing in­to her coun­ten­ance, made it flash with a love­li­ness like that of Be­atrice in the white rose of the re­deemed. Life it­self, life etern­al, im­mor­tal, streamed from it, an un­broken light­ning. Even her hands shone with a white ra­di­ance, every “pearl-shell hel­met” gleam­ing like a moon­stone. Her beauty was over­power­ing; I was glad when she turned it from me.

			But the light of the candle reached such a little way, that at first I could see noth­ing of the place. Presently, how­ever, it fell on some­thing that glimmered, a little raised from the floor. Was it a bed? Could live thing sleep in such a mor­tal cold? Then surely it was no won­der it should not wake of it­self! Bey­ond that ap­peared a faint­er shine; and then I thought I descried un­cer­tain gleams on every side.

			A few paces brought us to the first; it was a hu­man form un­der a sheet, straight and still—wheth­er of man or wo­man I could not tell, for the light seemed to avoid the face as we passed.

			I soon per­ceived that we were walk­ing along an aisle of couches, on al­most every one of which, with its head to the pas­sage, lay some­thing asleep or dead, covered with a sheet white as snow. My soul grew si­lent with dread. Through aisle after aisle we went, among couches in­nu­mer­able. I could see only a few of them at once, but they were on all sides, van­ish­ing, as it seemed, in the in­fin­ite.—Was it here lay my choice of a bed? Must I go to sleep among the un­wak­ing, with no one to rouse me? Was this the sex­ton’s lib­rary? were these his books? Truly it was no halfway house, this cham­ber of the dead!

			“One of the cel­lars I am placed to watch!” re­marked Mr. Raven—in a low voice, as if fear­ing to dis­turb his si­lent guests. “Much wine is set here to ripen!—But it is dark for a stranger!” he ad­ded.

			“The moon is rising; she will soon be here,” said his wife, and her clear voice, low and sweet, soun­ded of an­cient sor­row long bid­den adieu.

			Even as she spoke the moon looked in at an open­ing in the wall, and a thou­sand gleams of white re­spon­ded to her shine. But not yet could I descry be­gin­ning or end of the couches. They stretched away and away, as if for all the dis­par­ted world to sleep upon. For along the far re­ced­ing nar­row ways, every couch stood by it­self, and on each slept a lonely sleep­er. I thought at first their sleep was death, but I soon saw it was some­thing deep­er still—a some­thing I did not know.

			The moon rose high­er, and shone through oth­er open­ings, but I could nev­er see enough of the place at once to know its shape or char­ac­ter; now it would re­semble a long cathed­ral nave, now a huge barn made in­to a dwell­ing of tombs. She looked colder than any moon in the frost­i­est night of the world, and where she shone dir­ect upon them, cast a blu­ish, icy gleam on the white sheets and the pal­lid coun­ten­ances—but it might be the faces that made the moon so cold!

			Of such as I could see, all were alike in the broth­er­hood of death, all un­like in the char­ac­ter and his­tory re­cor­ded upon them. Here lay a man who had died—for al­though this was not death, I have no oth­er name to give it—in the prime of manly strength; his dark beard seemed to flow like a lib­er­ated stream from the gla­ci­er of his frozen coun­ten­ance; his fore­head was smooth as pol­ished marble; a shad­ow of pain lingered about his lips, but only a shad­ow. On the next couch lay the form of a girl, passing lovely to be­hold. The sad­ness left on her face by part­ing was not yet ab­sorbed in per­fect peace, but ab­so­lute sub­mis­sion pos­sessed the pla­cid fea­tures, which bore no sign of wast­ing dis­ease, of “killing care or grief of heart”: if pain had been there, it was long charmed asleep, nev­er again to wake. Many were the beau­ti­ful that there lay very still—some of them mere chil­dren; but I did not see one in­fant. The most beau­ti­ful of all was a lady whose white hair, and that alone, sug­ges­ted her old when first she fell asleep. On her stately coun­ten­ance res­ted—not sub­mis­sion, but a right noble ac­qui­es­cence, an as­sur­ance, firm as the found­a­tions of the uni­verse, that all was as it should be. On some faces lingered the al­most ob­lit­er­ated scars of strife, the mar­rings of hope­less loss, the fad­ing shad­ows of sor­rows that had seemed in­con­sol­able: the au­rora of the great morn­ing had not yet quite melted them away; but those faces were few, and every­one that bore such brand of pain seemed to plead, “Par­don me: I died only yes­ter­day!” or, “Par­don me: I died but a cen­tury ago!” That some had been dead for ages I knew, not merely by their un­ut­ter­able re­pose, but by some­thing for which I have neither word nor sym­bol.

			We came at last to three empty couches, im­me­di­ately bey­ond which lay the form of a beau­ti­ful wo­man, a little past the prime of life. One of her arms was out­side the sheet, and her hand lay with the palm up­ward, in its centre a dark spot. Next to her was the stal­wart fig­ure of a man of middle age. His arm too was out­side the sheet, the strong hand al­most closed, as if clenched on the grip of a sword. I thought he must be a king who had died fight­ing for the truth.

			“Will you hold the candle near­er, wife?” whispered the sex­ton, bend­ing down to ex­am­ine the wo­man’s hand.

			“It heals well,” he mur­mured to him­self: “the nail found in her noth­ing to hurt!”

			At last I ven­tured to speak.

			“Are they not dead?” I asked softly.

			“I can­not an­swer you,” he replied in a sub­dued voice. “I al­most for­get what they mean by dead in the old world. If I said a per­son was dead, my wife would un­der­stand one thing, and you would ima­gine an­oth­er.—This is but one of my treas­ure vaults,” he went on, “and all my guests are not laid in vaults: out there on the moor they lie thick as the leaves of a forest after the first blast of your winter—thick, let me say rather, as if the great white rose of heav­en had shed its petals over it. All night the moon reads their faces, and smiles.”

			“But why leave them in the cor­rupt­ing moon­light?” I asked.

			“Our moon,” he answered, “is not like yours—the old cinder of a burnt-out world; her beams em­balm the dead, not cor­rupt them. You ob­serve that here the sex­ton lays his dead on the earth; he bur­ies very few un­der it! In your world he lays huge stones on them, as if to keep them down; I watch for the hour to ring the re­sur­rec­tion-bell, and wake those that are still asleep. Your sex­ton looks at the clock to know when to ring the dead-alive to church; I hearken for the cock on the spire to crow; ‘Awake, thou that sleep­est, and arise from the dead!’ ”

			I began to con­clude that the self-styled sex­ton was in truth an in­sane par­son: the whole thing was too mad! But how was I to get away from it? I was help­less! In this world of the dead, the raven and his wife were the only liv­ing I had yet seen: whith­er should I turn for help? I was lost in a space lar­ger than ima­gin­a­tion; for if here two things, or any parts of them, could oc­cupy the same space, why not twenty or ten thou­sand?—But I dared not think fur­ther in that dir­ec­tion.

			“You seem in your dead to see dif­fer­ences bey­ond my per­cep­tion!” I ven­tured to re­mark.

			“None of those you see,” he answered, “are in truth quite dead yet, and some have but just be­gun to come alive and die. Oth­ers had be­gun to die, that is to come alive, long be­fore they came to us; and when such are in­deed dead, that in­stant they will wake and leave us. Al­most every night some rise and go. But I will not say more, for I find my words only mis­lead you!—This is the couch that has been wait­ing for you,” he ended, point­ing to one of the three.

			“Why just this?” I said, be­gin­ning to tremble, and anxious by par­ley to delay.

			“For reas­ons which one day you will be glad to know,” he answered.

			“Why not know them now?”

			“That also you will know when you wake.”

			“But these are all dead, and I am alive!” I ob­jec­ted, shud­der­ing.

			“Not much,” re­joined the sex­ton with a smile, “—not nearly enough! Blessed be the true life that the pauses between its throbs are not death!”

			“The place is too cold to let one sleep!” I said.

			“Do these find it so?” he re­turned. “They sleep well—or will soon. Of cold they feel not a breath: it heals their wounds.—Do not be a cow­ard, Mr. Vane. Turn your back on fear, and your face to whatever may come. Give your­self up to the night, and you will rest in­deed. Harm will not come to you, but a good you can­not fore­know.”

			The sex­ton and I stood by the side of the couch, his wife, with the candle in her hand, at the foot of it. Her eyes were full of light, but her face was again of a still white­ness; it was no longer ra­di­ant.

			“Would they have me make of a char­nel-house my bed­cham­ber?” I cried aloud. “I will not. I will lie abroad on the heath; it can­not be colder there!”

			“I have just told you that the dead are there also,

			
				
					“ ‘Thick as au­tum­nal leaves that strow the brooks
					

					In Val­lom­brosa,’ ”
				

			

			said the lib­rar­i­an.

			“I will not,” I cried again; and in the com­passing dark, the two gleamed out like spectres that waited on the dead; neither answered me; each stood still and sad, and looked at the oth­er.

			“Be of good com­fort; we watch the flock of the great shep­herd,” said the sex­ton to his wife.

			Then he turned to me.

			“Didst thou not find the air of the place pure and sweet when thou enteredst it?” he asked.

			“Yes; but oh, so cold!” I answered.

			“Then know,” he re­turned, and his voice was stern, “that thou who callest thy­self alive, hast brought in­to this cham­ber the odours of death, and its air will not be whole­some for the sleep­ers un­til thou art gone from it!”

			They went farther in­to the great cham­ber, and I was left alone in the moon­light with the dead.

			I turned to es­cape.

			What a long way I found it back through the dead! At first I was too angry to be afraid, but as I grew calm, the still shapes grew ter­rible. At last, with loud of­fence to the gra­cious si­lence, I ran, I fled wildly, and, burst­ing out, flung-to the door be­hind me. It closed with an aw­ful si­lence.

			I stood in pitch-dark­ness. Feel­ing about me, I found a door, opened it, and was aware of the dim light of a lamp. I stood in my lib­rary, with the handle of the masked door in my hand.

			Had I come to my­self out of a vis­ion?—or lost my­self by go­ing back to one? Which was the real—what I now saw, or what I had just ceased to see? Could both be real, in­ter­pen­et­rat­ing yet un­ming­ling?

			I threw my­self on a couch, and fell asleep.

			In the lib­rary was one small win­dow to the east, through which, at this time of the year, the first rays of the sun shone upon a mir­ror whence they were re­flec­ted on the masked door: when I woke, there they shone, and thith­er they drew my eyes. With the feel­ing that be­hind it must lie the bound­less cham­ber I had left by that door, I sprang to my feet, and opened it. The light, like an eager hound, shot be­fore me in­to the closet, and pounced upon the gil­ded edges of a large book.

			“What idi­ot,” I cried, “has put that book in the shelf the wrong way?”

			But the gil­ded edges, re­flect­ing the light a second time, flung it on a nest of draw­ers in a dark corner, and I saw that one of them was half open.

			“More med­dling!” I cried, and went to close the draw­er.

			It con­tained old pa­pers, and seemed more than full, for it would not close. Tak­ing the top­most one out, I per­ceived that it was in my fath­er’s writ­ing and of some length. The words on which first my eyes fell, at once made me eager to learn what it con­tained. I car­ried it to the lib­rary, sat down in one of the west­ern win­dows, and read what fol­lows.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				My Fath­er’s Ma­nu­script

			
			I am filled with awe of what I have to write. The sun is shin­ing golden above me; the sea lies blue be­neath his gaze; the same world sends its grow­ing things up to the sun, and its fly­ing things in­to the air which I have breathed from my in­fancy; but I know the out­spread splend­our a passing show, and that at any mo­ment it may, like the drop-scene of a stage, be lif­ted to re­veal more won­der­ful things.

			Shortly after my fath­er’s death, I was seated one morn­ing in the lib­rary. I had been, some­what list­lessly, re­gard­ing the por­trait that hangs among the books, which I knew only as that of a dis­tant an­cest­or, and wish­ing I could learn some­thing of its ori­gin­al. Then I had taken a book from the shelves and be­gun to read.

			Glan­cing up from it, I saw com­ing to­ward me—not between me and the door, but between me and the por­trait—a thin pale man in rusty black. He looked sharp and eager, and had a not­able nose, at once re­mind­ing me of a cer­tain jug my sis­ters used to call Mr. Crow.

			“Find­ing my­self in your vi­cin­ity, Mr. Vane, I have giv­en my­self the pleas­ure of call­ing,” he said, in a pe­cu­li­ar but not dis­agree­able voice. “Your hon­oured grand­fath­er treated me—I may say it without pre­sump­tion—as a friend, hav­ing known me from child­hood as his fath­er’s lib­rar­i­an.”

			It did not strike me at the time how old the man must be.

			“May I ask where you live now, Mr. Crow?” I said.

			He smiled an amused smile.

			“You nearly hit my name,” he re­joined, “which shows the fam­ily in­sight. You have seen me be­fore, but only once, and could not then have heard it!”

			“Where was that?”

			“In this very room. You were quite a child, how­ever!”

			I could not be sure that I re­membered him, but for a mo­ment I fan­cied I did, and I begged him to set me right as to his name.

			“There is such a thing as re­mem­ber­ing without re­cog­nising the memory in it,” he re­marked. “For my name—which you have near enough—it used to be Raven.”

			I had heard the name, for mar­vel­lous tales had brought it me.

			“It is very kind of you to come and see me,” I said. “Will you not sit down?”

			He seated him­self at once.

			“You knew my fath­er, then, I pre­sume?”

			“I knew him,” he answered with a curi­ous smile, “but he did not care about my ac­quaint­ance, and we nev­er met.—That gen­tle­man, how­ever,” he ad­ded, point­ing to the por­trait—“old Sir Up’ard, his people called him—was in his day a friend of mine yet more in­tim­ate than ever your grand­fath­er be­came.”

			Then at length I began to think the in­ter­view a strange one. But in truth it was hardly stranger that my vis­it­or should re­mem­ber Sir Up­ward, than that he should have been my great-grand­fath­er’s lib­rar­i­an!

			“I owe him much,” he con­tin­ued; “for, al­though I had read many more books than he, yet, through the spe­cial dir­ec­tion of his stud­ies, he was able to in­form me of a cer­tain re­la­tion of modes which I should nev­er have dis­covered of my­self, and could hardly have learned from any­one else.”

			“Would you mind telling me all about that?” I said.

			“By no means—as much at least as I am able: there are not such things as wil­ful secrets,” he answered—and went on.

			“That closet held his lib­rary—a hun­dred ma­nu­scripts or so, for print­ing was not then in­ven­ted. One morn­ing I sat there, work­ing at a cata­logue of them, when he looked in at the door, and said, ‘Come.’ I laid down my pen and fol­lowed him—across the great hall, down a steep rough des­cent, and along an un­der­ground pas­sage to a tower he had lately built, con­sist­ing of a stair and a room at the top of it. The door of this room had a tre­mend­ous lock, which he un­did with the smal­lest key I ever saw. I had scarcely crossed the threshold after him, when, to my eyes, he began to dwindle, and grew less and less. All at once my vis­ion seemed to come right, and I saw that he was mov­ing swiftly away from me. In a minute more he was the merest speck in the dis­tance, with the tops of blue moun­tains bey­ond him, clear against a sky of paler blue. I re­cog­nised the coun­try, for I had gone there and come again many a time, al­though I had nev­er known this way to it.

			“Many years after, when the tower had long dis­ap­peared, I taught one of his des­cend­ants what Sir Up­ward had taught me; and now and then to this day I use your house when I want to go the nearest way home. I must in­deed—without your leave, for which I ask your par­don—have by this time well es­tab­lished a right of way through it—not from front to back, but from bot­tom to top!”

			“You would have me then un­der­stand, Mr. Raven,” I said, “that you go through my house in­to an­oth­er world, heed­less of dis­part­ing space?”

			“That I go through it is an in­con­tro­vert­ible ac­know­ledge­ment of space,” re­turned the old lib­rar­i­an.

			“Please do not quibble, Mr. Raven,” I re­joined. “Please to take my ques­tion as you know I mean it.”

			“There is in your house a door, one step through which car­ries me in­to a world very much an­oth­er than this.”

			“A bet­ter?”

			“Not through­out; but so much an­oth­er that most of its phys­ic­al, and many of its men­tal laws are dif­fer­ent from those of this world. As for mor­al laws, they must every­where be fun­da­ment­ally the same.”

			“You try my power of be­lief!” I said.

			“You take me for a mad­man, prob­ably?”

			“You do not look like one.”

			“A li­ar then?”

			“You give me no ground to think you such.”

			“Only you do not be­lieve me?”

			“I will go out of that door with you if you like: I be­lieve in you enough to risk the at­tempt.”

			“The blun­der all my chil­dren make!” he mur­mured. “The only door out is the door in!”

			I began to think he must be crazy. He sat si­lent for a mo­ment, his head rest­ing on his hand, his el­bow on the table, and his eyes on the books be­fore him.

			“A book,” he said louder, “is a door in, and there­fore a door out.—I see old Sir Up’ard,” he went on, clos­ing his eyes, “and my heart swells with love to him:—what world is he in?”

			“The world of your heart!” I replied; “—that is, the idea of him is there.”

			“There is one world then at least on which your hall-door does not open?”

			“I grant you so much; but the things in that world are not things to have and to hold.”

			“Think a little farther,” he re­joined: “did any­thing ever be­come yours, ex­cept by get­ting in­to that world?—The thought is bey­ond you, how­ever, at present!—I tell you there are more worlds, and more doors to them, than you will think of in many years!”

			He rose, left the lib­rary, crossed the hall, and went straight up to the gar­ret, fa­mil­i­ar evid­ently with every turn. I fol­lowed, study­ing his back. His hair hung down long and dark, straight and glossy. His coat was wide and reached to his heels. His shoes seemed too large for him.

			In the gar­ret a light came through at the edges of the great roof­ing slabs, and showed us parts where was no floor­ing, and we must step from joist to joist: in the middle of one of these spaces rose a par­ti­tion, with a door: through it I fol­lowed Mr. Raven in­to a small, ob­scure cham­ber, whose top con­trac­ted as it rose, and went slant­ing through the roof.

			“That is the door I spoke of,” he said, point­ing to an ob­long mir­ror that stood on the floor and leaned against the wall. I went in front of it, and saw our fig­ures dimly re­flec­ted in its dusty face. There was some­thing about it that made me un­easy. It looked old-fash­ioned and neg­lected, but, not­with­stand­ing its or­din­ary seem­ing, the eagle, perched with out­stretched wings on the top, ap­peared threat­ful.

			“As a mir­ror,” said the lib­rar­i­an, “it has grown dingy with age; but that is no mat­ter: its clear­ness de­pends on the light.”

			“Light!” I re­joined; “there is no light here!”

			He did not an­swer me, but began to pull at a little chain on the op­pos­ite wall. I heard a creak­ing: the top of the cham­ber was turn­ing slowly round. He ceased pulling, looked at his watch, and began to pull again.

			“We ar­rive al­most to the mo­ment!” he said; “it is on the very stroke of noon!”

			The top went creak­ing and re­volving for a minute or so. Then he pulled two oth­er chains, now this, now that, and re­turned to the first. A mo­ment more and the cham­ber grew much clear­er: a patch of sun­light had fallen upon a mir­ror on the wall op­pos­ite that against which the oth­er leaned, and on the dust I saw the path of the re­flec­ted rays to the mir­ror on the ground. But from the lat­ter none were re­turned; they seemed to go clean through; there was nowhere in the cham­ber a second patch of light!

			“Where are the sun­rays gone?” I cried.

			“That I can­not tell,” re­turned Mr. Raven; “—back, per­haps, to where they came from first. They now be­long, I fancy, to a sense not yet de­veloped in us.”

			He then talked of the re­la­tions of mind to mat­ter, and of senses to qual­it­ies, in a way I could only a little un­der­stand, whence he went on to yet stranger things which I could not at all com­pre­hend. He spoke much about di­men­sions, telling me that there were many more than three, some of them con­cerned with powers which were in­deed in us, but of which as yet we knew ab­so­lutely noth­ing. His words, how­ever, I con­fess, took little more hold of me than the light did of the mir­ror, for I thought he hardly knew what he was say­ing.

			Sud­denly I was aware that our forms had gone from the mir­ror, which seemed full of a white mist. As I gazed I saw, grow­ing gradu­ally vis­ible bey­ond the mist, the tops of a range of moun­tains, which be­came clear­er and clear­er. Soon the mist van­ished en­tirely, un­cov­er­ing the face of a wide heath, on which, at some dis­tance, was the fig­ure of a man mov­ing swiftly away. I turned to ad­dress my com­pan­ion; he was no longer by my side. I looked again at the form in the mir­ror, and re­cog­nised the wide coat fly­ing, the black hair lift­ing in a wind that did not touch me. I rushed in ter­ror from the place.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				I Re­pent

			
			I laid the ma­nu­script down, con­soled to find that my fath­er had had a peep in­to that mys­ter­i­ous world, and that he knew Mr. Raven.

			Then I re­membered that I had nev­er heard the cause or any cir­cum­stance of my fath­er’s death, and began to be­lieve that he must at last have fol­lowed Mr. Raven, and not come back; whereupon I speedily grew ashamed of my flight. What won­drous facts might I not by this time have gathered con­cern­ing life and death, and wide re­gions bey­ond or­din­ary per­cep­tion! As­suredly the Ravens were good people, and a night in their house would no­wise have hurt me! They were doubt­less strange, but it was fac­ulty in which the one was pe­cu­li­ar, and beauty in which the oth­er was mar­vel­lous! And I had not be­lieved in them! had treated them as un­worthy of my con­fid­ence, as har­bour­ing a design against me! The more I thought of my be­ha­viour to them, the more dis­gus­ted I be­came with my­self. Why should I have feared such dead? To share their holy rest was an hon­our of which I had proved my­self un­worthy! What harm could that sleep­ing king, that lady with the wound in her palm, have done me? I fell a long­ing after the sweet and stately still­ness of their two coun­ten­ances, and wept. Weep­ing I threw my­self on a couch, and sud­denly fell asleep.

			As sud­denly I woke, feel­ing as if someone had called me. The house was still as an empty church. A black­bird was singing on the lawn. I said to my­self, “I will go and tell them I am ashamed, and will do whatever they would have me do!” I rose, and went straight up the stairs to the gar­ret.

			The wooden cham­ber was just as when first I saw it, the mir­ror dimly re­flect­ing everything be­fore it. It was nearly noon, and the sun would be a little high­er than when first I came: I must raise the hood a little, and ad­just the mir­rors ac­cord­ingly! If I had but been in time to see Mr. Raven do it!

			I pulled the chains, and let the light fall on the first mir­ror. I turned then to the oth­er: there were the shapes of the former vis­ion—dis­tin­guish­able in­deed, but trem­u­lous like a land­scape in a pool ruffled by “a small pip­ling wind!” I touched the glass; it was im­per­meable.

			Sus­pect­ing po­lar­isa­tion as the thing re­quired, I shif­ted and shif­ted the mir­rors, chan­ging their re­la­tion, un­til at last, in a great de­gree, so far as I was con­cerned, by chance, things came right between them, and I saw the moun­tains blue and steady and clear. I stepped for­ward, and my feet were among the heath­er.

			All I knew of the way to the cot­tage was that we had gone through a pine-forest. I passed through many thick­ets and sev­er­al small fir-woods, con­tinu­ally fancy­ing afresh that I re­cog­nised some­thing of the coun­try; but I had come upon no forest, and now the sun was near the ho­ri­zon, and the air had be­gun to grow chill with the com­ing winter, when, to my de­light, I saw a little black ob­ject com­ing to­ward me: it was in­deed the raven!

			I hastened to meet him.

			“I beg your par­don, sir, for my rude­ness last night,” I said. “Will you take me with you now? I heart­ily con­fess I do not de­serve it.”

			“Ah!” he re­turned, and looked up. Then, after a brief pause, “My wife does not ex­pect you to­night,” he said. “She re­grets that we at all en­cour­aged your stay­ing last week.”

			“Take me to her that I may tell her how sorry I am,” I begged humbly.

			“It is of no use,” he answered. “Your night was not come then, or you would not have left us. It is not come now, and I can­not show you the way. The dead were re­joicing un­der their dais­ies—they all lie among the roots of the flowers of heav­en—at the thought of your de­light when the winter should be past, and the morn­ing with its birds come: ere you left them, they shivered in their beds. When the spring of the uni­verse ar­rives—but that can­not be for ages yet! how many, I do not know—and do not care to know.”

			“Tell me one thing, I beg of you, Mr. Raven: is my fath­er with you? Have you seen him since he left the world?”

			“Yes; he is with us, fast asleep. That was he you saw with his arm on the cov­er­let, his hand half closed.”

			“Why did you not tell me? That I should have been so near him, and not know!”

			“And turn your back on him!” cor­rec­ted the raven.

			“I would have lain down at once had I known!”

			“I doubt it. Had you been ready to lie down, you would have known him!—Old Sir Up’ard,” he went on, “and your twice great-grand­fath­er, both are up and away long ago. Your great-grand­fath­er has been with us for many a year; I think he will soon be­gin to stir. You saw him last night, though of course you did not know him.”

			“Why of course?”

			“Be­cause he is so much near­er wak­ing than you. No one who will not sleep can ever wake.”

			“I do not at all un­der­stand you!”

			“You turned away, and would not un­der­stand!” I held my peace.—But if I did not say some­thing, he would go!

			“And my grand­fath­er—is he also wih you?” I asked.

			“No; he is still in the Evil Wood, fight­ing the dead.”

			“Where is the Evil Wood, that I may find him?”

			“You will not find him; but you will hardly miss the wood. It is the place where those who will not sleep, wake up at night, to kill their dead and bury them.”

			“I can­not un­der­stand you!”

			“Nat­ur­ally not. Neither do I un­der­stand you; I can read neither your heart nor your face. When my wife and I do not un­der­stand our chil­dren, it is be­cause there is not enough of them to be un­der­stood. God alone can un­der­stand fool­ish­ness.”

			“Then,” I said, feel­ing na­ked and very worth­less, “will you be so good as show me the nearest way home? There are more ways than one, I know, for I have gone by two already.”

			“There are in­deed many ways.”

			“Tell me, please, how to re­cog­nise the nearest.”

			“I can­not,” answered the raven; “you and I use the same words with dif­fer­ent mean­ings. We are of­ten un­able to tell people what they need to know, be­cause they want to know some­thing else, and would there­fore only mis­un­der­stand what we said. Home is ever so far away in the palm of your hand, and how to get there it is of no use to tell you. But you will get there; you must get there; you have to get there. Every­body who is not at home, has to go home. You thought you were at home where I found you: if that had been your home, you could not have left it. Nobody can leave home. And nobody ever was or ever will be at home without hav­ing gone there.”

			“En­igma tread­ing on en­igma!” I ex­claimed. “I did not come here to be asked riddles.”

			“No; but you came, and found the riddles wait­ing for you! In­deed you are your­self the only riddle. What you call riddles are truths, and seem riddles be­cause you are not true.”

			“Worse and worse!” I cried.

			“And you must an­swer the riddles!” he con­tin­ued. “They will go on ask­ing them­selves un­til you un­der­stand your­self. The uni­verse is a riddle try­ing to get out, and you are hold­ing your door hard against it.”

			“Will you not in pity tell me what I am to do—where I must go?”

			“How should I tell your to-do, or the way to it?”

			“If I am not to go home, at least dir­ect me to some of my kind.”

			“I do not know of any. The be­ings most like you are in that dir­ec­tion.”

			He poin­ted with his beak. I could see noth­ing but the set­ting sun, which blinded me.

			“Well,” I said bit­terly, “I can­not help feel­ing hardly treated—taken from my home, aban­doned in a strange world, and re­fused in­struc­tion as to where I am to go or what I am to do!”

			“You for­get,” said the raven, “that, when I brought you and you de­clined my hos­pit­al­ity, you reached what you call home in safety: now you are come of your­self! Good night.”

			He turned and walked slowly away, with his beak to­ward the ground. I stood dazed. It was true I had come of my­self, but had I not come with in­tent of atone­ment? My heart was sore, and in my brain was neither quest nor pur­pose, hope nor de­sire. I gazed after the raven, and would have fol­lowed him, but felt it use­less.

			All at once he pounced on a spot, throw­ing the whole weight of his body on his bill, and for some mo­ments dug vig­or­ously. Then with a flut­ter of his wings he threw back his head, and some­thing shot from his bill, cast high in the air. That mo­ment the sun set, and the air at once grew very dusk, but the some­thing opened in­to a soft ra­di­ance, and came pulsing to­ward me like a fire­fly, but with a much lar­ger and a yel­low­er light. It flew over my head. I turned and fol­lowed it.

			Here I in­ter­rupt my nar­rat­ive to re­mark that it in­volves a con­stant struggle to say what can­not be said with even an ap­proach to pre­ci­sion, the things re­cor­ded be­ing, in their nature and in that of the creatures con­cerned in them, so in­ex­press­ibly dif­fer­ent from any pos­sible events of this eco­nomy, that I can present them only by giv­ing, in the forms and lan­guage of life in this world, the modes in which they af­fected me—not the things them­selves, but the feel­ings they woke in me. Even this much, how­ever, I do with a con­tinu­ous and abid­ing sense of fail­ure, find­ing it im­possible to present more than one phase of a mul­ti­tudin­ously com­plic­ated sig­ni­fic­ance, or one con­cent­ric sphere of a gradu­ated em­bod­i­ment. A single thing would some­times seem to be and mean many things, with an un­cer­tain iden­tity at the heart of them, which kept con­stantly al­ter­ing their look. I am in­deed of­ten driv­en to set down what I know to be but a clumsy and doubt­ful rep­res­ent­a­tion of the mere feel­ing aimed at, none of the com­mu­nic­at­ing me­dia of this world be­ing fit to con­vey it, in its pe­cu­li­ar strange­ness, with even an ap­proach to clear­ness or cer­tainty. Even to one who knew the re­gion bet­ter than my­self, I should have no as­sur­ance of trans­mit­ting the real­ity of my ex­per­i­ence in it. While without a doubt, for in­stance, that I was ac­tu­ally re­gard­ing a scene of activ­ity, I might be, at the same mo­ment, in my con­scious­ness aware that I was per­us­ing a meta­phys­ic­al ar­gu­ment.

		
	
		
			
				X

				The Bad Bur­row

			
			As the air grew black and the winter closed swiftly around me, the flut­ter­ing fire blazed out more lu­min­ous, and ar­rest­ing its flight, hovered wait­ing. So soon as I came un­der its ra­di­ance, it flew slowly on, linger­ing now and then above spots where the ground was rocky. Every time I looked up, it seemed to have grown lar­ger, and at length gave me an at­tend­ant shad­ow. Plainly a bird-but­ter­fly, it flew with a cer­tain swal­lowy double. Its wings were very large, nearly square, and flashed all the col­ours of the rain­bow. Won­der­ing at their splend­our, I be­came so ab­sorbed in their beauty that I stumbled over a low rock, and lay stunned. When I came to my­self, the creature was hov­er­ing over my head, ra­di­at­ing the whole chord of light, with mul­ti­tudin­ous grad­a­tions and some kinds of col­our I had nev­er be­fore seen. I rose and went on, but, un­able to take my eyes off the shin­ing thing to look to my steps, I struck my foot against a stone. Fear­ing then an­oth­er fall, I sat down to watch the little glory, and a great long­ing awoke in me to have it in my hand. To my un­speak­able de­light, it began to sink to­ward me. Slowly at first, then swiftly it sank, grow­ing lar­ger as it came near­er. I felt as if the treas­ure of the uni­verse were giv­ing it­self to me—put out my hand, and had it. But the in­stant I took it, its light went out; all was dark as pitch; a dead book with boards out­spread lay cold and heavy in my hand. I threw it in the air—only to hear it fall among the heath­er. Bury­ing my face in my hands, I sat in mo­tion­less misery.

			But the cold grew so bit­ter that, fear­ing to be frozen, I got up. The mo­ment I was on my feet, a faint sense of light awoke in me. “Is it com­ing to life?” I cried, and a great pang of hope shot through me. Alas, no! it was the edge of a moon peer­ing up keen and sharp over a level ho­ri­zon! She brought me light—but no guid­ance! She would not hov­er over me, would not wait on my fal­ter­ing steps! She could but of­fer me an ig­nor­ant choice!

			With a full face she rose, and I began to see a little about me. West­ward of her, and not far from me, a range of low hills broke the ho­ri­zon-line: I set out for it.

			But what a night I had to pass ere I reached it! The moon seemed to know some­thing, for she stared at me oddly. Her look was in­deed icy-cold, but full of in­terest, or at least curi­os­ity. She was not the same moon I had known on the earth; her face was strange to me, and her light yet stranger. Per­haps it came from an un­known sun! Every time I looked up, I found her star­ing at me with all her might! At first I was an­noyed, as at the rude­ness of a fel­low creature; but soon I saw or fan­cied a cer­tain won­der­ing pity in her gaze: why was I out in her night? Then first I knew what an aw­ful thing it was to be awake in the uni­verse: I was, and could not help it!

			As I walked, my feet lost the heath­er, and trod a bare spongy soil, some­thing like dry, powdery peat. To my dis­may it gave a mo­ment­ary heave un­der me; then presently I saw what seemed the ripple of an earth­quake run­ning on be­fore me, shad­owy in the low moon. It passed in­to the dis­tance; but, while yet I stared after it, a single wave rose up, and came slowly to­ward me. A yard or two away it burst, and from it, with a scramble and a bound, is­sued an an­im­al like a ti­ger. About his mouth and ears hung clots of mould, and his eyes winked and flamed as he rushed at me, show­ing his white teeth in a sound­less snarl. I stood fas­cin­ated, un­con­scious of either cour­age or fear. He turned his head to the ground, and plunged in­to it.

			“That moon is af­fect­ing my brain,” I said as I re­sumed my jour­ney. “What life can be here but the phant­as­mic—the stuff of which dreams are made? I am in­deed walk­ing in a vain show!”

			Thus I strove to keep my heart above the wa­ters of fear, nor knew that she whom I dis­trus­ted was in­deed my de­fence from the real­it­ies I took for phantoms: her light con­trolled the mon­sters, else had I scarce taken a second step on the hideous ground. “I will not be ap­palled by that which only seems!” I said to my­self, yet felt it a ter­rible thing to walk on a sea where such fishes dis­por­ted them­selves be­low. With that, a step or two from me, the head of a worm began to come slowly out of the earth, as big as that of a po­lar bear and much re­sem­bling it, with a white mane to its red neck. The draw­ing wriggles with which its huge length ex­tric­ated it­self were hor­rible, yet I dared not turn my eyes from them. The mo­ment its tail was free, it lay as if ex­hausted, wal­low­ing in feeble ef­fort to bur­row again.

			“Does it live on the dead,” I wondered, “and is it un­able to hurt the liv­ing? If they scent their prey and come out, why do they leave me un­harmed?”

			I know now it was that the moon para­lysed them.

			All the night through as I walked, hideous creatures, no two alike, threatened me. In some of them, beauty of col­our en­hanced loath­li­ness of shape: one large ser­pent was covered from head to dis­tant tail with feath­ers of glor­i­ous hues.

			I be­came at length so ac­cus­tomed to their hurt­less men­aces that I fell to be­guil­ing the way with the in­ven­tion of mon­stros­it­ies, nev­er sus­pect­ing that I owed each mo­ment of life to the star­ing moon. Though hers was no prim­al ra­di­ance, it so hampered the evil things, that I walked in safety. For light is yet light, if but the last of a count­less series of re­flec­tions! How swiftly would not my feet have car­ried me over the rest­less soil, had I known that, if still with­in their range when her lamp ceased to shine on the cursed spot, I should that mo­ment be at the mercy of such as had no mercy, the centre of a writh­ing heap of hideous­ness, every in­di­vidu­al of it as ter­rible as be­fore it had but seemed! Fool of ig­nor­ance, I watched the des­cent of the weary, sol­emn, anxious moon down the widen­ing vault above me, with no worse un­eas­i­ness than the dread of los­ing my way—where as yet I had in­deed no way to lose.

			I was draw­ing near the hills I had made my goal, and she was now not far from their sky­line, when the sound­less wal­low­ing ceased, and the bur­row lay mo­tion­less and bare. Then I saw, slowly walk­ing over the light soil, the form of a wo­man. A white mist floated about her, now as­sum­ing, now los­ing to re­as­sume the shape of a gar­ment, as it gathered to her or was blown from her by a wind that dogged her steps.

			She was beau­ti­ful, but with such a pride at once and misery on her coun­ten­ance that I could hardly be­lieve what yet I saw. Up and down she walked, vainly en­deav­our­ing to lay hold of the mist and wrap it around her. The eyes in the beau­ti­ful face were dead, and on her left side was a dark spot, against which she would now and then press her hand, as if to stifle pain or sick­ness. Her hair hung nearly to her feet, and some­times the wind would so mix it with the mist that I could not dis­tin­guish the one from the oth­er; but when it fell gath­er­ing to­geth­er again, it shone a pale gold in the moon­light.

			Sud­denly press­ing both hands on her heart, she fell to the ground, and the mist rose from her and melted in the air. I ran to her. But she began to writhe in such tor­ture that I stood aghast. A mo­ment more and her legs, hur­ry­ing from her body, sped away ser­pents. From her shoulders fled her arms as in ter­ror, ser­pents also. Then some­thing flew up from her like a bat, and when I looked again, she was gone. The ground rose like the sea in a storm; ter­ror laid hold upon me; I turned to the hills and ran.

			I was already on the slope of their base, when the moon sank be­hind one of their sum­mits, leav­ing me in its shad­ow. Be­hind me rose a waste and sick­en­ing cry, as of frus­trate de­sire—the only sound I had heard since the fall of the dead but­ter­fly; it made my heart shake like a flag in the wind. I turned, saw many dark ob­jects bound­ing after me, and made for the crest of a ridge on which the moon still shone. She seemed to linger there that I might see to de­fend my­self. Soon I came in sight of her, and climbed the faster.

			Cross­ing the shad­ow of a rock, I heard the creatures pant­ing at my heels. But just as the fore­most threw him­self upon me with a snarl of greedy hate, we rushed in­to the moon to­geth­er. She flashed out an angry light, and he fell from me a bod­i­less blotch. Strength came to me, and I turned on the rest. But one by one as they dar­ted in­to the light, they dropped with a howl; and I saw or fan­cied a strange smile on the round face above me.

			I climbed to the top of the ridge: far away shone the moon, sink­ing to a low ho­ri­zon. The air was pure and strong. I des­cen­ded a little way, found it warm­er, and sat down to wait the dawn.

			The moon went be­low, and the world again was dark.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				The Evil Wood

			
			I fell fast asleep, and when I woke the sun was rising. I went to the top again, and looked back: the hol­low I had crossed in the moon­light lay without sign of life. Could it be that the calm ex­panse be­fore me swarmed with creatures of de­vour­ing greed?

			I turned and looked over the land through which my way must lie. It seemed a wide desert, with a patch of a dif­fer­ent col­our in the dis­tance that might be a forest. Sign of pres­ence, hu­man or an­im­al, was none—smoke or dust or shad­ow of cul­tiv­a­tion. Not a cloud floated in the clear heav­en; no thin­nest haze cur­tained any seg­ment of its circ­ling rim.

			I des­cen­ded, and set out for the ima­gin­able forest: some­thing alive might be there; on this side of it could not well be any­thing!

			When I reached the plain, I found it, as far as my sight could go, of rock, here flat and channeled, there humped and pin­nacled—evid­ently the wide bed of a van­ished river, scored by in­nu­mer­able wa­ter-runs, without a trace of mois­ture in them. Some of the chan­nels bore a dry moss, and some of the rocks a few lichens al­most as hard as them­selves. The air, once “filled with pleas­ant noise of wa­ters,” was si­lent as death. It took me the whole day to reach the patch—which I found in­deed a forest—but not a rudi­ment of brook or run­nel had I crossed! Yet through the glow­ing noon I seemed haunted by an aur­al mirage, hear­ing so plainly the voice of many wa­ters that I could hardly be­lieve the op­pos­ing testi­mony of my eyes.

			The sun was ap­proach­ing the ho­ri­zon when I left the ri­ver­bed, and entered the forest. Sunk be­low the tree­tops, and send­ing his rays between their pil­lar-like boles, he re­vealed a world of blessed shad­ows wait­ing to re­ceive me. I had ex­pec­ted a pine-wood, but here were trees of many sorts, some with strong re­semb­lances to trees I knew, oth­ers with mar­vel­lous dif­fer­ences from any I had ever seen. I threw my­self be­neath the boughs of what seemed a eu­ca­lyptus in blos­som: its flowers had a hard ca­lyx much re­sem­bling a skull, the top of which rose like a lid to let the froth-like bloom-brain over­foam its cup. From be­neath the shad­ow of its fal­chion-leaves my eyes went wan­der­ing in­to deep after deep of the forest.

			Soon, how­ever, its doors and win­dows began to close, shut­ting up aisle and cor­ridor and room­i­er glade. The night was about me, and in­stant and sharp the cold. Again what a night I found it! How shall I make my read­er share with me its wild ghosti­ness?

			The tree un­der which I lay rose high be­fore it branched, but the boughs of it bent so low that they seemed ready to shut me in as I leaned against the smooth stem, and let my eyes wander through the brief twi­light of the van­ish­ing forest. Presently, to my list­less rov­ing gaze, the var­ied out­lines of the clumpy fo­liage began to as­sume or im­it­ate—say rather sug­gest oth­er shapes than their own. A light wind began to blow; it set the boughs of a neigh­bour tree rock­ing, and all their branches as­wing, every twig and every leaf blend­ing its in­di­vidu­al mo­tion with the sway of its branch and the rock of its bough. Among its leafy shapes was a pack of wolves that struggled to break from a wiz­ard’s leash: grey­hounds would not have strained so sav­agely! I watched them with an in­terest that grew as the wind gathered force, and their mo­tions life.

			An­oth­er mass of fo­liage, lar­ger and more com­pact, presen­ted my fancy with a group of horses’ heads and forequar­ters pro­ject­ing ca­par­isoned from their stalls. Their necks kept mov­ing up and down, with an im­pa­tience that aug­men­ted as the grow­ing wind broke their ver­tic­al rhythm with a wilder sway­ing from side to side. What heads they were! how gaunt, how strange!—sev­er­al of them bare skulls—one with the skin tight on its bones! One had lost the un­der jaw and hung low, look­ing un­ut­ter­ably weary—but now and then hove high as if to ease the bit. Above them, at the end of a branch, floated erect the form of a wo­man, wav­ing her arms in im­per­i­ous ges­ture. The def­in­ite­ness of these and oth­er leaf masses first sur­prised and then dis­com­posed me: what if they should over­power my brain with seem­ing real­ity? But the twi­light be­came dark­ness; the wind ceased; every shape was shut up in the night; I fell asleep.

			It was still dark when I began to be aware of a far-off, con­fused, rush­ing noise, mingled with faint cries. It grew and grew un­til a tu­mult as of gath­er­ing mul­ti­tudes filled the wood. On all sides at once the sounds drew near­er; the spot where I lay seemed the centre of a com­mo­tion that ex­ten­ded through­out the forest. I scarce moved hand or foot lest I should be­tray my pres­ence to hos­tile things.

			The moon at length ap­proached the forest, and came slowly in­to it: with her first gleam the noises in­creased to a deaf­en­ing up­roar, and I began to see dim shapes about me. As she as­cen­ded and grew bright­er, the noises be­came yet louder, and the shapes clear­er. A furi­ous battle was ra­ging around me. Wild cries and roars of rage, shock of on­set, struggle pro­longed, all mingled with words ar­tic­u­late, surged in my ears. Curses and cre­dos, snarls and sneers, laughter and mock­ery, sac­red names and howls of hate, came hud­dling in chaot­ic in­ter­pen­et­ra­tion. Skel­et­ons and phantoms fought in mad­dest con­fu­sion. Swords swept through the phantoms: they only shivered. Maces crashed on the skel­et­ons, shat­ter­ing them hideously: not one fell or ceased to fight, so long as a single joint held two bones to­geth­er. Bones of men and horses lay scattered and heaped; grind­ing and crunch­ing them un­der foot fought the skel­et­ons. Every­where charged the bone-gaunt white steeds; every­where on foot or on wind­blown misty battle-horses, raged and ravened and raved the in­des­truct­ible spectres; weapons and hoofs clashed and crushed; while skel­et­on jaws and phantom-throats swelled the deaf­en­ing tu­mult with the war-cry of every opin­ion, bad or good, that had bred strife, in­justice, cruelty in any world. The holi­est words went with the most hat­ing blow. Lie-dis­tor­ted truths flew hurt­ling in the wind of javelins and bones. Every mo­ment someone would turn against his com­rades, and fight more wildly than be­fore, The truth! The truth! still his cry. One I noted who wheeled ever in a circle, and smote on all sides. Wear­ied out, a pair would sit for a minute side by side, then rise and re­new the fierce com­bat. None stooped to com­fort the fallen, or stepped wide to spare him.

			The moon shone till the sun rose, and all the night long I had glimpses of a wo­man mov­ing at her will above the strife-tor­men­ted mul­ti­tude, now on this front now on that, one out­stretched arm ur­ging the fight, the oth­er pressed against her side. “Ye are men: slay one an­oth­er!” she shouted. I saw her dead eyes and her dark spot, and re­called what I had seen the night be­fore.

			Such was the battle of the dead, which I saw and heard as I lay un­der the tree.

			Just be­fore sun­rise, a breeze went through the forest, and a voice cried, “Let the dead bury their dead!” At the word the con­tend­ing thou­sands dropped noise­less, and when the sun looked in, he saw nev­er a bone, but here and there a withered branch.

			I rose and re­sumed my jour­ney, through as quiet a wood as ever grew out of the quiet earth. For the wind of the morn­ing had ceased when the sun ap­peared, and the trees were si­lent. Not a bird sang, not a squir­rel, mouse, or weasel showed it­self, not a be­lated moth flew athwart my path. But as I went I kept watch over my­self, nor dared let my eyes rest on any forest-shape. All the time I seemed to hear faint sounds of mat­tock and spade and hurt­ling bones: any mo­ment my eyes might open on things I would not see! Day­light prudence muttered that per­haps, to ap­pear, ten thou­sand phantoms awaited only my con­sent­ing fancy.

			In the middle of the af­ter­noon I came out of the wood—to find be­fore me a second net of dry wa­ter­courses. I thought at first that I had wandered from my at­temp­ted line, and re­versed my dir­ec­tion; but I soon saw it was not so, and con­cluded presently that I had come to an­oth­er branch of the same ri­ver­bed. I began at once to cross it, and was in the bot­tom of a wide chan­nel when the sun set.

			I sat down to await the moon, and grow­ing sleepy, stretched my­self on the moss. The mo­ment my head was down, I heard the sounds of rush­ing streams—all sorts of sweet wa­tery noises. The veiled melody of the mol­ten mu­sic sang me in­to a dream­less sleep, and when I woke the sun was already up, and the wrinkled coun­try widely vis­ible. Covered with shad­ows it lay striped and mottled like the skin of some wild an­im­al. As the sun rose the shad­ows di­min­ished, and it seemed as if the rocks were re­ab­sorb­ing the dark­ness that had oozed out of them dur­ing the night.

			Hitherto I had loved my Ar­ab mare and my books more, I fear, than live man or wo­man; now at length my soul was athirst for a hu­man pres­ence, and I longed even after those in­hab­it­ants of this ali­en world whom the raven had so vaguely de­scribed as nearest my sort. With heavy yet hop­ing heart, and mind haunted by a doubt wheth­er I was go­ing in any dir­ec­tion at all, I kept wear­ily trav­el­ling “north­w­est and by south.”

		
	
		
			
				XII

				Friends and Foes

			
			Com­ing, in one of the chan­nels, upon what seemed a little shrub, the outly­ing pick­et, I trus­ted, of an army be­hind it, I knelt to look at it closer. It bore a small fruit, which, as I did not re­cog­nise it, I feared to gath­er and eat. Little I thought that I was watched from be­hind the rocks by hun­dreds of eyes eager with the ques­tion wheth­er I would or would not take it.

			I came to an­oth­er plant some­what big­ger, then to an­oth­er lar­ger still, and at length to clumps of a like sort; by which time I saw that they were not shrubs but dwarf-trees. Be­fore I reached the bank of this second branch of the ri­ver­bed, I found the chan­nels so full of them that it was with dif­fi­culty I crossed such as I could not jump. In one I heard a great rush, as of a mul­ti­tude of birds from an ivied wall, but saw noth­ing.

			I came next to some large fruit-bear­ing trees, but what they bore looked coarse. They stood on the edge of a hol­low, which evid­ently had once been the basin of a lake. From the left a forest seemed to flow in­to and fill it; but while the trees above were of many sorts, those in the hol­low were al­most en­tirely fruit-bear­ing.

			I went a few yards down the slope of grass mingled with moss, and stretched my­self upon it weary. A little farther down stood a tiny tree full of rosi­est apples no big­ger than small cher­ries, its top close to my hand; I pulled and ate one of them. Find­ing it de­li­cious, I was in the act of tak­ing an­oth­er, when a sud­den shout­ing of chil­dren, mingled with laughter clear and sweet as the mu­sic of a brook, startled me with de­light.

			“He likes our apples! He likes our apples! He’s a good gi­ant! He’s a good gi­ant!” cried many little voices.

			“He’s a gi­ant!” ob­jec­ted one.

			“He is rather big,” as­sen­ted an­oth­er, “but lit­tle­ness isn’t everything! It won’t keep you from grow­ing big and stu­pid ex­cept you take care!”

			I rose on my el­bow and stared. Above and about and be­low me stood a mul­ti­tude of chil­dren, ap­par­ently of all ages, some just able to run alone, and some about twelve or thir­teen. Three or four seemed older. They stood in a small knot, a little apart, and were less ex­cited than the rest. The many were chat­ter­ing in groups, de­claim­ing and con­tra­dict­ing, like a crowd of grown people in a city, only with great­er mer­ri­ment, bet­ter man­ners, and more sense.

			I gathered that, by the ap­proach of my hand to a second apple, they knew that I liked the first; but how from that they ar­gued me good, I did not see, nor wondered that one of them at least should sug­gest cau­tion. I did not open my mouth, for I was afraid of fright­en­ing them, and sure I should learn more by listen­ing than by ask­ing ques­tions. For I un­der­stood nearly all they said—at which I was not sur­prised: to un­der­stand is not more won­der­ful than to love.

			There came a move­ment and slight dis­per­sion among them, and presently a sweet, in­no­cent-look­ing, lov­ingly roguish little fel­low handed me a huge green apple. Si­lence fell on the noisy throng; all waited ex­pect­ant.

			“Eat, good gi­ant,” he said.

			I sat up, took the apple, smiled thanks, and would have eaten; but the mo­ment I bit in­to it, I flung it far away.

			Again rose a shout of de­light; they flung them­selves upon me, so as nearly to smoth­er me; they kissed my face and hands; they laid hold of my legs; they clambered about my arms and shoulders, em­bra­cing my head and neck. I came to the ground at last, over­whelmed with the lovely little gob­lins.

			“Good, good gi­ant!” they cried. “We knew you would come! Oh you dear, good, strong gi­ant!”

			The babble of their talk sprang up afresh, and ever the ju­bil­ant shout would rise anew from hun­dreds of clear little throats.

			Again came a sud­den si­lence. Those around me drew back; those atop of me got off and began try­ing to set me on my feet. Upon their sweet faces, con­cern had taken the place of mer­ri­ment.

			“Get up, good gi­ant!” said a little girl. “Make haste! much haste! He saw you throw his apple away!”

			Be­fore she ended, I was on my feet. She stood point­ing up the slope. On the brow of it was a clown­ish, bad-look­ing fel­low, a few inches taller than my­self. He looked hos­tile, but I saw no reas­on to fear him, for he had no weapon, and my little friends had van­ished every­one.

			He began to des­cend, and I, in the hope of bet­ter foot­ing and po­s­i­tion, to go up. He growled like a beast as he turned to­ward me.

			Reach­ing a more level spot, I stood and waited for him. As he came near, he held out his hand. I would have taken it in friendly fash­ion, but he drew it back, threatened a blow, and held it out again. Then I un­der­stood him to claim the apple I had flung away, whereupon I made a grim­ace of dis­like and a ges­ture of re­jec­tion.

			He answered with a howl of rage that seemed to say, “Do you dare tell me my apple was not fit to eat?”

			“One bad apple may grow on the best tree,” I said.

			Wheth­er he per­ceived my mean­ing I can­not tell, but he made a stride near­er, and I stood on my guard. He delayed his as­sault, how­ever, un­til a second gi­ant, much like him, who had been steal­ing up be­hind me, was close enough, when he rushed upon me. I met him with a good blow in the face, but the oth­er struck me on the back of the head, and between them I was soon over­powered.

			They dragged me in­to the wood above the val­ley, where their tribe lived—in wretched huts, built of fallen branches and a few stones. In­to one of these they pushed me, there threw me on the ground, and kicked me. A wo­man was present, who looked on with in­dif­fer­ence.

			I may here men­tion that dur­ing my cap­tiv­ity I hardly learned to dis­tin­guish the wo­men from the men, they differed so little. Of­ten I wondered wheth­er I had not come upon a sort of fung­oid people, with just enough mind to give them mo­tion and the ex­pres­sions of an­ger and greed. Their food, which con­sisted of tubers, bulbs, and fruits, was to me in­ex­press­ibly dis­agree­able, but noth­ing of­fen­ded them so much as to show dis­like to it. I was cuffed by the wo­men and kicked by the men be­cause I would not swal­low it.

			I lay on the floor that night hardly able to move, but I slept a good deal, and woke a little re­freshed. In the morn­ing they dragged me to the val­ley, and ty­ing my feet, with a long rope, to a tree, put a flat stone with a saw-like edge in my left hand. I shif­ted it to the right; they kicked me, and put it again in the left; gave me to un­der­stand that I was to scrape the bark off every branch that had no fruit on it; kicked me once more, and left me.

			I set about the dreary work in the hope that by sat­is­fy­ing them I should be left very much to my­self—to make my ob­ser­va­tions and choose my time for es­cape. Hap­pily one of the dwarf-trees grew close by me, and every oth­er minute I plucked and ate a small fruit, which won­der­fully re­freshed and strengthened me.

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				The Little Ones

			
			I had been at work but a few mo­ments, when I heard small voices near me, and presently the Little Ones, as I soon found they called them­selves, came creep­ing out from among the tiny trees that like brush­wood filled the spaces between the big ones. In a minute there were scores and scores about me. I made signs that the gi­ants had but just left me, and were not far off; but they laughed, and told me the wind was quite clean.

			“They are too blind to see us,” they said, and laughed like a mul­ti­tude of sheep-bells.

			“Do you like that rope about your ankles?” asked one.

			“I want them to think I can­not take it off,” I replied.

			“They can scarcely see their own feet!” he re­joined. “Walk with short steps and they will think the rope is all right.”

			As he spoke, he danced with mer­ri­ment.

			One of the big­ger girls got down on her knees to un­tie the clumsy knot. I smiled, think­ing those pretty fin­gers could do noth­ing with it, but in a mo­ment it was loose.

			They then made me sit down, and fed me with de­li­cious little fruits; after which the smal­ler of them began to play with me in the wild­est fash­ion, so that it was im­possible for me to re­sume my work. When the first grew tired, oth­ers took their places, and this went on un­til the sun was set­ting, and heavy steps were heard ap­proach­ing. The little people star­ted from me, and I made haste to put the rope round my ankles.

			“We must have a care,” said the girl who had freed me; “a crush of one of their hor­rid stumpy feet might kill a very little one!”

			“Can they not per­ceive you at all then?”

			“They might see some­thing move; and if the chil­dren were in a heap on the top of you, as they were a mo­ment ago, it would be ter­rible; for they hate every live thing but them­selves.—Not that they are much alive either!”

			She whistled like a bird. The next in­stant not one of them was to be seen or heard, and the girl her­self had dis­ap­peared.

			It was my mas­ter, as doubt­less he coun­ted him­self, come to take me home. He freed my ankles, and dragged me to the door of his hut; there he threw me on the ground, again tied my feet, gave me a kick, and left me.

			Now I might at once have made my es­cape; but at length I had friends, and could not think of leav­ing them. They were so charm­ing, so full of win­some ways, that I must see more of them! I must know them bet­ter! “To­mor­row,” I said to my­self with de­light, “I shall see them again!” But from the mo­ment there was si­lence in the huts un­til I fell asleep, I heard them whis­per­ing all about me, and knew that I was lov­ingly watched by a mul­ti­tude. After that, I think they hardly ever left me quite alone.

			I did not come to know the gi­ants at all, and I be­lieve there was scarcely any­thing in them to know. They nev­er be­came in the least friendly, but they were much too stu­pid to in­vent cruel­ties. Of­ten I avoided a bad kick by catch­ing the foot and giv­ing its own­er a fall, upon which he nev­er, on that oc­ca­sion, re­newed his at­tempt.

			But the little people were con­stantly do­ing and say­ing things that pleased, of­ten things that sur­prised me. Every day I grew more loath to leave them. While I was at work, they would keep com­ing and go­ing, amus­ing and de­light­ing me, and tak­ing all the misery, and much of the wear­i­ness out of my mono­ton­ous toil. Very soon I loved them more than I can tell. They did not know much, but they were very wise, and seemed cap­able of learn­ing any­thing. I had no bed save the bare ground, but al­most as of­ten as I woke, it was in a nest of chil­dren—one or oth­er of them in my arms, though which I sel­dom could tell un­til the light came, for they ordered the suc­ces­sion among them­selves. When one crept in­to my bos­om, un­con­sciously I clasped him there, and the rest lay close around me, the smal­ler near­er. It is hardly ne­ces­sary to say that I did not suf­fer much from the nightly cold! The first thing they did in the morn­ing, and the last be­fore sun­set, was to bring the good gi­ant plenty to eat.

			One morn­ing I was sur­prised on wak­ing to find my­self alone. As I came to my senses, how­ever, I heard sub­dued sounds of ap­proach, and presently the girl already men­tioned, the tallest and gravest of the com­munity, and re­garded by all as their moth­er, ap­peared from the wood, fol­lowed by the mul­ti­tude in ju­bil­a­tion mani­fest—but si­lent lest they should rouse the sleep­ing gi­ant at whose door I lay. She car­ried a boy-baby in her arms: hitherto a girl-baby, ap­par­ently about a year old, had been the young­est. Three of the big­ger girls were her nurses, but they shared their treas­ure with all the rest. Among the Little Ones, dolls were un­known; the big­ger had the smal­ler, and the smal­ler the still less, to tend and play with.

			Lona came to me and laid the in­fant in my arms. The baby opened his eyes and looked at me, closed them again, and fell asleep.

			“He loves you already!” said the girl.

			“Where did you find him?” I asked.

			“In the wood, of course,” she answered, her eyes beam­ing with de­light, “—where we al­ways find them. Isn’t he a beauty? We’ve been out all night look­ing for him. Some­times it is not easy to find!”

			“How do you know when there is one to find?” I asked.

			“I can­not tell,” she replied. “Every­one makes haste to tell the oth­er, but we nev­er find out who told first. Some­times I think one must have said it asleep, and an­oth­er heard it half-awake. When there is a baby in the wood, no one can stop to ask ques­tions; and when we have found it, then it is too late.”

			“Do more boy or girl ba­bies come to the wood?”

			“They don’t come to the wood; we go to the wood and find them.”

			“Are there more boys or girls of you now?”

			I had found that to ask pre­cisely the same ques­tion twice, made them knit their brows.

			“I do not know,” she answered.

			“You can count them, surely!”

			“We nev­er do that. We shouldn’t like to be coun­ted.”

			“Why?”

			“It wouldn’t be smooth. We would rather not know.”

			“Where do the ba­bies come from first?”

			“From the wood—al­ways. There is no oth­er place they can come from.”

			She knew where they came from last, and thought noth­ing else was to be known about their ad­vent.

			“How of­ten do you find one?”

			“Such a happy thing takes all the glad we’ve got, and we for­get the last time. You too are glad to have him—are you not, good gi­ant?”

			“Yes, in­deed, I am!” I answered. “But how do you feed him?”

			“I will show you,” she re­joined, and went away—to re­turn dir­ectly with two or three ripe little plums. She put one to the baby’s lips.

			“He would open his mouth if he were awake,” she said, and took him in her arms.

			She squeezed a drop to the sur­face, and again held the fruit to the baby’s lips. Without wak­ing he began at once to suck it, and she went on slowly squeez­ing un­til noth­ing but skin and stone were left.

			“There!” she cried, in a tone of gentle tri­umph. “A big-apple world it would be with noth­ing for the ba­bies! We wouldn’t stop in it—would we, darling? We would leave it to the bad gi­ants!”

			“But what if you let the stone in­to the baby’s mouth when you were feed­ing him?” I said.

			“No moth­er would do that,” she replied. “I shouldn’t be fit to have a baby!”

			I thought what a lovely wo­man she would grow. But what be­came of them when they grew up? Where did they go? That brought me again to the ques­tion—where did they come from first?

			“Will you tell me where you lived be­fore?” I said.

			“Here,” she replied.

			“Have you nev­er lived any­where else?” I ven­tured.

			“Nev­er. We all came from the wood. Some think we dropped out of the trees.”

			“How is it there are so many of you quite little?”

			“I don’t un­der­stand. Some are less and some are big­ger. I am very big.”

			“Baby will grow big­ger, won’t he?”

			“Of course he will!”

			“And will you grow big­ger?”

			“I don’t think so. I hope not. I am the biggest. It fright­ens me some­times.”

			“Why should it fright­en you?”

			She gave me no an­swer.

			“How old are you?” I re­sumed.

			“I do not know what you mean. We are all just that.”

			“How big will the baby grow?”

			“I can­not tell.—Some,” she ad­ded, with a trouble in her voice, “be­gin to grow after we think they have stopped.—That is a fright­ful thing. We don’t talk about it!”

			“What makes it fright­ful?”

			She was si­lent for a mo­ment, then answered,

			“We fear they may be be­gin­ning to grow gi­ants.”

			“Why should you fear that?”

			“Be­cause it is so ter­rible.—I don’t want to talk about it!”

			She pressed the baby to her bos­om with such an anxious look that I dared not fur­ther ques­tion her.

			Be­fore long I began to per­ceive in two or three of the smal­ler chil­dren some traces of greed and selfish­ness, and noted that the big­ger girls cast on these a not in­fre­quent glance of anxi­ety.

			None of them put a hand to my work: they would do noth­ing for the gi­ants! But they nev­er re­laxed their lov­ing min­is­tra­tions to me. They would sing to me, one after an­oth­er, for hours; climb the tree to reach my mouth and pop fruit in­to it with their dainty little fin­gers; and they kept con­stant watch against the ap­proach of a gi­ant.

			Some­times they would sit and tell me stor­ies—mostly very child­ish, and of­ten seem­ing to mean hardly any­thing. Now and then they would call a gen­er­al as­sembly to amuse me. On one such oc­ca­sion a moody little fel­low sang me a strange croon­ing song, with a re­frain so pathet­ic that, al­though un­in­tel­li­gible to me, it caused the tears to run down my face. This phe­nomen­on made those who saw it re­gard me with much per­plex­ity. Then first I be­thought my­self that I had not once, in that world, looked on wa­ter, fall­ing or ly­ing or run­ning. Plenty there had been in some long van­ished age—that was plain enough—but the Little Ones had nev­er seen any be­fore they saw my tears! They had, nev­er­the­less, it seemed, some dim, in­stinct­ive per­cep­tion of their ori­gin; for a very small child went up to the sing­er, shook his clenched pud in his face, and said some­thing like this: “ ’Ou skeeze ze juice out of ze good gi­ant’s see­ber­ries! Bad gi­ant!”

			“How is it,” I said one day to Lona, as she sat with the baby in her arms at the foot of my tree, “that I nev­er see any chil­dren among the gi­ants?”

			She stared a little, as if look­ing in vain for some sense in the ques­tion, then replied,

			“They are gi­ants; there are no little ones.”

			“Have they nev­er any chil­dren?” I asked.

			“No; there are nev­er any in the wood for them. They do not love them. If they saw ours, they would stamp them.”

			“Is there al­ways the same num­ber of the gi­ants then? I thought, be­fore I had time to know bet­ter, that they were your fath­ers and moth­ers.”

			She burst in­to the mer­ri­est laughter, and said,

			“No, good gi­ant; we are their firsters.”

			But as she said it, the mer­ri­ment died out of her, and she looked scared.

			I stopped work­ing, and gazed at her, be­wildered.

			“How can that be?” I ex­claimed.

			“I do not say; I do not un­der­stand,” she answered. “But we were here and they not. They go from us. I am sorry, but we can­not help it. They could have helped it.”

			“How long have you been here?” I asked, more and more puzzled—in the hope of some side­light on the mat­ter.

			“Al­ways, I think,” she replied. “I think some­body made us al­ways.”

			I turned to my scrap­ing.

			She saw I did not un­der­stand.

			“The gi­ants were not made al­ways,” she re­sumed. “If a Little One doesn’t care, he grows greedy, and then lazy, and then big, and then stu­pid, and then bad. The dull creatures don’t know that they come from us. Very few of them be­lieve we are any­where. They say non­sense!—Look at little Blunty: he is eat­ing one of their apples! He will be the next! Oh! oh! he will soon be big and bad and ugly, and not know it!”

			The child stood by him­self a little way off, eat­ing an apple nearly as big as his head. I had of­ten thought he did not look so good as the rest; now he looked dis­gust­ing.

			“I will take the hor­rid thing from him!” I cried.

			“It is no use,” she answered sadly. “We have done all we can, and it is too late! We were afraid he was grow­ing, for he would not be­lieve any­thing told him; but when he re­fused to share his ber­ries, and said he had gathered them for him­self, then we knew it! He is a glut­ton, and there is no hope of him.—It makes me sick to see him eat!”

			“Could not some of the boys watch him, and not let him touch the pois­on­ous things?”

			“He may have them if he will: it is all one—to eat the apples, and to be a boy that would eat them if he could. No; he must go to the gi­ants! He be­longs to them. You can see how much big­ger he is than when first you came! He is big­ger since yes­ter­day.”

			“He is as like that hideous green lump in his hand as boy could look!”

			“It suits what he is mak­ing him­self.”

			“His head and it might change places!”

			“Per­haps they do!”

			“Does he want to be a gi­ant?”

			“He hates the gi­ants, but he is mak­ing him­self one all the same: he likes their apples! Oh baby, baby, he was just such a darling as you when we found him!”

			“He will be very miser­able when he finds him­self a gi­ant!”

			“Oh, no; he will like it well enough! That is the worst of it.”

			“Will he hate the Little Ones?”

			“He will be like the rest; he will not re­mem­ber us—most likely will not be­lieve there are Little Ones. He will not care; he will eat his apples.”

			“Do tell me how it will come about. I un­der­stand your world so little! I come from a world where everything is dif­fer­ent.”

			“I do not know about world. What is it? What more but a word in your beau­ti­ful big mouth?—That makes it some­thing!”

			“Nev­er mind about the word; tell me what next will hap­pen to Blunty.”

			“He will wake one morn­ing and find him­self a gi­ant—not like you, good gi­ant, but like any oth­er bad gi­ant. You will hardly know him, but I will tell you which. He will think he has been a gi­ant al­ways, and will not know you, or any of us. The gi­ants have lost them­selves, Pe­ony says, and that is why they nev­er smile. I won­der wheth­er they are not glad be­cause they are bad, or bad be­cause they are not glad. But they can’t be glad when they have no ba­bies! I won­der what bad means, good gi­ant!”

			“I wish I knew no more about it than you!” I re­turned. “But I try to be good, and mean to keep on try­ing.”

			“So do I—and that is how I know you are good.”

			A long pause fol­lowed.

			“Then you do not know where the ba­bies come from in­to the wood?” I said, mak­ing one at­tempt more.

			“There is noth­ing to know there,” she answered. “They are in the wood; they grow there.”

			“Then how is it you nev­er find one be­fore it is quite grown?” I asked.

			She knit­ted her brows and was si­lent a mo­ment:

			“They’re not there till they’re fin­ished,” she said.

			“It is a pity the little sil­lies can’t speak till they’ve for­got­ten everything they had to tell!” I re­marked.

			“Little Tolma, the last be­fore this baby, looked as if she had some­thing to tell, when I found her un­der a beech-tree, suck­ing her thumb, but she hadn’t. She only looked up at me—oh, so sweetly! She will nev­er go bad and grow big! When they be­gin to grow big they care for noth­ing but big­ness; and when they can­not grow any big­ger, they try to grow fat­ter. The bad gi­ants are very proud of be­ing fat.”

			“So they are in my world,” I said; “only they do not say fat there, they say rich.”

			“In one of their houses,” con­tin­ued Lona, “sits the biggest and fat­test of them—so proud that nobody can see him; and the gi­ants go to his house at cer­tain times, and call out to him, and tell him how fat he is, and beg him to make them strong to eat more and grow fat like him.”

			The ru­mour at length reached my ears that Blunty had van­ished. I saw a few grave faces among the big­ger ones, but he did not seem to be much missed.

			The next morn­ing Lona came to me and whispered,

			“Look! look there—by that quince-tree: that is the gi­ant that was Blunty!—Would you have known him?”

			“Nev­er,” I answered. “—But now you tell me, I could fancy it might be Blunty star­ing through a fog! He does look stu­pid!”

			“He is forever eat­ing those apples now!” she said. “That is what comes of Little Ones that won’t be little!”

			“They call it grow­ing-up in my world!” I said to my­self. “If only she would teach me to grow the oth­er way, and be­come a Little One!—Shall I ever be able to laugh like them?”

			I had had the chance, and had flung it from me! Blunty and I were alike! He did not know his loss, and I had to be taught mine!

		
	
		
			
				XIV

				A Crisis

			
			For a time I had no de­sire save to spend my life with the Little Ones. But soon oth­er thoughts and feel­ings began to in­flu­ence me. First awoke the vague sense that I ought to be do­ing some­thing; that I was not meant for the fat­ten­ing of boors! Then it came to me that I was in a mar­vel­lous world, of which it was as­suredly my busi­ness to dis­cov­er the ways and laws; and that, if I would do any­thing in re­turn for the chil­dren’s good­ness, I must learn more about them than they could tell me, and to that end must be free. Surely, I thought, no sup­pres­sion of their growth can be es­sen­tial to their love­li­ness and truth and pur­ity! Not in any world could the pos­sib­il­ity ex­ist of such a dis­cord between con­sti­tu­tion and its nat­ur­al out­come! Life and law can­not be so at vari­ance that per­fec­tion must be gained by thwart­ing de­vel­op­ment! But the growth of the Little Ones was ar­res­ted! some­thing in­terfered with it: what was it? Lona seemed the eld­est of them, yet not more than fif­teen, and had been long in charge of a mul­ti­tude, in semb­lance and mostly in be­ha­viour merest chil­dren, who re­garded her as their moth­er! Were they grow­ing at all? I doubted it. Of time they had scarcely the idea; of their own age they knew noth­ing! Lona her­self thought she had lived al­ways! Full of wis­dom and empty of know­ledge, she was at once their Love and their Law! But what seemed to me her ig­nor­ance might in truth be my own lack of in­sight! Her one anxi­ety plainly was, that her Little Ones should not grow, and change in­to bad gi­ants! Their “good gi­ant” was bound to do his best for them: without more know­ledge of their nature, and some know­ledge of their his­tory, he could do noth­ing, and must there­fore leave them! They would only be as they were be­fore; they had in no way be­come de­pend­ent on me; they were still my pro­tect­ors, I was not theirs; my pres­ence but brought them more in danger of their idi­ot­ic neigh­bours! I longed to teach them many things: I must first un­der­stand more of those I would teach! Know­ledge no doubt made bad people worse, but it must make good people bet­ter! I was con­vinced they would learn math­em­at­ics; and might they not be taught to write down the dainty melod­ies they mur­mured and for­got?

			The con­clu­sion was, that I must rise and con­tin­ue my travels, in the hope of com­ing upon some elu­cid­a­tion of the for­tunes and des­tiny of the be­witch­ing little creatures.

			My design, how­ever, would not so soon have passed in­to ac­tion, but for what now oc­curred.

			To pre­pare them for my tem­por­ary ab­sence, I was one day telling them while at work that I would long ago have left the bad gi­ants, but that I loved the Little Ones so much—when, as by one ac­cord, they came rush­ing and crowding upon me; they scrambled over each oth­er and up the tree and dropped on my head, un­til I was nearly smothered. With three very little ones in my arms, one on each shoulder cling­ing to my neck, one stand­ing straight up on my head, four or five hold­ing me fast by the legs, oth­ers grap­pling my body and arms, and a mul­ti­tude climb­ing and des­cend­ing upon these, I was help­less as one over­whelmed by lava. Ab­sorbed in the merry struggle, not one of them saw my tyr­ant com­ing un­til he was al­most upon me. With just one cry of “Take care, good gi­ant!” they ran from me like mice, they dropped from me like hedge­hogs, they flew from me up the tree like squir­rels, and the same mo­ment, sharp round the stem came the bad gi­ant, and dealt me such a blow on the head with a stick that I fell to the ground. The chil­dren told me af­ter­wards that they sent him “such a many bumps of big apples and stones” that he was frightened, and ran blun­der­ing home.

			When I came to my­self it was night. Above me were a few pale stars that ex­pec­ted the moon. I thought I was alone. My head ached badly, and I was ter­ribly athirst.

			I turned wear­ily on my side. The mo­ment my ear touched the ground, I heard the gush­ing and gurg­ling of wa­ter, and the soft noises made me groan with long­ing. At once I was amid a mul­ti­tude of si­lent chil­dren, and de­li­cious little fruits began to vis­it my lips. They came and came un­til my thirst was gone.

			Then I was aware of sounds I had nev­er heard there be­fore; the air was full of little sobs.

			I tried to sit up. A pile of small bod­ies in­stantly heaped it­self at my back. Then I struggled to my feet, with much push­ing and pulling from the Little Ones, who were won­der­fully strong for their size.

			“You must go away, good gi­ant,” they said. “When the bad gi­ants see you hurt, they will all trample on you.”

			“I think I must,” I answered.

			“Go and grow strong, and come again,” they said.

			“I will,” I replied—and sat down.

			“In­deed you must go at once!” whispered Lona, who had been sup­port­ing me, and now knelt be­side me.

			“I listened at his door,” said one of the big­ger boys, “and heard the bad gi­ant say to his wife that he had found you idle, talk­ing to a lot of moles and squir­rels, and when he beat you, they tried to kill him. He said you were a wiz­ard, and they must knock you, or they would have no peace.”

			“I will go at once,” I said, “and come back as soon as I have found out what is wanted to make you big­ger and stronger.”

			“We don’t want to be big­ger,” they answered, look­ing very ser­i­ous. “We won’t grow bad gi­ants!—We are strong now; you don’t know how much strong!”

			It was no use hold­ing them out a pro­spect that had not any at­trac­tion for them! I said noth­ing more, but rose and moved slowly up the slope of the val­ley. At once they formed them­selves in­to a long pro­ces­sion; some led the way, some walked with me help­ing me, and the rest fol­lowed. They kept feed­ing me as we went.

			“You are broken,” they said, “and much red juice has run out of you: put some in.”

			When we reached the edge of the val­ley, there was the moon just lift­ing her fore­head over the rim of the ho­ri­zon.

			“She has come to take care of you, and show you the way,” said Lona.

			I ques­tioned those about me as we walked, and learned there was a great place with a gi­ant-girl for queen. When I asked if it was a city, they said they did not know. Neither could they tell how far off, or in what dir­ec­tion it was, or what was the gi­ant-girl’s name; all they knew was, that she hated the Little Ones, and would like to kill them, only she could not find them. I asked how they knew that; Lona answered that she had al­ways known it. If the gi­ant-girl came to look for them, they must hide hard, she said. When I told them I should go and ask her why she hated them, they cried out,

			“No, no! she will kill you, good gi­ant; she will kill you! She is an aw­ful bad-gi­ant witch!”

			I asked them where I was to go then. They told me that, bey­ond the baby-forest, away where the moon came from, lay a smooth green coun­try, pleas­ant to the feet, without rocks or trees. But when I asked how I was to set out for it.

			“The moon will tell you, we think,” they said.

			They were tak­ing me up the second branch of the river bed: when they saw that the moon had reached her height, they stopped to re­turn.

			“We have nev­er gone so far from our trees be­fore,” they said. “Now mind you watch how you go, that you may see in­side your eyes how to come back to us.”

			“And be­ware of the gi­ant-wo­man that lives in the desert,” said one of the big­ger girls as they were turn­ing, “I sup­pose you have heard of her!”

			“No,” I answered.

			“Then take care not to go near her. She is called the Cat-wo­man. She is aw­fully ugly—and scratches.”

			As soon as the big­ger ones stopped, the smal­ler had be­gun to run back. The oth­ers now looked at me gravely for a mo­ment, and then walked slowly away. Last to leave me, Lona held up the baby to be kissed, gazed in my eyes, whispered, “The Cat-wo­man will not hurt you,” and went without an­oth­er word. I stood a while, gaz­ing after them through the moon­light, then turned and, with a heavy heart, began my sol­it­ary jour­ney. Soon the laughter of the Little Ones over­took me, like sheep-bells in­nu­mer­able, rip­pling the air, and echo­ing in the rocks about me. I turned again, and again gazed after them: they went gam­bol­ing along, with nev­er a care in their sweet souls. But Lona walked apart with her baby.

			Pon­der­ing as I went, I re­called many traits of my little friends.

			Once when I sug­ges­ted that they should leave the coun­try of the bad gi­ants, and go with me to find an­oth­er, they answered, “But that would be to not ourselves!”—so strong in them was the love of place that their coun­try seemed es­sen­tial to their very be­ing! Without am­bi­tion or fear, dis­com­fort or greed, they had no motive to de­sire any change; they knew of noth­ing amiss; and, ex­cept their ba­bies, they had nev­er had a chance of help­ing any­one but my­self:—How were they to grow? But again, Why should they grow? In seek­ing to im­prove their con­di­tions, might I not do them harm, and only harm? To en­large their minds after the no­tions of my world—might it not be to dis­tort and weak­en them? Their fear of growth as a pos­sible start for gi­ant­hood might be in­stinct­ive!

			The part of phil­an­throp­ist is in­deed a dan­ger­ous one; and the man who would do his neigh­bour good must first study how not to do him evil, and must be­gin by pulling the beam out of his own eye.

		
	
		
			
				XV

				A Strange Host­ess

			
			I trav­elled on at­ten­ded by the moon. As usu­al she was full—I had nev­er seen her oth­er—and to­night as she sank I thought I per­ceived some­thing like a smile on her coun­ten­ance.

			When her un­der edge was a little be­low the ho­ri­zon, there ap­peared in the middle of her disc, as if it had been painted upon it, a cot­tage, through the open door and win­dow of which she shone; and with the sight came the con­vic­tion that I was ex­pec­ted there. Al­most im­me­di­ately the moon was gone, and the cot­tage had van­ished; the night was rap­idly grow­ing dark, and my way be­ing across a close suc­ces­sion of small rav­ines, I re­solved to re­main where I was and ex­pect the morn­ing. I stretched my­self, there­fore, in a sandy hol­low, made my sup­per off the fruits the chil­dren had giv­en me at part­ing, and was soon asleep.

			I woke sud­denly, saw above me con­stel­la­tions un­known to my former world, and had lain for a while gaz­ing at them, when I be­came aware of a fig­ure seated on the ground a little way from and above me. I was startled, as one is on dis­cov­er­ing all at once that he is not alone. The fig­ure was between me and the sky, so that I saw its out­line well. From where I lay low in the hol­low, it seemed lar­ger than hu­man.

			It moved its head, and then first I saw that its back was to­ward me.

			“Will you not come with me?” said a sweet, mel­low voice, un­mis­tak­ably a wo­man’s.

			Wish­ing to learn more of my host­ess,

			“I thank you,” I replied, “but I am not un­com­fort­able here. Where would you have me go? I like sleep­ing in the open air.”

			“There is no hurt in the air,” she re­turned; “but the creatures that roam the night in these parts are not such as a man would will­ingly have about him while he sleeps.”

			“I have not been dis­turbed,” I said.

			“No; I have been sit­ting by you ever since you lay down.”

			“That is very kind of you! How came you to know I was here? Why do you show me such fa­vour?”

			“I saw you,” she answered, still with her back to me, “in the light of the moon, just as she went down. I see badly in the day, but at night per­fectly. The shad­ow of my house would have hid­den you, but both its doors were open. I was out on the waste, and saw you go in­to this hol­low. You were asleep, how­ever, be­fore I could reach you, and I was not will­ing to dis­turb you. People are frightened if I come on them sud­denly. They call me the Cat-wo­man. It is not my name.”

			I re­membered what the chil­dren had told me—that she was very ugly, and scratched. But her voice was gentle, and its tone a little apo­lo­get­ic: she could not be a bad gi­ant­ess!

			“You shall not hear it from me,” I answered, “Please tell me what I may call you!”

			“When you know me, call me by the name that seems to you to fit me,” she replied: “that will tell me what sort you are. People do not of­ten give me the right one. It is well when they do.”

			“I sup­pose, madam, you live in the cot­tage I saw in the heart of the moon?”

			“I do. I live there alone, ex­cept when I have vis­it­ors. It is a poor place, but I do what I can for my guests, and some­times their sleep is sweet to them.”

			Her voice entered in­to me, and made me feel strangely still.

			“I will go with you, madam,” I said, rising.

			She rose at once, and without a glance be­hind her led the way. I could see her just well enough to fol­low. She was taller than my­self, but not so tall as I had thought her. That she nev­er turned her face to me made me curi­ous—no­wise ap­pre­hens­ive, her voice rang so true. But how was I to fit her with a name who could not see her? I strove to get along­side of her, but failed: when I quickened my pace she quickened hers, and kept eas­ily ahead of me. At length I did be­gin to grow a little afraid. Why was she so care­ful not to be seen? Ex­traordin­ary ugli­ness would ac­count for it: she might fear ter­ri­fy­ing me! Hor­ror of an in­con­ceiv­able mon­stros­ity began to as­sail me: was I fol­low­ing through the dark an un­heard of hideous­ness? Al­most I re­pen­ted of hav­ing ac­cep­ted her hos­pit­al­ity.

			Neither spoke, and the si­lence grew un­bear­able. I must break it!

			“I want to find my way,” I said, “to a place I have heard of, but whose name I have not yet learned. Per­haps you can tell it me!”

			“De­scribe it, then, and I will dir­ect you. The stu­pid Bags know noth­ing, and the care­less little Lov­ers for­get al­most everything.”

			“Where do those live?”

			“You are just come from them!”

			“I nev­er heard those names be­fore!”

			“You would not hear them. Neither people knows its own name!”

			“Strange!”

			“Per­haps so! but hardly any­one any­where knows his own name! It would make many a fine gen­tle­man stare to hear him­self ad­dressed by what is really his name!”

			I held my peace, be­gin­ning to won­der what my name might be.

			“What now do you fancy yours?” she went on, as if aware of my thought. “But, par­don me, it is a mat­ter of no con­sequence.”

			I had ac­tu­ally opened my mouth to an­swer her, when I dis­covered that my name was gone from me. I could not even re­call the first let­ter of it! This was the second time I had been asked my name and could not tell it!

			“Nev­er mind,” she said; “it is not wanted. Your real name, in­deed, is writ­ten on your fore­head, but at present it whirls about so ir­reg­u­larly that nobody can read it. I will do my part to steady it. Soon it will go slower, and, I hope, settle at last.”

			This startled me, and I was si­lent.

			We had left the chan­nels and walked a long time, but no sign of the cot­tage yet ap­peared.

			“The Little Ones told me,” I said at length, “of a smooth green coun­try, pleas­ant to the feet!”

			“Yes?” she re­turned.

			“They told me too of a girl gi­ant­ess that was queen some­where: is that her coun­try?”

			“There is a city in that grassy land,” she replied, “where a wo­man is prin­cess. The city is called Bu­lika. But cer­tainly the prin­cess is not a girl! She is older than this world, and came to it from yours—with a ter­rible his­tory, which is not over yet. She is an evil per­son, and pre­vails much with the Prince of the Power of the Air. The people of Bu­lika were formerly simple folk, tilling the ground and pas­tur­ing sheep. She came among them, and they re­ceived her hos­pit­ably. She taught them to dig for dia­monds and opals and sell them to strangers, and made them give up till­age and pas­tur­age and build a city. One day they found a huge snake and killed it; which so en­raged her that she de­clared her­self their prin­cess, and be­came ter­rible to them. The name of the coun­try at that time was The Land of Wa­ters; for the dry chan­nels, of which you have crossed so many, were then over­flow­ing with live tor­rents; and the val­ley, where now the Bags and the Lov­ers have their fruit-trees, was a lake that re­ceived a great part of them. But the wicked prin­cess gathered up in her lap what she could of the wa­ter over the whole coun­try, closed it in an egg, and car­ried it away. Her lap, how­ever, would not hold more than half of it; and the in­stant she was gone, what she had not yet taken fled away un­der­ground, leav­ing the coun­try as dry and dusty as her own heart. Were it not for the wa­ters un­der it, every liv­ing thing would long ago have per­ished from it. For where no wa­ter is, no rain falls; and where no rain falls, no springs rise. Ever since then, the prin­cess has lived in Bu­lika, hold­ing the in­hab­it­ants in con­stant ter­ror, and do­ing what she can to keep them from mul­tiply­ing. Yet they boast and be­lieve them­selves a pros­per­ous, and cer­tainly are a self-sat­is­fied people—good at bar­gain­ing and buy­ing, good at selling and cheat­ing; hold­ing well to­geth­er for a com­mon in­terest, and ut­terly treach­er­ous where in­terests clash; proud of their prin­cess and her power, and des­pising every­one they get the bet­ter of; nev­er doubt­ing them­selves the most hon­our­able of all the na­tions, and each man count­ing him­self bet­ter than any oth­er. The depth of their worth­less­ness and height of their vain­glory no one can un­der­stand who has not been there to see, who has not learned to know the miser­able mis­gov­erned and self-de­ceived creatures.”

			“I thank you, madam. And now, if you please, will you tell me some­thing about the Little Ones—the Lov­ers? I long heart­ily to serve them. Who and what are they? and how do they come to be there? Those chil­dren are the greatest won­der I have found in this world of won­ders.”

			“In Bu­lika you may, per­haps, get some light on those mat­ters. There is an an­cient poem in the lib­rary of the palace, I am told, which of course no one there can read, but in which it is plainly writ­ten that after the Lov­ers have gone through great troubles and learned their own name, they will fill the land, and make the gi­ants their slaves.”

			“By that time they will have grown a little, will they not?” I said.

			“Yes, they will have grown; yet I think too they will not have grown. It is pos­sible to grow and not to grow, to grow less and to grow big­ger, both at once—yes, even to grow by means of not grow­ing!”

			“Your words are strange, madam!” I re­joined. “But I have heard it said that some words, be­cause they mean more, ap­pear to mean less!”

			“That is true, and such words have to be un­der­stood. It were well for the prin­cess of Bu­lika if she heard what the very si­lence of the land is shout­ing in her ears all day long! But she is far too clev­er to un­der­stand any­thing.”

			“Then I sup­pose, when the little Lov­ers are grown, their land will have wa­ter again?”

			“Not ex­actly so: when they are thirsty enough, they will have wa­ter, and when they have wa­ter, they will grow. To grow, they must have wa­ter. And, be­neath, it is flow­ing still.”

			“I have heard that wa­ter twice,” I said; “—once when I lay down to wait for the moon—and when I woke the sun was shin­ing! and once when I fell, all but killed by the bad gi­ant. Both times came the voices of the wa­ter, and healed me.”

			The wo­man nev­er turned her head, and kept al­ways a little be­fore me, but I could hear every word that left her lips, and her voice much re­minded me of the wo­man’s in the house of death. Much of what she said, I did not un­der­stand, and there­fore can­not re­mem­ber. But I for­got that I had ever been afraid of her.

			We went on and on, and crossed yet a wide tract of sand be­fore reach­ing the cot­tage. Its found­a­tion stood in deep sand, but I could see that it was a rock. In char­ac­ter the cot­tage re­sembled the sex­ton’s, but had thick­er walls. The door, which was heavy and strong, opened im­me­di­ately in­to a large bare room, which had two little win­dows op­pos­ite each oth­er, without glass. My host­ess walked in at the open door out of which the moon had looked, and go­ing straight to the farthest corner, took a long white cloth from the floor, and wound it about her head and face. Then she closed the oth­er door, in at which the moon had looked, trimmed a small horn lan­tern that stood on the hearth, and turned to re­ceive me.

			“You are very wel­come, Mr. Vane!” she said, call­ing me by the name I had for­got­ten. “Your en­ter­tain­ment will be scanty, but, as the night is not far spent, and the day not at hand, it is bet­ter you should be in­doors. Here you will be safe, and a little lack is not a great misery.”

			“I thank you heart­ily, madam,” I replied. “But, see­ing you know the name I could not tell you, may I not now know yours?”

			“My name is Mara,” she answered.

			Then I re­membered the sex­ton and the little black cat.

			“Some people,” she went on, “take me for Lot’s wife, lament­ing over So­d­om; and some think I am Rachel, weep­ing for her chil­dren; but I am neither of those.”

			“I thank you again, Mara,” I said. “—May I lie here on your floor till the morn­ing?”

			“At the top of that stair,” she answered, “you will find a bed—on which some have slept bet­ter than they ex­pec­ted, and some have waked all the night and slept all the next day. It is not a very soft one, but it is bet­ter than the sand—and there are no hy­en­as sniff­ing about it!”

			The stair, nar­row and steep, led straight up from the room to an un­ceiled and un­par­ti­tioned gar­ret, with one wide, low dormer win­dow. Close un­der the slop­ing roof stood a nar­row bed, the sight of which with its white cov­er­let made me shiver, so vividly it re­called the couches in the cham­ber of death. On the table was a dry loaf, and be­side it a cup of cold wa­ter. To me, who had tasted noth­ing but fruit for months, they were a feast.

			“I must leave you in the dark,” my host­ess called from the bot­tom of the stair. “This lan­tern is all the light I have, and there are things to do to­night.”

			“It is of no con­sequence, thank you, madam,” I re­turned. “To eat and drink, to lie down and sleep, are things that can be done in the dark.”

			“Rest in peace,” she said.

			I ate up the loaf, drank the wa­ter every drop, and laid my­self down. The bed was hard, the cov­er­ing thin and scanty, and the night cold: I dreamed that I lay in the cham­ber of death, between the war­ri­or and the lady with the heal­ing wound.

			I woke in the middle of the night, think­ing I heard low noises of wild an­im­als.

			“Creatures of the desert scent­ing after me, I sup­pose!” I said to my­self, and, know­ing I was safe, would have gone to sleep again. But that in­stant a rough purring rose to a howl un­der my win­dow, and I sprang from my bed to see what sort of beast uttered it.

			Be­fore the door of the cot­tage, in the full ra­di­ance of the moon, a tall wo­man stood, clothed in white, with her back to­ward me. She was stoop­ing over a large white an­im­al like a pan­ther, pat­ting and strok­ing it with one hand, while with the oth­er she poin­ted to the moon halfway up the heav­en, then drew a per­pen­dic­u­lar line to the ho­ri­zon. In­stantly the creature dar­ted off with amaz­ing swift­ness in the dir­ec­tion in­dic­ated. For a mo­ment my eyes fol­lowed it, then sought the wo­man; but she was gone, and not yet had I seen her face! Again I looked after the an­im­al, but wheth­er I saw or only fan­cied a white speck in the dis­tance, I could not tell.—What did it mean? What was the mon­ster-cat sent off to do? I shuddered, and went back to my bed. Then I re­membered that, when I lay down in the sandy hol­low out­side, the moon was set­ting; yet here she was, a few hours after, shin­ing in all her glory! “Everything is un­cer­tain here,” I said to my­self, “—even the mo­tions of the heav­enly bod­ies!”

			I learned af­ter­ward that there were sev­er­al moons in the ser­vice of this world, but the laws that ruled their times and dif­fer­ent or­bits I failed to dis­cov­er.

			Again I fell asleep, and slept un­dis­turbed.

			When I went down in the morn­ing, I found bread and wa­ter wait­ing me, the loaf so large that I ate only half of it. My host­ess sat muffled be­side me while I broke my fast, and ex­cept to greet me when I entered, nev­er opened her mouth un­til I asked her to in­struct me how to ar­rive at Bu­lika. She then told me to go up the bank of the ri­ver­bed un­til it dis­ap­peared; then verge to the right un­til I came to a forest—in which I might spend a night, but which I must leave with my face to the rising moon. Keep­ing in the same dir­ec­tion, she said, un­til I reached a run­ning stream, I must cross that at right angles, and go straight on un­til I saw the city on the ho­ri­zon.

			I thanked her, and ven­tured the re­mark that, look­ing out of the win­dow in the night, I was as­ton­ished to see her mes­sen­ger un­der­stand her so well, and go so straight and so fast in the dir­ec­tion she had in­dic­ated.

			“If I had but that an­im­al of yours to guide me—” I went on, hop­ing to learn some­thing of its mis­sion, but she in­ter­rup­ted me, say­ing,

			“It was to Bu­lika she went—the shortest way.”

			“How won­der­fully in­tel­li­gent she looked!”

			“As­tarte knows her work well enough to be sent to do it,” she answered.

			“Have you many mes­sen­gers like her?”

			“As many as I re­quire.”

			“Are they hard to teach?”

			“They need no teach­ing. They are all of a cer­tain breed, but not one of the breed is like an­oth­er. Their ori­gin is so nat­ur­al it would seem to you in­cred­ible.”

			“May I not know it?”

			“A new one came to me last night—from your head while you slept.”

			I laughed.

			“All in this world seem to love mys­tery!” I said to my­self. “Some chance word of mine sug­ges­ted an idea—and in this form she em­bod­ies the small fact!”

			“Then the creature is mine!” I cried.

			“Not at all!” she answered. “That only can be ours in whose ex­ist­ence our will is a factor.”

			“Ha! a meta­phys­i­cian too!” I re­marked in­side, and was si­lent.

			“May I take what is left of the loaf?” I asked presently.

			“You will want no more today,” she replied.

			“To­mor­row I may!” I re­joined.

			She rose and went to the door, say­ing as she went,

			“It has noth­ing to do with to­mor­row—but you may take it if you will.”

			She opened the door, and stood hold­ing it. I rose, tak­ing up the bread—but lingered, much de­sir­ing to see her face.

			“Must I go, then?” I asked.

			“No one sleeps in my house two nights to­geth­er!” she answered.

			“I thank you, then, for your hos­pit­al­ity, and bid you farewell!” I said, and turned to go.

			“The time will come when you must house with me many days and many nights,” she mur­mured sadly through her muffling.

			“Will­ingly,” I replied.

			“Nay, not will­ingly!” she answered.

			I said to my­self that she was right—I would not will­ingly be her guest a second time! but im­me­di­ately my heart re­buked me, and I had scarce crossed the threshold when I turned again.

			She stood in the middle of the room; her white gar­ments lay like foamy waves at her feet, and among them the swath­ings of her face: it was lovely as a night of stars. Her great gray eyes looked up to heav­en; tears were flow­ing down her pale cheeks. She re­minded me not a little of the sex­ton’s wife, al­though the one looked as if she had not wept for thou­sands of years, and the oth­er as if she wept con­stantly be­hind the wrap­pings of her beau­ti­ful head. Yet some­thing in the very eyes that wept seemed to say, “Weep­ing may en­dure for a night, but joy cometh in the morn­ing.”

			I had bowed my head for a mo­ment, about to kneel and beg her for­give­ness, when, look­ing up in the act, I found my­self out­side a door­less house. I went round and round it, but could find no en­trance.

			I had stopped un­der one of the win­dows, on the point of call­ing aloud my re­pent­ant con­fes­sion, when a sud­den wail­ing, howl­ing scream in­vaded my ears, and my heart stood still. Some­thing sprang from the win­dow above my head, and lighted bey­ond me. I turned, and saw a large gray cat, its hair on end, shoot­ing to­ward the ri­ver­bed. I fell with my face in the sand, and seemed to hear with­in the house the gentle sob­bing of one who suffered but did not re­pent.

		
	
		
			
				XVI

				A Grue­some Dance

			
			I rose to re­sume my jour­ney, and walked many a desert mile. How I longed for a moun­tain, or even a tall rock, from whose sum­mit I might see across the dis­mal plain or the dried-up chan­nels to some bor­der­ing hope! Yet what could such foresight have availed me? That which is with­in a man, not that which lies bey­ond his vis­ion, is the main factor in what is about to be­fall him: the op­er­a­tion upon him is the event. Fore­see­ing is not un­der­stand­ing, else surely the proph­ecy lat­ent in man would come of­ten­er to the sur­face!

			The sun was halfway to the ho­ri­zon when I saw be­fore me a rugged rocky as­cent; but ere I reached it my de­sire to climb was over, and I longed to lie down. By that time the sun was al­most set, and the air had be­gun to grow dark. At my feet lay a car­pet of soft­est, green­est moss, couch for a king: I threw my­self upon it, and wear­i­ness at once began to ebb, for, the mo­ment my head was down, the third time I heard be­low me many wa­ters, play­ing broken airs and eth­er­e­al har­mon­ies with the stones of their bur­ied chan­nels. Love­li­est chaos of mu­sic-stuff the harp aquar­i­an kept send­ing up to my ears! What might not a Händel have done with that ever-re­cur­ring gurgle and bell-like drip, to the ming­ling and mu­tu­ally de­struct­ive melod­ies their com­mon re­frain!

			As I lay listen­ing, my eyes went wan­der­ing up and down the rocky slope ab­rupt above me, read­ing on its face the re­cord that down there, ages ago, rushed a catar­act, filling the chan­nels that had led me to its foot. My heart swelled at the thought of the splen­did tu­mult, where the waves danced rev­el­ling in help­less fall, to mass their mu­sic in one or­gan-roar be­low. But soon the hid­den brooks lulled me to sleep, and their lul­la­bies mingled with my dreams.

			I woke be­fore the sun, and eagerly climbed to see what lay bey­ond. Alas, noth­ing but a desert of finest sand! Not a trace was left of the river that had plunged adown the rocks! The powdery drift had filled its course to the level of the dreary ex­panse! As I looked back I saw that the river had di­vided in­to two branches as it fell, that whose bank I had now fol­lowed to the foot of the rocky scaur, and that which first I crossed to the Evil Wood. The wood I descried between the two on the far ho­ri­zon. Be­fore me and to the left, the desert stretched bey­ond my vis­ion, but far to the right I could see a lift in the sky­line, giv­ing hope of the forest to which my host­ess had dir­ec­ted me.

			I sat down, and sought in my pock­et the half-loaf I had brought with me—then first to un­der­stand what my host­ess had meant con­cern­ing it. Ver­ily the bread was not for the mor­row: it had shrunk and hardened to a stone! I threw it away, and set out again.

			About noon I came to a few tam­ar­isk and ju­ni­per trees, and then to a few stun­ted firs. As I went on, closer thick­ets and lar­ger firs met me, and at length I was in just such a forest of pines and oth­er trees as that in which the Little Ones found their ba­bies, and be­lieved I had re­turned upon a farther por­tion of the same. But what mattered where while every­where was the same as nowhere! I had not yet, by do­ing some­thing in it, made any­where in­to a place! I was not yet alive; I was only dream­ing I lived! I was but a con­scious­ness with an out­look! Truly I had been noth­ing else in the world I had left, but now I knew the fact! I said to my­self that if in this forest I should catch the faint gleam of the mir­ror, I would turn far aside lest it should en­trap me un­awares, and give me back to my old ex­ist­ence: here I might learn to be some­thing by do­ing some­thing! I could not en­dure the thought of go­ing back, with so many be­gin­nings and not an end achieved. The Little Ones would meet what fate was ap­poin­ted them; the aw­ful witch I should nev­er meet; the dead would ripen and arise without me; I should but wake to know that I had dreamed, and that all my go­ing was nowhither! I would rather go on and on than come to such a close!

			I went deep­er in­to the wood: I was weary, and would rest in it.

			The trees were now large, and stood in reg­u­lar, al­most geo­met­ric, fash­ion, with roomy spaces between. There was little un­der­growth, and I could see a long way in every dir­ec­tion. The forest was like a great church, sol­emn and si­lent and empty, for I met noth­ing on two feet or four that day. Now and then, it is true, some swift thing, and again some slow thing, would cross the space on which my eye happened that mo­ment to settle; but it was al­ways at some dis­tance, and only en­hanced the sense of wide­ness and va­cancy. I heard a few birds, and saw plenty of but­ter­flies, some of mar­vel­lously gor­geous col­our­ing and com­bin­a­tions of col­our, some of a pure and dazzling white­ness.

			Com­ing to a spot where the pines stood farther apart and gave room for flower­ing shrubs, and hop­ing it a sign of some dwell­ing near, I took the dir­ec­tion where yet more and more roses grew, for I was hungry after the voice and face of my kind—after any live soul, in­deed, hu­man or not, which I might in some meas­ure un­der­stand. What a hell of hor­ror, I thought, to wander alone, a bare ex­ist­ence nev­er go­ing out of it­self, nev­er widen­ing its life in an­oth­er life, but, bound with the cords of its poor pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies, ly­ing an etern­al pris­on­er in the dun­geon of its own be­ing! I began to learn that it was im­possible to live for one­self even, save in the pres­ence of oth­ers—then, alas, fear­fully pos­sible! evil was only through good! selfish­ness but a para­site on the tree of life! In my own world I had the habit of sol­it­ary song; here not a croon­ing mur­mur ever par­ted my lips! There I sang without think­ing; here I thought without singing! there I had nev­er had a bos­om-friend; here the af­fec­tion of an idi­ot would be di­vinely wel­come! “If only I had a dog to love!” I sighed—and re­garded with won­der my past self, which pre­ferred the com­pany of book or pen to that of man or wo­man; which, if the au­thor of a tale I was en­joy­ing ap­peared, would wish him away that I might re­turn to his story. I had chosen the dead rather than the liv­ing, the thing thought rather than the thing think­ing! “Any man,” I said now, “is more than the greatest of books!” I had not cared for my live broth­ers and sis­ters, and now I was left without even the dead to com­fort me!

			The wood thinned yet more, and the pines grew yet lar­ger, send­ing up huge stems, like columns eager to sup­port the heav­ens. More trees of oth­er kinds ap­peared; the forest was grow­ing rich­er! The roses wore now trees, and their flowers of as­ton­ish­ing splend­our.

			Sud­denly I spied what seemed a great house or castle; but its forms were so strangely in­dis­tinct, that I could not be cer­tain it was more than a chance com­bin­a­tion of tree-shapes. As I drew near­er, its lines yet held to­geth­er, but neither they nor the body of it grew at all more def­in­ite; and when at length I stood in front of it, I re­mained as doubt­ful of its nature as be­fore. House or castle hab­it­able, it cer­tainly was not; it might be a ru­in over­grown with ivy and roses! Yet of build­ing hid in the fo­liage, not the poorest wall-rem­nant could I dis­cern. Again and again I seemed to descry what must be build­ing, but it al­ways van­ished be­fore closer in­spec­tion. Could it be, I pondered, that the ivy had em­braced a huge edi­fice and con­sumed it, and its in­ter­laced branches re­tained the shapes of the walls it had as­sim­il­ated?—I could be sure of noth­ing con­cern­ing the ap­pear­ance.

			Be­fore me was a rect­an­gu­lar va­cancy—the ghost of a door­way without a door: I stepped through it, and found my­self in an open space like a great hall, its floor covered with grass and flowers, its walls and roof of ivy and vine, mingled with roses.

			There could be no bet­ter place in which to pass the night! I gathered a quant­ity of withered leaves, laid them in a corner, and threw my­self upon them. A red sun­set filled the hall, the night was warm, and my couch rest­ful; I lay gaz­ing up at the live ceil­ing, with its tracery of branches and twigs, its clouds of fo­liage, and peep­ing patches of lofti­er roof. My eyes went wad­ing about as if tangled in it, un­til the sun was down, and the sky be­gin­ning to grow dark. Then the red roses turned black, and soon the yel­low and white alone were vis­ible. When they van­ished, the stars came in­stead, hanging in the leaves like live to­pazes, throb­bing and spark­ling and flash­ing many col­ours: I was can­op­ied with a tree from Alad­din’s cave!

			Then I dis­covered that it was full of nests, whence tiny heads, nearly in­dis­tin­guish­able, kept pop­ping out with a chirp or two, and dis­ap­pear­ing again. For a while there were rust­lings and stir­rings and little pray­ers; but as the dark­ness grew, the small heads be­came still, and at last every feathered moth­er had her brood quiet un­der her wings, the talk in the little beds was over, and God’s bird-nurs­ery at rest be­neath the waves of sleep. Once more a few flut­ter­ings made me look up: an owl went sail­ing across. I had only a glimpse of him, but sev­er­al times felt the cool wafture of his si­lent wings. The moth­er birds did not move again; they saw that he was look­ing for mice, not chil­dren.

			About mid­night I came wide awake, roused by a rev­elry, whose noises were yet not loud. Neither were they dis­tant; they were close to me, but at­ten­u­ate. My eyes were so dazzled, how­ever, that for a while I could see noth­ing; at last they came to them­selves.

			I was ly­ing on my withered leaves in the corner of a splen­did hall. Be­fore me was a crowd of gor­geously dressed men and grace­fully robed wo­men, none of whom seemed to see me. In dance after dance they vaguely em­bod­ied the story of life, its meet­ings, its pas­sions, its part­ings. A stu­dent of Shakespeare, I had learned some­thing of every dance al­luded to in his plays, and hence par­tially un­der­stood sev­er­al of those I now saw—the min­uet, the pav­in, the hey, the cor­anto, the la­volta. The dan­cers were at­tired in fash­ion as an­cient as their dances.

			A moon had ris­en while I slept, and was shin­ing through the count­less-win­dowed roof; but her light was crossed by so many shad­ows that at first I could dis­tin­guish al­most noth­ing of the faces of the mul­ti­tude; I could not fail, how­ever, to per­ceive that there was some­thing odd about them: I sat up to see them bet­ter.—Heav­ens! could I call them faces? They were skull fronts!—hard, gleam­ing bone, bare jaws, trun­cated noses, lip­less teeth which could no more take part in any smile! Of these, some flashed set and white and mur­der­ous; oth­ers were clouded with de­cay, broken and gapped, col­oured of the earth in which they seemed so long to have lain! Fear­fuller yet, the eye-sock­ets were not empty; in each was a lid­less liv­ing eye! In those wrecks of faces, glowed or flashed or sparkled eyes of every col­our, shape, and ex­pres­sion. The beau­ti­ful, proud eye, dark and lus­trous, con­des­cend­ing to whatever it res­ted upon, was the more ter­rible; the lovely, lan­guish­ing eye, the more re­puls­ive; while the dim, sad eyes, less at vari­ance with their set­ting, were sad ex­ceed­ingly, and drew the heart in spite of the hor­ror out of which they gazed.

			I rose and went among the ap­par­i­tions, eager to un­der­stand some­thing of their be­ing and be­long­ings. Were they souls, or were they and their rhythmic mo­tions but phant­asms of what had been? By look nor by ges­ture, not by slight­est break in the meas­ure, did they show them­selves aware of me; I was not present to them: how much were they in re­la­tion to each oth­er? Surely they saw their com­pan­ions as I saw them! Or was each only dream­ing it­self and the rest? Did they know each how they ap­peared to the oth­ers—a death with liv­ing eyes? Had they used their faces, not for com­mu­nic­a­tion, not to ut­ter thought and feel­ing, not to share ex­ist­ence with their neigh­bours, but to ap­pear what they wished to ap­pear, and con­ceal what they were? and, hav­ing made their faces masks, were they there­fore de­prived of those masks, and con­demned to go without faces un­til they re­pen­ted?

			“How long must they flaunt their face­less­ness in face­less eyes?” I wondered. “How long will the fright­ful pun­i­tion en­dure? Have they at length be­gun to love and be wise? Have they yet yiel­ded to the shame that has found them?”

			I heard not a word, saw not a move­ment of one na­ked mouth. Were they be­cause of ly­ing bereft of speech? With their eyes they spoke as if long­ing to be un­der­stood: was it truth or was it false­hood that spoke in their eyes? They seemed to know one an­oth­er: did they see one skull beau­ti­ful, and an­oth­er plain? Dif­fer­ence must be there, and they had had long study of skulls!

			My body was to theirs no obstacle: was I a body, and were they but forms? or was I but a form, and were they bod­ies? The mo­ment one of the dan­cers came close against me, that mo­ment he or she was on the oth­er side of me, and I could tell, without see­ing, which, wheth­er man or wo­man, had passed through my house.

			On many of the skulls the hair held its place, and how­ever dressed, or in it­self how­ever beau­ti­ful, to my eyes looked fright­ful on the bones of the fore­head and temples. In such case, the out­er ear of­ten re­mained also, and at its tip, the jew­el of the ear as Sid­ney calls it, would hang, glim­mer­ing, gleam­ing, or spark­ling, pearl or opal or dia­mond—un­der the night of brown or of raven locks, the sun­rise of golden ripples, or the moon­shine of pale, in­ter­clouded, fluffy cirri—lichen­ous all on the ivory-white or damp-yel­low na­ked bone. I looked down and saw the dain­tily domed in­step; I looked up and saw the plump shoulders basing the spring of the round full neck—which withered at half-height to the fluted shaft of a gib­bose cra­ni­um.

			The mu­sic be­came wilder, the dance faster and faster; eyes flared and flashed, jew­els twinkled and glittered, cast­ing col­our and fire on the pal­lid grins that glode through the hall, weav­ing a ghastly rhythmic woof in in­tric­ate maze of mul­ti­tudin­ous mo­tion, when sud­den came a pause, and every eye turned to the same spot:—in the door­way stood a wo­man, per­fect in form, in hold­ing, and in hue, re­gard­ing the com­pany as from the ped­es­tal of a god­dess, while the dan­cers stood “like one for­bid,” frozen to a new death by the vis­ion of a life that killed. “Dead things, I live!” said her scorn­ful glance. Then, at once, like leaves in which an in­stant wind awakes, they turned each to an­oth­er, and broke afresh in­to me­lodi­ous con­sor­ted mo­tion, a new ex­pres­sion in their eyes, late sol­it­ary, now filled with the in­ter­change of a com­mon tri­umph. “Thou also,” they seemed to say, “wilt soon be­come weak as we! thou wilt soon be­come like un­to us!” I turned mine again to the wo­man—and saw upon her side a small dark shad­ow.

			She had seen the change in the dead stare; she looked down; she un­der­stood the talk­ing eyes; she pressed both her lovely hands on the shad­ow, gave a smothered cry, and fled. The birds moved rust­ling in their nests, and a flash of joy lit up the eyes of the dan­cers, when sud­denly a warm wind, grow­ing in strength as it swept through the place, blew out every light. But the low moon yet glimmered on the ho­ri­zon with “sick as­say” to shine, and a tur­bid ra­di­ance yet gleamed from so many eyes, that I saw well enough what fol­lowed. As if each shape had been but a snow-im­age, it began to fall to pieces, ru­in­ing in the warm wind. In pa­pery flakes the flesh peeled from its bones, drop­ping like soiled snow from un­der its gar­ments; these fell flut­ter­ing in rags and strips, and the whole white skel­et­on, emer­ging from gar­ment and flesh to­geth­er, stood bare and lank amid the de­cay that littered the floor. A faint rat­tling shiver went through the na­ked com­pany; pair after pair the lamp­ing eyes went out; and the dark­ness grew round me with the loneli­ness. For a mo­ment the leaves were still swept flut­ter­ing all one way; then the wind ceased, and the owl floated si­lent through the si­lent night.

			Not for a mo­ment had I been afraid. It is true that who­ever would cross the threshold of any world, must leave fear be­hind him; but, for my­self, I could claim no part in its ab­sence. No con­scious cour­age was op­er­ant in me; simply, I was not afraid. I neither knew why I was not afraid, nor where­fore I might have been afraid. I feared not even fear—which of all dangers is the most dan­ger­ous.

			I went out in­to the wood, at once to re­sume my jour­ney. An­oth­er moon was rising, and I turned my face to­ward it.

		
	
		
			
				XVII

				A Grot­esque Tragedy

			
			I had not gone ten paces when I caught sight of a strange-look­ing ob­ject, and went near­er to know what it might be. I found it a moul­der­ing car­riage of an­cient form, ru­in­ous but still up­right on its heavy wheels. On each side of the pole, still in its place, lay the skel­et­on of a horse; from their two grim white heads as­cen­ded the shriv­elled reins to the hand of the skel­et­on-coach­man seated on his tattered ham­mer-cloth; both doors had fallen away; with­in sat two skel­et­ons, each lean­ing back in its corner.

			Even as I looked, they star­ted awake, and with a crack­ing rattle of bones, each leaped from the door next it. One fell and lay; the oth­er stood a mo­ment, its struc­ture shak­ing per­il­ously; then with dif­fi­culty, for its joints were stiff, crept, hold­ing by the back of the car­riage, to the op­pos­ite side, the thin leg-bones seem­ing hardly strong enough to carry its weight, where, kneel­ing by the oth­er, it sought to raise it, al­most fall­ing it­self again in the en­deav­our.

			The pros­trate one rose at length, as by a sud­den ef­fort, to the sit­ting pos­ture. For a few mo­ments it turned its yel­low­ish skull to this side and that; then, heed­less of its neigh­bour, got upon its feet by grasp­ing the spokes of the hind wheel. Half erec­ted thus, it stood with its back to the oth­er, both hands hold­ing one of its knee-joints. With little less dif­fi­culty and not a few con­tor­tions, the kneel­ing one rose next, and ad­dressed its com­pan­ion.

			“Have you hurt your­self, my lord?” it said, in a voice that soun­ded far-off, and ill-ar­tic­u­lated as if blown aside by some spec­tral wind.

			“Yes, I have,” answered the oth­er, in like but rough­er tone. “You would do noth­ing to help me, and this cursed knee is out!”

			“I did my best, my lord.”

			“No doubt, my lady, for it was bad! I thought I should nev­er find my feet again!—But, bless my soul, madam! are you out in your bones?”

			She cast a look at her­self.

			“I have noth­ing else to be out in,” she re­turned; “—and you at least can­not com­plain! But what on earth does it mean? Am I dream­ing?”

			“You may be dream­ing, madam—I can­not tell; but this knee of mine for­bids me the grate­ful il­lu­sion.—Ha! I too, I per­ceive, have noth­ing to walk in but bones!—Not so un­be­com­ing to a man, how­ever! I trust to good­ness they are not my bones! every­one aches worse than an­oth­er, and this loose knee worst of all! The bed must have been damp—and I too drunk to know it!”

			“Prob­ably, my lord of Cokayne!”

			“What! what!—You make me think I too am dream­ing—aches and all! How do you know the title my rois­ter­ing bul­lies give me? I don’t re­mem­ber you!—Any­how, you have no right to take liber­ties! My name is—I am lord—tut, tut! What do you call me when I’m—I mean when you are sober? I can­not—at the mo­ment—Why, what is my name?—I must have been very drunk when I went to bed! I of­ten am!”

			“You come so sel­dom to mine, that I do not know, my lord; but I may take your word for that!”

			“I hope so!”

			“—if for noth­ing else!”

			“Hoity toity! I nev­er told you a lie in my life!”

			“You nev­er told me any­thing but lies.”

			“Upon my hon­our!—Why, I nev­er saw the wo­man be­fore!”

			“You knew me well enough to lie to, my lord!”

			“I do seem to be­gin to dream I have met you be­fore, but, upon my oath, there is noth­ing to know you by! Out of your clothes, who is to tell who you may not be?—One thing I may swear—that I nev­er saw you so much un­dressed be­fore!—By heav­en, I have no re­col­lec­tion of you!”

			“I am glad to hear it: my re­col­lec­tions of you are the less dis­taste­ful!—Good morn­ing, my lord!”

			She turned away, hobbled, clack­ing, a few paces, and stood again.

			“You are just as heart­less as—as—any oth­er wo­man, madam!—Where in this hell of a place shall I find my valet?—What was the cursed name I used to call the fool?”

			He turned his bare noddle this way and that on its creak­ing pivot, still hold­ing his knee with both hands.

			“I will be your valet for once, my lord,” said the lady, turn­ing once more to him. “—What can I do for you? It is not easy to tell!”

			“Tie my leg on, of course, you fool! Can’t you see it is all but off? Heigho, my dan­cing days!”

			She looked about with her eye­less sock­ets and found a piece of fibrous grass, with which she pro­ceeded to bind to­geth­er the ad­join­ing parts that had formed the knee. When she had done, he gave one or two care­fully tent­at­ive stamps.

			“You used to stamp rather dif­fer­ently, my lord!” she said, as she rose from her knees.

			“Eh? what!—Now I look at you again, it seems to me I used to hate you!—Eh?”

			“Nat­ur­ally, my lord! You hated a good many people!—your wife, of course, among the rest!”

			“Ah, I be­gin, I be­gin—But—I must have been a long time some­where!—I really for­get!—There! your damned, miser­able bit of grass is break­ing!—We used to get on pretty well to­geth­er—eh?”

			“Not that I re­mem­ber, my lord. The only happy mo­ments I had in your com­pany were scattered over the first week of our mar­riage.”

			“Was that the way of it? Ha! ha!—Well, it’s over now, thank good­ness!”

			“I wish I could be­lieve it! Why were we sit­ting there in that car­riage to­geth­er? It wakes ap­pre­hen­sion!”

			“I think we were di­vorced, my lady!”

			“Hardly enough: we are still to­geth­er!”

			“A sad truth, but cap­able of rem­edy: the forest seems of some ex­tent!”

			“I doubt! I doubt!”

			“I am sorry I can­not think of a com­pli­ment to pay you—without ly­ing, that is. To judge by your fig­ure and com­plex­ion you have lived hard since I saw you last! I can­not surely be quite so na­ked as your lady­ship!—I beg your par­don, madam! I trust you will take it I am but jest­ing in a dream! It is of no con­sequence, how­ever; dream­ing or wak­ing, all’s one—all merest ap­pear­ance! You can’t be cer­tain of any­thing, and that’s as good as know­ing there is noth­ing! Life may teach any fool that!”

			“It has taught me the fool I was to love you!”

			“You were not the only fool to do that! Wo­men had a trick of fall­ing in love with me:—I had for­got­ten that you were one of them!”

			“I did love you, my lord—a little—at one time!”

			“Ah, there was your mis­take, my lady! You should have loved me much, loved me de­votedly, loved me sav­agely—loved me etern­ally! Then I should have tired of you the soon­er, and not hated you so much af­ter­ward!—But let by­gones be by­gones!—where are we? Loc­al­ity is the ques­tion! To be or not to be, is not the ques­tion!”

			“We are in the oth­er world, I pre­sume!”

			“Gran­ted!—but in which or what sort of oth­er world? This can’t be hell!”

			“It must: there’s mar­riage in it! You and I are damned in each oth­er.”

			“Then I’m not like Oth­ello, damned in a fair wife!—Oh, I re­mem­ber my Shakespeare, madam!”

			She picked up a broken branch that had fallen in­to a bush, and steady­ing her­self with it, walked away, toss­ing her little skull.

			“Give that stick to me,” cried her late hus­band; “I want it more than you.”

			She re­turned him no an­swer.

			“You mean to make me beg for it?”

			“Not at all, my lord. I mean to keep it,” she replied, con­tinu­ing her slow de­par­ture.

			“Give it me at once; I mean to have it! I re­quire it.”

			“Un­for­tu­nately, I think I re­quire it my­self!” re­turned the lady, walk­ing a little quick­er, with a sharp­er crack­ing of her joints and clink­ing of her bones.

			He star­ted to fol­low her, but nearly fell: his knee-grass had burst, and with an oath he stopped, grasp­ing his leg again.

			“Come and tie it up prop­erly!” he would have thundered, but he only piped and whistled!

			She turned and looked at him.

			“Come and tie it up in­stantly!” he re­peated.

			She walked a step or two farther from him.

			“I swear I will not touch you!” he cried.

			“Swear on, my lord! there is no one here to be­lieve you. But, pray, do not lose your tem­per, or you will shake your­self to pieces, and where to find string enough to tie up all your crazy joints, is more than I can tell.”

			She came back, and knelt once more at his side—first, how­ever, lay­ing the stick in dis­pute bey­ond his reach and with­in her own.

			The in­stant she had fin­ished rety­ing the joint, he made a grab at her, think­ing, ap­par­ently, to seize her by the hair; but his hard fin­gers slipped on the smooth poll.

			“Dis­gust­ing!” he muttered, and laid hold of her up­per arm-bone.

			“You will break it!” she said, look­ing up from her knees.

			“I will, then!” he answered, and began to strain at it.

			“I shall not tie your leg again the next time it comes loose!” she threatened.

			He gave her arm a vi­cious twist, but hap­pily her bones were in bet­ter con­di­tion than his. She stretched her oth­er hand to­ward the broken branch.

			“That’s right: reach me the stick!” he grinned.

			She brought it round with such a swing that one of the bones of the sounder leg snapped. He fell, chok­ing with curses. The lady laughed.

			“Now you will have to wear splints al­ways!” she said; “such dry bones nev­er mend!”

			“You dev­il!” he cried.

			“At your ser­vice, my lord! Shall I fetch you a couple of wheel-spokes? Neat—but heavy, I fear!”

			He turned his bone-face aside, and did not an­swer, but lay and groaned. I mar­velled he had not gone to pieces when he fell. The lady rose and walked away—not all un­grace­fully, I thought.

			“What can come of it?” I said to my­self. “These are too wretched for any world, and this can­not be hell, for the Little Ones are in it, and the sleep­ers too! What can it all mean? Can things ever come right for skel­et­ons?”

			“There are words too big for you and me: all is one of them, and ever is an­oth­er,” said a voice near me which I knew.

			I looked about, but could not see the speak­er.

			“You are not in hell,” it re­sumed. “Neither am I in hell. But those skel­et­ons are in hell!”

			Ere he ended I caught sight of the raven on the bough of a beech, right over my head. The same mo­ment he left it, and alight­ing on the ground, stood there, the thin old man of the lib­rary, with long nose and long coat.

			“The male was nev­er a gen­tle­man,” he went on, “and in the bony stage of ret­ro­gres­sion, with his skel­et­on through his skin, and his char­ac­ter out­side his man­ners, does not look like one. The fe­male is less vul­gar, and has a little heart. But, the re­straints of so­ci­ety re­moved, you see them now just as they are and al­ways were!”

			“Tell me, Mr. Raven, what will be­come of them,” I said.

			“We shall see,” he replied. “In their day they were the hand­somest couple at court; and now, even in their dry bones, they seem to re­gard their former re­pute as an in­ali­en­able pos­ses­sion; to see their faces, how­ever, may yet do some­thing for them! They felt them­selves rich too while they had pock­ets, but they have already be­gun to feel rather pinched! My lord used to re­gard my lady as a worth­less en­cum­brance, for he was tired of her beauty and had spent her money; now he needs her to cobble his joints for him! These changes have roots of hope in them. Be­sides, they can­not now get far away from each oth­er, and they see none else of their own kind: they must at last grow weary of their mu­tu­al re­pug­nance, and be­gin to love one an­oth­er! for love, not hate, is deep­est in what Love ‘loved in­to be­ing.’ ”

			“I saw many more of their kind an hour ago, in the hall close by!” I said.

			“Of their kind, but not of their sort,” he answered. “For many years these will see none such as you saw last night. Those are cen­tur­ies in ad­vance of these. You saw that those could even dress them­selves a little! It is true they can­not yet re­tain their clothes so long as they would—only, at present, for a part of the night; but they are pretty stead­ily grow­ing more cap­able, and will by and by de­vel­op faces; for every grain of truth­ful­ness adds a fibre to the show of their hu­man­ity. Noth­ing but truth can ap­pear; and whatever is must seem.”

			“Are they up­held by this hope?” I asked.

			“They are up­held by hope, but they do not in the least know their hope; to un­der­stand it, is yet im­meas­ur­ably bey­ond them,” answered Mr. Raven.

			His un­ex­pec­ted ap­pear­ance had caused me no as­ton­ish­ment. I was like a child, con­stantly won­der­ing, and sur­prised at noth­ing.

			“Did you come to find me, sir?” I asked.

			“Not at all,” he replied. “I have no anxi­ety about you. Such as you al­ways come back to us.”

			“Tell me, please, who am I such as?” I said.

			“I can­not make my friend the sub­ject of con­ver­sa­tion,” he answered, with a smile.

			“But when that friend is present!” I urged.

			“I de­cline the more strongly,” he re­joined.

			“But when that friend asks you!” I per­sisted.

			“Then most pos­it­ively I re­fuse,” he re­turned.

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause he and I would be talk­ing of two per­sons as if they were one and the same. Your con­scious­ness of your­self and my know­ledge of you are far apart!”

			The lapels of his coat flew out, and the lap­pets lif­ted, and I thought the meta­morph­os­is of homo to cor­vus was about to take place be­fore my eyes. But the coat closed again in front of him, and he ad­ded, with seem­ing in­con­sequence,

			“In this world nev­er trust a per­son who has once de­ceived you. Above all, nev­er do any­thing such a one may ask you to do.”

			“I will try to re­mem­ber,” I answered; “—but I may for­get!”

			“Then some evil that is good for you will fol­low.”

			“And if I re­mem­ber?”

			“Some evil that is not good for you, will not fol­low.”

			The old man seemed to sink to the ground, and im­me­di­ately I saw the raven sev­er­al yards from me, fly­ing low and fast.

		
	
		
			
				XVIII

				Dead or Alive?

			
			I went walk­ing on, still fa­cing the moon, who, not yet high, was star­ing straight in­to the forest. I did not know what ailed her, but she was dark and den­ted, like a battered disc of old cop­per, and looked dis­pir­ited and weary. Not a cloud was nigh to keep her com­pany, and the stars were too bright for her. “Is this go­ing to last forever?” she seemed to say. She was go­ing one way and I was go­ing the oth­er, yet through the wood we went a long way to­geth­er. We did not com­mune much, for my eyes were on the ground; but her dis­con­sol­ate look was fixed on me: I felt without see­ing it. A long time we were to­geth­er, I and the moon, walk­ing side by side, she the dull shine, and I the live shad­ow.

			Some­thing on the ground, un­der a spread­ing tree, caught my eye with its white­ness, and I turned to­ward it. Vague as it was in the shad­ow of the fo­liage, it sug­ges­ted, as I drew near­er, a hu­man body. “An­oth­er skel­et­on!” I said to my­self, kneel­ing and lay­ing my hand upon it. A body it was, how­ever, and no skel­et­on, though as nearly one as body could well be. It lay on its side, and was very cold—not cold like a stone, but cold like that which was once alive, and is alive no more. The closer I looked at it, the of­ten­er I touched it, the less it seemed pos­sible it should be oth­er than dead. For one be­wildered mo­ment, I fan­cied it one of the wild dan­cers, a ghostly Cinder­ella, per­haps, that had lost her way home, and per­ished in the strange night of an out-of-door world! It was quite na­ked, and so worn that, even in the shad­ow, I could, peer­ing close, have coun­ted without touch­ing them, every rib in its side. All its bones, in­deed, were as vis­ible as if tight-covered with only a thin elast­ic leath­er. Its beau­ti­ful yet ter­rible teeth, un­seemly dis­closed by the re­trac­ted lips, gleamed ghastly through the dark. Its hair was longer than it­self, thick and very fine to the touch, and black as night.

			It was the body of a tall, prob­ably grace­ful wo­man.—How had she come there? Not of her­self, and already in such wasted con­di­tion, surely! Her strength must have failed her; she had fallen, and lain there un­til she died of hun­ger! But how, even so, could she be thus ema­ci­ated? And how came she to be na­ked? Where were the sav­ages to strip and leave her? or what wild beasts would have taken her gar­ments? That her body should have been left was not won­der­ful!

			I rose to my feet, stood, and con­sidered. I must not, could not let her lie ex­posed and for­saken! Nat­ur­al rev­er­ence for­bade it. Even the gar­ment of a wo­man claims re­spect; her body it were im­possible to leave un­covered! Ir­rev­er­ent eyes might look on it! Bru­tal claws might toss it about! Years would pass ere the friendly rains washed it in­to the soil!—But the ground was hard, al­most sol­id with in­ter­la­cing roots, and I had but my bare hands!

			At first it seemed plain that she had not long been dead: there was not a sign of de­cay about her! But then what had the slow wast­ing of life left of her to de­cay?

			Could she be still alive? Might she not? What if she were! Things went very strangely in this strange world! Even then there would be little chance of bring­ing her back, but I must know she was dead be­fore I bur­ied her!

			As I left the forest-hall, I had spied in the door­way a bunch of ripe grapes, and brought it with me, eat­ing as I came: a few were yet left on the stalk, and their juice might pos­sibly re­vive her! Any­how it was all I had with which to at­tempt her res­cue! The mouth was hap­pily a little open; but the head was in such an awk­ward po­s­i­tion that, to move the body, I passed my arm un­der the shoulder on which it lay, when I found the pine-needles be­neath it warm: she could not have been any time dead, and might still be alive, though I could dis­cern no mo­tion of the heart, or any in­dic­a­tion that she breathed! One of her hands was clenched hard, ap­par­ently en­clos­ing some­thing small. I squeezed a grape in­to her mouth, but no swal­low­ing fol­lowed.

			To do for her all I could, I spread a thick lay­er of pine-needles and dry leaves, laid one of my gar­ments over it, warm from my body, lif­ted her upon it, and covered her with my clothes and a great heap of leaves: I would save the little warmth left in her, hop­ing an in­crease to it when the sun came back. Then I tried an­oth­er grape, but could per­ceive no slight­est move­ment of mouth or throat.

			“Doubt,” I said to my­self, “may be a poor en­cour­age­ment to do any­thing, but it is a bad reas­on for do­ing noth­ing.” So tight was the skin upon her bones that I dared not use fric­tion.

			I crept in­to the heap of leaves, got as close to her as I could, and took her in my arms. I had not much heat left in me, but what I had I would share with her! Thus I spent what re­mained of the night, sleep­less, and long­ing for the sun. Her cold seemed to ra­di­ate in­to me, but no heat to pass from me to her.

			Had I fled from the beau­ti­ful sleep­ers, I thought, each on her “dim, straight” sil­ver couch, to lie alone with such a bed­fel­low! I had re­fused a lovely priv­ilege: I was giv­en over to an aw­ful duty! Be­neath the sad, slow-set­ting moon, I lay with the dead, and watched for the dawn.

			The dark­ness had giv­en way, and the east­ern ho­ri­zon was grow­ing dimly clear­er, when I caught sight of a mo­tion rather than of any­thing that moved—not far from me, and close to the ground. It was the low un­du­lat­ing of a large snake, which passed me in an un­swerving line. Presently ap­peared, mak­ing as it seemed for the same point, what I took for a roebuck-doe and her calf. Again a while, and two creatures like bear-cubs came, with three or four smal­ler ones be­hind them. The light was now grow­ing so rap­idly that when, a few minutes after, a troop of horses went trot­ting past, I could see that, al­though the largest of them were no big­ger than the smal­lest Sh­et­land pony, they must yet be full-grown, so per­fect were they in form, and so much had they all the ways and ac­tion of great horses. They were of many breeds. Some seemed mod­els of carthorses, oth­ers of char­gers, hunters, racers. Dwarf cattle and small ele­phants fol­lowed.

			“Why are the chil­dren not here!” I said to my­self. “The mo­ment I am free of this poor wo­man, I must go back and fetch them!”

			Where were the creatures go­ing? What drew them? Was this an ex­odus, or a morn­ing habit? I must wait for the sun! Till he came I must not leave the wo­man! I laid my hand on the body, and could not help think­ing it felt a trifle warm­er. It might have gained a little of the heat I had lost! it could hardly have gen­er­ated any! What reas­on for hope there was had not grown less!

			The fore­head of the day began to glow, and soon the sun came peer­ing up, as if to see for the first time what all this stir of a new world was about. At sight of his great in­no­cent splend­our, I rose full of life, strong against death. Re­mov­ing the handker­chief I had put to pro­tect the mouth and eyes from the pine-needles, I looked anxiously to see wheth­er I had found a price­less jew­el, or but its empty case.

			The body lay mo­tion­less as when I found it. Then first, in the morn­ing light, I saw how drawn and hol­low was the face, how sharp were the bones un­der the skin, how every tooth shaped it­self through the lips. The hu­man gar­ment was in­deed worn to its threads, but the bird of heav­en might yet be nest­ling with­in, might yet awake to mo­tion and song!

			But the sun was shin­ing on her face! I re­arranged the handker­chief, laid a few leaves lightly over it, and set out to fol­low the creatures. Their main track was well beaten, and must have long been used—like­wise many of the tracks that, join­ing it from both sides, merged in, and broadened it. The trees re­treated as I went, and the grass grew thick­er. Presently the forest was gone, and a wide ex­panse of love­li­est green stretched away to the ho­ri­zon. Through it, along the edge of the forest, flowed a small river, and to this the track led. At sight of the wa­ter a new though un­defined hope sprang up in me. The stream looked every­where deep, and was full to the brim, but nowhere more than a few yards wide. A blu­ish mist rose from it, van­ish­ing as it rose. On the op­pos­ite side, in the plen­ti­ful grass, many small an­im­als were feed­ing. Ap­par­ently they slept in the forest, and in the morn­ing sought the plain, swim­ming the river to reach it. I knelt and would have drunk, but the wa­ter was hot, and had a strange metal­lic taste.

			I leapt to my feet: here was the warmth I sought—the first ne­ces­sity of life! I sped back to my help­less charge.

			Without well con­sid­er­ing my solitude, no one will un­der­stand what seemed to lie for me in the re­demp­tion of this wo­man from death. “Prove what she may,” I thought with my­self, “I shall at least be lonely no more!” I had found my­self such poor com­pany that now first I seemed to know what hope was. This blessed wa­ter would ex­pel the cold death, and drown my des­ol­a­tion!

			I bore her to the stream. Tall as she was, I found her mar­vel­lously light, her bones were so del­ic­ate, and so little covered them. I grew yet more hope­ful when I found her so far from stiff that I could carry her on one arm, like a sleep­ing child, lean­ing against my shoulder. I went softly, dread­ing even the wind of my mo­tion, and glad there was no oth­er.

			The wa­ter was too hot to lay her at once in it: the shock might scare from her the yet flut­ter­ing life! I laid her on the bank, and dip­ping one of my gar­ments, began to bathe the pi­ti­ful form. So wasted was it that, save from the plen­ti­ful­ness and black­ness of the hair, it was im­possible even to con­jec­ture wheth­er she was young or old. Her eye­lids were just not shut, which made her look dead the more: there was a crack in the clouds of her night, at which no sun shone through!

			The longer I went on bathing the poor bones, the less grew my hope that they would ever again be clothed with strength, that ever those eye­lids would lift, and a soul look out; still I kept bathing con­tinu­ously, al­low­ing no part time to grow cold while I bathed an­oth­er; and gradu­ally the body be­came so much warm­er, that at last I ven­tured to sub­merge it: I got in­to the stream and drew it in, hold­ing the face above the wa­ter, and let­ting the swift, steady cur­rent flow all about the rest. I noted, but was able to con­clude noth­ing from the fact, that, for all the heat, the shut hand nev­er re­laxed its hold.

			After about ten minutes, I lif­ted it out and laid it again on the bank, dried it, and covered it as well as I could, then ran to the forest for leaves.

			The grass and soil were dry and warm; and when I re­turned I thought it had scarcely lost any of the heat the wa­ter had giv­en it. I spread the leaves upon it, and ran for more—then for a third and a fourth freight.

			I could now leave it and go to ex­plore, in the hope of dis­cov­er­ing some shel­ter. I ran up the stream to­ward some rocky hills I saw in that dir­ec­tion, which were not far off.

			When I reached them, I found the river is­su­ing full grown from a rock at the bot­tom of one of them. To my fancy it seemed to have run down a stair in­side, an eager catar­act, at every land­ing wild to get out, but only at the foot find­ing a door of es­cape.

			It did not fill the open­ing whence it rushed, and I crept through in­to a little cave, where I learned that, in­stead of hur­ry­ing tu­mul­tu­ously down a stair, it rose quietly from the ground at the back like the base of a large column, and ran along one side, nearly filling a deep, rather nar­row chan­nel. I con­sidered the place, and saw that, if I could find a few fallen boughs long enough to lie across the chan­nel, and large enough to bear a little weight without bend­ing much, I might, with smal­ler branches and plenty of leaves, make upon them a com­fort­able couch, which the stream un­der would keep con­stantly warm. Then I ran back to see how my charge fared.

			She was ly­ing as I had left her. The heat had not brought her to life, but neither had it de­veloped any­thing to check farther hope. I got a few boulders out of the chan­nel, and ar­ranged them at her feet and on both sides of her.

			Run­ning again to the wood, I had not to search long ere I found some small boughs fit for my pur­pose—mostly of beech, their dry yel­low leaves yet cling­ing to them. With these I had soon laid the floor of a bridge-bed over the tor­rent. I crossed the boughs with smal­ler branches, in­ter­laced these with twigs, and bur­ied all deep in leaves and dry moss.

			When thus at length, after not a few jour­neys to the forest, I had com­pleted a warm, dry, soft couch, I took the body once more, and set out with it for the cave. It was so light that now and then as I went I al­most feared lest, when I laid it down, I should find it a skel­et­on after all; and when at last I did lay it gently on the path­less bridge, it was a great­er re­lief to part with that fancy than with the weight. Once more I covered the body with a thick lay­er of leaves; and try­ing again to feed her with a grape, found to my joy that I could open the mouth a little farther. The grape, in­deed, lay in it un­heeded, but I hoped some of the juice might find its way down.

			After an hour or two on the couch, she was no longer cold. The warmth of the brook had in­ter­pen­et­rated her frame—truly it was but a frame!—and she was warm to the touch;—not, prob­ably, with the warmth of life, but with a warmth which rendered it more pos­sible, if she were alive, that she might live. I had read of one in a trance ly­ing mo­tion­less for weeks!

			In that cave, day after day, night after night, sev­en long days and nights, I sat or lay, now wak­ing now sleep­ing, but al­ways watch­ing. Every morn­ing I went out and bathed in the hot stream, and every morn­ing felt thereupon as if I had eaten and drunk—which ex­per­i­ence gave me cour­age to lay her in it also every day. Once as I did so, a shad­ow of dis­col­or­a­tion on her left side gave me a ter­rible shock, but the next morn­ing it had van­ished, and I con­tin­ued the treat­ment—every morn­ing, after her bath, put­ting a fresh grape in her mouth.

			I too ate of the grapes and oth­er ber­ries I found in the forest; but I be­lieved that, with my daily bath in that river, I could have done very well without eat­ing at all.

			Every time I slept, I dreamed of find­ing a wounded an­gel, who, un­able to fly, re­mained with me un­til at last she loved me and would not leave me; and every time I woke, it was to see, in­stead of an an­gel-vis­age with lus­trous eyes, the white, mo­tion­less, wasted face upon the couch. But Adam him­self, when first he saw her asleep, could not have looked more anxiously for Eve’s awak­ing than I watched for this wo­man’s. Adam knew noth­ing of him­self, per­haps noth­ing of his need of an­oth­er self; I, an ali­en from my fel­lows, had learned to love what I had lost! Were this one wasted shred of wo­man­hood to dis­ap­pear, I should have noth­ing in me but a con­sum­ing hun­ger after life! I for­got even the Little Ones: things were not amiss with them! here lay what might wake and be a wo­man! might ac­tu­ally open eyes, and look out of them upon me!

			Now first I knew what solitude meant—now that I gazed on one who neither saw nor heard, neither moved nor spoke. I saw now that a man alone is but a be­ing that may be­come a man—that he is but a need, and there­fore a pos­sib­il­ity. To be enough for him­self, a be­ing must be an etern­al, self-ex­ist­ent worm! So su­perbly con­sti­tuted, so simply com­plic­ate is man; he rises from and stands upon such a ped­es­tal of lower phys­ic­al or­gan­isms and spir­itu­al struc­tures, that no at­mo­sphere will com­fort or nour­ish his life, less di­vine than that offered by oth­er souls; nowhere but in oth­er lives can he breathe. Only by the re­flex of oth­er lives can he ripen his spe­cialty, de­vel­op the idea of him­self, the in­di­vidu­al­ity that dis­tin­guishes him from every oth­er. Were all men alike, each would still have an in­di­vidu­al­ity, se­cured by his per­son­al con­scious­ness, but there would be small reas­on why there should be more than two or three such; while, for the de­vel­op­ment of the dif­fer­ences which make a large and lofty unity pos­sible, and which alone can make mil­lions in­to a church, an end­less and meas­ure­less in­flu­ence and re­ac­tion are in­dis­pens­able. A man to be per­fect—com­plete, that is, in hav­ing reached the spir­itu­al con­di­tion of per­sist­ent and uni­ver­sal growth, which is the mode wherein he in­her­its the in­finitude of his Fath­er—must have the edu­ca­tion of a world of fel­low-men. Save for the hope of the dawn of life in the form be­side me, I should have fled for fel­low­ship to the beasts that grazed and did not speak. Bet­ter to go about with them—in­fin­itely bet­ter—than to live alone! But with the faintest pro­spect of a wo­man to my friend, I, poorest of creatures, was yet a pos­sible man!

		
	
		
			
				XIX

				The White Leech

			
			I woke one morn­ing from a pro­found sleep, with one of my hands very pain­ful. The back of it was much swollen, and in the centre of the swell­ing was a tri­an­gu­lar wound, like the bite of a leech. As the day went on, the swell­ing sub­sided, and by the even­ing the hurt was all but healed. I searched the cave, turn­ing over every stone of any size, but dis­covered noth­ing I could ima­gine cap­able of in­jur­ing me.

			Slowly the days passed, and still the body nev­er moved, nev­er opened its eyes. It could not be dead, for as­suredly it mani­fes­ted no sign of de­cay, and the air about it was quite pure. Moreover, I could ima­gine that the sharpest angles of the bones had be­gun to dis­ap­pear, that the form was every­where a little round­er, and the skin had less of the parch­ment-look: if such change was in­deed there, life must be there! the tide which had ebbed so far to­ward the in­fin­ite, must have be­gun again to flow! Oh joy to me, if the rising ripples of life’s ocean were in­deed bury­ing un­der lovely shape the bones it had all but for­saken! Twenty times a day I looked for evid­ence of pro­gress, and twenty times a day I doubted—some­times even des­paired; but the mo­ment I re­called the men­tal pic­ture of her as I found her, hope re­vived.

			Sev­er­al weeks had passed thus, when one night, after ly­ing a long time awake, I rose, think­ing to go out and breathe the cool­er air; for, al­though from the run­ning of the stream it was al­ways fresh in the cave, the heat was not sel­dom a little op­press­ive. The moon out­side was full, the air with­in shad­owy clear, and nat­ur­ally I cast a linger­ing look on my treas­ure ere I went. “Bliss etern­al!” I cried aloud, “do I see her eyes?” Great orbs, dark as if cut from the sphere of a star­less night, and lu­min­ous by ex­cess of dark­ness, seemed to shine amid the glim­mer­ing white­ness of her face. I stole near­er, my heart beat­ing so that I feared the noise of it start­ling her. I bent over her. Alas, her eye­lids were close shut! Hope and Ima­gin­a­tion had wrought mu­tu­al il­lu­sion! my heart’s de­sire would nev­er be! I turned away, threw my­self on the floor of the cave, and wept. Then I be­thought me that her eyes had been a little open, and that now the aw­ful chink out of which noth­ing­ness had peered, was gone: it might be that she had opened them for a mo­ment, and was again asleep!—it might be she was awake and hold­ing them close! In either case, life, less or more, must have shut them! I was com­for­ted, and fell fast asleep.

			That night I was again bit­ten, and awoke with a burn­ing thirst.

			In the morn­ing I searched yet more thor­oughly, but again in vain. The wound was of the same char­ac­ter, and, as be­fore, was nearly well by the even­ing. I con­cluded that some large creature of the leech kind came oc­ca­sion­ally from the hot stream. “But, if blood be its ob­ject,” I said to my­self, “so long as I am there, I need hardly fear for my treas­ure!”

			That same morn­ing, when, hav­ing peeled a grape as usu­al and taken away the seeds, I put it in her mouth, her lips made a slight move­ment of re­cep­tion, and I knew she lived!

			My hope was now so much stronger that I began to think of some at­tire for her: she must be able to rise the mo­ment she wished! I betook my­self there­fore to the forest, to in­vest­ig­ate what ma­ter­i­al it might af­ford, and had hardly be­gun to look when fibrous skel­et­ons, like those of the leaves of the prickly pear, sug­ges­ted them­selves as fit for the pur­pose. I gathered a stock of them, laid them to dry in the sun, pulled apart the re­tic­u­lated lay­ers, and of these had soon be­gun to fash­ion two loose gar­ments, one to hang from her waist, the oth­er from her shoulders. With the stiletto-point of an aloe-leaf and vari­ous fil­a­ments, I sewed to­geth­er three thick­nesses of the tis­sue.

			Dur­ing the week that fol­lowed, there was no farther sign ex­cept that she more evid­ently took the grapes. But in­deed all the signs be­came surer: plainly she was grow­ing plump­er, and her skin fairer. Still she did not open her eyes; and the hor­rid fear would at times in­vade me, that her growth was of some hideous fung­oid nature, the few grapes be­ing no­wise suf­fi­cient to ac­count for it.

			Again I was bit­ten; and now the thing, whatever it was, began to pay me reg­u­lar vis­its at in­ter­vals of three days. It now gen­er­ally bit me in the neck or the arm, in­vari­ably with but one bite, al­ways while I slept, and nev­er, even when I slept, in the day­time. Hour after hour would I lie awake on the watch, but nev­er heard it com­ing, or saw sign of its ap­proach. Neither, I be­lieve, did I ever feel it bite me. At length I be­came so hope­less of catch­ing it, that I no longer troubled my­self either to look for it by day, or lie in wait for it at night. I knew from my grow­ing weak­ness that I was los­ing blood at a dan­ger­ous rate, but I cared little for that: in sight of my eyes death was yield­ing to life; a soul was gath­er­ing strength to save me from loneli­ness; we would go away to­geth­er, and I should speedily re­cov­er!

			The gar­ments were at length fin­ished, and, con­tem­plat­ing my handi­work with no small sat­is­fac­tion, I pro­ceeded to mat lay­ers of the fibre in­to san­dals.

			One night I woke sud­denly, breath­less and faint, and long­ing after air, and had ris­en to crawl from the cave, when a slight rustle in the leaves of the couch set me listen­ing mo­tion­less.

			“I caught the vile thing,” said a feeble voice, in my moth­er-tongue; “I caught it in the very act!”

			She was alive! she spoke! I dared not yield to my trans­port lest I should ter­rify her.

			“What creature?” I breathed, rather than said.

			“The creature,” she answered, “that was bit­ing you.”

			“What was it?”

			“A great white leech.”

			“How big?” I pur­sued, for­cing my­self to be calm.

			“Not far from six feet long, I should think,” she answered.

			“You have saved my life, per­haps!—But how could you touch the hor­rid thing! How brave of you!” I cried.

			“I did!” was all her an­swer, and I thought she shuddered.

			“Where is it? What could you do with such a mon­ster?”

			“I threw it in the river.”

			“Then it will come again, I fear!”

			“I do not think I could have killed it, even had I known how!—I heard you moan­ing, and got up to see what dis­turbed you; saw the fright­ful thing at your neck, and pulled it away. But I could not hold it, and was hardly able to throw it from me. I only heard it splash in the wa­ter!”

			“We’ll kill it next time!” I said; but with that I turned faint, sought the open air, but fell.

			When I came to my­self the sun was up. The lady stood a little way off, look­ing, even in the clumsy at­tire I had fash­ioned for her, at once grand and grace­ful. I had seen those glor­i­ous eyes! Through the night they had shone! Dark as the dark­ness primev­al, they now out­shone the day! She stood erect as a column, re­gard­ing me. Her pale cheek in­dic­ated no emo­tion, only ques­tion. I rose.

			“We must be go­ing!” I said. “The white leech—”

			I stopped: a strange smile had flickered over her beau­ti­ful face.

			“Did you find me there?” she asked, point­ing to the cave.

			“No; I brought you there,” I replied.

			“You brought me?”

			“Yes.”

			“From where?”

			“From the forest.”

			“What have you done with my clothes—and my jew­els?”

			“You had none when I found you.”

			“Then why did you not leave me?”

			“Be­cause I hoped you were not dead.”

			“Why should you have cared?”

			“Be­cause I was very lonely, and wanted you to live.”

			“You would have kept me en­chanted for my beauty!” she said, with proud scorn.

			Her words and her look roused my in­dig­na­tion.

			“There was no beauty left in you,” I said.

			“Why, then, again, did you not let me alone?”

			“Be­cause you were of my own kind.”

			“Of your kind?” she cried, in a tone of ut­ter con­tempt.

			“I thought so, but find I was mis­taken!”

			“Doubt­less you pit­ied me!”

			“Nev­er had wo­man more claim on pity, or less on any oth­er feel­ing!”

			With an ex­pres­sion of pain, mor­ti­fic­a­tion, and an­ger un­ut­ter­able, she turned from me and stood si­lent. Star­less night lay pro­found in the gulfs of her eyes: hate of him who brought it back had slain their splend­our. The light of life was gone from them.

			“Had you failed to rouse me, what would you have done?” she asked sud­denly without mov­ing.

			“I would have bur­ied it.”

			“It! What?—You would have bur­ied this?” she ex­claimed, flash­ing round upon me in a white fury, her arms thrown out, and her eyes dart­ing forks of cold light­ning.

			“Nay; that I saw not! That, weary weeks of watch­ing and tend­ing have brought back to you,” I answered—for with such a wo­man I must be plain! “Had I seen the smal­lest sign of de­cay, I would at once have bur­ied you.”

			“Dog of a fool!” she cried, “I was but in a trance—Sam­oil! what a fate!—Go and fetch the she-sav­age from whom you bor­rowed this hideous dis­guise.”

			“I made it for you. It is hideous, but I did my best.”

			She drew her­self up to her tall height.

			“How long have I been in­sens­ible?” she de­man­ded. “A wo­man could not have made that dress in a day!”

			“Not in twenty days,” I re­joined, “hardly in thirty!”

			“Ha! How long do you pre­tend I have lain un­con­scious?—An­swer me at once.”

			“I can­not tell how long you had lain when I found you, but there was noth­ing left of you save skin and bone: that is more than three months ago.—Your hair was beau­ti­ful, noth­ing else! I have done for it what I could.”

			“My poor hair!” she said, and brought a great arm­ful of it round from be­hind her; “—it will be more than a three-months’ care to bring you to life again!—I sup­pose I must thank you, al­though I can­not say I am grate­ful!”

			“There is no need, madam: I would have done the same for any wo­man—yes, or for any man either!”

			“How is it my hair is not tangled?” she said, fond­ling it.

			“It al­ways drif­ted in the cur­rent.”

			“How?—What do you mean?”

			“I could not have brought you to life but by bathing you in the hot river every morn­ing.”

			She gave a shud­der of dis­gust, and stood for a while with her gaze fixed on the hur­ry­ing wa­ter. Then she turned to me:

			“We must un­der­stand each oth­er!” she said. “—You have done me the two worst of wrongs—com­pelled me to live, and put me to shame: neither of them can I par­don!”

			She raised her left hand, and flung it out as if re­pelling me. Some­thing ice-cold struck me on the fore­head. When I came to my­self, I was on the ground, wet and shiv­er­ing.

		
	
		
			
				XX

				Gone!—But How?

			
			I rose, and looked around me, dazed at heart. For a mo­ment I could not see her: she was gone, and loneli­ness had re­turned like the cloud after the rain! She whom I brought back from the brink of the grave, had fled from me, and left me with des­ol­a­tion! I dared not one mo­ment re­main thus hideously alone. Had I in­deed done her a wrong? I must de­vote my life to shar­ing the bur­den I had com­pelled her to re­sume!

			I descried her walk­ing swiftly over the grass, away from the river, took one plunge for a farewell res­tor­at­ive, and set out to fol­low her. The last vis­it of the white leech, and the blow of the wo­man, had en­feebled me, but already my strength was re­viv­ing, and I kept her in sight without dif­fi­culty.

			“Is this, then, the end?” I said as I went, and my heart brooded a sad song. Her angry, hat­ing eyes haunted me. I could un­der­stand her re­sent­ment at my hav­ing forced life upon her, but how had I fur­ther in­jured her? Why should she loathe me? Could mod­esty it­self be in­dig­nant with true ser­vice? How should the proudest wo­man, con­scious of my every ac­tion, cher­ish against me the least sense of dis­gra­cing wrong? How rev­er­ently had I not touched her! As a fath­er his moth­er­less child, I had borne and ten­ded her! Had all my la­bour, all my des­pair­ing hope gone to re­deem only in­grat­it­ude? “No,” I answered my­self; “beauty must have a heart! How­ever pro­foundly hid­den, it must be there! The deep­er bur­ied, the stronger and truer will it wake at last in its beau­ti­ful grave! To rouse that heart were a bet­ter gift to her than the hap­pi­est life! It would be to give her a no­bler, a high­er life!”

			She was as­cend­ing a gentle slope be­fore me, walk­ing straight and steady as one that knew whith­er, when I be­came aware that she was in­creas­ing the dis­tance between us. I summoned my strength, and it came in full tide. My veins filled with fresh life! My body seemed to be­come eth­er­e­al, and, fol­low­ing like an easy wind, I rap­idly over­took her.

			Not once had she looked be­hind. Swiftly she moved, like a Greek god­dess to res­cue, but without haste. I was with­in three yards of her, when she turned sharply, yet with grace un­broken, and stood. Fa­tigue or heat she showed none. Her pale­ness was not a pal­lor, but a pure white­ness; her breath­ing was slow and deep. Her eyes seemed to fill the heav­ens, and give light to the world. It was nearly noon, but the sense was upon me as of a great night in which an in­vis­ible dew makes the stars look large.

			“Why do you fol­low me?” she asked, quietly but rather sternly, as if she had nev­er be­fore seen me.

			“I have lived so long,” I answered, “on the mere hope of your eyes, that I must want to see them again!”

			“You will not be spared!” she said coldly. “I com­mand you to stop where you stand.”

			“Not un­til I see you in a place of safety will I leave you,” I replied.

			“Then take the con­sequences,” she said, and re­sumed her swift-glid­ing walk.

			But as she turned she cast on me a glance, and I stood as if run through with a spear. Her scorn had failed: she would kill me with her beauty!

			Des­pair re­stored my vo­li­tion; the spell broke; I ran, and over­took her.

			“Have pity upon me!” I cried.

			She gave no heed. I fol­lowed her like a child whose moth­er pre­tends to aban­don him. “I will be your slave!” I said, and laid my hand on her arm.

			She turned as if a ser­pent had bit her. I cowered be­fore the blaze of her eyes, but could not avert my own.

			“Pity me,” I cried again.

			She re­sumed her walk­ing.

			The whole day I fol­lowed her. The sun climbed the sky, seemed to pause on its sum­mit, went down the oth­er side. Not a mo­ment did she pause, not a mo­ment did I cease to fol­low. She nev­er turned her head, nev­er re­laxed her pace.

			The sun went be­low, and the night came up. I kept close to her: if I lost sight of her for a mo­ment, it would be forever!

			All day long we had been walk­ing over thick soft grass: ab­ruptly she stopped, and threw her­self upon it. There was yet light enough to show that she was ut­terly weary. I stood be­hind her, and gazed down on her for a mo­ment.

			Did I love her? I knew she was not good! Did I hate her? I could not leave her! I knelt be­side her.

			“Be­gone! Do not dare touch me,” she cried.

			Her arms lay on the grass by her sides as if para­lyzed.

			Sud­denly they closed about my neck, ri­gid as those of the tor­ture-maid­en. She drew down my face to hers, and her lips clung to my cheek. A sting of pain shot some­where through me, and pulsed. I could not stir a hair’s breadth. Gradu­ally the pain ceased. A slum­ber­ous wear­i­ness, a dreamy pleas­ure stole over me, and then I knew noth­ing.

			All at once I came to my­self. The moon was a little way above the ho­ri­zon, but spread no ra­di­ance; she was but a bright thing set in black­ness. My cheek smar­ted; I put my hand to it, and found a wet spot. My neck ached: there again was a wet spot! I sighed heav­ily, and felt very tired. I turned my eyes list­lessly around me—and saw what had be­come of the light of the moon: it was gathered about the lady! she stood in a shim­mer­ing nim­bus! I rose and staggered to­ward her.

			“Down!” she cried im­per­i­ously, as to a re­bel­li­ous dog. “Fol­low me a step if you dare!”

			“I will!” I mur­mured, with an ag­on­ised ef­fort.

			“Set foot with­in the gates of my city, and my people will stone you: they do not love beg­gars!”

			I was deaf to her words. Weak as wa­ter, and half awake, I did not know that I moved, but the dis­tance grew less between us. She took one step back, raised her left arm, and with the clenched hand seemed to strike me on the fore­head. I re­ceived as it were a blow from an iron ham­mer, and fell.

			I sprang to my feet, cold and wet, but clear­headed and strong. Had the blow re­vived me? it had left neither wound nor pain!—But how came I wet?—I could not have lain long, for the moon was no high­er!

			The lady stood some yards away, her back to­ward me. She was do­ing some­thing, I could not dis­tin­guish what. Then by her sud­den gleam I knew she had thrown off her gar­ments, and stood white in the dazed moon. One mo­ment she stood—and fell for­ward.

			A streak of white shot away in a swift-drawn line. The same in­stant the moon re­covered her­self, shin­ing out with a full flash, and I saw that the streak was a long-bod­ied thing, rush­ing in great, low-curved bounds over the grass. Dark spots seemed to run like a stream adown its back, as if it had been fleet­ing along un­der the edge of a wood, and catch­ing the shad­ows of the leaves.

			“God of mercy!” I cried, “is the ter­rible creature speed­ing to the night-in­folded city?” and I seemed to hear from afar the sud­den burst and spread of out­cry­ing ter­ror, as the pale sav­age bounded from house to house, rend­ing and slay­ing.

			While I gazed after it fear-stricken, past me from be­hind, like a swift, all but noise­less ar­row, shot a second large creature, pure white. Its path was straight for the spot where the lady had fallen, and, as I thought, lay. My tongue clave to the roof of my mouth. I sprang for­ward pur­su­ing the beast. But in a mo­ment the spot I made for was far be­hind it.

			“It was well,” I thought, “that I could not cry out: if she had ris­en, the mon­ster would have been upon her!”

			But when I reached the place, no lady was there; only the gar­ments she had dropped lay dusk in the moon­light.

			I stood star­ing after the second beast. It tore over the ground with yet great­er swift­ness than the former—in long, level, skim­ming leaps, the very em­bod­i­ment of waste­less speed. It fol­lowed the line the oth­er had taken, and I watched it grow smal­ler and smal­ler, un­til it dis­ap­peared in the un­cer­tain dis­tance.

			But where was the lady? Had the first beast sur­prised her, creep­ing upon her noise­lessly? I had heard no shriek! and there had not been time to de­vour her! Could it have caught her up as it ran, and borne her away to its den? So laden it could not have run so fast! and I should have seen that it car­ried some­thing!

			Hor­rible doubts began to wake in me. After a thor­ough but fruit­less search, I set out in the track of the two an­im­als.

		
	
		
			
				XXI

				The Fu­git­ive Moth­er

			
			As I hastened along, a cloud came over the moon, and from the gray dark sud­denly emerged a white fig­ure, clasp­ing a child to her bos­om, and stoop­ing as she ran. She was on a line par­al­lel with my own, but did not per­ceive me as she hur­ried along, ter­ror and anxi­ety in every move­ment of her driv­en speed.

			“She is chased!” I said to my­self. “Some prowl­er of this ter­rible night is after her!”

			To fol­low would have ad­ded to her fright: I stepped in­to her track to stop her pur­suer.

			As I stood for a mo­ment look­ing after her through the dusk, be­hind me came a swift, soft-footed rush, and ere I could turn, some­thing sprang over my head, struck me sharply on the fore­head, and knocked me down. I was up in an in­stant, but all I saw of my as­sail­ant was a van­ish­ing white­ness. I ran after the beast, with the blood trick­ling from my fore­head; but had run only a few steps, when a shriek of des­pair tore the quiv­er­ing night. I ran the faster, though I could not but fear it must already be too late.

			In a minute or two I spied a low white shape ap­proach­ing me through the va­pour-dus­ted moon­light. It must be an­oth­er beast, I thought at first, for it came slowly, al­most crawl­ing, with strange, flounder­ing leaps, as of a creature in agony! I drew aside from its path, and waited. As it neared me, I saw it was go­ing on three legs, car­ry­ing its left fore­paw high from the ground. It had many dark, oval spots on a shin­ing white skin, and was at­ten­ded by a low rush­ing sound, as of wa­ter fall­ing upon grass. As it went by me, I saw some­thing stream­ing from the lif­ted paw.

			“It is blood!” I said to my­self, “some read­i­er cham­pi­on than I has wounded the beast!” But, strange to tell, such a pity seized me at sight of the suf­fer­ing creature, that, though an axe had been in my hand I could not have struck at it. In a broken suc­ces­sion of hob­bling leaps it went out of sight, its blood, as it seemed, still is­su­ing in a small tor­rent, which kept flow­ing back softly through the grass be­side me. “If it go on bleed­ing like that,” I thought, “it will soon be hurt­less!”

			I went on, for I might yet be use­ful to the wo­man, and hoped also to see her de­liver­er.

			I descried her a little way off, seated on the grass, with her child in her lap.

			“Can I do any­thing for you?” I asked.

			At the sound of my voice she star­ted vi­ol­ently, and would have ris­en. I threw my­self on the ground.

			“You need not be frightened,” I said. “I was fol­low­ing the beast when hap­pily you found a near­er pro­tect­or! It passed me now with its foot bleed­ing so much that by this time it must be all but dead!”

			“There is little hope of that!” she answered, trem­bling. “Do you not know whose beast she is?”

			Now I had cer­tain strange sus­pi­cions, but I answered that I knew noth­ing of the brute, and asked what had be­come of her cham­pi­on.

			“What cham­pi­on?” she re­joined. “I have seen no one.”

			“Then how came the mon­ster to grief?”

			“I poun­ded her foot with a stone—as hard as I could strike. Did you not hear her cry?”

			“Well, you are a brave wo­man!” I answered. “I thought it was you gave the cry!”

			“It was the leo­pard­ess.”

			“I nev­er heard such a sound from the throat of an an­im­al! it was like the scream of a wo­man in tor­ture!”

			“My voice was gone; I could not have shrieked to save my baby! When I saw the hor­rid mouth at my darling’s little white neck, I caught up a stone and mashed her lame foot.”

			“Tell me about the creature,” I said; “I am a stranger in these parts.”

			“You will soon know about her if you are go­ing to Bu­lika!” she answered. “Now, I must nev­er go back there!”

			“Yes, I am go­ing to Bu­lika,” I said, “—to see the prin­cess.”

			“Have a care; you had bet­ter not go!—But per­haps you are—! The prin­cess is a very good, kind wo­man!”

			I heard a little move­ment. Clouds had by this time gathered so thick over the moon that I could scarcely see my com­pan­ion: I feared she was rising to run from me.

			“You are in no danger of any sort from me,” I said. “What oath would you like me to take?”

			“I know by your speech that you are not of the people of Bu­lika,” she replied; “I will trust you!—I am not of them, either, else I should not be able: they nev­er trust any­one—If only I could see you! But I like your voice!—There, my darling is asleep! The foul beast has not hurt her!—Yes: it was my baby she was after!” she went on, caress­ing the child. “And then she would have torn her moth­er to pieces for car­ry­ing her off!—Some say the prin­cess has two white leo­pard­esses,” she con­tin­ued: “I know only one—with spots. Every­body knows her! If the prin­cess hear of a baby, she sends her im­me­di­ately to suck its blood, and then it either dies or grows up an idi­ot. I would have gone away with my baby, but the prin­cess was from home, and I thought I might wait un­til I was a little stronger. But she must have taken the beast with her, and been on her way home when I left, and come across my track. I heard the sniff-snuff of the leo­pard­ess be­hind me, and ran;—oh, how I ran!—But my darling will not die! There is no mark on her!”

			“Where are you tak­ing her?”

			“Where no one ever tells!”

			“Why is the prin­cess so cruel?”

			“There is an old proph­ecy that a child will be the death of her. That is why she will listen to no of­fer of mar­riage, they say.”

			“But what will be­come of her coun­try if she kill all the ba­bies?”

			“She does not care about her coun­try. She sends witches around to teach the wo­men spells that keep ba­bies away, and give them hor­rible things to eat. Some say she is in league with the Shad­ows to put an end to the race. At night we hear the quest­ing beast, and lie awake and shiver. She can tell at once the house where a baby is com­ing, and lies down at the door, watch­ing to get in. There are words that have power to shoo her away, only they do not al­ways work—But here I sit talk­ing, and the beast may by this time have got home, and her mis­tress be send­ing the oth­er after us!”

			As thus she ended, she rose in haste.

			“I do not think she will ever get home.—Let me carry the baby for you!” I said, as I rose also.

			She re­turned me no an­swer, and when I would have taken it, only clasped it the closer.

			“I can­not think,” I said, walk­ing by her side, “how the brute could be bleed­ing so much!”

			“Take my ad­vice, and don’t go near the palace,” she answered. “There are sounds in it at night as if the dead were try­ing to shriek, but could not open their mouths!”

			She bade me an ab­rupt farewell. Plainly she did not want more of my com­pany; so I stood still, and heard her foot­steps die away on the grass.

		
	
		
			
				XXII

				Bu­lika

			
			I had lost all no­tion of my po­s­i­tion, and was walk­ing about in pure, help­less im­pa­tience, when sud­denly I found my­self in the path of the leo­pard­ess, wad­ing in the blood from her paw. It ran against my ankles with the force of a small brook, and I got out of it the more quickly be­cause of an un­shaped sus­pi­cion in my mind as to whose blood it might be. But I kept close to the sound of it, walk­ing up the side of the stream, for it would guide me in the dir­ec­tion of Bu­lika.

			I soon began to re­flect, how­ever, that no leo­pard­ess, no ele­phant, no hugest an­im­al that in our world pre­ceded man, could keep such a tor­rent flow­ing, ex­cept every artery in its body were open, and its huge sys­tem went on filling its ves­sels from fields and lakes and forests as fast as they emp­tied them­selves: it could not be blood! I dipped a fin­ger in it, and at once sat­is­fied my­self that it was not. In truth, how­ever it might have come there, it was a softly mur­mur­ing rivu­let of wa­ter that ran, without chan­nel, over the grass! But sweet as was its song, I dared not drink of it; I kept walk­ing on, hop­ing after the light, and listen­ing to the fa­mil­i­ar sound so long un­heard—for that of the hot stream was very dif­fer­ent. The mere wet­ting of my feet in it, how­ever, had so re­freshed me, that I went on without fa­tigue till the dark­ness began to grow thin­ner, and I knew the sun was draw­ing nigh. A few minutes more, and I could dis­cern, against the pale au­rora, the wall-towers of a city—seem­ingly old as time it­self. Then I looked down to get a sight of the brook.

			It was gone. I had in­deed for a long time noted its sound grow­ing faint­er, but at last had ceased to at­tend to it. I looked back: the grass in its course lay bent as it had flowed, and here and there glimmered a small pool. To­ward the city, there was no trace of it. Near where I stood, the flow of its foun­tain must at least have paused!

			Around the city were gar­dens, grow­ing many sorts of ve­get­ables, hardly one of which I re­cog­nised. I saw no wa­ter, no flowers, no sign of an­im­als. The gar­dens came very near the walls, but were sep­ar­ated from them by huge heaps of gravel and re­fuse thrown from the bat­tle­ments.

			I went up to the nearest gate, and found it but half-closed, no­wise se­cured, and without guard or sen­tinel. To judge by its hinges, it could not be farther opened or shut closer. Passing through, I looked down a long an­cient street. It was ut­terly si­lent, and with scarce an in­dic­a­tion in it of life present. Had I come upon a dead city? I turned and went out again, toiled a long way over the dust-heaps, and crossed sev­er­al roads, each lead­ing up to a gate: I would not re-enter un­til some of the in­hab­it­ants should be stir­ring.

			What was I there for? what did I ex­pect or hope to find? what did I mean to do?

			I must see, if but once more, the wo­man I had brought to life! I did not de­sire her so­ci­ety: she had waked in me fright­ful sus­pi­cions; and friend­ship, not to say love, was wildly im­possible between us! But her pres­ence had had a strange in­flu­ence upon me, and in her pres­ence I must res­ist, and at the same time ana­lyse that in­flu­ence! The seem­ingly in­scrut­able in her I would fain pen­et­rate: to un­der­stand some­thing of her mode of be­ing would be to look in­to mar­vels such as ima­gin­a­tion could nev­er have sug­ges­ted! In this I was too dar­ing: a man must not, for know­ledge, of his own will en­counter tempta­tion! On the oth­er hand, I had re­in­stated an evil force about to per­ish, and was, to the ex­tent of my op­pos­ing fac­ulty, ac­count­able for what mis­chief might en­sue! I had learned that she was the en­emy of chil­dren: the Little Ones might be in her danger! It was in the hope of find­ing out some­thing of their his­tory that I had left them; on that I had re­ceived a little light: I must have more; I must learn how to pro­tect them!

			Hear­ing at length a little stir in the place, I walked through the next gate, and thence along a nar­row street of tall houses to a little square, where I sat down on the base of a pil­lar with a hideous bat-like creature atop. Ere long, sev­er­al of the in­hab­it­ants came saun­ter­ing past. I spoke to one: he gave me a rude stare and ruder word, and went on.

			I got up and went through one nar­row street after an­oth­er, gradu­ally filling with idlers, and was not sur­prised to see no chil­dren. By and by, near one of the gates, I en­countered a group of young men who re­minded me not a little of the bad gi­ants. They came about me star­ing, and presently began to push and hustle me, then to throw things at me. I bore it as well as I could, wish­ing not to pro­voke enmity where wanted to re­main for a while. Of­ten­er than once or twice I ap­pealed to pass­ersby whom I fan­cied more be­ne­vol­ent-look­ing, but none would halt a mo­ment to listen to me. I looked poor, and that was enough: to the cit­izens of Bu­lika, as to house-dogs, poverty was an of­fence! De­form­ity and sick­ness were taxed; and no le­gis­la­tion of their prin­cess was more heart­ily ap­proved of than what ten­ded to make poverty sub­serve wealth.

			I took to my heels at last, and no one fol­lowed me bey­ond the gate. A lum­ber­ing fel­low, how­ever, who sat by it eat­ing a hunch of bread, picked up a stone to throw after me, and hap­pily, in his stu­pid eager­ness, threw, not the stone but the bread. I took it, and he did not dare fol­low to re­claim it: bey­ond the walls they were cow­ards every­one. I went off a few hun­dred yards, threw my­self down, ate the bread, fell asleep, and slept soundly in the grass, where the hot sun­light re­newed my strength.

			It was night when I woke. The moon looked down on me in friendly fash­ion, seem­ing to claim with me old ac­quaint­ance. She was very bright, and the same moon, I thought, that saw me through the ter­rors of my first night in that strange world. A cold wind blew from the gate, bring­ing with it an evil odour; but it did not chill me, for the sun had plen­ished me with warmth. I crept again in­to the city. There I found the few that were still in the open air crouched in corners to es­cape the shiv­er­ing blast.

			I was walk­ing slowly through the long nar­row street, when, just be­fore me, a huge white thing bounded across it, with a single flash in the moon­light, and dis­ap­peared. I turned down the next open­ing, eager to get sight of it again.

			It was a nar­row lane, al­most too nar­row to pass through, but it led me in­to a wider street. The mo­ment I entered the lat­ter, I saw on the op­pos­ite side, in the shad­ow, the creature I had fol­lowed, it­self fol­low­ing like a dog what I took for a man. Over his shoulder, every oth­er mo­ment, he glanced at the an­im­al be­hind him, but neither spoke to it, nor at­temp­ted to drive it away. At a place where he had to cross a patch of moon­light, I saw that he cast no shad­ow, and was him­self but a flat su­per­fi­cial shad­ow, of two di­men­sions. He was, nev­er­the­less, an opaque shad­ow, for he not merely darkened any ob­ject on the oth­er side of him, but rendered it, in fact, in­vis­ible. In the shad­ow he was black­er than the shad­ow; in the moon­light he looked like one who had drawn his shad­ow up about him, for not a sus­pi­cion of it moved be­side or un­der him; while the gleam­ing an­im­al, which fol­lowed so close at his heels as to seem the white shad­ow of his black­ness, and which I now saw to be a leo­pard­ess, drew her own glid­ing shad­ow black over the ground by her side. When they passed to­geth­er from the shad­ow in­to the moon­light, the Shad­ow deepened in black­ness, the an­im­al flashed in­to ra­di­ance. I was at the mo­ment walk­ing abreast of them on the op­pos­ite side, my bare feet sound­ing on the flat stones: the leo­pard­ess nev­er turned head or twitched ear; the shad­ow seemed once to look at me, for I lost his pro­file, and saw for a second only a sharp up­right line. That in­stant the wind found me and blew through me: I shuddered from head to foot, and my heart went from wall to wall of my bos­om, like a pebble in a child’s rattle.

		
	
		
			
				XXIII

				A Wo­man of Bu­lika

			
			I turned aside in­to an al­ley, and sought shel­ter in a small arch­way. In the mouth of it I stopped, and looked out at the moon­light which filled the al­ley. The same in­stant a wo­man came glid­ing in after me, turned, trem­bling, and looked out also. A few seconds passed; then a huge leo­pard, its white skin dappled with many blots, dar­ted across the arch­way. The wo­man pressed close to me, and my heart filled with pity. I put my arm round her.

			“If the brute come here, I will lay hold of it,” I said, “and you must run.”

			“Thank you!” she mur­mured.

			“Have you ever seen it be­fore?” I asked.

			“Sev­er­al times,” she answered, still trem­bling. “She is a pet of the prin­cess’s. You are a stranger, or you would know her!”

			“I am a stranger,” I answered. “But is she, then, al­lowed to run loose?”

			“She is kept in a cage, her mouth muzzled, and her feet in gloves of cro­codile leath­er. Chained she is too; but she gets out of­ten, and sucks the blood of any child she can lay hold of. Hap­pily there are not many moth­ers in Bu­lika!”

			Here she burst in­to tears.

			“I wish I were at home!” she sobbed. “The prin­cess re­turned only last night, and there is the leo­pard­ess out already! How am I to get in­to the house? It is me she is after, I know! She will be ly­ing at my own door, watch­ing for me!—But I am a fool to talk to a stranger!”

			“All strangers are not bad!” I said. “The beast shall not touch you till she has done with me, and by that time you will be in. You are happy to have a house to go to! What a ter­rible wind it is!”

			“Take me home safe, and I will give you shel­ter from it,” she re­joined. “But we must wait a little!”

			I asked her many ques­tions. She told me the people nev­er did any­thing ex­cept dig for pre­cious stones in their cel­lars. They were rich, and had everything made for them in oth­er towns.

			“Why?” I asked.

			“Be­cause it is a dis­grace to work,” she answered. “Every­body in Bu­lika knows that!”

			I asked how they were rich if none of them earned money. She replied that their an­cest­ors had saved for them, and they nev­er spent. When they wanted money they sold a few of their gems.

			“But there must be some poor!” I said.

			“I sup­pose there must be, but we nev­er think of such people. When one goes poor, we for­get him. That is how we keep rich. We mean to be rich al­ways.”

			“But when you have dug up all your pre­cious stones and sold them, you will have to spend your money, and one day you will have none left!”

			“We have so many, and there are so many still in the ground, that that day will nev­er come,” she replied.

			“Sup­pose a strange people were to fall upon you, and take everything you have!”

			“No strange people will dare; they are all hor­ribly afraid of our prin­cess. She it is who keeps us safe and free and rich!”

			Every now and then as she spoke, she would stop and look be­hind her.

			I asked why her people had such a hatred of strangers. She answered that the pres­ence of a stranger de­filed the city.

			“How is that?” I said.

			“Be­cause we are more an­cient and noble than any oth­er na­tion.—There­fore,” she ad­ded, “we al­ways turn strangers out be­fore night.”

			“How, then, can you take me in­to your house?” I asked.

			“I will make an ex­cep­tion of you,” she replied.

			“Is there no place in the city for the tak­ing in of strangers?”

			“Such a place would be pulled down, and its own­er burned. How is pur­ity to be pre­served ex­cept by keep­ing low people at a prop­er dis­tance? Dig­nity is such a del­ic­ate thing!”

			She told me that their prin­cess had reigned for thou­sands of years; that she had power over the air and the wa­ter as well as the earth—and, she be­lieved, over the fire too; that she could do what she pleased, and was an­swer­able to nobody.

			When at length she was will­ing to risk the at­tempt, we took our way through lanes and nar­row pas­sages, and reached her door without hav­ing met a single live creature. It was in a wider street, between two tall houses, at the top of a nar­row, steep stair, up which she climbed slowly, and I fol­lowed. Ere we reached the top, how­ever, she seemed to take fright, and dar­ted up the rest of the steps: I ar­rived just in time to have the door closed in my face, and stood con­foun­ded on the land­ing, where was about length enough, between the op­pos­ite doors of the two houses, for a man to lie down.

			Weary, and not scrupling to de­file Bu­lika with my pres­ence, I took ad­vant­age of the shel­ter, poor as it was.

		
	
		
			
				XXIV

				The White Leo­pard­ess

			
			At the foot of the stair lay the moon­lit street, and I could hear the un­whole­some, in­hos­pit­able wind blow­ing about be­low. But not a breath of it entered my re­treat, and I was com­pos­ing my­self to rest, when sud­denly my eyes opened, and there was the head of the shin­ing creature I had seen fol­low­ing the Shad­ow, just rising above the up­per­most step! The mo­ment she caught sight of my eyes, she stopped and began to re­tire, tail fore­most. I sprang up; whereupon, hav­ing no room to turn, she threw her­self back­ward, head over tail, scrambled to her feet, and in a mo­ment was down the stair and gone. I fol­lowed her to the bot­tom, and looked all up and down the street. Not see­ing her, I went back to my hard couch.

			There were, then, two evil creatures prowl­ing about the city, one with, and one without spots! I was not in­clined to risk much for man or wo­man in Bu­lika, but the life of a child might well be worth such a poor one as mine, and I re­solved to keep watch at that door the rest of the night.

			Presently I heard the latch move, slow, slow: I looked up, and see­ing the door half-open, rose and slid softly in. Be­hind it stood, not the wo­man I had be­friended, but the muffled wo­man of the desert. Without a word she led me a few steps to an empty stone-paved cham­ber, and poin­ted to a rug on the floor. I wrapped my­self in it, and once more lay down. She shut the door of the room, and I heard the out­er door open and close again. There was no light save what came from the moon­lit air.

			As I lay sleep­less, I began to hear a stifled moan­ing. It went on for a good while, and then came the cry of a child, fol­lowed by a ter­rible shriek. I sprang up and dar­ted in­to the pas­sage: from an­oth­er door in it came the white leo­pard­ess with a new­born baby in her mouth, car­ry­ing it like a cub of her own. I threw my­self upon her, and com­pelled her to drop the in­fant, which fell on the stone slabs with a piteous wail.

			At the cry ap­peared the muffled wo­man. She stepped over us, the beast and my­self, where we lay strug­gling in the nar­row pas­sage, took up the child, and car­ried it away. Re­turn­ing, she lif­ted me off the an­im­al, opened the door, and pushed me gently out. At my heels fol­lowed the leo­pard­ess.

			“She too has failed me!” thought I; “—giv­en me up to the beast to be settled with at her leis­ure! But we shall have a tussle for it!”

			I ran down the stair, fear­ing she would spring on my back, but she fol­lowed me quietly. At the foot I turned to lay hold of her, but she sprang over my head; and when again I turned to face her, she was crouch­ing at my feet! I stooped and stroked her lovely white skin; she re­spon­ded by lick­ing my bare feet with her hard dry tongue. Then I pat­ted and fondled her, a well of ten­der­ness over­flow­ing in my heart: she might be treach­er­ous too, but if I turned from every show of love lest it should be feigned, how was I ever to find the real love which must be some­where in every world?

			I stood up; she rose, and stood be­side me.

			A bulky ob­ject fell with a heavy squelch in the middle of the street, a few yards from us. I ran to it, and found a pulpy mass, with just form enough left to show it the body of a wo­man. It must have been thrown from some neigh­bour­ing win­dow! I looked around me: the Shad­ow was walk­ing along the oth­er side of the way, with the white leo­pard­ess again at his heel!

			I fol­lowed and gained upon them, ur­ging in my heart for the leo­pard­ess that prob­ably she was not a free agent. When I got near them, how­ever, she turned and flew at me with such a hideous snarl, that in­stinct­ively I drew back: in­stantly she re­sumed her place be­hind the Shad­ow. Again I drew near; again she flew at me, her eyes flam­ing like live em­er­alds. Once more I made the ex­per­i­ment: she snapped at me like a dog, and bit me. My heart gave way, and I uttered a cry; whereupon the creature looked round with a glance that plainly meant—“Why would you make me do it?”

			I turned away angry with my­self: I had been los­ing my time ever since I entered the place! night as it was I would go straight to the palace! From the square I had seen it—high above the heart of the city, com­passed with many de­fences, more a fort­ress than a palace!

			But I found its for­ti­fic­a­tions, like those of the city, much neg­lected, and partly ru­in­ous. For cen­tur­ies, clearly, they had been of no ac­count! It had great and strong gates, with some­thing like a draw­bridge to them over a rocky chasm; but they stood open, and it was hard to be­lieve that wa­ter had ever oc­cu­pied the hol­low be­fore them. All was so still that sleep seemed to in­ter­pen­et­rate the struc­ture, caus­ing the very moon­light to look dis­cord­antly awake. I must either enter like a thief, or break a si­lence that rendered fright­ful the mere thought of a sound!

			Like an out­cast dog I was walk­ing about the walls, when I came to a little re­cess with a stone bench: I took refuge in it from the wind, lay down, and in spite of the cold fell fast asleep.

			I was wakened by some­thing leap­ing upon me, and lick­ing my face with the rough tongue of a fe­line an­im­al. “It is the white leo­pard­ess!” I thought. “She is come to suck my blood!—and why should she not have it?—it would cost me more to de­fend than to yield it!” So I lay still, ex­pect­ing a shoot of pain. But the pang did not ar­rive; a pleas­ant warmth in­stead began to dif­fuse it­self through me. Stretched at my back, she lay as close to me as she could lie, the heat of her body slowly pen­et­rat­ing mine, and her breath, which had noth­ing of the wild beast in it, swath­ing my head and face in a gen­i­al at­mo­sphere. A full con­vic­tion that her in­ten­tion to­ward me was good, gained pos­ses­sion of me. I turned like a sleepy boy, threw my arm over her, and sank in­to pro­found un­con­scious­ness.

			When I began to come to my­self, I fan­cied I lay warm and soft in my own bed. “Is it pos­sible I am at home?” I thought. The well-known scents of the garden seemed to come crowding in. I rubbed my eyes, and looked out: I lay on a bare stone, in the heart of a hate­ful city!

			I sprang from the bench. Had I in­deed had a leo­pard­ess for my bed­fel­low, or had I but dreamed it? She had but just left me, for the warmth of her body was with me yet!

			I left the re­cess with a new hope, as strong as it was shape­less. One thing only was clear to me: I must find the prin­cess! Surely I had some power with her, if not over her! Had I not saved her life, and had she not pro­longed it at the ex­pense of my vi­tal­ity? The re­flec­tion gave me cour­age to en­counter her, be she what she might.

		
	
		
			
				XXV

				The Prin­cess

			
			Mak­ing a cir­cuit of the castle, I came again to the open gates, crossed the rav­ine-like moat, and found my­self in a paved court, planted at reg­u­lar in­ter­vals with tower­ing trees like pop­lars. In the centre was one taller than the rest, whose branches, near the top, spread a little and gave it some re­semb­lance to a palm. Between their great stems I got glimpses of the palace, which was of a style strange to me, but sug­ges­ted In­di­an ori­gin. It was long and low, with lofty towers at the corners, and one huge dome in the middle, rising from the roof to half the height of the towers. The main en­trance was in the centre of the front—a low arch that seemed half an el­lipse. No one was vis­ible, the doors stood wide open, and I went un­chal­lenged in­to a large hall, in the form of a longish el­lipse. To­ward one side stood a cage, in which couched, its head on its paws, a huge leo­pard­ess, chained by a steel col­lar, with its mouth muzzled and its paws muffled. It was white with dark oval spots, and lay star­ing out of wide-open eyes, with ca­noe-shaped pu­pils, and great green irids. It ap­peared to watch me, but not an eye­ball, not a foot, not a whisker moved, and its tail stretched out be­hind it ri­gid as an iron bar. I could not tell wheth­er it was a live thing or not.

			From this ves­ti­bule two low pas­sages led; I took one of them, and found it branch in­to many, all nar­row and ir­reg­u­lar. At a spot where was scarce room for two to pass, a page ran against me. He star­ted back in ter­ror, but hav­ing scanned me, gathered im­pudence, puffed him­self out, and asked my busi­ness.

			“To see the prin­cess,” I answered.

			“A likely thing!” he re­turned. “I have not seen her high­ness this morn­ing my­self!”

			I caught him by the back of the neck, shook him, and said, “Take me to her at once, or I will drag you with me till I find her. She shall know how her ser­vants re­ceive her vis­it­ors.”

			He gave a look at me, and began to pull like a blind man’s dog, lead­ing me thus to a large kit­chen, where were many ser­vants, feebly busy, and hardly awake. I ex­pec­ted them to fall upon me and drive me out, but they stared in­stead, with wide eyes—not at me, but at some­thing be­hind me, and grew more ghastly as they stared. I turned my head, and saw the white leo­pard­ess, re­gard­ing them in a way that might have feared stouter hearts.

			Presently, how­ever, one of them, see­ing, I sup­pose, that at­tack was not im­min­ent, began to re­cov­er him­self; I turned to him, and let the boy go.

			“Take me to the prin­cess,” I said.

			“She has not yet left her room, your lord­ship,” he replied.

			“Let her know that I am here, wait­ing audi­ence of her.”

			“Will your lord­ship please to give me your name?”

			“Tell her that one who knows the white leech de­sires to see her.”

			“She will kill me if I take such a mes­sage: I must not. I dare not.”

			“You re­fuse?”

			He cast a glance at my at­tend­ant, and went.

			The oth­ers con­tin­ued star­ing—too much afraid of her to take their eyes off her. I turned to the grace­ful creature, where she stood, her muzzle dropped to my heel, white as milk, a warm splend­our in the gloomy place, and stooped and pat­ted her. She looked up at me; the mere move­ment of her head was enough to scat­ter them in all dir­ec­tions. She rose on her hind legs, and put her paws on my shoulders; I threw my arms round her. She pricked her ears, broke from me, and was out of sight in a mo­ment.

			The man I had sent to the prin­cess entered.

			“Please to come this way, my lord,” he said.

			My heart gave a throb, as if bra­cing it­self to the en­counter. I fol­lowed him through many pas­sages, and was at last shown in­to a room so large and so dark that its walls were in­vis­ible. A single spot on the floor re­flec­ted a little light, but around that spot all was black. I looked up, and saw at a great height an oval aper­ture in the roof, on the peri­phery of which ap­peared the joints between blocks of black marble. The light on the floor showed close fit­ting slabs of the same ma­ter­i­al. I found af­ter­ward that the el­lipt­ic­al wall as well was of black marble, ab­sorb­ing the little light that reached it. The roof was the long half of an el­lips­oid, and the open­ing in it was over one of the foci of the el­lipse of the floor. I fan­cied I caught sight of red­dish lines, but when I would have ex­amined them, they were gone.

			All at once, a ra­di­ant form stood in the centre of the dark­ness, flash­ing a splend­our on every side. Over a robe of soft white, her hair streamed in a catar­act, black as the marble on which it fell. Her eyes were a lu­min­ous black­ness; her arms and feet like warm ivory. She greeted me with the in­no­cent smile of a girl—and in face, fig­ure, and mo­tion seemed but now to have stepped over the threshold of wo­man­hood. “Alas,” thought I, “ill did I reck­on my danger! Can this be the wo­man I res­cued—she who struck me, scorned me, left me?” I stood gaz­ing at her out of the dark­ness; she stood gaz­ing in­to it, as if search­ing for me.

			She dis­ap­peared. “She will not ac­know­ledge me!” I thought. But the next in­stant her eyes flashed out of the dark straight in­to mine. She had descried me and come to me!

			“You have found me at last!” she said, lay­ing her hand on my shoulder. “I knew you would!”

			My frame quivered with con­flict­ing con­scious­nesses, to ana­lyse which I had no power. I was sim­ul­tan­eously at­trac­ted and re­pelled: each sen­sa­tion seemed either.

			“You shiver!” she said. “This place is cold for you! Come.”

			I stood si­lent: she had struck me dumb with beauty; she held me dumb with sweet­ness.

			Tak­ing me by the hand, she drew me to the spot of light, and again flashed upon me. An in­stant she stood there.

			“You have grown brown since last I saw you,” she said.

			“This is al­most the first roof I have been un­der since you left me,” I replied.

			“Whose was the oth­er?” she re­joined.

			“I do not know the wo­man’s name.”

			“I would gladly learn it! The in­stinct of hos­pit­al­ity is not strong in my people!” She took me again by the hand, and led me through the dark­ness many steps to a cur­tain of black. Bey­ond it was a white stair, up which she con­duc­ted me to a beau­ti­ful cham­ber.

			“How you must miss the hot flow­ing river!” she said. “But there is a bath in the corner with no white leeches in it! At the foot of your couch you will find a gar­ment. When you come down, I shall be in the room to your left at the foot of the stair.”

			I stood as she left me, ac­cus­ing my pre­sump­tion: how was I to treat this lovely wo­man as a thing of evil, who be­haved to me like a sis­ter?—Whence the mar­vel­lous change in her? She left me with a blow; she re­ceived me al­most with an em­brace! She had re­viled me; she said she knew I would fol­low and find her! Did she know my doubts con­cern­ing her—how much I should want ex­plained? Could she ex­plain all? Could I be­lieve her if she did? As to her hos­pit­al­ity, I had surely earned and might ac­cept that—at least un­til I came to a def­in­ite judg­ment con­cern­ing her!

			Could such beauty as I saw, and such wicked­ness as I sus­pec­ted, ex­ist in the same per­son? If they could, how was it pos­sible? Un­able to an­swer the former ques­tion, I must let the lat­ter wait!

			Clear as crys­tal, the wa­ter in the great white bath sent a spark­ling flash from the corner where it lay sunk in the marble floor, and seemed to in­vite me to its em­brace. Ex­cept the hot stream, two draughts in the cot­tage of the veiled wo­man, and the pools in the track of the wounded leo­pard­ess, I had not seen wa­ter since leav­ing home: it looked a thing ce­les­ti­al. I plunged in.

			Im­me­di­ately my brain was filled with an odour strange and del­ic­ate, which yet I did not al­to­geth­er like. It made me doubt the prin­cess afresh: had she med­ic­ated it? had she en­chanted it? was she in any way work­ing on me un­law­fully? And how was there wa­ter in the palace, and not a drop in the city? I re­membered the crushed paw of the leo­pard­ess, and sprang from the bath.

			What had I been bathing in? Again I saw the flee­ing moth­er, again I heard the howl, again I saw the limp­ing beast. But what mat­ter whence it flowed? was not the wa­ter sweet? Was it not very wa­ter the pitch­er-plant secreted from its heart, and stored for the weary trav­el­ler? Wa­ter came from heav­en: what mattered the well where it gathered, or the spring whence it burst? But I did not re-enter the bath.

			I put on the robe of white wool, em­broidered on the neck and hem, that lay ready for me, and went down the stair to the room whith­er my host­ess had dir­ec­ted me. It was round, all of ala­baster, and without a single win­dow: the light came through every­where, a soft, pearly shim­mer rather than shine. Vague shad­owy forms went flit­ting about over the walls and low dome, like loose rain-clouds over a grey-blue sky.

			The prin­cess stood wait­ing me, in a robe em­broidered with ar­gen­tine rings and discs, rect­angles and loz­enges, close to­geth­er—a sil­ver mail. It fell un­broken from her neck and hid her feet, but its long open sleeves left her arms bare.

			In the room was a table of ivory, bear­ing cakes and fruit, an ivory jug of milk, a crys­tal jug of wine of a pale rose-col­our, and a white loaf.

			“Here we do not kill to eat,” she said; “but I think you will like what I can give you.”

			I told her I could de­sire noth­ing bet­ter than what I saw. She seated her­self on a couch by the table, and made me a sign to sit by her.

			She poured me out a bowl­ful of milk, and, hand­ing me the loaf, begged me to break from it such a piece as I liked. Then she filled from the wine-jug two sil­ver gob­lets of grot­esquely grace­ful work­man­ship.

			“You have nev­er drunk wine like this!” she said.

			I drank, and wondered: every flower of Hybla and Hy­mettus must have sent its ghost to swell the soul of that wine!

			“And now that you will be able to listen,” she went on, “I must do what I can to make my­self in­tel­li­gible to you. Our natures, how­ever, are so dif­fer­ent, that this may not be easy. Men and wo­men live but to die; we, that is such as I—we are but a few—live to live on. Old age is to you a hor­ror; to me it is a dear de­sire: the older we grow, the near­er we are to our per­fec­tion. Your per­fec­tion is a poor thing, comes soon, and lasts but a little while; ours is a cease­less ripen­ing. I am not yet ripe, and have lived thou­sands of your years—how many, I nev­er cared to note. The ever­last­ing will not be meas­ured.

			“Many lov­ers have sought me; I have loved none of them: they sought but to en­slave me; they sought me but as the men of my city seek gems of price.—When you found me, I found a man! I put you to the test; you stood it; your love was genu­ine!—It was, how­ever, far from ideal—far from such love as I would have. You loved me truly, but not with true love. Pity has, but is not love. What wo­man of any world would re­turn love for pity? Such love as yours was then, is hate­ful to me. I knew that, if you saw me as I am, you would love me—like the rest of them—to have and to hold: I would none of that either! I would be oth­er­wise loved! I would have a love that out­lived hope­less­ness, out­meas­ured in­dif­fer­ence, hate, scorn! There­fore did I put on cruelty, des­pite, in­grat­it­ude. When I left you, I had shown my­self such as you could at least no longer fol­low from pity: I was no longer in need of you! But you must sat­is­fy my de­sire or set me free—prove your­self price­less or worth­less! To sat­is­fy the hun­ger of my love, you must fol­low me, look­ing for noth­ing, not grat­it­ude, not even pity in re­turn!—fol­low and find me, and be con­tent with merest pres­ence, with scantest for­bear­ance!—I, not you, have failed; I yield the con­test.”

			She looked at me ten­derly, and hid her face in her hands. But I had caught a flash and a sparkle be­hind the ten­der­ness, and did not be­lieve her. She laid her­self out to se­cure and en­slave me; she only fas­cin­ated me!

			“Beau­ti­ful prin­cess,” I said, “let me un­der­stand how you came to be found in such evil plight.”

			“There are things I can­not ex­plain,” she replied, “un­til you have be­come cap­able of un­der­stand­ing them—which can only be when love is grown per­fect. There are many things so hid­den from you that you can­not even wish to know them; but any ques­tion you can put, I can in some meas­ure an­swer.

			“I had set out to vis­it a part of my domin­ions oc­cu­pied by a sav­age dwarf-people, strong and fierce, en­emies to law and or­der, op­posed to every kind of pro­gress—an evil race. I went alone, fear­ing noth­ing, un­aware of the least ne­ces­sity for pre­cau­tion. I did not know that upon the hot stream be­side which you found me, a cer­tain wo­man, by no means so power­ful as my­self, not be­ing im­mor­tal, had cast what you call a spell—which is merely the set­ting in mo­tion of a force as nat­ur­al as any oth­er, but op­er­at­ing primar­ily in a re­gion bey­ond the ken of the mor­tal who makes use of the force.

			“I set out on my jour­ney, reached the stream, bounded across it—”

			A shad­ow of em­bar­rass­ment darkened her cheek: I un­der­stood it, but showed no sign. Checked for the merest mo­ment, she went on:

			“—you know what a step it is in parts!—But in the very act, an in­des­crib­able cold in­vaded me. I re­cog­nised at once the nature of the as­sault, and knew it could af­fect me but tem­por­ar­ily. By sheer force of will I dragged my­self to the wood—nor knew any­thing more un­til I saw you asleep, and the hor­rible worm at your neck. I crept out, dragged the mon­ster from you, and laid my lips to the wound. You began to wake; I bur­ied my­self among the leaves.”

			She rose, her eyes flash­ing as nev­er hu­man eyes flashed, and threw her arms high over her head.

			“What you have made me is yours!” she cried. “I will re­pay you as nev­er yet did wo­man! My power, my beauty, my love are your own: take them.”

			She dropt kneel­ing be­side me, laid her arms across my knees, and looked up in my face.

			Then first I noted on her left hand a large clumsy glove. In my mind’s eye I saw hair and claws un­der it, but I knew it was a hand shut hard—per­haps badly bruised. I glanced at the oth­er: it was lovely as hand could be, and I felt that, if I did less than loathe her, I should love her. Not to dally with usurp­ing emo­tions, I turned my eyes aside.

			She star­ted to her feet. I sat mo­tion­less, look­ing down.

			“To me she may be true!” said my van­ity. For a mo­ment I was temp­ted to love a lie.

			An odour, rather than the gentlest of airy pulses, was fan­ning me. I glanced up. She stood erect be­fore me, wav­ing her lovely arms in seem­ingly mys­tic fash­ion.

			A fright­ful roar made my heart re­bound against the walls of its cage. The ala­baster trembled as if it would shake in­to shivers. The prin­cess shuddered vis­ibly.

			“My wine was too strong for you!” she said, in a quaver­ing voice; “I ought not to have let you take a full draught! Go and sleep now, and when you wake ask me what you please.—I will go with you: come.”

			As she pre­ceded me up the stair—

			“I do not won­der that roar startled you!” she said. “It startled me, I con­fess: for a mo­ment I feared she had es­caped. But that is im­possible.”

			The roar seemed to me, how­ever—I could not tell why—to come from the white leo­pard­ess, and to be meant for me, not the prin­cess.

			With a smile she left me at the door of my room, but as she turned I read anxi­ety on her beau­ti­ful face.

		
	
		
			
				XXVI

				A Battle Roy­al

			
			I threw my­self on the bed, and began to turn over in my mind the tale she had told me. She had for­got­ten her­self, and, by a single in­cau­tious word, re­moved one per­plex­ity as to the con­di­tion in which I found her in the forest! The leo­pard­ess bounded over; the prin­cess lay pros­trate on the bank: the run­ning stream had dis­solved her self-en­chant­ment! Her own ac­count of the ob­ject of her jour­ney re­vealed the danger of the Little Ones then im­min­ent: I had saved the life of their one fear­ful en­emy!

			I had but reached this con­clu­sion when I fell asleep. The lovely wine may not have been quite in­no­cent.

			When I opened my eyes, it was night. A lamp, sus­pen­ded from the ceil­ing, cast a clear, al­though soft light through the cham­ber. A de­li­cious lan­guor in­folded me. I seemed float­ing, far from land, upon the bos­om of a twi­light sea. Ex­ist­ence was in it­self pleas­ure. I had no pain. Surely I was dy­ing!

			No pain!—ah, what a shoot of mor­tal pain was that! what a sick­en­ing sting! It went right through my heart! Again! That was sharp­ness it­self!—and so sick­en­ing! I could not move my hand to lay it on my heart; some­thing kept it down!

			The pain was dy­ing away, but my whole body seemed para­lysed. Some evil thing was upon me!—some­thing hate­ful! I would have struggled, but could not reach a struggle. My will ag­on­ised, but in vain, to as­sert it­self. I de­sisted, and lay pass­ive. Then I be­came aware of a soft hand on my face, press­ing my head in­to the pil­low, and of a heavy weight ly­ing across me.

			I began to breathe more freely; the weight was gone from my chest; I opened my eyes.

			The prin­cess was stand­ing above me on the bed, look­ing out in­to the room, with the air of one who dreamed. Her great eyes were clear and calm. Her mouth wore a look of sat­is­fied pas­sion; she wiped from it a streak of red.

			She caught my gaze, bent down, and struck me on the eyes with the handker­chief in her hand: it was like draw­ing the edge of a knife across them, and for a mo­ment or two I was blind.

			I heard a dull heavy sound, as of a large soft-footed an­im­al alight­ing from a little jump. I opened my eyes, and saw the great swing of a long tail as it dis­ap­peared through the half-open door­way. I sprang after it.

			The creature had van­ished quite. I shot down the stair, and in­to the hall of ala­baster. The moon was high, and the place like the in­side of a faint, sun-blanched moon. The prin­cess was not there. I must find her: in her pres­ence I might pro­tect my­self; out of it I could not! I was a tame an­im­al for her to feed upon; a hu­man foun­tain for a thirst de­moni­ac! She showed me fa­vour the more eas­ily to use me! My wak­ing eyes did not fear her, but they would close, and she would come! Not see­ing her, I felt her every­where, for she might be any­where—might even now be wait­ing me in some secret cav­ern of sleep! Only with my eyes upon her could I feel safe from her!

			Out­side the ala­baster hall it was pitch-dark, and I had to grope my way along with hands and feet. At last I felt a cur­tain, put it aside, and entered the black hall. There I found a great si­lent as­sembly. How it was vis­ible I neither saw nor could ima­gine, for the walls, the floor, the roof, were shrouded in what seemed an in­fin­ite black­ness, black­er than the black­est of moon­less, star­less nights; yet my eyes could sep­ar­ate, al­though vaguely, not a few of the in­di­vidu­als in the mass in­ter­pen­et­rated and di­vided, as well as sur­roun­ded, by the dark­ness. It seemed as if my eyes would nev­er come quite to them­selves. I pressed their balls and looked and looked again, but what I saw would not grow dis­tinct. Black­ness mingled with form, si­lence and un­defined mo­tion pos­sessed the wide space. All was a dim, con­fused dance, filled with re­cur­rent glimpses of shapes not un­known to me. Now ap­peared a wo­man, with glor­i­ous eyes look­ing out of a skull; now an armed fig­ure on a skel­et­on horse; now one now an­oth­er of the hideous bur­row­ing phant­asms. I could trace no or­der and little re­la­tion in the ming­ling and cross­ing cur­rents and ed­dies. If I seemed to catch the shape and rhythm of a dance, it was but to see it break, and con­fu­sion pre­vail. With the shift­ing col­ours of the seem­ingly more sol­id shapes, mingled a mul­ti­tude of shad­ows, in­de­pend­ent ap­par­ently of ori­gin­als, each mov­ing after its own free shad­ow-will. I looked every­where for the prin­cess, but through­out the wildly chan­ging kal­eido­scop­ic scene, could not see her nor dis­cov­er in­dic­a­tion of her pres­ence. Where was she? What might she not be do­ing? No one took the least no­tice of me as I wandered hith­er and thith­er seek­ing her. At length los­ing hope, I turned away to look else­where. Find­ing the wall, and keep­ing to it with my hand, for even then I could not see it, I came, grop­ing along, to a cur­tained open­ing in­to the ves­ti­bule.

			Dimly moon­lighted, the cage of the leo­pard­ess was the arena of what seemed a des­per­ate al­though si­lent struggle. Two vastly dif­fer­ing forms, hu­man and bes­ti­al, with en­tangled con­fu­sion of ming­ling bod­ies and limbs, writhed and wrestled in closest em­brace. It had las­ted but an in­stant when I saw the leo­pard­ess out of the cage, walk­ing quietly to the open door. As I hastened after her I threw a glance be­hind me: there was the leo­pard­ess in the cage, couch­ing mo­tion­less as when I saw her first.

			The moon, halfway up the sky, was shin­ing round and clear; the bod­i­less shad­ow I had seen the night be­fore, was walk­ing through the trees to­ward the gate; and after him went the leo­pard­ess, swinging her tail. I fol­lowed, a little way off, as si­lently as they, and neither of them once looked round. Through the open gate we went down to the city, ly­ing quiet as the moon­shine upon it. The face of the moon was very still, and its still­ness looked like that of ex­pect­a­tion.

			The Shad­ow took his way straight to the stair at the top of which I had lain the night be­fore. Without a pause he went up, and the leo­pard­ess fol­lowed. I quickened my pace, but, a mo­ment after, heard a cry of hor­ror. Then came the fall of some­thing soft and heavy between me and the stair, and at my feet lay a body, fright­fully blackened and crushed, but still re­cog­nis­able as that of the wo­man who had led me home and shut me out. As I stood pet­ri­fied, the spot­ted leo­pard­ess came bound­ing down the stair with a baby in her mouth. I dar­ted to seize her ere she could turn at the foot; but that in­stant, from be­hind me, the white leo­pard­ess, like a great bar of glow­ing sil­ver, shot through the moon­light, and had her by the neck. She dropped the child; I caught it up, and stood to watch the battle between them.

			What a sight it was—now the one, now the oth­er up­per­most, both too in­tent for any noise bey­ond a low growl, a whimpered cry, or a snarl of hate—fol­lowed by a quick­er scram­bling of claws, as each, wor­ry­ing and push­ing and drag­ging, struggled for foothold on the pave­ment! The spot­ted leo­pard­ess was lar­ger than the white, and I was anxious for my friend; but I soon saw that, though neither stronger nor more act­ive, the white leo­pard­ess had the great­er en­dur­ance. Not once did she lose her hold on the neck of the oth­er. From the spot­ted throat at length is­sued a howl of agony, chan­ging, by swift-crowded grad­a­tions, in­to the long-drawn cres­cendo of a wo­man’s ut­ter­most wail. The white one re­laxed her jaws; the spot­ted one drew her­self away, and rose on her hind legs. Erect in the moon­light stood the prin­cess, a con­fused rush of shad­ows ca­reer­ing over her white­ness—the spots of the leo­pard crowding, hur­ry­ing, flee­ing to the refuge of her eyes, where mer­ging they van­ished. The last few, out­sped and be­lated, mingled with the cloud of her streamy hair, leav­ing her ra­di­ant as the moon when a le­gion of little va­pours has flown, wind-hunted, off her sil­very disc—save that, adown the white column of her throat, a thread of blood still trickled from every wound of her ad­versary’s ter­rible teeth. She turned away, took a few steps with the gait of a Hec­ate, fell, covered afresh with her spots, and fled at a long, stretch­ing gal­lop.

			The white leo­pard­ess turned also, sprang upon me, pulled my arms asun­der, caught the baby as it fell, and flew with it along the street to­ward the gate.

		
	
		
			
				XXVII

				The Si­lent Foun­tain

			
			I turned and fol­lowed the spot­ted leo­pard­ess, catch­ing but one glimpse of her as she tore up the brow of the hill to the gate of the palace. When I reached the en­trance-hall, the prin­cess was just throw­ing the robe around her which she had left on the floor. The blood had ceased to flow from her wounds, and had dried in the wind of her flight.

			When she saw me, a flash of an­ger crossed her face, and she turned her head aside. Then, with an at­temp­ted smile, she looked at me, and said,

			“I have met with a small ac­ci­dent! Hap­pen­ing to hear that the cat-wo­man was again in the city, I went down to send her away. But she had one of her hor­rid creatures with her: it sprang upon me, and had its claws in my neck be­fore I could strike it!”

			She gave a shiver, and I could not help pity­ing her, al­though I knew she lied, for her wounds were real, and her face re­minded me of how she looked in the cave. My heart began to re­proach me that I had let her fight un­aided, and I sup­pose I looked the com­pas­sion I felt.

			“Child of folly!” she said, with an­oth­er at­temp­ted smile, “—not cry­ing, surely!—Wait for me here; I am go­ing in­to the black hall for a mo­ment. I want you to get me some­thing for my scratches.”

			But I fol­lowed her close. Out of my sight I feared her.

			The in­stant the prin­cess entered, I heard a buzz­ing sound as of many low voices, and, one por­tion after an­oth­er, the as­sembly began to be shift­ingly il­lu­min­ated, as by a ray that went trav­el­ling from spot to spot. Group after group would shine out for a space, then sink back in­to the gen­er­al vague­ness, while an­oth­er part of the vast com­pany would grow mo­mently bright.

			Some of the ac­tions go­ing on when thus il­lu­min­ated, were not un­known to me; I had been in them, or had looked on them, and so had the prin­cess: present with every one of them I now saw her. The skull-headed dan­cers footed the grass in the forest-hall: there was the prin­cess look­ing in at the door! The fight went on in the Evil Wood: there was the prin­cess ur­ging it! Yet I was close be­hind her all the time, she stand­ing mo­tion­less, her head sunk on her bos­om. The con­fused mur­mur con­tin­ued, the con­fused com­mo­tion of col­ours and shapes; and still the ray went shift­ing and show­ing. It settled at last on the hol­low in the heath, and there was the prin­cess, walk­ing up and down, and try­ing in vain to wrap the va­pour around her! Then first I was startled at what I saw: the old lib­rar­i­an walked up to her, and stood for a mo­ment re­gard­ing her; she fell; her limbs for­sook her and fled; her body van­ished.

			A wild shriek rang through the echo­ing place, and with the fall of her ei­dolon, the prin­cess her­self, till then stand­ing like a statue in front of me, fell heav­ily, and lay still. I turned at once and went out: not again would I seek to re­store her! As I stood trem­bling be­side the cage, I knew that in the black el­lips­oid I had been in the brain of the prin­cess!—I saw the tail of the leo­pard­ess quiver once.

			While still en­deav­our­ing to com­pose my­self, I heard the voice of the prin­cess be­side me.

			“Come now,” she said; “I will show you what I want you to do for me.”

			She led the way in­to the court. I fol­lowed in dazed com­pli­ance.

			The moon was near the zenith, and her present sil­ver seemed bright­er than the gold of the ab­sent sun. She brought me through the trees to the tallest of them, the one in the centre. It was not quite like the rest, for its branches, draw­ing their ends to­geth­er at the top, made a clump that looked from be­neath like a fir-cone. The prin­cess stood close un­der it, gaz­ing up, and said, as if talk­ing to her­self,

			“On the sum­mit of that tree grows a tiny blos­som which would at once heal my scratches! I might be a dove for a mo­ment and fetch it, but I see a little snake in the leaves whose bite would be worse to a dove than the bite of a ti­ger to me!—How I hate that cat-wo­man!”

			She turned to me quickly, say­ing with one of her sweetest smiles,

			“Can you climb?”

			The smile van­ished with the brief ques­tion, and her face changed to a look of sad­ness and suf­fer­ing. I ought to have left her to suf­fer, but the way she put her hand to her wounded neck went to my heart.

			I con­sidered the tree. All the way up to the branches, were pro­jec­tions on the stem like the rem­nants on a palm of its fallen leaves.

			“I can climb that tree,” I answered.

			“Not with bare feet!” she re­turned.

			In my haste to fol­low the leo­pard­ess dis­ap­pear­ing, I had left my san­dals in my room.

			“It is no mat­ter,” I said; “I have long gone bare­foot!”

			Again I looked at the tree, and my eyes went wan­der­ing up the stem un­til my sight lost it­self in the branches. The moon shone like sil­very foam here and there on the rugged bole, and a little rush of wind went through the top with a mur­mur­ous sound as of wa­ter fall­ing softly in­to wa­ter. I ap­proached the tree to be­gin my as­cent of it. The prin­cess stopped me.

			“I can­not let you at­tempt it with your feet bare!” she in­sisted. “A fall from the top would kill you!”

			“So would a bite from the snake!” I answered—not be­liev­ing, I con­fess, that there was any snake.

			“It would not hurt you!” she replied. “—Wait a mo­ment.”

			She tore from her gar­ment the two wide bor­ders that met in front, and kneel­ing on one knee, made me put first my left foot, then my right on the oth­er, and bound them about with the thick em­broidered strips.

			“You have left the ends hanging, prin­cess!” I said.

			“I have noth­ing to cut them off with; but they are not long enough to get en­tangled,” she replied.

			I turned to the tree, and began to climb.

			Now in Bu­lika the cold after sun­down was not so great as in cer­tain oth­er parts of the coun­try—es­pe­cially about the sex­ton’s cot­tage; yet when I had climbed a little way, I began to feel very cold, grew still colder as I as­cen­ded, and be­came cold­est of all when I got among the branches. Then I shivered, and seemed to have lost my hands and feet.

			There was hardly any wind, and the branches did not sway in the least, yet, as I ap­proached the sum­mit, I be­came aware of a pe­cu­li­ar un­stead­i­ness: every branch on which I placed foot or laid hold, seemed on the point of giv­ing way. When my head rose above the branches near the top, and in the open moon­light I began to look about for the blos­som, that in­stant I found my­self drenched from head to foot. The next, as if plunged in a stormy wa­ter, I was flung about wildly, and felt my­self sink­ing. Tossed up and down, tossed this way and tossed that way, rolled over and over, checked, rolled the oth­er way and tossed up again, I was sink­ing lower and lower. Gasp­ing and gurg­ling and chok­ing, I fell at last upon a sol­id bot­tom.

			“I told you so!” croaked a voice in my ear.

		
	
		
			
				XXVIII

				I Am Si­lenced

			
			I rubbed the wa­ter out of my eyes, and saw the raven on the edge of a huge stone basin. With the cold light of the dawn re­flec­ted from his glossy plumage, he stood calmly look­ing down upon me. I lay on my back in wa­ter, above which, lean­ing on my el­bows, I just lif­ted my face. I was in the basin of the large foun­tain con­struc­ted by my fath­er in the middle of the lawn. High over me glimmered the thick, steel-shiny stalk, shoot­ing, with a tor­rent up­rush, a hun­dred feet in­to the air, to spread in a blos­som of foam.

			Nettled at the cool­ness of the raven’s re­mark,

			“You told me noth­ing!” I said.

			“I told you to do noth­ing any­one you dis­trus­ted asked you!”

			“Tut! how was mor­tal to re­mem­ber that?”

			“You will not for­get the con­sequences of hav­ing for­got­ten it!” replied Mr. Raven, who stood lean­ing over the mar­gin of the basin, and stretched his hand across to me.

			I took it, and was im­me­di­ately be­side him on the lawn, drip­ping and stream­ing.

			“You must change your clothes at once!” he said. “A wet­ting does not sig­ni­fy where you come from—though at present such an ac­ci­dent is un­usu­al; here it has its in­con­veni­ences!”

			He was again a raven, walk­ing, with some­thing stately in his step, to­ward the house, the door of which stood open.

			“I have not much to change!” I laughed; for I had flung aside my robe to climb the tree.

			“It is a long time since I moulted a feath­er!” said the raven.

			In the house no one seemed awake. I went to my room, found a dress­ing-gown, and des­cen­ded to the lib­rary.

			As I entered, the lib­rar­i­an came from the closet. I threw my­self on a couch. Mr. Raven drew a chair to my side and sat down. For a minute or two neither spoke. I was the first to break the si­lence.

			“What does it all mean?” I said.

			“A good ques­tion!” he re­joined: “nobody knows what any­thing is; a man can learn only what a thing means! Wheth­er he do, de­pends on the use he is mak­ing of it.”

			“I have made no use of any­thing yet!”

			“Not much; but you know the fact, and that is some­thing! Most people take more than a life­time to learn that they have learned noth­ing, and done less! At least you have not been without the de­sire to be of use!”

			“I did want to do some­thing for the chil­dren—the pre­cious Little Ones, I mean.”

			“I know you did—and star­ted the wrong way!”

			“I did not know the right way.”

			“That is true also—but you are to blame that you did not.”

			“I am ready to be­lieve whatever you tell me—as soon as I un­der­stand what it means.”

			“Had you ac­cep­ted our in­vit­a­tion, you would have known the right way. When a man will not act where he is, he must go far to find his work.”

			“In­deed I have gone far, and got nowhere, for I have not found my work! I left the chil­dren to learn how to serve them, and have only learned the danger they are in.”

			“When you were with them, you were where you could help them: you left your work to look for it! It takes a wise man to know when to go away; a fool may learn to go back at once!”

			“Do you mean, sir, I could have done some­thing for the Little Ones by stay­ing with them?”

			“Could you teach them any­thing by leav­ing them?”

			“No; but how could I teach them? I did not know how to be­gin. Be­sides, they were far ahead of me!”

			“That is true. But you were not a rod to meas­ure them with! Cer­tainly, if they knew what you know, not to say what you might have known, they would be ahead of you—out of sight ahead! but you saw they were not grow­ing—or grow­ing so slowly that they had not yet de­veloped the idea of grow­ing! they were even afraid of grow­ing!—You had nev­er seen chil­dren re­main chil­dren!”

			“But surely I had no power to make them grow!”

			“You might have re­moved some of the hindrances to their grow­ing!”

			“What are they? I do not know them. I did think per­haps it was the want of wa­ter!”

			“Of course it is! they have none to cry with!”

			“I would gladly have kept them from re­quir­ing any for that pur­pose!”

			“No doubt you would—the aim of all stu­pid phil­an­throp­ists! Why, Mr. Vane, but for the weep­ing in it, your world would nev­er have be­come worth sav­ing! You con­fess you thought it might be wa­ter they wanted: why did not you dig them a well or two?”

			“That nev­er entered my mind!”

			“Not when the sounds of the wa­ters un­der the earth entered your ears?”

			“I be­lieve it did once. But I was afraid of the gi­ants for them. That was what made me bear so much from the brutes my­self!”

			“In­deed you al­most taught the noble little creatures to be afraid of the stu­pid Bags! While they fed and com­for­ted and wor­shipped you, all the time you sub­mit­ted to be the slave of bes­ti­al men! You gave the darlings a seem­ing cow­ard for their hero! A worse wrong you could hardly have done them. They gave you their hearts; you owed them your soul!—You might by this time have made the Bags hew­ers of wood and draw­ers of wa­ter to the Little Ones!”

			“I fear what you say is true, Mr. Raven! But in­deed I was afraid that more know­ledge might prove an in­jury to them—render them less in­no­cent, less lovely.”

			“They had giv­en you no reas­on to har­bour such a fear!”

			“Is not a little know­ledge a dan­ger­ous thing?”

			“That is one of the pet false­hoods of your world! Is man’s greatest know­ledge more than a little? or is it there­fore dan­ger­ous? The fancy that know­ledge is in it­self a great thing, would make any de­gree of know­ledge more dan­ger­ous than any amount of ig­nor­ance. To know all things would not be great­ness.”

			“At least it was for love of them, not from cow­ardice that I served the gi­ants!”

			“Gran­ted. But you ought to have served the Little Ones, not the gi­ants! You ought to have giv­en the Little Ones wa­ter; then they would soon have taught the gi­ants their true po­s­i­tion. In the mean­time you could your­self have made the gi­ants cut down two-thirds of their coarse fruit-trees to give room to the little del­ic­ate ones! You lost your chance with the Lov­ers, Mr. Vane! You spec­u­lated about them in­stead of help­ing them!”

		
	
		
			
				XXIX

				The Per­sian Cat

			
			I sat in si­lence and shame. What he said was true: I had not been a wise neigh­bour to the Little Ones!

			Mr. Raven re­sumed:

			“You wronged at the same time the stu­pid creatures them­selves. For them slavery would have been pro­gress. To them a few such les­sons as you could have giv­en them with a stick from one of their own trees, would have been in­valu­able.”

			“I did not know they were cow­ards!”

			“What dif­fer­ence does that make? The man who grounds his ac­tion on an­oth­er’s cow­ardice, is es­sen­tially a cow­ard him­self.—I fear worse will come of it! By this time the Little Ones might have been able to pro­tect them­selves from the prin­cess, not to say the gi­ants—they were al­ways fit enough for that; as it was they laughed at them! but now, through your re­la­tions with her—”

			“I hate her!” I cried.

			“Did you let her know you hated her?”

			Again I was si­lent.

			“Not even to her have you been faith­ful!—But hush! we were fol­lowed from the foun­tain, I fear!”

			“No liv­ing creature did I see!—ex­cept a dis­rep­ut­able-look­ing cat that bolted in­to the shrub­bery.”

			“It was a mag­ni­fi­cent Per­sian—so wet and draggled, though, as to look what she was—worse than dis­rep­ut­able!”

			“What do you mean, Mr. Raven?” I cried, a fresh hor­ror tak­ing me by the throat. “—There was a beau­ti­ful blue Per­sian about the house, but she fled at the very sound of wa­ter!—Could she have been after the gold­fish?”

			“We shall see!” re­turned the lib­rar­i­an. “I know a little about cats of sev­er­al sorts, and there is that in the room which will un­mask this one, or I am mis­taken in her.”

			He rose, went to the door of the closet, brought from it the mu­til­ated volume, and sat down again be­side me. I stared at the book in his hand: it was a whole book, en­tire and sound!

			“Where was the oth­er half of it?” I gasped.

			“Stick­ing through in­to my lib­rary,” he answered.

			I held my peace. A single ques­tion more would have been a plunge in­to a bot­tom­less sea, and there might be no time!

			“Listen,” he said: “I am go­ing to read a stanza or two. There is one present who, I ima­gine, will hardly en­joy the read­ing!”

			He opened the vel­lum cov­er, and turned a leaf or two. The parch­ment was dis­col­oured with age, and one leaf showed a dark stain over two-thirds of it. He slowly turned this also, and seemed look­ing for a cer­tain pas­sage in what ap­peared a con­tinu­ous poem. Some­where about the middle of the book he began to read.

			But what fol­lows rep­res­ents—not what he read, only the im­pres­sion it made upon me. The poem seemed in a lan­guage I had nev­er be­fore heard, which yet I un­der­stood per­fectly, al­though I could not write the words, or give their mean­ing save in poor ap­prox­im­a­tion. These frag­ments, then, are the shapes which those he read have fi­nally taken in passing again through my brain:—

			
				
					“But if I found a man that could be­lieve
					

					In what he saw not, felt not, and yet knew,
					

					From him I should take sub­stance, and re­ceive
					

					Firm­ness and form re­late to touch and view;
					

					Then should I clothe me in the like­ness true
					

					Of that idea where his soul did cleave!”
				

			

			He turned a leaf and read again:—

			
				
					“In me was every wo­man. I had power
					

					Over the soul of every liv­ing man,
					

					Such as no wo­man ever had in dower—
					

					Could what no wo­man ever could, or can;
					

					All wo­men, I, the wo­man, still out­ran,
					

					Out­soared, out­sank, out­reigned, in hall or bower.
				

				
					“For I, though me he neither saw nor heard,
					

					Nor with his hand could touch fin­ger of mine,
					

					Al­though not once my breath had ever stirred
					

					A hair of him, could tram­mel brain and spine
					

					With rooted bonds which Death could not un­twine—
					

					Or life, though hope were ever­more de­ferred.”
				

			

			Again he paused, again turned a leaf, and again began:—

			
				
					“For by his side I lay, a bod­i­less thing;
					

					I breathed not, saw not, felt not, only thought,
					

					And made him love me—with a hun­ger­ing
					

					After he knew not what—if it was aught
					

					Or but a name­less some­thing that was wrought
					

					By him out of him­self; for I did sing
				

				
					“A song that had no sound in­to his soul;
					

					I lay a heart­less thing against his heart,
					

					Giv­ing him noth­ing where he gave his whole
					

					Be­ing to clothe me hu­man, every part:
					

					That I at last in­to his sense might dart,
					

					Thus first in­to his liv­ing mind I stole.
				

				
					“Ah, who was ever con­quer­ing Love but I!
					

					Who else did ever throne in heart of man!
					

					To vis­ible be­ing, with a glad­some cry
					

					Wak­ing, life’s tremor through me throb­bing ran!”
				

			

			A strange, re­puls­ive fe­line wail arose some­where in the room. I star­ted up on my el­bow and stared about me, but could see noth­ing.

			Mr. Raven turned sev­er­al leaves, and went on:—

			
				
					“Sud­den I woke, nor knew the ghastly fear
					

					That held me—not like ser­pent coiled about,
					

					But like a va­pour moist, cor­rupt, and drear,
					

					Filling heart, soul, and breast and brain through­out;
					

					My be­ing lay mo­tion­less in sick­en­ing doubt,
					

					Nor dared to ask how came the hor­ror here.
				

				
					“My past en­tire I knew, but not my now;
					

					I un­der­stood nor what I was, nor where;
					

					I knew what I had been: still on my brow
					

					I felt the touch of what no more was there!
					

					I was a faint­ing, dead, yet live Des­pair;
					

					A life that flouted life with mop and mow!
				

				
					“That I was a queen I knew right well,
					

					And some­times wore a splend­our on my head
					

					Whose flash­ing even dead dark­ness could not quell—
					

					The like on neck and arms and girdle-stead;
					

					And men de­clared a light my closed eyes shed
					

					That killed the dia­mond in its sil­ver cell.”
				

			

			Again I heard the ugly cry of fe­line pain. Again I looked, but saw neither shape nor mo­tion. Mr. Raven seemed to listen a mo­ment, but again turned sev­er­al pages, and re­sumed:—

			
				
					“Hideously wet, my hair of golden hue
					

					Fouled my fair hands: to have it swiftly shorn
					

					I had giv­en my ru­bies, all for me dug new
					

					No eyes had seen, and such no waist had worn!
					

					For a draught of wa­ter from a drink­ing horn,
					

					For one blue breath, I had giv­en my sap­phires blue!
				

				
					“Nay, I had giv­en my opals for a smock,
					

					A peas­ant-maid­en’s gar­ment, coarse and clean:
					

					My shroud was rot­ting! Once I heard a cock
					

					Lust­ily crow upon the hil­lock green
					

					Over my coffin. Dulled by space between,
					

					Came back an an­swer like a ghostly mock.”
				

			

			Once more arose the bes­ti­al wail.

			“I thought some foul thing was in the room!” said the lib­rar­i­an, cast­ing a glance around him; but in­stantly he turned a leaf or two, and again read:—

			
				
					“For I had bathed in milk and hon­ey­dew,
					

					In rain from roses shook, that ne’er touched earth,
					

					And oin­ted me with nard of am­ber hue;
					

					Nev­er had spot me spot­ted from my birth,
					

					Or mole, or scar of hurt, or fret of dearth;
					

					Nev­er one hair su­per­flu­ous on me grew.
				

				
					“Flee­ing cold white­ness, I would sit alone
					

					Not in the sun—I feared his bronz­ing light,
					

					But in his ra­di­ance back around me thrown
					

					By ful­gent mir­rors tem­per­ing his might;
					

					Thus bathing in a moon-bath not too bright,
					

					My skin I tin­ted slow to ivory tone.
				

				
					“But now, all round was dark, dark all with­in!
					

					My eyes not even gave out a phantom-flash;
					

					My fin­gers sank in pulp through pulpy skin;
					

					My body lay death-weltered in a mash
					

					Of slimy hor­rors—”
				

			

			With a fear­some yell, her clammy fur star­ing in clumps, her tail thick as a cable, her eyes flash­ing green as a chryso­prase, her dis­ten­ded claws en­tangling them­selves so that she floundered across the car­pet, a huge white cat rushed from some­where, and made for the chim­ney. Quick as thought the lib­rar­i­an threw the ma­nu­script between her and the hearth. She crouched in­stantly, her eyes fixed on the book. But his voice went on as if still he read, and his eyes seemed also fixed on the book:—

			
				
					“Ah, the two worlds! so strangely are they one,
					

					And yet so meas­ure­lessly wide apart!
					

					Oh, had I lived the bod­i­less alone
					

					And from de­fil­ing sense held safe my heart,
					

					Then had I scaped the canker and the smart,
					

					Scaped life-in-death, scaped misery’s end­less moan!”
				

			

			At these words such a howl­ing, such a pro­longed yell of agony burst from the cat, that we both stopped our ears. When it ceased, Mr. Raven walked to the fire­place, took up the book, and, stand­ing between the creature and the chim­ney, poin­ted his fin­ger at her for a mo­ment. She lay per­fectly still. He took a half-burnt stick from the hearth, drew with it some sign on the floor, put the ma­nu­script back in its place, with a look that seemed to say, “Now we have her, I think!” and, re­turn­ing to the cat, stood over her and said, in a still, sol­emn voice:—

			“Li­lith, when you came here on the way to your evil will, you little thought in­to whose hands you were de­liv­er­ing your­self!—Mr. Vane, when God cre­ated me—not out of Noth­ing, as say the un­wise, but out of His own end­less glory—He brought me an an­gel­ic splend­our to be my wife: there she lies! For her first thought was power; she coun­ted it slavery to be one with me, and bear chil­dren for Him who gave her be­ing. One child, in­deed, she bore; then, puffed with the fancy that she had cre­ated her, would have me fall down and wor­ship her! Find­ing, how­ever, that I would but love and hon­our, nev­er obey and wor­ship her, she poured out her blood to es­cape me, fled to the army of the ali­ens, and soon had so en­snared the heart of the great Shad­ow, that he be­came her slave, wrought her will, and made her queen of Hell. How it is with her now, she best knows, but I know also. The one child of her body she fears and hates, and would kill, as­sert­ing a right, which is a lie, over what God sent through her in­to His new world. Of cre­at­ing, she knows no more than the crys­tal that takes its al­lot­ted shape, or the worm that makes two worms when it is cloven asun­der. Vilest of God’s creatures, she lives by the blood and lives and souls of men. She con­sumes and slays, but is power­less to des­troy as to cre­ate.”

			The an­im­al lay mo­tion­less, its beryl eyes fixed flam­ing on the man: his eyes on hers held them fixed that they could not move from his.

			“Then God gave me an­oth­er wife—not an an­gel but a wo­man—who is to this as light is to dark­ness.”

			The cat gave a hor­rible screech, and began to grow big­ger. She went on grow­ing and grow­ing. At last the spot­ted leo­pard­ess uttered a roar that made the house tremble. I sprang to my feet. I do not think Mr. Raven star­ted even with his eye­lids.

			“It is but her jeal­ousy that speaks,” he said, “jeal­ousy self-kindled, foiled and fruit­less; for here I am, her mas­ter now whom she, would not have for her hus­band! while my beau­ti­ful Eve yet lives, hop­ing im­mor­tally! Her hated daugh­ter lives also, but bey­ond her evil ken, one day to be what she counts her de­struc­tion—for even Li­lith shall be saved by her child­bear­ing. Mean­while she ex­ults that my hu­man wife plunged her­self and me in des­pair, and has borne me a count­less race of miser­ables; but my Eve re­pen­ted, and is now beau­ti­ful as nev­er was wo­man or an­gel, while her groan­ing, trav­ail­ing world is the nurs­ery of our Fath­er’s chil­dren. I too have re­pen­ted, and am blessed.—Thou, Li­lith, hast not yet re­pen­ted; but thou must.—Tell me, is the great Shad­ow beau­ti­ful? Know­est thou how long thou wilt thy­self re­main beau­ti­ful?—An­swer me, if thou know­est.”

			Then at last I un­der­stood that Mr. Raven was in­deed Adam, the old and the new man; and that his wife, min­is­ter­ing in the house of the dead, was Eve, the moth­er of us all, the lady of the New Jer­u­s­alem.

			The leo­pard­ess reared; the flick­er­ing and flee­ing of her spots began; the prin­cess at length stood ra­di­ant in her per­fect shape.

			“I am beau­ti­ful—and im­mor­tal!” she said—and she looked the god­dess she would be.

			“As a bush that burns, and is con­sumed,” answered he who had been her hus­band. “—What is that un­der thy right hand?”

			For her arm lay across her bos­om, and her hand was pressed to her side.

			A swift pang con­tor­ted her beau­ti­ful face, and passed.

			“It is but a leo­pard-spot that lingers! it will quickly fol­low those I have dis­missed,” she answered.

			“Thou art beau­ti­ful be­cause God cre­ated thee, but thou art the slave of sin: take thy hand from thy side.”

			Her hand sank away, and as it dropt she looked him in the eyes with a quail­ing fierce­ness that had in it no sur­render.

			He gazed a mo­ment at the spot.

			“It is not on the leo­pard; it is in the wo­man!” he said. “Nor will it leave thee un­til it hath eaten to thy heart, and thy beauty hath flowed from thee through the open wound!”

			She gave a glance down­ward, and shivered.

			“Li­lith,” said Adam, and his tone had changed to a tender be­seech­ing, “hear me, and re­pent, and He who made thee will cleanse thee!”

			Her hand re­turned quiv­er­ing to her side. Her face grew dark. She gave the cry of one from whom hope is van­ish­ing. The cry passed in­to a howl. She lay writh­ing on the floor, a leo­pard­ess covered with spots.

			“The evil thou med­it­atest,” Adam re­sumed, “thou shalt nev­er com­pass, Li­lith, for Good and not Evil is the Uni­verse. The battle between them may last for count­less ages, but it must end: how will it fare with thee when Time hath van­ished in the dawn of the etern­al morn? Re­pent, I be­seech thee; re­pent, and be again an an­gel of God!”

			She rose, she stood up­right, a wo­man once more, and said,

			“I will not re­pent. I will drink the blood of thy child.” My eyes were fastened on the prin­cess; but when Adam spoke, I turned to him: he stood tower­ing above her; the form of his vis­age was altered, and his voice was ter­rible.

			“Down!” he cried; “or by the power giv­en me I will melt thy very bones.”

			She flung her­self on the floor, dwindled and dwindled, and was again a gray cat. Adam caught her up by the skin of her neck, bore her to the closet, and threw her in. He de­scribed a strange fig­ure on the threshold, and clos­ing the door, locked it.

			Then he re­turned to my side the old lib­rar­i­an, look­ing sad and worn, and furt­ively wip­ing tears from his eyes.

		
	
		
			
				XXX

				Adam Ex­plains

			
			“We must be on our guard,” he said, “or she will again out­wit us. She would be­fool the very elect!”

			“How are we to be on our guard?” I asked.

			“Every way,” he answered. “She fears, there­fore hates her child, and is in this house on her way to des­troy her. The birth of chil­dren is in her eyes the death of their par­ents, and every new gen­er­a­tion the en­emy of the last. Her daugh­ter ap­pears to her an open chan­nel through which her im­mor­tal­ity—which yet she counts self-in­her­ent—is flow­ing fast away: to fill it up, al­most from her birth she has pur­sued her with an ut­ter enmity. But the res­ult of her mach­in­a­tions hitherto is, that in the re­gion she claims as her own, has ap­peared a colony of chil­dren, to which that daugh­ter is heart and head and shel­ter­ing wings. My Eve longed after the child, and would have been to her as a moth­er to her first­born, but we were then un­fit to train her: she was car­ried in­to the wil­der­ness, and for ages we knew noth­ing of her fate. But she was di­vinely fostered, and had young an­gels for her play­mates; nor did she ever know care un­til she found a baby in the wood, and the moth­er-heart in her awoke. One by one she has found many chil­dren since, and that heart is not yet full. Her fam­ily is her ab­sorb­ing charge, and nev­er chil­dren were bet­ter mothered. Her au­thor­ity over them is without ap­peal, but it is un­known to her­self, and nev­er comes to the sur­face ex­cept in watch­ful­ness and ser­vice. She has for­got­ten the time when she lived without them, and thinks she came her­self from the wood, the first of the fam­ily.

			“You have saved the life of her and their en­emy; there­fore your life be­longs to her and them. The prin­cess was on her way to des­troy them, but as she crossed that stream, ven­geance over­took her, and she would have died had you not come to her aid. You did; and ere now she would have been ra­ging among the Little Ones, had she dared again cross the stream. But there was yet a way to the blessed little colony through the world of the three di­men­sions; only, from that, by the slay­ing of her former body, she had ex­cluded her­self, and ex­cept in per­son­al con­tact with one be­long­ing to it, could not re-enter it. You provided the op­por­tun­ity: nev­er, in all her long years, had she had one be­fore. Her hand, with light­est touch, was on one or oth­er of your muffled feet, every step as you climbed. In that little cham­ber, she is now watch­ing to leave it as soon as ever she may.”

			“She can­not know any­thing about the door!—she can­not at least know how to open it!” I said; but my heart was not so con­fid­ent as my words.

			“Hush, hush!” whispered the lib­rar­i­an, with up­lif­ted hand; “she can hear through any­thing!—You must go at once, and make your way to my wife’s cot­tage. I will re­main to keep guard over her.”

			“Let me go to the Little Ones!” I cried.

			“Be­ware of that, Mr. Vane. Go to my wife, and do as she tells you.”

			His ad­vice did not re­com­mend it­self: why haste to en­counter meas­ure­less delay? If not to pro­tect the chil­dren, why go at all? Alas, even now I be­lieved him only enough to ask him ques­tions, not to obey him!

			“Tell me first, Mr. Raven,” I said, “why, of all places, you have shut her up there! The night I ran from your house, it was im­me­di­ately in­to that closet!”

			“The closet is no near­er our cot­tage, and no farther from it, than any or every oth­er place.”

			“But,” I re­turned, hard to per­suade where I could not un­der­stand, “how is it then that, when you please, you take from that same door a whole book where I saw and felt only a part of one? The oth­er part, you have just told me, stuck through in­to your lib­rary: when you put it again on the shelf, will it not again stick through in­to that? Must not then the two places, in which parts of the same volume can at the same mo­ment ex­ist, lie close to­geth­er? Or can one part of the book be in space, or some­where, and the oth­er out of space, or nowhere?”

			“I am sorry I can­not ex­plain the thing to you,” he answered; “but there is no pro­vi­sion in you for un­der­stand­ing it. Not merely, there­fore, is the phe­nomen­on in­ex­plic­able to you, but the very nature of it is in­ap­pre­hens­ible by you. In­deed I but par­tially ap­pre­hend it my­self. At the same time you are con­stantly ex­per­i­en­cing things which you not only do not, but can­not un­der­stand. You think you un­der­stand them, but your un­der­stand­ing of them is only your be­ing used to them, and there­fore not sur­prised at them. You ac­cept them, not be­cause you un­der­stand them, but be­cause you must ac­cept them: they are there, and have un­avoid­able re­la­tions with you! The fact is, no man un­der­stands any­thing; when he knows he does not un­der­stand, that is his first tot­ter­ing step—not to­ward un­der­stand­ing, but to­ward the cap­ab­il­ity of one day un­der­stand­ing. To such things as these you are not used, there­fore you do not fancy you un­der­stand them. Neither I nor any man can here help you to un­der­stand; but I may, per­haps, help you a little to be­lieve!”

			He went to the door of the closet, gave a low whistle, and stood listen­ing. A mo­ment after, I heard, or seemed to hear, a soft whir of wings, and, look­ing up, saw a white dove perch for an in­stant on the top of the shelves over the por­trait, thence drop to Mr. Raven’s shoulder, and lay her head against his cheek. Only by the mo­tions of their two heads could I tell that they were talk­ing to­geth­er; I heard noth­ing. Neither had I moved my eyes from them, when sud­denly she was not there, and Mr. Raven came back to his seat.

			“Why did you whistle?” I asked. “Surely sound here is not sound there!”

			“You are right,” he answered. “I whistled that you might know I called her. Not the whistle, but what the whistle meant reached her.—There is not a minute to lose: you must go!”

			“I will at once!” I replied, and moved for the door.

			“You will sleep to­night at my hostelry!” he said—not as a ques­tion, but in a tone of mild au­thor­ity.

			“My heart is with the chil­dren,” I replied. “But if you in­sist—”

			“I do in­sist. You can oth­er­wise ef­fect noth­ing.—I will go with you as far as the mir­ror, and see you off.”

			He rose. There came a sud­den shock in the closet. Ap­par­ently the leo­pard­ess had flung her­self against the heavy door. I looked at my com­pan­ion.

			“Come; come!” he said.

			Ere we reached the door of the lib­rary, a howl­ing yell came after us, mingled with the noise of claws that scored at the hard oak. I hes­it­ated, and half turned.

			“To think of her ly­ing there alone,” I mur­mured, “—with that ter­rible wound!”

			“Noth­ing will ever close that wound,” he answered, with a sigh. “It must eat in­to her heart! An­ni­hil­a­tion it­self is no death to evil. Only good where evil was, is evil dead. An evil thing must live with its evil un­til it chooses to be good. That alone is the slay­ing of evil.”

			I held my peace un­til a sound I did not un­der­stand over­took us.

			“If she should break loose!” I cried.

			“Make haste!” he re­joined. “I shall hurry down the mo­ment you are gone, and I have dis­ar­ranged the mir­rors.”

			We ran, and reached the wooden cham­ber breath­less. Mr. Raven seized the chains and ad­jus­ted the hood. Then he set the mir­rors in their prop­er re­la­tion, and came be­side me in front of the stand­ing one. Already I saw the moun­tain range emer­ging from the mist.

			Between us, wedging us asun­der, dar­ted, with the yell of a de­mon, the huge bulk of the spot­ted leo­pard­ess. She leaped through the mir­ror as through an open win­dow, and settled at once in­to a low, even, swift gal­lop.

			I cast a look of dis­may at my com­pan­ion, and sprang through to fol­low her. He came after me leis­urely.

			“You need not run,” he called; “you can­not over­take her. This is our way.”

			As he spoke he turned in the op­pos­ite dir­ec­tion.

			“She has more ma­gic at her fin­ger­tips than I care to know!” he ad­ded quietly.

			“We must do what we can!” I said, and ran on, but sick­en­ing as I saw her dwindle in the dis­tance, stopped, and went back to him.

			“Doubt­less we must,” he answered. “But my wife has warned Mara, and she will do her part; you must sleep first: you have giv­en me your word!”

			“Nor do I mean to break it. But surely sleep is not the first thing! Surely, surely, ac­tion takes pre­ced­ence of re­pose!”

			“A man can do noth­ing he is not fit to do.—See! did I not tell you Mara would do her part?”

			I looked whith­er he poin­ted, and saw a white spot mov­ing at an acute angle with the line taken by the leo­pard­ess.

			“There she is!” he cried. “The spot­ted leo­pard­ess is strong, but the white is stronger!”

			“I have seen them fight: the com­bat did not ap­pear de­cis­ive as to that.”

			“How should such eyes tell which have nev­er slept? The prin­cess did not con­fess her­self beaten—that she nev­er does—but she fled! When she con­fesses her last hope gone, that it is in­deed hard to kick against the goad, then will her day be­gin to dawn! Come; come! He who can­not act must make haste to sleep!”

		
	
		
			
				XXXI

				The Sex­ton’s Old Horse

			
			I stood and watched the last gleam of the white leo­pard­ess melt away, then turned to fol­low my guide—but re­luct­antly. What had I to do with sleep? Surely reas­on was the same in every world, and what reas­on could there be in go­ing to sleep with the dead, when the hour was call­ing the live man? Be­sides, no one would wake me, and how could I be cer­tain of wak­ing early—of wak­ing at all?—the sleep­ers in that house let morn­ing glide in­to noon, and noon in­to night, nor ever stirred! I mur­mured, but fol­lowed, for I knew not what else to do.

			The lib­rar­i­an walked on in si­lence, and I walked si­lent as he. Time and space glided past us. The sun set; it began to grow dark, and I felt in the air the spread­ing cold of the cham­ber of death. My heart sank lower and lower. I began to lose sight of the lean, long-coated fig­ure, and at length could no more hear his swish­ing stride through the heath­er. But then I heard in­stead the slow-flap­ping wings of the raven; and, at in­ter­vals, now a fire­fly, now a gleam­ing but­ter­fly rose in­to the ray­less air.

			By and by the moon ap­peared, slow cross­ing the far ho­ri­zon.

			“You are tired, are you not, Mr. Vane?” said the raven, alight­ing on a stone. “You must make ac­quaint­ance with the horse that will carry you in the morn­ing!”

			He gave a strange whistle through his long black beak. A spot ap­peared on the face of the half-ris­en moon. To my ears came presently the drum­ming of swift, soft-gal­lop­ing hoofs, and in a minute or two, out of the very disc of the moon, low-thundered the ter­rible horse. His mane flowed away be­hind him like the crest of a wind-fight­ing wave, torn sea­ward in hoary spray, and the whisk of his tail kept blind­ing the eye of the moon. Nine­teen hands he seemed, huge of bone, tight of skin, hard of muscle—a steed the holy Death him­self might choose on which to ride abroad and slay! The moon seemed to re­gard him with awe; in her scary light he looked a very skel­et­on, loosely roped to­geth­er. Ter­rific­ally large, he moved with the light­ness of a winged in­sect. As he drew near, his speed slackened, and his mane and tail drif­ted about him set­tling.

			Now I was not merely a lov­er of horses, but I loved every horse I saw. I had nev­er spent money ex­cept upon horses, and had nev­er sold a horse. The sight of this mighty one, ter­rible to look at, woke in me long­ing to pos­sess him. It was pure greed, nay, rank cov­et­ous­ness, an evil thing in all the worlds. I do not mean that I could have stolen him, but that, re­gard­less of his prop­er place, I would have bought him if I could. I laid my hands on him, and stroked the pro­tuber­ant bones that humped a hide smooth and thin, and shiny as sat­in—so shiny that the very shape of the moon was re­flec­ted in it; I fondled his sharp-poin­ted ears, whispered words in them, and breathed in­to his red nos­trils the breath of a man’s life. He in re­turn breathed in­to mine the breath of a horse’s life, and we loved one an­oth­er. What eyes he had! Blue-filmy like the eyes of the dead, be­hind each was a glow­ing coal! The raven, with wings half ex­ten­ded, looked on pleased at my love­mak­ing to his mag­ni­fi­cent horse.

			“That is well! be friends with him,” he said: “he will carry you all the bet­ter to­mor­row!—Now we must hurry home!”

			My de­sire to ride the horse had grown pas­sion­ate.

			“May I not mount him at once, Mr. Raven?” I cried.

			“By all means!” he answered. “Mount, and ride him home.”

			The horse bent his head over my shoulder lov­ingly. I twis­ted my hands in his mane and scrambled onto his back, not without aid from cer­tain pro­tuber­ant bones.

			“He would out­speed any leo­pard in cre­ation!” I cried.

			“Not that way at night,” answered the raven; “the road is dif­fi­cult.—But come; loss now will be gain then! To wait is harder than to run, and its meed is the fuller. Go on, my son—straight to the cot­tage. I shall be there as soon as you. It will re­joice my wife’s heart to see son of hers on that horse!”

			I sat si­lent. The horse stood like a block of marble.

			“Why do you linger?” asked the raven.

			“I long so much to ride after the leo­pard­ess,” I answered, “that I can scarce re­strain my­self!”

			“You have prom­ised!”

			“My debt to the Little Ones ap­pears, I con­fess, a great­er thing than my bond to you.”

			“Yield to the tempta­tion and you will bring mis­chief upon them—and on your­self also.”

			“What mat­ters it for me? I love them; and love works no evil. I will go.”

			But the truth was, I for­got the chil­dren, in­fatu­ate with the horse.

			Eyes flashed through the dark­ness, and I knew that Adam stood in his own shape be­side me. I knew also by his voice that he repressed an in­dig­na­tion al­most too strong for him.

			“Mr. Vane,” he said, “do you not know why you have not yet done any­thing worth do­ing?”

			“Be­cause I have been a fool,” I answered.

			“Wherein?”

			“In everything.”

			“Which do you count your most in­dis­creet ac­tion?”

			“Bring­ing the prin­cess to life: I ought to have left her to her just fate.”

			“Nay, now you talk fool­ishly! You could not have done oth­er­wise than you did, not know­ing she was evil!—But you nev­er brought any­one to life! How could you, your­self dead?”

			“I dead?” I cried.

			“Yes,” he answered; “and you will be dead, so long as you re­fuse to die.”

			“Back to the old rid­dling!” I re­turned scorn­fully.

			“Be per­suaded, and go home with me,” he con­tin­ued gently. “The most—nearly the only fool­ish thing you ever did, was to run from our dead.”

			I pressed the horse’s ribs, and he was off like a sud­den wind. I gave him a pat on the side of the neck, and he went about in a sharp-driv­en curve, “close to the ground, like a cat when scratch­ingly she wheels about after a mouse,” lean­ing side­ways till his mane swept the tops of the heath­er.

			Through the dark I heard the wings of the raven. Five quick flaps I heard, and he perched on the horse’s head. The horse checked him­self in­stantly, plough­ing up the ground with his feet.

			“Mr. Vane,” croaked the raven, “think what you are do­ing! Twice already has evil be­fallen you—once from fear, and once from heed­less­ness: breach of word is far worse; it is a crime.”

			“The Little Ones are in fright­ful per­il, and I brought it upon them!” I cried. “—But in­deed I will not break my word to you. I will re­turn, and spend in your house what nights—what days—what years you please.”

			“I tell you once more you will do them oth­er than good if you go to­night,” he in­sisted.

			But a false sense of power, a sense which had no root and was merely vi­brated in­to me from the strength of the horse, had, alas, rendered me too stu­pid to listen to any­thing he said!

			“Would you take from me my last chance of re­par­a­tion?” I cried. “This time there shall be no shirk­ing! It is my duty, and I will go—if I per­ish for it!”

			“Go, then, fool­ish boy!” he re­turned, with an­ger in his croak. “Take the horse, and ride to fail­ure! May it be to hu­mil­ity!”

			He spread his wings and flew. Again I pressed the lean ribs un­der me.

			“After the spot­ted leo­pard­ess!” I whispered in his ear.

			He turned his head this way and that, snuff­ing the air; then star­ted, and went a few paces in a slow, un­de­cided walk. Sud­denly he quickened his walk; broke in­to a trot; began to gal­lop, and in a few mo­ments his speed was tre­mend­ous. He seemed to see in the dark; nev­er stumbled, not once faltered, not once hes­it­ated. I sat as on the ridge of a wave. I felt un­der me the play of each in­di­vidu­al muscle: his joints were so elast­ic, and his every move­ment glided so in­to the next, that not once did he jar me. His grow­ing swift­ness bore him along un­til he flew rather than ran. The wind met and passed us like a tor­nado.

			Across the evil hol­low we sped like a bolt from an ar­blast. No mon­ster lif­ted its neck; all knew the hoofs that thundered over their heads! We rushed up the hills, we shot down their farther slopes; from the rocky chasms of the ri­ver­bed he did not swerve; he held on over them his fierce, ter­rible gal­lop. The moon, halfway up the heav­en, gazed with a sol­emn trouble in her pale coun­ten­ance. Re­joicing in the power of my steed and in the pride of my life, I sat like a king and rode.

			We were near the middle of the many chan­nels, my horse every oth­er mo­ment clear­ing one, some­times two in his stride, and now and then gath­er­ing him­self for a great bound­ing leap, when the moon reached the key­stone of her arch. Then came a won­der and a ter­ror: she began to des­cend rolling like the nave of For­tune’s wheel bowled by the gods, and went faster and faster. Like our own moon, this one had a hu­man face, and now the broad fore­head now the chin was up­per­most as she rolled. I gazed aghast.

			Across the rav­ines came the howl­ing of wolves. An ugly fear began to in­vade the hol­low places of my heart; my con­fid­ence was on the wane! The horse main­tained his head­long swift­ness, with ears pricked for­ward, and thirsty nos­trils ex­ult­ing in the wind his ca­reer cre­ated. But there was the moon jolt­ing like an old chari­ot-wheel down the hill of heav­en, with aw­ful bod­ing! She rolled at last over the ho­ri­zon-edge and dis­ap­peared, car­ry­ing all her light with her.

			The mighty steed was in the act of clear­ing a wide shal­low chan­nel when we were caught in the net of the dark­ness. His head dropped; its im­petus car­ried his help­less bulk across, but he fell in a heap on the mar­gin, and where he fell he lay. I got up, kneeled be­side him, and felt him all over. Not a bone could I find broken, but he was a horse no more. I sat down on the body, and bur­ied my face in my hands.

		
	
		
			
				XXXII

				The Lov­ers and the Bags

			
			Bit­terly cold grew the night. The body froze un­der me. The cry of the wolves came near­er; I heard their feet soft-pad­ding on the rocky ground; their quick pant­ing filled the air. Through the dark­ness I saw the many glow­ing eyes; their half-circle con­trac­ted around me. My time was come! I sprang to my feet.—Alas, I had not even a stick!

			They came in a rush, their eyes flash­ing with fury of greed, their black throats agape to de­vour me. I stood hope­lessly wait­ing them. One mo­ment they hal­ted over the horse—then came at me.

			With a sound of swift­ness all but si­lence, a cloud of green eyes came down on their flank. The heads that bore them flew at the wolves with a cry feebler yet fiercer than their howl­ing snarl, and by the cry I knew them: they were cats, led by a huge gray one. I could see noth­ing of him but his eyes, yet I knew him—and so knew his col­our and big­ness. A ter­rif­ic battle fol­lowed, whose tale alone came to me through the night. I would have fled, for surely it was but a fight which should have me!—only where was the use? my first step would be a fall! and my foes of either kind could both see and scent me in the dark!

			All at once I missed the howl­ing, and the cat­er­waul­ing grew wilder. Then came the soft pad­ding, and I knew it meant flight: the cats had de­feated the wolves! In a mo­ment the sharpest of sharp teeth were in my legs; a mo­ment more and the cats were all over me in a live catar­act, bit­ing wherever they could bite, furi­ously scratch­ing me any­where and every­where. A mul­ti­tude clung to my body; I could not flee. Madly I fell on the hate­ful swarm, every fin­ger in­stinct with de­struc­tion. I tore them off me, I throttled at them in vain: when I would have flung them from me, they clung to my hands like limpets. I trampled them un­der my feet, thrust my fin­gers in their eyes, caught them in jaws stronger than theirs, but could not rid my­self of one. Without cease they kept dis­cov­er­ing upon me space for fresh mouth­fuls; they hauled at my skin with the wide­spread, hor­ribly curved pin­cers of clutch­ing claws; they hissed and spat in my face—but nev­er touched it un­til, in my des­pair, I threw my­self on the ground, when they for­sook my body, and dar­ted at my face. I rose, and im­me­di­ately they left it, the more to oc­cupy them­selves with my legs. In an agony I broke from them and ran, care­less whith­er, cleav­ing the sol­id dark. They ac­com­pan­ied me in a sur­round­ing tor­rent, now rub­bing, now leap­ing up against me, but tor­ment­ing me no more. When I fell, which was of­ten, they gave me time to rise; when from fear of fall­ing I slackened my pace, they flew afresh at my legs. All that miser­able night they kept me run­ning—but they drove me by a com­par­at­ively smooth path, for I tumbled in­to no gully, and passing the Evil Wood without see­ing it, left it be­hind in the dark. When at length the morn­ing ap­peared, I was bey­ond the chan­nels, and on the verge of the orch­ard val­ley. In my joy I would have made friends with my per­se­cutors, but not a cat was to be seen. I threw my­self on the moss, and fell fast asleep.

			I was waked by a kick, to find my­self bound hand and foot, once more the thrall of the gi­ants!

			“What fit­ter?” I said to my­self; “to whom else should I be­long?” and I laughed in the tri­umph of self-dis­gust. A second kick stopped my false mer­ri­ment; and thus re­cur­rently as­sisted by my captors, I suc­ceeded at length in rising to my feet.

			Six of them were about me. They un­did the rope that tied my legs to­geth­er, at­tached a rope to each of them, and dragged me away. I walked as well as I could, but, as they fre­quently pulled both ropes at once, I fell re­peatedly, whereupon they al­ways kicked me up again. Straight to my old la­bour they took me, tied my leg-ropes to a tree, un­did my arms, and put the hate­ful flint in my left hand. Then they lay down and pel­ted me with fallen fruit and stones, but sel­dom hit me. If I could have freed my legs, and got hold of a stick I spied a couple of yards from me, I would have fallen upon all six of them! “But the Little Ones will come at night!” I said to my­self, and was com­for­ted.

			All day I worked hard. When the dark­ness came, they tied my hands, and left me fast to the tree. I slept a good deal, but woke of­ten, and every time from a dream of ly­ing in the heart of a heap of chil­dren. With the morn­ing my en­emies re­appeared, bring­ing their kicks and their bes­ti­al com­pany.

			It was about noon, and I was nearly fail­ing from fa­tigue and hun­ger, when I heard a sud­den com­mo­tion in the brush­wood, fol­lowed by a burst of the bell-like laughter so dear to my heart. I gave a loud cry of de­light and wel­come. Im­me­di­ately rose a trum­pet­ing as of baby-ele­phants, a neigh­ing as of foals, and a bel­low­ing as of calves, and through the bushes came a crowd of Little Ones, on di­min­ut­ive horses, on small ele­phants, on little bears; but the noises came from the riders, not the an­im­als. Mingled with the moun­ted ones walked the big­ger of the boys and girls, among the lat­ter a wo­man with a baby crow­ing in her arms. The gi­ants sprang to their lum­ber­ing feet, but were in­stantly sa­luted with a storm of sharp stones; the horses charged their legs; the bears rose and hugged them at the waist; the ele­phants threw their trunks round their necks, pulled them down, and gave them such a tramp­ling as they had some­times giv­en, but nev­er re­ceived be­fore. In a mo­ment my ropes were un­done, and I was in the arms, seem­ingly in­nu­mer­able, of the Little Ones. For some time I saw no more of the gi­ants.

			They made me sit down, and my Lona came, and without a word began to feed me with the love­li­est red and yel­low fruits. I sat and ate, the whole colony mount­ing guard un­til I had done. Then they brought up two of the largest of their ele­phants, and hav­ing placed them side by side, hooked their trunks and tied their tails to­geth­er. The do­cile creatures could have un­tied their tails with a single shake, and un­hooked their trunks by for­get­ting them; but tails and trunks re­mained as their little mas­ters had ar­ranged them, and it was clear the ele­phants un­der­stood that they must keep their bod­ies par­al­lel. I got up, and laid my­self in the hol­low between their two backs; when the wise an­im­als, coun­ter­act­ing the weight that pushed them apart, leaned against each oth­er, and made for me a most com­fort­able lit­ter. My feet, it is true, pro­jec­ted bey­ond their tails, but my head lay pil­lowed on an ear of each. Then some of the smal­ler chil­dren, mount­ing for a body­guard, ranged them­selves in a row along the back of each of my bear­ers; the whole as­sembly formed it­self in train; and the pro­ces­sion began to move.

			Whith­er they were car­ry­ing me, I did not try to con­jec­ture; I yiel­ded my­self to their pleas­ure, al­most as happy as they. Chat­ter­ing and laugh­ing and play­ing glad tricks in­nu­mer­able at first, the mo­ment they saw I was go­ing to sleep, they be­came still as judges.

			I woke: a sud­den mu­sic­al up­roar greeted the open­ing of my eyes.

			We were trav­el­ling through the forest in which they found the ba­bies, and which, as I had sus­pec­ted, stretched all the way from the val­ley to the hot stream.

			A tiny girl sat with her little feet close to my face, and looked down at me coax­ingly for a while, then spoke, the rest seem­ing to hang on her words.

			“We make a pe­tis­son to king,” she said.

			“What is it, my darling?” I asked.

			“Shut eyes one minute,” she answered.

			“Cer­tainly I will! Here goes!” I replied, and shut my eyes close.

			“No, no! not fore I tell oo!” she cried.

			I opened them again, and we talked and laughed to­geth­er for quite an­oth­er hour.

			“Close eyes!” she said sud­denly.

			I closed my eyes, and kept them close. The ele­phants stood still. I heard a soft scurry, a little rustle, and then a si­lence—for in that world some si­lences are heard.

			“Open eyes!” twenty voices a little way off shouted at once; but when I obeyed, not a creature was vis­ible ex­cept the ele­phants that bore me. I knew the chil­dren mar­vel­lously quick in get­ting out of the way—the gi­ants had taught them that; but when I raised my­self, and look­ing about in the open shrub­less forest, could descry neither hand nor heel, I stared in “blank as­ton­ish­ment.”

			The sun was set, and it was fast get­ting dark, yet presently a mul­ti­tude of birds began to sing. I lay down to listen, pretty sure that, if I left them alone, the hiders would soon come out again.

			The singing grew to a little storm of bird-voices. “Surely the chil­dren must have some­thing to do with it!—And yet how could they set the birds singing?” I said to my­self as I lay and listened. Soon, how­ever, hap­pen­ing to look up in­to the tree un­der which my ele­phants stood, I thought I spied a little mo­tion among the leaves, and looked more keenly. Sud­den white spots ap­peared in the dark fo­liage, the mu­sic died down, a gale of child­ish laughter rippled the air, and white spots came out in every dir­ec­tion: the trees were full of chil­dren! In the wild­est mer­ri­ment they began to des­cend, some drop­ping from bough to bough so rap­idly that I could scarce be­lieve they had not fallen. I left my lit­ter, and was in­stantly sur­roun­ded—a mark for all the ar­til­lery of their ju­bil­ant fun. With stately com­pos­ure the ele­phants walked away to bed.

			“But,” said I, when their up­roari­ous glad­ness had had scope for a while, “how is it that I nev­er be­fore heard you sing like the birds? Even when I thought it must be you, I could hardly be­lieve it!”

			“Ah,” said one of the wild­est, “but we were not birds then! We were run-creatures, not fly-creatures! We had our hide-places in the bushes then; but when we came to no-bushes, only trees, we had to build nests! When we built nests, we grew birds, and when we were birds, we had to do birds! We asked them to teach us their noises, and they taught us, and now we are real birds!—Come and see my nest. It’s not big enough for king, but it’s big enough for king to see me in it!”

			I told him I could not get up a tree without the sun to show me the way; when he came, I would try.

			“Kings sel­dom have wings!” I ad­ded.

			“King! king!” cried one, “oo knows none of us hasn’t no wings—fool­is fed­dery tings! Arms and legs is bet­ter.”

			“That is true. I can get up without wings—and carry straws in my mouth too, to build my nest with!”

			“Oo knows!” he answered, and went away suck­ing his thumb.

			A mo­ment after, I heard him call­ing out of his nest, a great way up a wal­nut tree of enorm­ous size,

			“Up adain, king! Dood night! I seepy!”

			And I heard no more of him till he woke me in the morn­ing.

		
	
		
			
				XXXIII

				Lona’s Nar­rat­ive

			
			I lay down by a tree, and one and one or in little groups, the chil­dren left me and climbed to their nests. They were al­ways so tired at night and so res­ted in the morn­ing, that they were equally glad to go to sleep and to get up again. I, al­though tired also, lay awake: Lona had not bid me good night, and I was sure she would come.

			I had been struck, the mo­ment I saw her again, with her re­semb­lance to the prin­cess, and could not doubt her the daugh­ter of whom Adam had told me; but in Lona the dazzling beauty of Li­lith was softened by child­like­ness, and deepened by the sense of moth­er­hood. “She is oc­cu­pied prob­ably,” I said to my­self, “with the child of the wo­man I met flee­ing!” who, she had already told me, was not half moth­er enough.

			She came at length, sat down be­side me, and after a few mo­ments of si­lent de­light, ex­pressed mainly by strok­ing my face and hands, began to tell me everything that had be­fallen since I went. The moon ap­peared as we talked, and now and then, through the leaves, lighted for a quiv­er­ing mo­ment her beau­ti­ful face—full of thought, and a care whose love re­deemed and glor­i­fied it. How such a child should have been born of such a moth­er—such a wo­man of such a prin­cess, was hard to un­der­stand; but then, hap­pily, she had two par­ents—say rather, three! She drew my heart by what in me was likest her­self, and I loved her as one who, grow to what per­fec­tion she might, could only be­come the more a child. I knew now that I loved her when I left her, and that the hope of see­ing her again had been my main com­fort. Every word she spoke seemed to go straight to my heart, and, like the truth it­self, make it purer.

			She told me that after I left the orch­ard val­ley, the gi­ants began to be­lieve a little more in the ac­tu­al ex­ist­ence of their neigh­bours, and be­came in con­sequence more hos­tile to them. Some­times the Little Ones would see them tramp­ling furi­ously, per­ceiv­ing or ima­gin­ing some in­dic­a­tion of their pres­ence, while they in­deed stood be­side, and laughed at their fool­ish rage. By and by, how­ever, their an­im­os­ity as­sumed a more prac­tic­al shape: they began to des­troy the trees on whose fruit the Little Ones lived. This drove the moth­er of them all to med­it­ate coun­ter­ac­tion. Set­ting the sharpest of them to listen at night, she learned that the gi­ants thought I was hid­den some­where near, in­tend­ing, as soon as I re­covered my strength, to come in the dark and kill them sleep­ing. Thereupon she con­cluded that the only way to stop the de­struc­tion was to give them ground for be­liev­ing that they had aban­doned the place. The Little Ones must re­move in­to the forest—bey­ond the range of the gi­ants, but with­in reach of their own trees, which they must vis­it by night! The main ob­jec­tion to the plan was, that the forest had little or no un­der­growth to shel­ter—or con­ceal them if ne­ces­sary.

			But she re­flec­ted that where birds, there the Little Ones could find hab­it­a­tion. They had eager sym­path­ies with all modes of life, and could learn of the wild­est creatures: why should they not take refuge from the cold and their en­emies in the tree­tops? why not, hav­ing lain in the low brush­wood, seek now the lofty fo­liage? why not build nests where it would not serve to scoop hol­lows? All that the birds could do, the Little Ones could learn—ex­cept, in­deed, to fly!

			She spoke to them on the sub­ject, and they heard with ap­prov­al. They could already climb the trees, and they had of­ten watched the birds build­ing their nests! The trees of the forest, al­though large, did not look bad! They went up much near­er the sky than those of the gi­ants, and spread out their arms—some even stretched them down—as if in­vit­ing them to come and live with them! Per­haps, in the top of the tallest, they might find that bird that laid the baby-eggs, and sat upon them till they were ripe, then tumbled them down to let the little ones out! Yes; they would build sleep-houses in the trees, where no gi­ant would see them, for nev­er by any chance did one throw back his dull head to look up! Then the bad gi­ants would be sure they had left the coun­try, and the Little Ones would gath­er their own apples and pears and figs and mesples and peaches when they were asleep!

			Thus reasoned the Lov­ers, and eagerly ad­op­ted Lona’s sug­ges­tion—with the res­ult that they were soon as much at home in the tree­tops as the birds them­selves, and that the gi­ants came ere long to the con­clu­sion that they had frightened them out of the coun­try—whereupon they for­got their trees, and again al­most ceased to be­lieve in the ex­ist­ence of their small neigh­bours.

			Lona asked me wheth­er I had not ob­served that many of the chil­dren were grown. I answered I had not, but could read­ily be­lieve it. She as­sured me it was so, but said the cer­tain evid­ence that their minds too had grown since their mi­gra­tion up­ward, had gone far in mit­ig­a­tion of the alarm the dis­cov­ery had oc­ca­sioned her.

			In the last of the short twi­light, and later when the moon was shin­ing, they went down to the val­ley, and gathered fruit enough to serve them the next day; for the gi­ants nev­er went out in the twi­light: that to them was dark­ness; and they hated the moon: had they been able, they would have ex­tin­guished her. But soon the Little Ones found that fruit gathered in the night was not al­to­geth­er good the next day; so the ques­tion arose wheth­er it would not be bet­ter, in­stead of pre­tend­ing to have left the coun­try, to make the bad gi­ants them­selves leave it.

			They had already, she said, in ex­plor­ing the forest, made ac­quaint­ance with the an­im­als in it, and with most of them per­son­ally. Know­ing there­fore how strong as well as wise and do­cile some of them were, and how swift as well as man­age­able many oth­ers, they now set them­selves to se­cure their aid against the gi­ants, and with lov­ing, play­ful ap­proaches, had soon made more than friends of most of them, from the first ad­dress­ing horse or ele­phant as Broth­er or Sis­ter Ele­phant, Broth­er or Sis­ter Horse, un­til be­fore long they had an in­di­vidu­al name for each. It was some little time longer be­fore they said Broth­er or Sis­ter Bear, but that came next, and the oth­er day she had heard one little fel­low cry, “Ah, Sis­ter Ser­pent!” to a snake that bit him as he played with it too roughly. Most of them would have noth­ing to do with a cater­pil­lar, ex­cept watch it through its changes; but when at length it came from its re­tire­ment with wings, all would im­me­di­ately ad­dress it as Sis­ter But­ter­fly, con­grat­u­lat­ing it on its meta­morph­os­is—for which they used a word that meant some­thing like re­pent­ance—and evid­ently re­gard­ing it as some­thing sac­red.

			One moon­lit even­ing, as they were go­ing to gath­er their fruit, they came upon a wo­man seated on the ground with a baby in her lap—the wo­man I had met on my way to Bu­lika. They took her for a gi­ant­ess that had stolen one of their ba­bies, for they re­garded all ba­bies as their prop­erty. Filled with an­ger they fell upon her mul­ti­tudin­ously, beat­ing her after a child­ish, yet suf­fi­ciently be­wil­der­ing fash­ion. She would have fled, but a boy threw him­self down and held her by the feet. Re­cov­er­ing her wits, she re­cog­nised in her as­sail­ants the chil­dren whose hos­pit­al­ity she sought, and at once yiel­ded the baby. Lona ap­peared, and car­ried it away in her bos­om.

			But while the wo­man noted that in strik­ing her they were care­ful not to hurt the child, the Little Ones noted that, as she sur­rendered her, she hugged and kissed her just as they wanted to do, and came to the con­clu­sion that she must be a gi­ant­ess of the same kind as the good gi­ant. The mo­ment Lona had the baby, there­fore, they brought the moth­er fruit, and began to show her every sort of child­ish at­ten­tion.

			Now the wo­man had been in per­plex­ity whith­er to be­take her­self, not dar­ing to go back to the city, be­cause the prin­cess was cer­tain to find out who had lamed her leo­pard­ess: de­lighted with the friend­li­ness of the little people, she re­solved to re­main with them for the present: she would have no trouble with her in­fant, and might find some way of re­turn­ing to her hus­band, who was rich in money and gems, and very sel­dom un­kind to her.

			Here I must sup­ple­ment, partly from con­jec­ture, what Lona told me about the wo­man. With the rest of the in­hab­it­ants of Bu­lika, she was aware of the tra­di­tion that the prin­cess lived in ter­ror of the birth of an in­fant destined to her de­struc­tion. They were all un­ac­quain­ted, how­ever, with the fright­ful means by which she pre­served her youth and beauty; and her de­teri­or­at­ing phys­ic­al con­di­tion re­quir­ing a lar­ger use of those means, they took the ap­par­ent in­crease of her hos­til­ity to chil­dren for a sign that she saw her doom ap­proach­ing. This, al­though no one dreamed of any at­tempt against her, nour­ished in them hopes of change.

			Now arose in the mind of the wo­man the idea of fur­ther­ing the ful­fil­ment of the shad­owy pre­dic­tion, or of us­ing the myth at least for her own res­tor­a­tion to her hus­band. For what seemed more prob­able than that the fate fore­told lay with these very chil­dren? They were mar­vel­lously brave, and the Bu­lik­ans cow­ards, in ab­ject ter­ror of an­im­als! If she could rouse in the Little Ones the am­bi­tion of tak­ing the city, then in the con­fu­sion of the at­tack, she would es­cape from the little army, reach her house un­re­cog­nised, and there ly­ing hid­den, await the res­ult!

			Should the chil­dren now suc­ceed in ex­pelling the gi­ants, she would be­gin at once, while they were yet flushed with vic­tory, to sug­gest the lofti­er aim! By dis­pos­i­tion, in­deed, they were un­fit for war­fare; they hardly ever quar­relled, and nev­er fought; loved every live thing, and hated either to hurt or to suf­fer. Still, they were eas­ily in­flu­enced, and could cer­tainly be taught any ex­er­cise with­in their strength!—At once she set some of the smal­ler ones throw­ing stones at a mark; and soon they were all en­grossed with the new game, and grow­ing skil­ful in it.

			The first prac­tic­al res­ult was their use of stones in my res­cue. While gath­er­ing fruit, they found me asleep, went home, held a coun­cil, came the next day with their ele­phants and horses, over­whelmed the few gi­ants watch­ing me, and car­ried me off. Ju­bil­ant over their vic­tory, the smal­ler boys were child­ishly boast­ful, the big­ger boys less os­ten­ta­tious, while the girls, al­though their eyes flashed more, were not so talk­at­ive as usu­al. The wo­man of Bu­lika no doubt felt en­cour­aged.

			We talked the great­er part of the night, chiefly about the growth of the chil­dren, and what it might in­dic­ate. With Lona’s power of re­cog­nising truth I had long been fa­mil­i­ar; now I began to be as­ton­ished at her prac­tic­al wis­dom. Prob­ably, had I been more of a child my­self, I should have wondered less.

			It was yet far from morn­ing when I be­came aware of a slight flut­ter­ing and scram­bling. I rose on my el­bow, and look­ing about me, saw many Little Ones des­cend from their nests. They dis­ap­peared, and in a few mo­ments all was again still.

			“What are they do­ing?” I asked.

			“They think,” answered Lona, “that, stu­pid as they are, the gi­ants will search the wood, and they are gone to gath­er stones with which to re­ceive them. Stones are not plen­ti­ful in the forest, and they have to scat­ter far to find enow. They will carry them to their nests, and from the trees at­tack the gi­ants as they come with­in reach. Know­ing their habits, they do not ex­pect them be­fore the morn­ing. If they do come, it will be the open­ing of a war of ex­pul­sion: one or the oth­er people must go. The res­ult, how­ever, is hardly doubt­ful. We do not mean to kill them; in­deed, their skulls are so thick that I do not think we could!—not that killing would do them much harm; they are so little alive! If one were killed, his gi­ant­ess would not re­mem­ber him bey­ond three days!”

			“Do the chil­dren then throw so well that the thing might hap­pen?” I asked.

			“Wait till you see them!” she answered, with a touch of pride. “—But I have not yet told you,” she went on, “of a strange thing that happened the night be­fore last!—We had come home from gath­er­ing our fruit, and were asleep in our nests, when we were roused by the hor­rid noises of beasts fight­ing. The moon was bright, and in a mo­ment our trees glittered with star­ing little eyes, watch­ing two huge leo­pard­esses, one per­fectly white, the oth­er covered with black spots, which wor­ried and tore each oth­er with I do not know how many teeth and claws. To judge by her back, the spot­ted creature must have been climb­ing a tree when the oth­er sprang upon her. When first I saw them, they were just un­der my own tree, rolling over and over each oth­er. I got down on the low­est branch, and saw them per­fectly. The chil­dren en­joyed the spec­tacle, sid­ing some with this one, some with that, for we had nev­er seen such beasts be­fore, and thought they were only at play. But by de­grees their roar­ing and growl­ing al­most ceased, and I saw that they were in deadly earn­est, and heart­ily wished neither might be left able to climb a tree. But when the chil­dren saw the blood pour­ing from their flanks and throats, what do you think they did? They scur­ried down to com­fort them, and gath­er­ing in a great crowd about the ter­rible creatures, began to pat and stroke them. Then I got down as well, for they were much too ab­sorbed to heed my call­ing to them; but be­fore I could reach them, the white one stopped fight­ing, and sprang among them with such a hideous yell that they flew up in­to the trees like birds. Be­fore I got back in­to mine, the wicked beasts were at it again tooth and claw. Then Whitey had the best of it; Spotty ran away as fast as she could run, and Whitey came and lay down at the foot of my tree. But in a minute or two she was up again, and walk­ing about as if she thought Spotty might be lurk­ing some­where. I waked of­ten, and every time I looked out, I saw her. In the morn­ing she went away.”

			“I know both the beasts,” I said. “Spotty is a bad beast. She hates the chil­dren, and would kill every one of them. But Whitey loves them. She ran at them only to fright­en them away, lest Spotty should get hold of any of them. No one needs be afraid of Whitey!”

			By this time the Little Ones were com­ing back, and with much noise, for they had no care to keep quiet now that they were at open war with the gi­ants, and laden with good stones. They moun­ted to their nests again, though with dif­fi­culty be­cause of their bur­dens, and in a minute were fast asleep. Lona re­tired to her tree. I lay where I was, and slept the bet­ter that I thought most likely the white leo­pard­ess was still some­where in the wood.

			I woke soon after the sun, and lay pon­der­ing. Two hours passed, and then in truth the gi­ants began to ap­pear, in strag­gling com­pan­ies of three and four, un­til I coun­ted over a hun­dred of them. The chil­dren were still asleep, and to call them would draw the at­ten­tion of the gi­ants: I would keep quiet so long as they did not dis­cov­er me. But by and by one came blun­der­ing upon me, stumbled, fell, and rose again. I thought he would pass heed­less, but he began to search about. I sprang to my feet, and struck him in the middle of his huge body. The roar he gave roused the chil­dren, and a storm as of hail in­stantly came on, of which not a stone struck me, and not one missed the gi­ant. He fell and lay. Oth­ers drew near, and the storm ex­ten­ded, each pur­blind creature be­com­ing, as he entered the range of a gar­risoned tree, a tar­get for con­ver­ging stones. In a short time al­most every gi­ant was pros­trate, and a ju­bil­ant pae­an of bird­song rose from the tops of fifty trees.

			Many ele­phants came hur­ry­ing up, and the chil­dren des­cend­ing the trees like mon­keys, in a mo­ment every ele­phant had three or four of them on his back, and thus loaded, began to walk over the gi­ants, who lay and roared. Los­ing pa­tience at length with their noise, the ele­phants gave them a few blows of their trunks, and left them.

			Un­til night the bad gi­ants re­mained where they had fallen, si­lent and mo­tion­less. The next morn­ing they had dis­ap­peared every­one, and the chil­dren saw no more of them. They re­moved to the oth­er end of the orch­ard val­ley, and nev­er after ven­tured in­to the forest.

		
	
		
			
				XXXIV

				Pre­par­a­tion

			
			Vic­tory thus gained, the wo­man of Bu­lika began to speak about the city, and talked much of its de­fence­less con­di­tion, of the wicked­ness of its prin­cess, of the cow­ardice of its in­hab­it­ants. In a few days the chil­dren chattered of noth­ing but Bu­lika, al­though in­deed they had not the least no­tion of what a city was. Then first I be­came aware of the design of the wo­man, al­though not yet of its motive.

			The idea of tak­ing pos­ses­sion of the place, re­com­men­ded it­self greatly to Lona—and to me also. The chil­dren were now so rap­idly de­vel­op­ing fac­ulty, that I could see no ser­i­ous obstacle to the suc­cess of the en­ter­prise. For the ter­rible Li­lith—wo­man or leo­pard­ess, I knew her one vul­ner­able point, her doom through her daugh­ter, and the in­flu­ence the an­cient proph­ecy had upon the cit­izens: surely whatever in the en­ter­prise could be called risk, was worth tak­ing! Suc­cess­ful—and who could doubt their suc­cess?—must not the Little Ones, from a crowd of chil­dren, speedily be­come a youth­ful people, whose gov­ern­ment and in­flu­ence would be all for right­eous­ness? Rul­ing the wicked with a rod of iron, would they not be the re­demp­tion of the na­tion?

			At the same time, I have to con­fess that I was not without views of per­son­al ad­vant­age, not without am­bi­tion in the un­der­tak­ing. It was just, it seemed to me, that Lona should take her seat on the throne that had been her moth­er’s, and nat­ur­al that she should make of me her con­sort and min­is­ter. For me, I would spend my life in her ser­vice; and between us, what might we not do, with such a core to it as the Little Ones, for the de­vel­op­ment of a noble state?

			I con­fess also to an al­to­geth­er fool­ish dream of open­ing a com­merce in gems between the two worlds—hap­pily im­possible, for it could have done noth­ing but harm to both.

			Call­ing to mind the ap­peal of Adam, I sug­ges­ted to Lona that to find them wa­ter might per­haps ex­ped­ite the growth of the Little Ones. She judged it prudent, how­ever, to leave that alone for the present, as we did not know what its first con­sequences might be; while, in the course of time, it would al­most cer­tainly sub­ject them to a new ne­ces­sity.

			“They are what they are without it!” she said: “when we have the city, we will search for wa­ter!”

			We began, there­fore, and pushed for­ward our pre­par­a­tions, con­stantly re­view­ing the merry troops and com­pan­ies. Lona gave her at­ten­tion chiefly to the com­mis­sari­at, while I drilled the little sol­diers, ex­er­cised them in stone-throw­ing, taught them the use of some oth­er weapons, and did all I could to make war­ri­ors of them. The main dif­fi­culty was to get them to rally to their flag the in­stant the call was soun­ded. Most of them were armed with slings, some of the big­ger boys with bows and ar­rows. The big­ger girls car­ried aloe-spikes, strong as steel and sharp as needles, fit­ted to longish shafts—rather for­mid­able weapons. Their sole duty was the charge of such as were too small to fight.

			Lona had her­self grown a good deal, but did not seem aware of it: she had al­ways been, as she still was, the tallest! Her hair was much longer, and she was be­come al­most a wo­man, but not one beauty of child­hood had she out­grown. When first we met after our long sep­ar­a­tion, she laid down her in­fant, put her arms round my neck, and clung to me si­lent, her face glow­ing with glad­ness: the child whimpered; she sprang to him, and had him in her bos­om in­stantly. To see her with any thought­less, ob­stin­ate, or ir­rit­able little one, was to think of a tender grand­moth­er. I seemed to have known her for ages—for al­ways—from be­fore time began! I hardly re­membered my moth­er, but in my mind’s eye she now looked like Lona; and if I ima­gined sis­ter or child, in­vari­ably she had the face of Lona! My every ima­gin­a­tion flew to her; she was my heart’s wife! She hardly ever sought me, but was al­most al­ways with­in sound of my voice. What I did or thought, I re­ferred con­stantly to her, and re­joiced to be­lieve that, while do­ing her work in ab­so­lute in­de­pend­ence, she was most at home by my side. Nev­er for me did she neg­lect the smal­lest child, and my love only quickened my sense of duty. To love her and to do my duty, seemed, not in­deed one, but in­sep­ar­able. She might sug­gest some­thing I should do; she might ask me what she ought to do; but she nev­er seemed to sup­pose that I, any more than she, would like to do, or could care about any­thing ex­cept what must be done. Her love over­flowed upon me—not in caresses, but in a close­ness of re­cog­ni­tion which I can com­pare to noth­ing but the de­vo­tion of a di­vine an­im­al.

			I nev­er told her any­thing about her moth­er.

			The wood was full of birds, the splend­our of whose plumage, while it took noth­ing from their song, seemed al­most to make up for the lack of flowers—which, ap­par­ently, could not grow without wa­ter. Their glor­i­ous feath­ers be­ing every­where about in the forest, it came in­to my heart to make from them a gar­ment for Lona. While I gathered, and bound them in over­lap­ping rows, she watched me with evid­ent ap­pre­ci­ation of my choice and ar­range­ment, nev­er ask­ing what I was fash­ion­ing, but evid­ently wait­ing ex­pect­ant the res­ult of my work. In a week or two it was fin­ished—a long loose mantle, to fasten at the throat and waist, with open­ings for the arms.

			I rose and put it on her. She rose, took it off, and laid it at my feet—I ima­gine from a sense of pro­pri­ety. I put it again on her shoulders, and showed her where to put her arms through. She smiled, looked at the feath­ers a little and stroked them—again took it off and laid it down, this time by her side. When she left me, she car­ried it with her, and I saw no more of it for some days. At length she came to me one morn­ing wear­ing it, and car­ry­ing an­oth­er gar­ment which she had fash­ioned sim­il­arly, but of the dried leaves of a tough ever­green. It had the strength al­most of leath­er, and the ap­pear­ance of scale-ar­mour. I put it on at once, and we al­ways there­after wore those gar­ments when on horse­back.

			For, on the out­skirts of the forest, had ap­peared one day a troop of full-grown horses, with which, as they were no­wise alarmed at creatures of a shape so dif­fer­ent from their own, I had soon made friends, and two of the finest I had trained for Lona and my­self. Already ac­cus­tomed to ride a small one, her de­light was great when first she looked down from the back of an an­im­al of the gi­ant kind; and the horse showed him­self proud of the bur­den he bore. We ex­er­cised them every day un­til they had such con­fid­ence in us as to obey in­stantly and fear noth­ing; after which we al­ways rode them at parade and on the march.

			The un­der­tak­ing did in­deed at times ap­pear to me a fool­hardy one, but the con­fid­ence of the wo­man of Bu­lika, real or sim­u­lated, al­ways over­came my hes­it­ancy. The prin­cess’s ma­gic, she in­sisted, would prove power­less against the chil­dren; and as to any force she might muster, our an­im­al-al­lies alone would as­sure our su­peri­or­ity: she was her­self, she said, ready, with a good stick, to en­counter any two men of Bu­lika. She con­fessed to not a little fear of the leo­pard­ess, but I was my­self ready for her. I shrank, how­ever, from car­ry­ing all the chil­dren with us.

			“Would it not be bet­ter,” I said, “that you re­mained in the forest with your baby and the smal­lest of the Little Ones?”

			She answered that she greatly re­lied on the im­pres­sion the sight of them would make on the wo­men, es­pe­cially the moth­ers.

			“When they see the darlings,” she said, “their hearts will be taken by storm; and I must be there en­cour­aging them to make a stand! If there be a rem­nant of hardi­hood in the place, it will be found among the wo­men!”

			“You must not en­cum­ber your­self,” I said to Lona, “with any of the chil­dren; you will be wanted every­where!”

			For there were two ba­bies be­sides the wo­man’s, and even on horse­back she had al­most al­ways one in her arms.

			“I do not re­mem­ber ever be­ing without a child to take care of,” she answered; “but when we reach the city, it shall be as you wish!”

			Her con­fid­ence in one who had failed so un­wor­thily, shamed me. But neither had I ini­ti­ated the move­ment, nor had I any ground for op­pos­ing it; I had no choice, but must give it the best help I could! For my­self, I was ready to live or die with Lona. Her hu­mil­ity as well as her trust humbled me, and I gave my­self heart­ily to her pur­poses.

			Our way ly­ing across a grassy plain, there was no need to take food for the horses, or the two cows which would ac­com­pany us for the in­fants; but the ele­phants had to be provided for. True, the grass was as good for them as for those oth­er an­im­als, but it was short, and with their one-fingered long noses, they could not pick enough for a single meal. We had, there­fore, set the whole colony to gath­er grass and make hay, of which the ele­phants them­selves could carry a quant­ity suf­fi­cient to last them sev­er­al days, with the sup­ple­ment of what we would gath­er fresh every time we hal­ted. For the bears we stored nuts, and for ourselves dried plenty of fruits. We had caught and tamed sev­er­al more of the big horses, and now hav­ing loaded them and the ele­phants with these pro­vi­sions, we were pre­pared to set out.

			Then Lona and I held a gen­er­al re­view, and I made them a little speech. I began by telling them that I had learned a good deal about them, and knew now where they came from. “We did not come from any­where,” they cried, in­ter­rupt­ing me; “we are here!”

			I told them that every one of them had a moth­er of his own, like the moth­er of the last baby; that I be­lieved they had all been brought from Bu­lika when they were so small that they could not now re­mem­ber it; that the wicked prin­cess there was so afraid of ba­bies, and so de­term­ined to des­troy them, that their moth­ers had to carry them away and leave them where she could not find them; and that now we were go­ing to Bu­lika, to find their moth­ers, and de­liv­er them from the bad gi­ant­ess.

			“But I must tell you,” I con­tin­ued, “that there is danger be­fore us, for, as you know, we may have to fight hard to take the city.”

			“We can fight! we are ready!” cried the boys.

			“Yes, you can,” I re­turned, “and I know you will: moth­ers are worth fight­ing for! Only mind, you must all keep to­geth­er.”

			“Yes, yes; we’ll take care of each oth­er,” they answered. “Nobody shall touch one of us but his own moth­er!”

			“You must mind, every­one, to do im­me­di­ately what your of­ficers tell you!”

			“We will, we will!—Now we’re quite ready! Let us go!”

			“An­oth­er thing you must not for­get,” I went on: “when you strike, be sure you make it a down­right swinging blow; when you shoot an ar­row, draw it to the head; when you sling a stone, sling it strong and straight.”

			“That we will!” they cried with ju­bil­ant, fear­less shout.

			“Per­haps you will be hurt!”

			“We don’t mind that!—Do we, boys?”

			“Not a bit!”

			“Some of you may very pos­sibly be killed!” I said.

			“I don’t mind be­ing killed!” cried one of the finest of the smal­ler boys: he rode a beau­ti­ful little bull, which gal­loped and jumped like a horse.

			“I don’t either! I don’t either!” came from all sides.

			Then Lona, queen and moth­er and sis­ter of them all, spoke from her big horse by my side:

			“I would give my life,” she said, “to have my moth­er! She might kill me if she liked! I should just kiss her and die!”

			“Come along, boys!” cried a girl. “We’re go­ing to our moth­ers!”

			A pang went through my heart.—But I could not draw back; it would be mor­al ru­in to the Little Ones!

		
	
		
			
				XXXV

				The Little Ones in Bu­lika

			
			It was early in the morn­ing when we set out, mak­ing, between the blue sky and the green grass, a gal­lant show on the wide plain. We would travel all the morn­ing, and rest the af­ter­noon; then go on at night, rest the next day, and start again in the short twi­light. The lat­ter part of our jour­ney we would en­deav­our so to di­vide as to ar­rive at the city with the first of the morn­ing, and be already in­side the gates when dis­covered.

			It seemed as if all the in­hab­it­ants of the forest would mi­grate with us. A mul­ti­tude of birds flew in front, ima­gin­ing them­selves, no doubt, the lead­ing di­vi­sion; great com­pan­ies of but­ter­flies and oth­er in­sects played about our heads; and a crowd of four-footed creatures fol­lowed us. These last, when night came, left us al­most all; but the birds and the but­ter­flies, the wasps and the dragon­flies, went with us to the very gates of the city.

			We hal­ted and slept soundly through the af­ter­noon: it was our first real march, but none were tired. In the night we went faster, be­cause it was cold. Many fell asleep on the backs of their beasts, and woke in the morn­ing quite fresh. None tumbled off. Some rode shaggy, sham­bling bears, which yet made speed enough, go­ing as fast as the ele­phants. Oth­ers were moun­ted on dif­fer­ent kinds of deer, and would have been ra­cing all the way had I not pre­ven­ted it. Those atop of the hay on the ele­phants, un­able to see the an­im­als be­low them, would keep talk­ing to them as long as they were awake. Once, when we had hal­ted to feed, I heard a little fel­low, as he drew out the hay to give him, com­mune thus with his “darling beast”:

			“Nosy dear, I am dig­ging you out of the moun­tain, and shall soon get down to you: be pa­tient; I’m a com­ing! Very soon now you’ll send up your nose to look for me, and then we’ll kiss like good ele­phants, we will!”

			The same night there burst out such a tu­mult of ele­phant-trum­pet­ing, horse-neigh­ing, and child-im­it­a­tion, ringing far over the si­lent levels, that, un­cer­tain how near the city might not be, I quickly stilled the up­roar lest it should give warn­ing of our ap­proach.

			Sud­denly, one morn­ing, the sun and the city rose, as it seemed, to­geth­er. To the chil­dren the walls ap­peared only a great mass of rock, but when I told them the in­side was full of nests of stone, I saw ap­pre­hen­sion and dis­like at once in­vade their hearts: for the first time in their lives, I be­lieve—many of them long little lives—they knew fear. The place looked to them bad: how were they to find moth­ers in such a place? But they went on bravely, for they had con­fid­ence in Lona—and in me too, little as I de­served it.

			We rode through the sound­ing arch­way. Sure nev­er had such a drum­ming of hoofs, such a pad­ding of paws and feet been heard on its old pave­ment! The horses star­ted and looked scared at the echo of their own steps; some hal­ted a mo­ment, some plunged wildly and wheeled about; but they were soon quieted, and went on. Some of the Little Ones shivered, and all were still as death. The three girls held closer the in­fants they car­ried. All ex­cept the bears and but­ter­flies mani­fes­ted fear.

			On the coun­ten­ance of the wo­man lay a dark anxi­ety; nor was I my­self un­af­fected by the gen­er­al dread, for the whole army was on my hands and on my con­science: I had brought it up to the danger whose shad­ow was now mak­ing it­self felt! But I was sup­por­ted by the thought of the com­ing king­dom of the Little Ones, with the bad gi­ants its slaves, and the an­im­als its lov­ing, obed­i­ent friends! Alas, I who dreamed thus, had not my­self learned to obey! Un­trust­ing, un­faith­ful ob­stin­acy had set me at the head of that army of in­no­cents! I was my­self but a slave, like any king in the world I had left who does or would do only what pleases him! But Lona rode be­side me a child in­deed, there­fore a free wo­man—calm, si­lent, watch­ful, not a whit afraid!

			We were nearly in the heart of the city be­fore any of its in­hab­it­ants be­came aware of our pres­ence. But now win­dows began to open, and sleepy heads to look out. Every face wore at first a dull stare of won­der­less as­ton­ish­ment, which, as soon as the starers per­ceived the an­im­als, changed to one of con­sterna­tion. In spite of their fear, how­ever, when they saw that their in­vaders were al­most all chil­dren, the wo­men came run­ning in­to the streets, and the men fol­lowed. But for a time all of them kept close to the houses, leav­ing open the middle of the way, for they durst not ap­proach the an­im­als.

			At length a boy, who looked about five years old, and was full of the idea of his moth­er, spy­ing in the crowd a wo­man whose face at­trac­ted him, threw him­self upon her from his ante­lope, and clung about her neck; nor was she slow to re­turn his em­brace and kisses. But the hand of a man came over her shoulder, and seized him by the neck. In­stantly a girl ran her sharp spear in­to the fel­low’s arm. He sent forth a sav­age howl, and im­me­di­ately stabbed by two or three more, fled yelling.

			“They are just bad gi­ants!” said Lona, her eyes flash­ing as she drove her horse against one of un­usu­al height who, hav­ing stirred up the little man­hood in him, stood bar­ring her way with a club. He dared not abide the shock, but slunk aside, and the next mo­ment went down, struck by sev­er­al stones. An­oth­er huge fel­low, avoid­ing my char­ger, stepped sud­denly, with a speech whose rude­ness alone was in­tel­li­gible, between me and the boy who rode be­hind me. The boy told him to ad­dress the king; the gi­ant struck his little horse on the head with a ham­mer, and he fell. Be­fore the brute could strike again, how­ever, one of the ele­phants be­hind laid him pros­trate, and trampled on him so that he did not at­tempt to get up un­til hun­dreds of feet had walked over him, and the army was gone by.

			But at sight of the wo­men what a dis­may clouded the face of Lona! Hardly one of them was even pleas­ant to look upon! Were her darlings to find moth­ers among such as these?

			Hardly had we hal­ted in the cent­ral square, when two girls rode up in anxious haste, with the tid­ings that two of the boys had been hur­ried away by some wo­men. We turned at once, and then first dis­covered that the wo­man we be­friended had dis­ap­peared with her baby.

			But at the same mo­ment we descried a white leo­pard­ess come bound­ing to­ward us down a nar­row lane that led from the square to the palace. The Little Ones had not for­got­ten the fight of the two leo­pard­esses in the forest: some of them looked ter­ri­fied, and their ranks began to waver; but they re­membered the or­der I had just giv­en them, and stood fast.

			We stopped to see the res­ult; when sud­denly a small boy, called Odu, re­mark­able for his speed and cour­age, who had heard me speak of the good­ness of the white leo­pard­ess, leaped from the back of his bear, which went sham­bling after him, and ran to meet her. The leo­pard­ess, to avoid knock­ing him down, pulled her­self up so sud­denly that she went rolling over and over: when she re­covered her feet she found the child on her back. Who could doubt the sub­jug­a­tion of a people which saw an urchin of the en­emy be­stride an an­im­al of which they lived in daily ter­ror? Con­fid­ent of the ef­fect on the whole army, we rode on.

			As we stopped at the house to which our guides led us, we heard a scream; I sprang down, and thundered at the door. My horse came and pushed me away with his nose, turned about, and had be­gun to bat­ter the door with his heels, when up came little Odu on the leo­pard­ess, and at sight of her he stood still, trem­bling. But she too had heard the cry, and for­get­ting the child on her back, threw her­self at the door; the boy was dashed against it, and fell sense­less. Be­fore I could reach him, Lona had him in her arms, and as soon as he came to him­self, set him on the back of his bear, which had still fol­lowed him.

			When the leo­pard­ess threw her­self the third time against the door, it gave way, and she dar­ted in. We fol­lowed, but she had already van­ished. We sprang up a stair, and went all over the house, to find no one. Dart­ing down again, we spied a door un­der the stair, and got in­to a labyrinth of ex­cav­a­tions. We had not gone far, how­ever, when we met the leo­pard­ess with the child we sought across her back.

			He told us that the wo­man he took for his moth­er threw him in­to a hole, say­ing she would give him to the leo­pard­ess. But the leo­pard­ess was a good one, and took him out.

			Fol­low­ing in search of the oth­er boy, we got in­to the next house more eas­ily, but to find, alas, that we were too late: one of the sav­ages had just killed the little cap­tive! It con­soled Lona, how­ever, to learn which he was, for she had been ex­pect­ing him to grow a bad gi­ant, from which worst of fates death had saved him. The leo­pard­ess sprang upon his mur­der­er, took him by the throat, dragged him in­to the street, and fol­lowed Lona with him, like a cat with a great rat in her jaws.

			“Let us leave the hor­rible place,” said Lona; “there are no moth­ers here! This people is not worth de­liv­er­ing.”

			The leo­pard­ess dropped her bur­den, and charged in­to the crowd, this way and that, wherever it was thick­est. The slaves cried out and ran, tum­bling over each oth­er in heaps.

			When we got back to the army, we found it as we had left it, stand­ing in or­der and ready.

			But I was far from easy: the prin­cess gave no sign, and what she might be plot­ting we did not know! Watch and ward must be kept the night through!

			The Little Ones were such hardy creatures that they could re­pose any­where: we told them to lie down with their an­im­als where they were, and sleep till they were called. In one mo­ment they were down, and in an­oth­er lapt in the mu­sic of their sleep, a sound as of wa­ter over grass, or a soft wind among leaves. Their an­im­als slept more lightly, ever on the edge of wak­ing. The big­ger boys and girls walked softly hith­er and thith­er among the dream­ing mul­ti­tude. All was still; the whole wicked place ap­peared at rest.

		
	
		
			
				XXXVI

				Moth­er and Daugh­ter

			
			Lona was so dis­gus­ted with the people, and es­pe­cially with the wo­men, that she wished to aban­don the place as soon as pos­sible; I, on the con­trary, felt very strongly that to do so would be to fail wil­fully where suc­cess was pos­sible; and, far worse, to weak­en the hearts of the Little Ones, and so bring them in­to much great­er danger. If we re­treated, it was cer­tain the prin­cess would not leave us un­as­sailed! if we en­countered her, the hope of the proph­ecy went with us! Moth­er and daugh­ter must meet: it might be that Lona’s love­li­ness would take Li­lith’s heart by storm! if she threatened vi­ol­ence, I should be there between them! If I found that I had no oth­er power over her, I was ready, for the sake of my Lona, to strike her piti­lessly on the closed hand! I knew she was doomed: most likely it was de­creed that her doom should now be brought to pass through us!

			Still without hint of the re­la­tion in which she stood to the prin­cess, I stated the case to Lona as it ap­peared to me. At once she agreed to ac­com­pany me to the palace.

			From the top of one of its great towers, the prin­cess had, in the early morn­ing, while the city yet slept, descried the ap­proach of the army of the Little Ones. The sight awoke in her an over­mas­ter­ing ter­ror: she had failed in her en­deav­our to des­troy them, and they were upon her! The proph­ecy was about to be ful­filled!

			When she came to her­self, she des­cen­ded to the black hall, and seated her­self in the north fo­cus of the el­lipse, un­der the open­ing in the roof.

			For she must think! Now what she called “think­ing” re­quired a clear con­scious­ness of her­self, not as she was, but as she chose to be­lieve her­self; and to aid her in the real­isa­tion of this con­scious­ness, she had sus­pen­ded, a little way from and above her, it­self in­vis­ible in the dark­ness of the hall, a mir­ror to re­ceive the full sun­light re­flec­ted from her per­son. For the res­ult­ing vis­ion of her­self in the splend­our of her beauty, she sat wait­ing the me­ri­di­on­al sun.

			Many a shad­ow moved about her in the dark­ness, but as of­ten as, with a cer­tain in­ner eye which she had, she caught sight of one, she re­fused to re­gard it. Close un­der the mir­ror stood the Shad­ow which at­ten­ded her walks, but, self-oc­cu­pied, him she did not see.

			The city was taken; the in­hab­it­ants were cower­ing in ter­ror; the Little Ones and their strange cav­alry were en­camped in the square; the sun shone upon the prin­cess, and for a few minutes she saw her­self glor­i­ous. The vis­ion passed, but she sat on. The night was now come, and dark­ness clothed and filled the glass, yet she did not move. A gloom that swarmed with shad­ows, wal­lowed in the palace; the ser­vants shivered and shook, but dared not leave it be­cause of the beasts of the Little Ones; all night long the prin­cess sat mo­tion­less: she must see her beauty again! she must try again to think! But cour­age and will had grown weary of her, and would dwell with her no more!

			In the morn­ing we chose twelve of the tallest and bravest of the boys to go with us to the palace. We rode our great horses, and they small horses and ele­phants.

			The prin­cess sat wait­ing the sun to give her the joy of her own pres­ence. The tide of the light was creep­ing up the shore of the sky, but un­til the sun stood over­head, not a ray could enter the black hall.

			He rose to our eyes, and swiftly as­cen­ded. As we climbed the steep way to the palace, he climbed the dome of its great hall. He looked in at the eye of it—and with sud­den ra­di­ance the prin­cess flashed upon her own sight. But she sprang to her feet with a cry of des­pair: alas her white­ness! the spot covered half her side, and was black as the marble around her! She clutched her robe, and fell back in her chair. The Shad­ow glided out, and she saw him go.

			We found the gate open as usu­al, passed through the paved grove up to the palace door, and entered the ves­ti­bule. There in her cage lay the spot­ted leo­pard­ess, ap­par­ently asleep or life­less. The Little Ones paused a mo­ment to look at her. She leaped up rampant against the cage. The horses reared and plunged; the ele­phants re­treated a step. The next in­stant she fell su­pine, writhed in quiv­er­ing spasms, and lay mo­tion­less. We rode in­to the great hall.

			The prin­cess yet leaned back in her chair in the shaft of sun­light, when from the stones of the court came to her ears the noise of the horses’ hoofs. She star­ted, listened, and shook: nev­er had such sound been heard in her palace! She pressed her hand to her side, and gasped. The tramp­ling came near­er and near­er; it entered the hall it­self; mov­ing fig­ures that were not shad­ows ap­proached her through the dark­ness!

			For us, we saw a splend­our, a glor­i­ous wo­man cent­ring the dark. Lona sprang from her horse, and bounded to her. I sprang from mine, and fol­lowed Lona.

			“Moth­er! moth­er!” she cried, and her clear, lovely voice echoed in the dome.

			The prin­cess shivered; her face grew al­most black with hate, her eye­brows met on her fore­head. She rose to her feet, and stood.

			“Moth­er! moth­er!” cried Lona again, as she leaped on the dais, and flung her arms around the prin­cess.

			An in­stant more and I should have reached them!—in that in­stant I saw Lona lif­ted high, and dashed on the marble floor. Oh, the hor­rible sound of her fall! At my feet she fell, and lay still. The prin­cess sat down with the smile of a de­mon­ess.

			I dropped on my knees be­side Lona, raised her from the stones, and pressed her to my bos­om. With in­dig­nant hate I glanced at the prin­cess; she answered me with her sweetest smile. I would have sprung upon her, taken her by the throat, and strangled her, but love of the child was stronger than hate of the moth­er, and I clasped closer my pre­cious bur­den. Her arms hung help­less; her blood trickled over my hands, and fell on the floor with soft, slow little plashes.

			The horses scen­ted it—mine first, then the small ones. Mine reared, shiv­er­ing and wild-eyed, went about, and thundered blindly down the dark hall, with the little horses after him. Lona’s stood gaz­ing down at his mis­tress, and trem­bling all over. The boys flung them­selves from their horses’ backs, and they, not see­ing the black wall be­fore them, dashed them­selves, with mine, to pieces against it. The ele­phants came on to the foot of the dais, and stopped, wildly trum­pet­ing; the Little Ones sprang upon it, and stood hor­ri­fied; the prin­cess lay back in her seat, her face that of a corpse, her eyes alone alive, wickedly flam­ing. She was again withered and wasted to what I found in the wood, and her side was as if a great brand­ing hand had been laid upon it. But Lona saw noth­ing, and I saw but Lona.

			“Moth­er! moth­er!” she sighed, and her breath­ing ceased.

			I car­ried her in­to the court: the sun shone upon a white face, and the pi­ti­ful shad­ow of a ghostly smile. Her head hung back. She was “dead as earth.”

			I for­got the Little Ones, for­got the mur­der­ing prin­cess, for­got the body in my arms, and wandered away, look­ing for my Lona. The doors and win­dows were crowded with brute-faces jeer­ing at me, but not dar­ing to speak, for they saw the white leo­pard­ess be­hind me, hanging her head close at my heel. I spurned her with my foot. She held back a mo­ment, and fol­lowed me again.

			I reached the square: the little army was gone! Its empti­ness roused me. Where were the Little Ones, her Little Ones? I had lost her chil­dren! I stared help­less about me, staggered to the pil­lar, and sank upon its base.

			But as I sat gaz­ing on the still coun­ten­ance, it seemed to smile a live mo­ment­ary smile. I nev­er doubted it an il­lu­sion, yet be­lieved what it said: I should yet see her alive! It was not she, it was I who was lost, and she would find me!

			I rose to go after the Little Ones, and in­stinct­ively sought the gate by which we had entered. I looked around me, but saw noth­ing of the leo­pard­ess.

			The street was rap­idly filling with a fierce crowd. They saw me en­cumbered with my dead, but for a time dared not as­sail me. Ere I reached the gate, how­ever, they had gathered cour­age. The wo­men began to hustle me; I held on heed­less. A man pushed against my sac­red bur­den: with a kick I sent him away howl­ing. But the crowd pressed upon me, and fear­ing for the dead that was bey­ond hurt, I clasped my treas­ure closer, and freed my right arm. That in­stant, how­ever, a com­mo­tion arose in the street be­hind me; the crowd broke; and through it came the Little Ones I had left in the palace. Ten of them were upon four of the ele­phants; on the two oth­er ele­phants lay the prin­cess, bound hand and foot, and quite still, save that her eyes rolled in their ghastly sock­ets. The two oth­er Little Ones rode be­hind her on Lona’s horse. Every now and then the wise creatures that bore her threw their trunks be­hind and felt her cords.

			I walked on in front, and out of the city. What an end to the hopes with which I entered the evil place! We had cap­tured the bad prin­cess, and lost our all-be­loved queen! My life was bare! my heart was empty!

		
	
		
			
				XXXVII

				The Shad­ow

			
			A mur­mur of pleas­ure from my com­pan­ions roused me: they had caught sight of their fel­lows in the dis­tance! The two on Lona’s horse rode on to join them. They were greeted with a waver­ing shout—which im­me­di­ately died away. As we drew near, the sound of their sobs reached us like the break­ing of tiny bil­lows.

			When I came among them, I saw that some­thing dire had be­fallen them: on their child­ish faces was the hag­gard look left by some strange ter­ror. No pos­sible grief could have wrought the change. A few of them came slowly round me, and held out their arms to take my bur­den. I yiel­ded it; the tender hope­less­ness of the smile with which they re­ceived it, made my heart swell with pity in the midst of its own des­ol­a­tion. In vain were their sobs over their moth­er-queen; in vain they sought to en­tice from her some re­cog­ni­tion of their love; in vain they kissed and fondled her as they bore her away: she would not wake! On each side one car­ried an arm, gently strok­ing it; as many as could get near, put their arms un­der her body; those who could not, crowded around the bear­ers. On a spot where the grass grew thick­er and softer they laid her down, and there all the Little Ones gathered sob­bing.

			Out­side the crowd stood the ele­phants, and I near them, gaz­ing at my Lona over the many little heads between. Those next me caught sight of the prin­cess, and stared trem­bling. Odu was the first to speak.

			“I have seen that wo­man be­fore!” he whispered to his next neigh­bour. “It was she who fought the white leo­pard­ess, the night they woke us with their yelling!”

			“Silly!” re­turned his com­pan­ion. “That was a wild beast, with spots!”

			“Look at her eyes!” in­sisted Odu. “I know she is a bad gi­ant­ess, but she is a wild beast all the same. I know she is the spot­ted one!”

			The oth­er took a step near­er; Odu drew him back with a sharp pull.

			“Don’t look at her!” he cried, shrink­ing away, yet fas­cin­ated by the hate-filled long­ing in her eyes. “She would eat you up in a mo­ment! It was her shad­ow! She is the wicked prin­cess!”

			“That can­not be! they said she was beau­ti­ful!”

			“In­deed it is the prin­cess!” I in­ter­posed. “Wicked­ness has made her ugly!”

			She heard, and what a look was hers!

			“It was very wrong of me to run away!” said Odu thought­fully.

			“What made you run away?” I asked. “I ex­pec­ted to find you where I left you!”

			He did not reply at once.

			“I don’t know what made me run,” answered an­oth­er. “I was frightened!”

			“It was a man that came down the hill from the palace,” said a third.

			“How did he fright­en you?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“He wasn’t a man,” said Odu; “he was a shad­ow; he had no thick to him!”

			“Tell me more about him.”

			“He came down the hill very black, walk­ing like a bad gi­ant, but spread flat. He was noth­ing but black­ness. We were frightened the mo­ment we saw him, but we did not run away; we stood and watched him. He came on as if he would walk over us. But be­fore he reached us, he began to spread and spread, and grew big­ger end big­ger, till at last he was so big that he went out of our sight, and we saw him no more, and then he was upon us!”

			“What do you mean by that?”

			“He was all black through between us, and we could not see one an­oth­er; and then he was in­side us.”

			“How did you know he was in­side you?”

			“He did me quite dif­fer­ent. I felt like bad. I was not Odu any more—not the Odu I knew. I wanted to tear Sozo to pieces—not really, but like!”

			He turned and hugged Sozo.

			“It wasn’t me, Sozo,” he sobbed. “Really, deep down, it was Odu, lov­ing you al­ways! And Odu came up, and knocked Naughty away. I grew sick, and thought I must kill my­self to get out of the black. Then came a hor­rible laugh that had heard my think, and it set the air trem­bling about me. And then I sup­pose I ran away, but I did not know I had run away un­til I found my­self run­ning, fast as could, and all the rest run­ning too. I would have stopped, but I nev­er thought of it un­til I was out of the gate among the grass. Then I knew that I had run away from a shad­ow that wanted to be me and wasn’t, and that I was the Odu that loved Sozo. It was the shad­ow that got in­to me, and hated him from in­side me; it was not my own self me! And now I know that I ought not to have run away! But in­deed I did not quite know what I was do­ing un­til it was done! My legs did it, I think: they grew frightened, and for­got me, and ran away! Naughty legs! There! and there!”

			Thus ended Odu, with a kick to each of his naughty legs.

			“What be­came of the shad­ow?” I asked.

			“I do not know,” he answered. “I sup­pose he went home in­to the night where there is no moon.”

			I fell a won­der­ing where Lona was gone, and drop­ping on the grass, took the dead thing in my lap, and whispered in its ear, “Where are you, Lona? I love you!” But its lips gave no an­swer. I kissed them, not quite cold, laid the body down again, and ap­point­ing a guard over it, rose to provide for the safety of Lona’s people dur­ing the night.

			Be­fore the sun went down, I had set a watch over the prin­cess out­side the camp, and sen­tinels round it: in­tend­ing to walk about it my­self all night long, I told the rest of the army to go to sleep. They threw them­selves on the grass and were asleep in a mo­ment.

			When the moon rose I caught a glimpse of some­thing white; it was the leo­pard­ess. She swept si­lently round the sleep­ing camp, and I saw her pass three times between the prin­cess and the Little Ones. Thereupon I made the watch lie down with the oth­ers, and stretched my­self be­side the body of Lona.

		
	
		
			
				XXXVIII

				To the House of Bit­ter­ness

			
			In the morn­ing we set out, and made for the forest as fast as we could. I rode Lona’s horse, and car­ried her body. I would take it to her fath­er: he would give it a couch in the cham­ber of his dead! or, if he would not, see­ing she had not come of her­self, I would watch it in the desert un­til it mouldered away! But I be­lieved he would, for surely she had died long ago! Alas, how bit­terly must I not humble my­self be­fore him!

			To Adam I must take Li­lith also. I had no power to make her re­pent! I had hardly a right to slay her—much less a right to let her loose in the world! and surely I scarce mer­ited be­ing made forever her gaol­er!

			Again and again, on the way, I offered her food; but she answered only with a look of hun­ger­ing hate. Her fiery eyes kept rolling to and fro, nor ever closed, I be­lieve, un­til we reached the oth­er side of the hot stream. After that they nev­er opened un­til we came to the House of Bit­ter­ness.

			One even­ing, as we were camp­ing for the night, I saw a little girl go up to her, and ran to pre­vent mis­chief. But ere I could reach them, the child had put some­thing to the lips of the prin­cess, and giv­en a scream of pain.

			“Please, king,” she whimpered, “suck fin­ger. Bad gi­ant­ess make hole in it!”

			I sucked the tiny fin­ger.

			“Well now!” she cried, and a minute after was hold­ing a second fruit to a mouth greedy of oth­er fare. But this time she snatched her hand quickly away, and the fruit fell to the ground. The child’s name was Luva.

			The next day we crossed the hot stream. Again on their own ground, the Little Ones were ju­bil­ant. But their nests were still at a great dis­tance, and that day we went no farther than the ivy-hall, where, be­cause of its grapes, I had re­solved to spend the night. When they saw the great clusters, at once they knew them good, rushed upon them, ate eagerly, and in a few minutes were all fast asleep on the green floor and in the forest around the hall. Hop­ing again to see the dance, and ex­pect­ing the Little Ones to sleep through it, I had made them leave a wide space in the middle. I lay down among them, with Lona by my side, but did not sleep.

			The night came, and sud­denly the com­pany was there. I was won­der­ing with my­self wheth­er, night after night, they would thus go on dan­cing to all etern­ity, and wheth­er I should not one day have to join them be­cause of my stiff-necked­ness, when the eyes of the chil­dren came open, and they sprang to their feet, wide awake. Im­me­di­ately every­one caught hold of a dan­cer, and away they went, bound­ing and skip­ping. The spectres seemed to see and wel­come them: per­haps they knew all about the Little Ones, for they had them­selves long been on their way back to child­hood! Any­how, their in­no­cent gam­bols must, I thought, bring re­fresh­ment to weary souls who, their present taken from them and their fu­ture dark, had no life save the shad­ow of their van­ished past. Many a merry but nev­er a rude prank did the chil­dren play; and if they did at times cause a mo­ment­ary jar in the rhythm of the dance, the poor spectres, who had noth­ing to smile with­al, at least mani­fes­ted no an­noy­ance.

			Just ere the morn­ing began to break, I star­ted to see the skel­et­on-prin­cess in the door­way, her eyes open and glow­ing, the fear­ful spot black on her side. She stood for a mo­ment, then came glid­ing in, as if she would join the dance. I sprang to my feet. A cry of re­pug­nant fear broke from the chil­dren, and the lights van­ished. But the low moon looked in, and I saw them cling­ing to each oth­er. The ghosts were gone—at least they were no longer vis­ible. The prin­cess too had dis­ap­peared. I dar­ted to the spot where I had left her: she lay with her eyes closed, as if she had nev­er moved. I re­turned to the hall. The Little Ones were already on the floor, com­pos­ing them­selves to sleep.

			The next morn­ing, as we star­ted, we spied, a little way from us, two skel­et­ons mov­ing about in a thick­et. The Little Ones broke their ranks, and ran to them. I fol­lowed; and, al­though now walk­ing at ease, without splint or lig­at­ure, I was able to re­cog­nise the pair I had be­fore seen in that neigh­bour­hood. The chil­dren at once made friends with them, lay­ing hold of their arms, and strok­ing the bones of their long fin­gers; and it was plain the poor creatures took their at­ten­tions kindly. The two seemed on ex­cel­lent terms with each oth­er. Their com­mon depriva­tion had drawn them to­geth­er! the loss of everything had been the be­gin­ning of a new life to them!

			Per­ceiv­ing that they had gathered hand­fuls of herbs, and were look­ing for more—pre­sum­ably to rub their bones with, for in what oth­er way could nour­ish­ment reach their sys­tem so rudi­ment­ary?—the Little Ones, hav­ing keenly ex­amined those they held, gathered of the same sorts, and filled the hands the skel­et­ons held out to re­ceive them. Then they bid them good­bye, prom­ising to come and see them again, and re­sumed their jour­ney, say­ing to each oth­er they had not known there were such nice people liv­ing in the same forest.

			When we came to the nest-vil­lage, I re­mained there a night with them, to see them re­settled; for Lona still looked like one just dead, and there seemed no need of haste.

			The prin­cess had eaten noth­ing, and her eyes re­mained shut: fear­ing she might die ere we reached the end of our jour­ney, I went to her in the night, and laid my bare arm upon her lips. She bit in­to it so fiercely that I cried out. How I got away from her I do not know, but I came to my­self ly­ing bey­ond her reach. It was then morn­ing, and im­me­di­ately I set about our de­par­ture.

			Choos­ing twelve Little Ones, not of the biggest and strongest, but of the sweetest and mer­ri­est, I moun­ted them on six ele­phants, and took two more of the wise clum­sies, as the chil­dren called them, to bear the prin­cess. I still rode Lona’s horse, and car­ried her body wrapt in her cloak be­fore me. As nearly as I could judge I took the dir­ect way, across the left branch of the ri­ver­bed, to the House of Bit­ter­ness, where I hoped to learn how best to cross the broad­er and rough­er branch, and how to avoid the basin of mon­sters: I dreaded the former for the ele­phants, the lat­ter for the chil­dren.

			I had one ter­rible night on the way—the third, passed in the desert between the two branches of the dead river.

			We had stopped the ele­phants in a sheltered place, and there let the prin­cess slip down between them, to lie on the sand un­til the morn­ing. She seemed quite dead, but I did not think she was. I laid my­self a little way from her, with the body of Lona by my oth­er side, thus to keep watch at once over the dead and the dan­ger­ous. The moon was halfway down the west, a pale, thought­ful moon, mot­tling the desert with shad­ows. Of a sud­den she was ec­lipsed, re­main­ing vis­ible, but send­ing forth no light: a thick, dia­phan­ous film covered her pa­tient beauty, and she looked troubled. The film swept a little aside, and I saw the edge of it against her clear­ness—the jagged out­line of a bat-like wing, torn and hooked. Came a cold wind with a burn­ing sting—and Li­lith was upon me. Her hands were still bound, but with her teeth she pulled from my shoulder the cloak Lona made for me, and fixed them in my flesh. I lay as one para­lysed.

			Already the very life seemed flow­ing from me in­to her, when I re­membered, and struck her on the hand. She raised her head with a gurg­ling shriek, and I felt her shiver. I flung her from me, and sprang to my feet.

			She was on her knees, and rocked her­self to and fro. A second blast of hot-sting­ing cold en­vel­oped us; the moon shone out clear, and I saw her face—gaunt and ghastly, be­smeared with red.

			“Down, dev­il!” I cried.

			“Where are you tak­ing me?” she asked, with the voice of a dull echo from a sep­ulchre.

			“To your first hus­band,” I answered.

			“He will kill me!” she moaned.

			“At least he will take you off my hands!”

			“Give me my daugh­ter,” she sud­denly screamed, grind­ing her teeth.

			“Nev­er! Your doom is upon you at last!”

			“Loose my hands for pity’s sake!” she groaned. “I am in tor­ture. The cords are sunk in my flesh.”

			“I dare not. Lie down!” I said.

			She threw her­self on the ground like a log.

			The rest of the night passed in peace, and in the morn­ing she again seemed dead.

			Be­fore even­ing we came in sight of the House of Bit­ter­ness, and the next mo­ment one of the ele­phants came along­side of my horse.

			“Please, king, you are not go­ing to that place?” whispered the Little One who rode on his neck.

			“In­deed I am! We are go­ing to stay the night there,” I answered.

			“Oh, please, don’t! That must be where the cat-wo­man lives!”

			“If you had ever seen her, you would not call her by that name!”

			“Nobody ever sees her: she has lost her face! Her head is back and side all round.”

			“She hides her face from dull, dis­con­ten­ted people!—Who taught you to call her the cat-wo­man?”

			“I heard the bad gi­ants call her so.”

			“What did they say about her?”

			“That she had claws to her toes.”

			“It is not true. I know the lady. I spent a night at her house.”

			“But she may have claws to her toes! You might see her feet, and her claws be fol­ded up in­side their cush­ions!”

			“Then per­haps you think that I have claws to my toes?”

			“Oh, no; that can’t be! you are good!”

			“The gi­ants might have told you so!” I pur­sued.

			“We shouldn’t be­lieve them about you!”

			“Are the gi­ants good?”

			“No; they love ly­ing.”

			“Then why do you be­lieve them about her? I know the lady is good; she can­not have claws.”

			“Please how do you know she is good?”

			“How do you know I am good?”

			I rode on, while he waited for his com­pan­ions, and told them what I had said.

			They hastened after me, and when they came up—

			“I would not take you to her house if I did not be­lieve her good,” I said.

			“We know you would not,” they answered.

			“If I were to do some­thing that frightened you—what would you say?”

			“The beasts frightened us some­times at first, but they nev­er hurt us!” answered one.

			“That was be­fore we knew them!” ad­ded an­oth­er.

			“Just so!” I answered. “When you see the wo­man in that cot­tage, you will know that she is good. You may won­der at what she does, but she will al­ways be good. I know her bet­ter than you know me. She will not hurt you—or if she does—”

			“Ah, you are not sure about it, king dear! You think she may hurt us!”

			“I am sure she will nev­er be un­kind to you, even if she do hurt you!”

			They were si­lent for a while.

			“I’m not afraid of be­ing hurt—a little!—a good deal!” cried Odu. “But I should not like scratches in the dark! The gi­ants say the cat-wo­man has claw-feet all over her house!”

			“I am tak­ing the prin­cess to her,” I said.

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause she is her friend.”

			“How can she be good then?”

			“Little Tumble­down is a friend of the prin­cess,” I answered; “so is Luva: I saw them both, more than once, try­ing to feed her with grapes!”

			“Little Tumble­down is good! Luva is very good!”

			“That is why they are her friends.”

			“Will the cat-wo­man—I mean the wo­man that isn’t the cat-wo­man, and has no claws to her toes—give her grapes?”

			“She is more likely to give her scratches!”

			“Why?—You say she is her friend!”

			“That is just why.—A friend is one who gives us what we need, and the prin­cess is sorely in need of a ter­rible scratch­ing.”

			They were si­lent again.

			“If any of you are afraid,” I said, “you may go home; I shall not pre­vent you. But I can­not take one with me who be­lieves the gi­ants rather than me, or one who will call a good lady the cat-wo­man!”

			“Please, king,” said one, “I’m so afraid of be­ing afraid!”

			“My boy,” I answered, “there is no harm in be­ing afraid. The only harm is in do­ing what Fear tells you. Fear is not your mas­ter! Laugh in his face and he will run away.”

			“There she is—in the door wait­ing for us!” cried one, and put his hands over his eyes.

			“How ugly she is!” cried an­oth­er, and did the same.

			“You do not see her,” I said; “her face is covered!”

			“She has no face!” they answered.

			“She has a very beau­ti­ful face. I saw it once.—It is in­deed as beau­ti­ful as Lona’s!” I ad­ded with a sigh.

			“Then what makes her hide it?”

			“I think I know:—any­how, she has some good reas­on for it!”

			“I don’t like the cat-wo­man! she is fright­ful!”

			“You can­not like, and you ought not to dis­like what you have nev­er seen.—Once more, you must not call her the cat-wo­man!”

			“What are we to call her then, please?”

			“Lady Mara.”

			“That is a pretty name!” said a girl; “I will call her ‘lady Mara’; then per­haps she will show me her beau­ti­ful face!”

			Mara, drest and muffled in white, was in­deed stand­ing in the door­way to re­ceive us.

			“At last!” she said. “Li­lith’s hour has been long on the way, but it is come! Everything comes. Thou­sands of years have I waited—and not in vain!”

			She came to me, took my treas­ure from my arms, car­ried it in­to the house, and re­turn­ing, took the prin­cess. Li­lith shuddered, but made no res­ist­ance. The beasts lay down by the door. We fol­lowed our host­ess, the Little Ones look­ing very grave. She laid the prin­cess on a rough settle at one side of the room, un­bound her, and turned to us.

			“Mr. Vane,” she said, “and you, Little Ones, I thank you! This wo­man would not yield to gentler meas­ures; harder must have their turn. I must do what I can to make her re­pent!”

			The pi­ti­ful-hearted Little Ones began to sob sorely.

			“Will you hurt her very much, lady Mara?” said the girl I have just men­tioned, put­ting her warm little hand in mine.

			“Yes; I am afraid I must; I fear she will make me!” answered Mara. “It would be cruel to hurt her too little. It would have all to be done again, only worse.”

			“May I stop with her?”

			“No, my child. She loves no one, there­fore she can­not be with any­one. There is One who will be with her, but she will not be with Him.”

			“Will the shad­ow that came down the hill be with her?”

			“The great Shad­ow will be in her, I fear, but he can­not be with her, or with any­one. She will know I am be­side her, but that will not com­fort her.”

			“Will you scratch her very deep?” asked Odu, go­ing near, and put­ting his hand in hers. “Please, don’t make the red juice come!”

			She caught him up, turned her back to the rest of us, drew the muffling down from her face, and held him at arms’ length that he might see her.

			As if his face had been a mir­ror, I saw in it what he saw. For one mo­ment he stared, his little mouth open; then a di­vine won­der arose in his coun­ten­ance, and swiftly changed to in­tense de­light. For a minute he gazed en­tranced, then she set him down. Yet a mo­ment he stood look­ing up at her, lost in con­tem­pla­tion—then ran to us with the face of a proph­et that knows a bliss he can­not tell. Mara re­arranged her mufflings, and turned to the oth­er chil­dren.

			“You must eat and drink be­fore you go to sleep,” she said; “you have had a long jour­ney!”

			She set the bread of her house be­fore them, and a jug of cold wa­ter. They had nev­er seen bread be­fore, and this was hard and dry, but they ate it without sign of dis­taste. They had nev­er seen wa­ter be­fore, but they drank without de­mur, one after the oth­er look­ing up from the draught with a face of glad as­ton­ish­ment. Then she led away the smal­lest, and the rest went troop­ing after her. With her own gentle hands, they told me, she put them to bed on the floor of the gar­ret.

		
	
		
			
				XXXIX

				That Night

			
			Their night was a troubled one, and they brought a strange re­port of it in­to the day. Wheth­er the fear of their sleep came out in­to their wak­ing, or their wak­ing fear sank with them in­to their dreams, awake or asleep they were nev­er at rest from it. All night some­thing seemed go­ing on in the house—some­thing si­lent, some­thing ter­rible, some­thing they were not to know. Nev­er a sound awoke; the dark­ness was one with the si­lence, and the si­lence was the ter­ror.

			Once, a fright­ful wind filled the house, and shook its in­side, they said, so that it quivered and trembled like a horse shak­ing him­self; but it was a si­lent wind that made not even a moan in their cham­ber, and passed away like a sound­less sob.

			They fell asleep. But they woke again with a great start. They thought the house was filling with wa­ter such as they had been drink­ing. It came from be­low, and swelled up un­til the gar­ret was full of it to the very roof. But it made no more sound than the wind, and when it sank away, they fell asleep dry and warm.

			The next time they woke, all the air, they said, in­side and out, was full of cats. They swarmed—up and down, along and across, every­where about the room. They felt their claws try­ing to get through the night­gowns lady Mara had put on them, but they could not; and in the morn­ing not one of them had a scratch. Through the dark sud­denly, came the only sound they heard the night long—the far-off howl of the huge great-grand­moth­er-cat in the desert: she must have been call­ing her little ones, they thought, for that in­stant the cats stopped, and all was still. Once more they fell fast asleep, and did not wake till the sun was rising.

			Such was the ac­count the chil­dren gave of their ex­per­i­ences. But I was with the veiled wo­man and the prin­cess all through the night: some­thing of what took place I saw; much I only felt; and there was more which eye could not see, and heart only could in a meas­ure un­der­stand.

			As soon as Mara left the room with the chil­dren, my eyes fell on the white leo­pard­ess: I thought we had left her be­hind us, but there she was, cower­ing in a corner. Ap­par­ently she was in mor­tal ter­ror of what she might see. A lamp stood on the high chim­neypiece, and some­times the room seemed full of lamp-shad­ows, some­times of cloudy forms. The prin­cess lay on the settle by the wall, and seemed nev­er to have moved hand or foot. It was a fear­some wait­ing.

			When Mara re­turned, she drew the settle with Li­lith upon it to the middle of the room, then sat down op­pos­ite me, at the oth­er side of the hearth. Between us burned a small fire.

			Some­thing ter­rible was on its way! The cloudy pres­ences flickered and shook. A sil­very creature like a slow­worm came crawl­ing out from among them, slowly crossed the clay floor, and crept in­to the fire. We sat mo­tion­less. The some­thing came near­er.

			But the hours passed, mid­night drew nigh, and there was no change. The night was very still. Not a sound broke the si­lence, not a rustle from the fire, not a crack from board or beam. Now and again I felt a sort of heave, but wheth­er in the earth or in the air or in the wa­ters un­der the earth, wheth­er in my own body or in my soul—wheth­er it was any­where, I could not tell. A dread sense of judg­ment was upon me. But I was not afraid, for I had ceased to care for aught save the thing that must be done.

			Sud­denly it was mid­night. The muffled wo­man rose, turned to­ward the settle, and slowly un­wound the long swathes that hid her face: they dropped on the ground, and she stepped over them. The feet of the prin­cess were to­ward the hearth; Mara went to her head, and turn­ing, stood be­hind it. Then I saw her face. It was lovely bey­ond speech—white and sad, heart-and-soul sad, but not un­happy, and I knew it nev­er could be un­happy. Great tears were run­ning down her cheeks: she wiped them away with her robe; her coun­ten­ance grew very still, and she wept no more. But for the pity in every line of her ex­pres­sion, she would have seemed severe. She laid her hand on the head of the prin­cess—on the hair that grew low on the fore­head, and stoop­ing, breathed on the sal­low brow. The body shuddered.

			“Will you turn away from the wicked things you have been do­ing so long?” said Mara gently.

			The prin­cess did not an­swer. Mara put the ques­tion again, in the same soft, in­vit­ing tone.

			Still there was no sign of hear­ing. She spoke the words a third time.

			Then the seem­ing corpse opened its mouth and answered, its words ap­pear­ing to frame them­selves of some­thing else than sound.—I can­not shape the thing fur­ther: sounds they were not, yet they were words to me.

			“I will not,” she said. “I will be my­self and not an­oth­er!”

			“Alas, you are an­oth­er now, not your­self! Will you not be your real self?”

			“I will be what I mean my­self now.”

			“If you were re­stored, would you not make what amends you could for the misery you have caused?”

			“I would do after my nature.”

			“You do not know it: your nature is good, and you do evil!”

			“I will do as my Self pleases—as my Self de­sires.”

			“You will do as the Shad­ow, over­shad­ow­ing your Self in­clines you?”

			“I will do what I will to do.”

			“You have killed your daugh­ter, Li­lith!”

			“I have killed thou­sands. She is my own!”

			“She was nev­er yours as you are an­oth­er’s.”

			“I am not an­oth­er’s; I am my own, and my daugh­ter is mine.”

			“Then, alas, your hour is come!”

			“I care not. I am what I am; no one can take from me my­self!”

			“You are not the Self you ima­gine.”

			“So long as I feel my­self what it pleases me to think my­self, I care not. I am con­tent to be to my­self what I would be. What I choose to seem to my­self makes me what I am. My own thought makes me me; my own thought of my­self is me. An­oth­er shall not make me!”

			“But an­oth­er has made you, and can com­pel you to see what you have made your­self. You will not be able much longer to look to your­self any­thing but what he sees you! You will not much longer have sat­is­fac­tion in the thought of your­self. At this mo­ment you are aware of the com­ing change!”

			“No one ever made me. I defy that Power to un­make me from a free wo­man! You are his slave, and I defy you! You may be able to tor­ture me—I do not know, but you shall not com­pel me to any­thing against my will!”

			“Such a com­pul­sion would be without value. But there is a light that goes deep­er than the will, a light that lights up the dark­ness be­hind it: that light can change your will, can make it truly yours and not an­oth­er’s—not the Shad­ow’s. In­to the cre­ated can pour it­self the cre­at­ing will, and so re­deem it!”

			“That light shall not enter me: I hate it!—Be­gone, slave!”

			“I am no slave, for I love that light, and will with the deep­er will which cre­ated mine. There is no slave but the creature that wills against its cre­at­or. Who is a slave but her who cries, ‘I am free,’ yet can­not cease to ex­ist!”

			“You speak fool­ish­ness from a cower­ing heart! You ima­gine me giv­en over to you: I defy you! I hold my­self against you! What I choose to be, you can­not change. I will not be what you think me—what you say I am!”

			“I am sorry: you must suf­fer!”

			“But be free!”

			“She alone is free who would make free; she loves not free­dom who would en­slave: she is her­self a slave. Every life, every will, every heart that came with­in your ken, you have sought to sub­due: you are the slave of every slave you have made—such a slave that you do not know it!—See your own self!”

			She took her hand from the head of the prin­cess, and went two back­ward paces from her.

			A sound­less pres­ence as of roar­ing flame pos­sessed the house—the same, I pre­sume, that was to the chil­dren a si­lent wind. In­vol­un­tar­ily I turned to the hearth: its fire was a still small move­less glow. But I saw the worm-thing come creep­ing out, white-hot, vivid as in­can­des­cent sil­ver, the live heart of es­sen­tial fire. Along the floor it crawled to­ward the settle, go­ing very slow. Yet more slowly it crept up on it, and laid it­self, as un­will­ing to go fur­ther, at the feet of the prin­cess. I rose and stole near­er. Mara stood mo­tion­less, as one that waits an event fore­known. The shin­ing thing crawled on to a bare bony foot: it showed no suf­fer­ing, neither was the settle scorched where the worm had lain. Slowly, very slowly, it crept along her robe un­til it reached her bos­om, where it dis­ap­peared among the folds.

			The face of the prin­cess lay stonily calm, the eye­lids closed as over dead eyes; and for some minutes noth­ing fol­lowed. At length, on the dry, parch­ment-like skin, began to ap­pear drops as of the finest dew: in a mo­ment they were as large as seed-pearls, ran to­geth­er, and began to pour down in streams. I dar­ted for­ward to snatch the worm from the poor withered bos­om, and crush it with my foot. But Mara, Moth­er of Sor­row, stepped between, and drew aside the closed edges of the robe: no ser­pent was there—no sear­ing trail; the creature had passed in by the centre of the black spot, and was pier­cing through the joints and mar­row to the thoughts and in­tents of the heart. The prin­cess gave one writh­ing, con­tor­ted shud­der, and I knew the worm was in her secret cham­ber.

			“She is see­ing her­self!” said Mara; and lay­ing her hand on my arm, she drew me three paces from the settle.

			Of a sud­den the prin­cess bent her body up­ward in an arch, then sprang to the floor, and stood erect. The hor­ror in her face made me tremble lest her eyes should open, and the sight of them over­whelm me. Her bos­om heaved and sank, but no breath is­sued. Her hair hung and dripped; then it stood out from her head and emit­ted sparks; again hung down, and poured the sweat of her tor­ture on the floor.

			I would have thrown my arms about her, but Mara stopped me.

			“You can­not go near her,” she said. “She is far away from us, afar in the hell of her self-con­scious­ness. The cent­ral fire of the uni­verse is ra­di­at­ing in­to her the know­ledge of good and evil, the know­ledge of what she is. She sees at last the good she is not, the evil she is. She knows that she is her­self the fire in which she is burn­ing, but she does not know that the Light of Life is the heart of that fire. Her tor­ment is that she is what she is. Do not fear for her; she is not for­saken. No gentler way to help her was left. Wait and watch.”

			It may have been five minutes or five years that she stood thus—I can­not tell; but at last she flung her­self on her face.

			Mara went to her, and stood look­ing down upon her. Large tears fell from her eyes on the wo­man who had nev­er wept, and would not weep.

			“Will you change your way?” she said at length.

			“Why did he make me such?” gasped Li­lith. “I would have made my­self—oh, so dif­fer­ent! I am glad it was he that made me and not I my­self! He alone is to blame for what I am! Nev­er would I have made such a worth­less thing! He meant me such that I might know it and be miser­able! I will not be made any longer!”

			“Un­make your­self, then,” said Mara.

			“Alas, I can­not! You know it, and mock me! How of­ten have I not ag­on­ised to cease, but the tyr­ant keeps me be­ing! I curse him!—Now let him kill me!”

			The words came in jets as from a dy­ing foun­tain.

			“Had he not made you,” said Mara, gently and slowly, “you could not even hate him. But he did not make you such. You have made your­self what you are.—Be of bet­ter cheer: he can re­make you.”

			“I will not be re­made!”

			“He will not change you; he will only re­store you to what you were.”

			“I will not be aught of his mak­ing.”

			“Are you not will­ing to have that set right which you have set wrong?”

			She lay si­lent; her suf­fer­ing seemed abated.

			“If you are will­ing, put your­self again on the settle.”

			“I will not,” she answered, for­cing the words through her clenched teeth.

			A wind seemed to wake in­side the house, blow­ing without sound or im­pact; and a wa­ter began to rise that had no lap in its ripples, no sob in its swell. It was cold, but it did not be­numb. Un­seen and noise­less it came. It smote no sense in me, yet I knew it rising. I saw it lift at last and float her. Gently it bore her, un­able to res­ist, and left rather than laid her on the settle. Then it sank swiftly away.

			The strife of thought, ac­cus­ing and ex­cus­ing, began afresh, and gathered fierce­ness. The soul of Li­lith lay na­ked to the tor­ture of pure in­ter­pen­et­rat­ing in­ward light. She began to moan, and sigh deep sighs, then mur­mur as hold­ing col­loquy with a di­vidu­al self: her queen­dom was no longer whole; it was di­vided against it­self. One mo­ment she would ex­ult as over her worst en­emy, and weep; the next she would writhe as in the em­brace of a friend whom her soul hated, and laugh like a de­mon. At length she began what seemed a tale about her­self, in a lan­guage so strange, and in forms so shad­owy, that I could but here and there un­der­stand a little. Yet the lan­guage seemed the primev­al shape of one I knew well, and the forms to be­long to dreams which had once been mine, but re­fused to be re­called. The tale ap­peared now and then to touch upon things that Adam had read from the dis­par­ted ma­nu­script, and of­ten to make al­lu­sion to in­flu­ences and forces—vices too, I could not help sus­pect­ing—with which I was un­ac­quain­ted.

			She ceased, and again came the hor­ror in her hair, the spark­ling and flow­ing al­tern­ate. I sent a be­seech­ing look to Mara.

			“Those, alas, are not the tears of re­pent­ance!” she said. “The true tears gath­er in the eyes. Those are far more bit­ter, and not so good. Self-loath­ing is not sor­row. Yet it is good, for it marks a step in the way home, and in the fath­er’s arms the prod­ig­al for­gets the self he ab­om­in­ates. Once with his fath­er, he is to him­self of no more ac­count. It will be so with her.”

			She went near­er and said,

			“Will you re­store that which you have wrong­fully taken?”

			“I have taken noth­ing,” answered the prin­cess, for­cing out the words in spite of pain, “that I had not the right to take. My power to take mani­fes­ted my right.”

			Mara left her.

			Gradu­ally my soul grew aware of an in­vis­ible dark­ness, a some­thing more ter­rible than aught that had yet made it­self felt. A hor­rible Noth­ing­ness, a Neg­a­tion pos­it­ive in­folded her; the bor­der of its be­ing that was yet no be­ing, touched me, and for one ghastly in­stant I seemed alone with Death Ab­so­lute! It was not the ab­sence of everything I felt, but the pres­ence of Noth­ing. The prin­cess dashed her­self from the settle to the floor with an ex­ceed­ing great and bit­ter cry. It was the re­coil of Be­ing from An­ni­hil­a­tion.

			“For pity’s sake,” she shrieked, “tear my heart out, but let me live!”

			With that there fell upon her, and upon us also who watched with her, the per­fect calm as of a sum­mer night. Suf­fer­ing had all but reached the brim of her life’s cup, and a hand had emp­tied it! She raised her head, half rose, and looked around her. A mo­ment more, and she stood erect, with the air of a con­quer­or: she had won the battle! Dare­ful she had met her spir­itu­al foes; they had with­drawn de­feated! She raised her withered arm above her head, a pae­an of un­holy tri­umph in her throat—when sud­denly her eyes fixed in a ghastly stare.—What was she see­ing?

			I looked, and saw: be­fore her, cast from un­seen heav­enly mir­ror, stood the re­flec­tion of her­self, and be­side it a form of splendent beauty. She trembled, and sank again on the floor help­less. She knew the one what God had in­ten­ded her to be, the oth­er what she had made her­self.

			The rest of the night she lay mo­tion­less al­to­geth­er.

			With the gray dawn grow­ing in the room, she rose, turned to Mara, and said, in pride­ful hu­mil­ity, “You have conquered. Let me go in­to the wil­der­ness and be­wail my­self.”

			Mara saw that her sub­mis­sion was not feigned, neither was it real. She looked at her a mo­ment, and re­turned:

			“Be­gin, then, and set right in the place of wrong.”

			“I know not how,” she replied—with the look of one who foresaw and feared the an­swer.

			“Open thy hand, and let that which is in it go.”

			A fierce re­fus­al seemed to struggle for pas­sage, but she kept it prisoned.

			“I can­not,” she said. “I have no longer the power. Open it for me.”

			She held out the of­fend­ing hand. It was more a paw than a hand. It seemed to me plain that she could not open it.

			Mara did not even look at it.

			“You must open it your­self,” she said quietly.

			“I have told you I can­not!”

			“You can if you will—not in­deed at once, but by per­sist­ent ef­fort. What you have done, you do not yet wish un­done—do not yet in­tend to undo!”

			“You think so, I dare say,” re­joined the prin­cess with a flash of in­solence, “but I know that I can­not open my hand!”

			“I know you bet­ter than you know your­self, and I know you can. You have of­ten opened it a little way. Without trouble and pain you can­not open it quite, but you can open it. At worst you could beat it open! I pray you, gath­er your strength, and open it wide.”

			“I will not try what I know im­possible. It would be the part of a fool!”

			“Which you have been play­ing all your life! Oh, you are hard to teach!”

			De­fi­ance re­appeared on the face of the prin­cess. She turned her back on Mara, say­ing, “I know what you have been tor­ment­ing me for! You have not suc­ceeded, nor shall you suc­ceed! You shall yet find me stronger than you think! I will yet be mis­tress of my­self! I am still what I have al­ways known my­self—queen of Hell, and mis­tress of the worlds!”

			Then came the most fear­ful thing of all. I did not know what it was; I knew my­self un­able to ima­gine it; I knew only that if it came near me I should die of ter­ror! I now know that it was life in death—life dead, yet ex­ist­ent; and I knew that Li­lith had had glimpses, but only glimpses of it be­fore: it had nev­er been with her un­til now.

			She stood as she had turned. Mara went and sat down by the fire. Fear­ing to stand alone with the prin­cess, I went also and sat again by the hearth. Some­thing began to de­part from me. A sense of cold, yet not what we call cold, crept, not in­to, but out of my be­ing, and per­vaded it. The lamp of life and the etern­al fire seemed dy­ing to­geth­er, and I about to be left with naught but the con­scious­ness that I had been alive. Mer­ci­fully, be­reave­ment did not go so far, and my thought went back to Li­lith.

			Some­thing was tak­ing place in her which we did not know. We knew we did not feel what she felt, but we knew we felt some­thing of the misery it caused her. The thing it­self was in her, not in us; its re­flex, her misery, reached us, and was again re­flec­ted in us: she was in the out­er dark­ness, we present with her who was in it! We were not in the out­er dark­ness; had we been, we could not have been with her; we should have been time­lessly, space­lessly, ab­so­lutely apart. The dark­ness knows neither the light nor it­self; only the light knows it­self and the dark­ness also. None but God hates evil and un­der­stands it.

			Some­thing was gone from her, which then first, by its ab­sence, she knew to have been with her every mo­ment of her wicked years. The source of life had with­drawn it­self; all that was left her of con­scious be­ing was the dregs of her dead and cor­rup­ted life.

			She stood ri­gid. Mara bur­ied her head in her hands. I gazed on the face of one who knew ex­ist­ence but not love—knew nor life, nor joy, nor good; with my eyes I saw the face of a live death! She knew life only to know that it was dead, and that, in her, death lived. It was not merely that life had ceased in her, but that she was con­sciously a dead thing. She had killed her life, and was dead—and knew it. She must death it forever and ever! She had tried her hard­est to un­make her­self, and could not! she was a dead life! she could not cease! she must be! In her face I saw and read bey­ond its misery—saw in its dis­may that the dis­may be­hind it was more than it could mani­fest. It sent out a liv­id gloom; the light that was in her was dark­ness, and after its kind it shone. She was what God could not have cre­ated. She had usurped bey­ond her share in self-cre­ation, and her part had un­done His! She saw now what she had made, and be­hold, it was not good! She was as a con­scious corpse, whose coffin would nev­er come to pieces, nev­er set her free! Her bod­ily eyes stood wide open, as if gaz­ing in­to the heart of hor­ror es­sen­tial—her own in­des­truct­ible evil. Her right hand also was now clenched—upon ex­ist­ent Noth­ing—her in­her­it­ance!

			But with God all things are pos­sible: He can save even the rich!

			Without change of look, without sign of pur­pose, Li­lith walked to­ward Mara. She felt her com­ing, and rose to meet her.

			“I yield,” said the prin­cess. “I can­not hold out. I am de­feated.—Not the less, I can­not open my hand.”

			“Have you tried?”

			“I am try­ing now with all my might.”

			“I will take you to my fath­er. You have wronged him worst of the cre­ated, there­fore he best of the cre­ated can help you.”

			“How can he help me?”

			“He will for­give you.”

			“Ah, if he would but help me to cease! Not even that am I cap­able of! I have no power over my­self; I am a slave! I ac­know­ledge it. Let me die.”

			“A slave thou art that shall one day be a child!” answered Mara.—“Ver­ily, thou shalt die, but not as thou thinkest. Thou shalt die out of death in­to life. Now is the Life for, that nev­er was against thee!”

			Like her moth­er, in whom lay the moth­er­hood of all the world, Mara put her arms around Li­lith, and kissed her on the fore­head. The fiery-cold misery went out of her eyes, and their foun­tains filled. She lif­ted, and bore her to her own bed in a corner of the room, laid her softly upon it, and closed her eyes with caress­ing hands.

			Li­lith lay and wept. The Lady of Sor­row went to the door and opened it.

			Morn, with the Spring in her arms, waited out­side. Softly they stole in at the opened door, with a gentle wind in the skirts of their gar­ments. It flowed and flowed about Li­lith, rip­pling the un­known, up­wak­ing sea of her life etern­al; rip­pling and to ripple it, un­til at length she who had been but as a weed cast on the dry sandy shore to with­er, should know her­self an in­let of the ever­last­ing ocean, hence­forth to flow in­to her forever, and ebb no more. She answered the morn­ing wind with re­viv­ing breath, and began to listen. For in the skirts of the wind had come the rain—the soft rain that heals the mown, the many-wounded grass—sooth­ing it with the sweet­ness of all mu­sic, the hush that lives between mu­sic and si­lence. It be­dewed the desert places around the cot­tage, and the sands of Li­lith’s heart heard it, and drank it in. When Mara re­turned to sit by her bed, her tears were flow­ing softer than the rain, and soon she was fast asleep.

		
	
		
			
				XL

				The House of Death

			
			The Moth­er of Sor­rows rose, muffled her face, and went to call the Little Ones. They slept as if all the night they had not moved, but the mo­ment she spoke they sprang to their feet, fresh as if new-made. Mer­rily down the stair they fol­lowed her, and she brought them where the prin­cess lay, her tears yet flow­ing as she slept. Their glad faces grew grave. They looked from the prin­cess out on the rain, then back at the prin­cess.

			“The sky is fall­ing!” said one.

			“The white juice is run­ning out of the prin­cess!” cried an­oth­er, with an awed look.

			“Is it rivers?” asked Odu, gaz­ing at the little streams that flowed adown her hol­low cheeks.

			“Yes,” answered Mara, “—the most won­der­ful of all rivers.”

			“I thought rivers was big­ger, and rushed, like a lot of Little Ones, mak­ing loud noises!” he re­turned, look­ing at me, from whom alone he had heard of rivers.

			“Look at the rivers of the sky!” said Mara. “See how they come down to wake up the wa­ters un­der the earth! Soon will the rivers be flow­ing every­where, merry and loud, like thou­sands and thou­sands of happy chil­dren. Oh, how glad they will make you, Little Ones! You have nev­er seen any, and do not know how lovely is the wa­ter!”

			“That will be the glad of the ground that the prin­cess is grown good,” said Odu. “See the glad of the sky!”

			“Are the rivers the glad of the prin­cess?” asked Luva. “They are not her juice, for they are not red!”

			“They are the juice in­side the juice,” answered Mara.

			Odu put one fin­ger to his eye, looked at it, and shook his head.

			“Prin­cess will not bite now!” said Luva.

			“No; she will nev­er do that again,” replied Mara. “—But now we must take her near­er home.”

			“Is that a nest?” asked Sozo.

			“Yes; a very big nest. But we must take her to an­oth­er place first.”

			“What is that?”

			“It is the biggest room in all this world.—But I think it is go­ing to be pulled down: it will soon be too full of little nests.—Go and get your clum­sies.”

			“Please are there any cats in it?”

			“Not one. The nests are too full of lovely dreams for one cat to get in.”

			“We shall be ready in a minute,” said Odu, and ran out, fol­lowed by all ex­cept Luva.

			Li­lith was now awake, and listen­ing with a sad smile.

			“But her rivers are run­ning so fast!” said Luva, who stood by her side and seemed un­able to take her eyes from her face. “Her robe is all—I don’t know what. Clum­sies won’t like it!”

			“They won’t mind it,” answered Mara. “Those rivers are so clean that they make the whole world clean.”

			I had fallen asleep by the fire, but for some time had been awake and listen­ing, and now rose.

			“It is time to mount, Mr. Vane,” said our host­ess.

			“Tell me, please,” I said, “is there not a way by which to avoid the chan­nels and the den of mon­sters?”

			“There is an easy way across the ri­ver­bed, which I will show you,” she answered; “but you must pass once more through the mon­sters.”

			“I fear for the chil­dren,” I said.

			“Fear will not once come nigh them,” she re­joined.

			We left the cot­tage. The beasts stood wait­ing about the door. Odu was already on the neck of one of the two that were to carry the prin­cess. I moun­ted Lona’s horse; Mara brought her body, and gave it me in my arms. When she came out again with the prin­cess, a cry of de­light arose from the chil­dren: she was no longer muffled! Gaz­ing at her, and en­tranced with her love­li­ness, the boys for­got to re­ceive the prin­cess from her; but the ele­phants took Li­lith ten­derly with their trunks, one round her body and one round her knees, and, Mara help­ing, laid her along between them.

			“Why does the prin­cess want to go?” asked a small boy. “She would keep good if she stayed here!”

			“She wants to go, and she does not want to go: we are help­ing her,” answered Mara. “She will not keep good here.”

			“What are you help­ing her to do?” he went on.

			“To go where she will get more help—help to open her hand, which has been closed for a thou­sand years.”

			“So long? Then she has learned to do without it: why should she open it now?”

			“Be­cause it is shut upon some­thing that is not hers.”

			“Please, lady Mara, may we have some of your very dry bread be­fore we go?” said Luva.

			Mara smiled, and brought them four loaves and a great jug of wa­ter.

			“We will eat as we go,” they said. But they drank the wa­ter with de­light.

			“I think,” re­marked one of them, “it must be ele­phant-juice! It makes me so strong!”

			We set out, the Lady of Sor­row walk­ing with us, more beau­ti­ful than the sun, and the white leo­pard­ess fol­low­ing her. I thought she meant but to put us in the path across the chan­nels, but I soon found she was go­ing with us all the way. Then I would have dis­moun­ted that she might ride, but she would not let me.

			“I have no bur­den to carry,” she said. “The chil­dren and I will walk to­geth­er.”

			It was the love­li­est of morn­ings; the sun shone his bright­est, and the wind blew his sweetest, but they did not com­fort the desert, for it had no wa­ter.

			We crossed the chan­nels without dif­fi­culty, the chil­dren gam­bol­ing about Mara all the way, but did not reach the top of the ridge over the bad bur­row un­til the sun was already in the act of dis­ap­pear­ing. Then I made the Little Ones mount their ele­phants, for the moon might be late, and I could not help some anxi­ety about them.

			The Lady of Sor­row now led the way by my side; the ele­phants fol­lowed—the two that bore the prin­cess in the centre; the leo­pard­ess brought up the rear; and just as we reached the fright­ful mar­gin, the moon looked up and showed the shal­low basin ly­ing be­fore us un­troubled. Mara stepped in­to it; not a move­ment answered her tread or the feet of my horse. But the mo­ment that the ele­phants car­ry­ing the prin­cess touched it, the seem­ingly sol­id earth began to heave and boil, and the whole dread brood of the hellish nest was com­moved. Mon­sters up­rose on all sides, every neck at full length, every beak and claw out­stretched, every mouth agape. Long-billed heads, hor­ribly jawed faces, knotty tentacles in­nu­mer­able, went out after Li­lith. She lay in an agony of fear, nor dared stir a fin­ger. Wheth­er the hideous things even saw the chil­dren, I doubt; cer­tainly not one of them touched a child; not one loathly mem­ber passed the live ram­part of her body­guard, to lay hold of her.

			“Little Ones,” I cried, “keep your ele­phants close about the prin­cess. Be brave; they will not touch you.”

			“What will not touch us? We don’t know what to be brave at!” they answered; and I per­ceived they were un­aware of one of the de­form­it­ies around them.

			“Nev­er mind then,” I re­turned; “only keep close.”

			They were panoplied in their blind­ness! In­ca­pa­city to see was their safety. What they could no­wise be aware of, could not hurt them.

			But the hideous forms I saw that night! Mara was a few paces in front of me when a sol­it­ary, bod­i­less head bounced on the path between us. The leo­pard­ess came rush­ing un­der the ele­phants from be­hind, and would have seized it, but, with fright­ful con­tor­tions of vis­age and a loath­some howl, it gave it­self a rap­id ro­tat­ory twist, sprang from her, and bur­ied it­self in the ground. The death in my arms as­soil­ing me from fear, I re­garded them all un­moved, al­though nev­er, sure, was else­where be­held such a crew ac­cursed!

			Mara still went in front of me, and the leo­pard­ess now walked close be­hind her, shiv­er­ing of­ten, for it was very cold, when sud­denly the ground be­fore me to my left began to heave, and a low wave of earth came slink­ing to­ward us. It rose high­er as it drew hear; out of it slouched a dread­ful head with fleshy tubes for hair, and open­ing a great oval mouth, snapped at me. The leo­pard­ess sprang, but fell baffled bey­ond it.

			Al­most un­der our feet, shot up the head of an enorm­ous snake, with a lamp­ing wal­low­ing glare in its eyes. Again the leo­pard­ess rushed to the at­tack, but found noth­ing. At a third mon­ster she dar­ted with like fury, and like fail­ure—then sul­lenly ceased to heed the phantom-horde. But I un­der­stood the per­il and hastened the cross­ing—the rather that the moon was car­ry­ing her­self strangely. Even as she rose she seemed ready to drop and give up the at­tempt as hope­less; and since, I saw her sink back once fully her own breadth. The arc she made was very low, and now she had be­gun to des­cend rap­idly.

			We were al­most over, when, between us and the bor­der of the basin, arose a long neck, on the top of which, like the blos­som of some Sty­gi­an lily, sat what seemed the head of a corpse, its mouth half open, and full of can­ine teeth. I went on; it re­treated, then drew aside. The lady stepped on the firm land, but the leo­pard­ess between us, roused once more, turned, and flew at the throat of the ter­ror. I re­mained where I was to see the ele­phants, with the prin­cess and the chil­dren, safe on the bank. Then I turned to look after the leo­pard­ess. That mo­ment the moon went down, For an in­stant I saw the leo­pard­ess and the snake-mon­ster con­volved in a cloud of dust; then dark­ness hid them. Trem­bling with fright, my horse wheeled, and in three bounds over­took the ele­phants.

			As we came up with them, a shape­less jelly dropped on the prin­cess. A white dove dropped im­me­di­ately on the jelly, stabbing it with its beak. It made a squelch­ing, suck­ing sound, and fell off. Then I heard the voice of a wo­man talk­ing with Mara, and I knew the voice.

			“I fear she is dead!” said Mara.

			“I will send and find her,” answered the moth­er. “But why, Mara, shouldst thou at all fear for her or for any­one? Death can­not hurt her who dies do­ing the work giv­en her to do.”

			“I shall miss her sorely; she is good and wise. Yet I would not have her live bey­ond her hour!”

			“She has gone down with the wicked; she will rise with the right­eous. We shall see her again ere very long.”

			“Moth­er,” I said, al­though I did not see her, “we come to you many, but most of us are Little Ones. Will you be able to re­ceive us all?”

			“You are wel­come every­one,” she answered. “Soon­er or later all will be little ones, for all must sleep in my house! It is well with those that go to sleep young and will­ing!—My hus­band is even now pre­par­ing her couch for Li­lith. She is neither young nor quite will­ing, but it is well in­deed that she is come.”

			I heard no more. Moth­er and daugh­ter had gone away to­geth­er through the dark. But we saw a light in the dis­tance, and to­ward it we went stum­bling over the moor.

			Adam stood in the door, hold­ing the candle to guide us, and talk­ing with his wife, who, be­hind him, laid bread and wine on the table with­in.

			“Happy chil­dren,” I heard her say, “to have looked already on the face of my daugh­ter! Surely it is the love­li­est in the great world!”

			When we reached the door, Adam wel­comed us al­most mer­rily. He set the candle on the threshold, and go­ing to the ele­phants, would have taken the prin­cess to carry her in; but she re­pulsed him, and push­ing her ele­phants asun­der, stood erect between them. They walked from be­side her, and left her with him who had been her hus­band—ashamed in­deed of her gaunt un­come­li­ness, but un­sub­missive. He stood with a wel­come in his eyes that shone through their sever­ity.

			“We have long waited for thee, Li­lith!” he said.

			She re­turned him no an­swer.

			Eve and her daugh­ter came to the door.

			“The mor­tal foe of my chil­dren!” mur­mured Eve, stand­ing ra­di­ant in her beauty.

			“Your chil­dren are no longer in her danger,” said Mara; “she has turned from evil.”

			“Trust her not hast­ily, Mara,” answered her moth­er; “she has de­ceived a mul­ti­tude!”

			“But you will open to her the mir­ror of the Law of Liberty, moth­er, that she may go in­to it, and abide in it! She con­sents to open her hand and re­store: will not the great Fath­er re­store her to in­her­it­ance with His oth­er chil­dren?”

			“I do not know Him!” mur­mured Li­lith, in a voice of fear and doubt.

			“There­fore it is that thou art miser­able,” said Adam.

			“I will go back whence I came!” she cried, and turned, wringing her hands, to de­part.

			“That is in­deed what I would have thee do, where I would have thee go—to Him from whom thou camest! In thy agony didst thou not cry out for Him?”

			“I cried out for Death—to es­cape Him and thee!”

			“Death is even now on his way to lead thee to Him. Thou know­est neither Death nor the Life that dwells in Death! Both be­friend thee. I am dead, and would see thee dead, for I live and love thee. Thou art weary and heavy-laden: art thou not ashamed? Is not the be­ing thou hast cor­rup­ted be­come to thee at length an evil thing? Wouldst thou yet live on in dis­grace etern­al? Cease thou canst not: wilt thou not be re­stored and be?”

			She stood si­lent with bowed head.

			“Fath­er,” said Mara, “take her in thine arms, and carry her to her couch. There she will open her hand, and die in­to life.”

			“I will walk,” said the prin­cess.

			Adam turned and led the way. The prin­cess walked feebly after him in­to the cot­tage.

			Then Eve came out to me where I sat with Lona in my bos­om. She reached up her arms, took her from me, and car­ried her in. I dis­moun­ted, and the chil­dren also. The horse and the ele­phants stood shiv­er­ing; Mara pat­ted and stroked them every­one; they lay down and fell asleep. She led us in­to the cot­tage, and gave the Little Ones of the bread and wine on the table. Adam and Li­lith were stand­ing there to­geth­er, but si­lent both.

			Eve came from the cham­ber of death, where she had laid Lona down, and offered of the bread and wine to the prin­cess.

			“Thy beauty slays me! It is death I would have, not food!” said Li­lith, and turned from her.

			“This food will help thee to die,” answered Eve.

			But Li­lith would not taste of it.

			“If thou wilt nor eat nor drink, Li­lith,” said Adam, “come and see the place where thou shalt lie in peace.”

			He led the way through the door of death, and she fol­lowed sub­missive. But when her foot crossed the threshold she drew it back, and pressed her hand to her bos­om, struck through with the cold im­mor­tal.

			A wild blast fell roar­ing on the roof, and died away in a moan. She stood ghastly with ter­ror.

			“It is he!” said her voice­less lips: I read their mo­tion.

			“Who, prin­cess!” I whispered.

			“The great Shad­ow,” she mur­mured.

			“Here he can­not enter,” said Adam. “Here he can hurt no one. Over him also is power giv­en me.”

			“Are the chil­dren in the house?” asked Li­lith, and at the word the heart of Eve began to love her.

			“He nev­er dared touch a child,” she said. “Nor have you either ever hurt a child. Your own daugh­ter you have but sent in­to the love­li­est sleep, for she was already a long time dead when you slew her. And now Death shall be the atone­maker; you shall sleep to­geth­er.”

			“Wife,” said Adam, “let us first put the chil­dren to bed, that she may see them safe!”

			He came back to fetch them. As soon as he was gone, the prin­cess knelt to Eve, clasped her knees, and said,

			“Beau­ti­ful Eve, per­suade your hus­band to kill me: to you he will listen! In­deed I would but can­not open my hand.”

			“You can­not die without open­ing it. To kill you would not serve you,” answered Eve. “But in­deed he can­not! no one can kill you but the Shad­ow; and whom he kills nev­er knows she is dead, but lives to do his will, and thinks she is do­ing her own.”

			“Show me then to my grave; I am so weary I can live no longer. I must go to the Shad­ow—yet I would not!”

			She did not, could not un­der­stand!

			She struggled to rise, but fell at the feet of Eve. The Moth­er lif­ted, and car­ried her in­ward.

			I fol­lowed Adam and Mara and the chil­dren in­to the cham­ber of death. We passed Eve with Li­lith in her arms, and went farther in.

			“You shall not go to the Shad­ow,” I heard Eve say, as we passed them. “Even now is his head un­der my heel!”

			The dim light in Adam’s hand glimmered on the sleep­ing faces, and as he went on, the dark­ness closed over them. The very air seemed dead: was it be­cause none of the sleep­ers breathed it? Pro­found­est sleep filled the wide place. It was as if not one had waked since last I was there, for the forms I had then noted lay there still. My fath­er was just as I had left him, save that he seemed yet near­er to a per­fect peace. The wo­man be­side him looked young­er.

			The dark­ness, the cold, the si­lence, the still air, the faces of the lovely dead, made the hearts of the chil­dren beat softly, but their little tongues would talk—with low, hushed voices.

			“What a curi­ous place to sleep in!” said one, “I would rather be in my nest!” “It is so cold!” said an­oth­er.

			“Yes, it is cold,” answered our host; “but you will not be cold in your sleep.”

			“Where are our nests?” asked more than one, look­ing round and see­ing no couch un­oc­cu­pied.

			“Find places, and sleep where you choose,” replied Adam.

			In­stantly they scattered, ad­van­cing fear­lessly bey­ond the light, but we still heard their gentle voices, and it was plain they saw where I could not.

			“Oh,” cried one, “here is such a beau­ti­ful lady!—may I sleep be­side her? I will creep in quietly, and not wake her.”

			“Yes, you may,” answered the voice of Eve be­hind us; and we came to the couch while the little fel­low was yet creep­ing slowly and softly un­der the sheet. He laid his head be­side the lady’s, looked up at us, and was still. His eye­lids fell; he was asleep.

			We went a little farther, and there was an­oth­er who had climbed up on the couch of a wo­man.

			“Moth­er! moth­er!” he cried, kneel­ing over her, his face close to hers. “—She’s so cold she can’t speak,” he said, look­ing up to us; “but I will soon make her warm!”

			He lay down, and press­ing close to her, put his little arm over her. In an in­stant he too was asleep, smil­ing an ab­so­lute con­tent.

			We came to a third Little One; it was Luva. She stood on tip­toe, lean­ing over the edge of a couch.

			“My own moth­er wouldn’t have me,” she said softly: “will you?”

			Re­ceiv­ing no reply, she looked up at Eve. The great moth­er lif­ted her to the couch, and she got at once un­der the snowy cov­er­ing.

			Each of the Little Ones had by this time, ex­cept three of the boys, found at least an un­ob­ject­ing bed­fel­low, and lay still and white be­side a still, white wo­man. The little orphans had ad­op­ted moth­ers! One tiny girl had chosen a fath­er to sleep with, and that was mine. A boy lay by the side of the beau­ti­ful mat­ron with the slow-heal­ing hand. On the middle one of the three couches hitherto un­oc­cu­pied, lay Lona.

			Eve set Li­lith down be­side it. Adam poin­ted to the va­cant couch on Lona’s right hand, and said,

			“There, Li­lith, is the bed I have pre­pared for you!”

			She glanced at her daugh­ter ly­ing be­fore her like a statue carved in semitrans­par­ent ala­baster, and shuddered from head to foot. “How cold it is!” she mur­mured.

			“You will soon be­gin to find com­fort in the cold,” answered Adam.

			“Prom­ises to the dy­ing are easy!” she said.

			“But I know it: I too have slept. I am dead!”

			“I be­lieved you dead long ago; but I see you alive!”

			“More alive than you know, or are able to un­der­stand. I was scarce alive when first you knew me. Now I have slept, and am awake; I am dead, and live in­deed!”

			“I fear that child,” she said, point­ing to Lona: “she will rise and ter­rify me!”

			“She is dream­ing love to you.”

			“But the Shad­ow!” she moaned; “I fear the Shad­ow! he will be wroth with me!”

			“He at sight of whom the horses of heav­en start and rear, dares not dis­turb one dream in this quiet cham­ber!”

			“I shall dream then?”

			“You will dream.”

			“What dreams?”

			“That I can­not tell, but none he can enter in­to. When the Shad­ow comes here, it will be to lie down and sleep also.—His hour will come, and he knows it will.”

			“How long shall I sleep?”

			“You and he will be the last to wake in the morn­ing of the uni­verse.”

			The prin­cess lay down, drew the sheet over her, stretched her­self out straight, and lay still with open eyes.

			Adam turned to his daugh­ter. She drew near.

			“Li­lith,” said Mara, “you will not sleep, if you lie there a thou­sand years, un­til you have opened your hand, and yiel­ded that which is not yours to give or to with­hold.”

			“I can­not,” she answered. “I would if I could, and gladly, for I am weary, and the shad­ows of death are gath­er­ing about me.”

			“They will gath­er and gath­er, but they can­not in­fold you while yet your hand re­mains un­opened. You may think you are dead, but it will be only a dream; you may think you have come awake, but it will still be only a dream. Open your hand, and you will sleep in­deed—then wake in­deed.”

			“I am try­ing hard, but the fin­gers have grown to­geth­er and in­to the palm.”

			“I pray you put forth the strength of your will. For the love of life, draw to­geth­er your forces and break its bonds!”

			“I have struggled in vain; I can do no more. I am very weary, and sleep lies heavy upon my lids.”

			“The mo­ment you open your hand, you will sleep. Open it, and make an end.”

			A tinge of col­our arose in the parch­ment-like face; the con­tor­ted hand trembled with ag­on­ised ef­fort. Mara took it, and sought to aid her.

			“Hold, Mara!” cried her fath­er. “There is danger!”

			The prin­cess turned her eyes upon Eve, be­seech­ingly.

			“There was a sword I once saw in your hus­band’s hands,” she mur­mured. “I fled when I saw it. I heard him who bore it say it would di­vide whatever was not one and in­di­vis­ible!”

			“I have the sword,” said Adam. “The an­gel gave it me when he left the gate.”

			“Bring it, Adam,” pleaded Li­lith, “and cut me off this hand that I may sleep.”

			“I will,” he answered.

			He gave the candle to Eve, and went. The prin­cess closed her eyes.

			In a few minutes Adam re­turned with an an­cient weapon in his hand. The scab­bard looked like vel­lum grown dark with years, but the hilt shone like gold that noth­ing could tar­nish. He drew out the blade. It flashed like a pale blue north­ern stream­er, and the light of it made the prin­cess open her eyes. She saw the sword, shuddered, and held out her hand. Adam took it. The sword gleamed once, there was one little gush of blood, and he laid the severed hand in Mara’s lap. Li­lith had giv­en one moan, and was already fast asleep. Mara covered the arm with the sheet, and the three turned away.

			“Will you not dress the wound?” I said.

			“A wound from that sword,” answered Adam, “needs no dress­ing. It is heal­ing and not hurt.”

			“Poor lady!” I said, “she will wake with but one hand!”

			“Where the dead de­form­ity clung,” replied Mara, “the true, lovely hand is already grow­ing.”

			We heard a child­ish voice be­hind us, and turned again. The candle in Eve’s hand shone on the sleep­ing face of Li­lith, and the wak­ing faces of the three Little Ones, grouped on the oth­er side of her couch. “How beau­ti­ful she is grown!” said one of them.

			“Poor prin­cess!” said an­oth­er; “I will sleep with her. She will not bite any more!”

			As he spoke he climbed in­to her bed, and was im­me­di­ately fast asleep. Eve covered him with the sheet.

			“I will go on her oth­er side,” said the third. “She shall have two to kiss her when she wakes!”

			“And I am left alone!” said the first mourn­fully.

			“I will put you to bed,” said Eve.

			She gave the candle to her hus­band, and led the child away.

			We turned once more to go back to the cot­tage. I was very sad, for no one had offered me a place in the house of the dead. Eve joined us as we went, and walked on be­fore with her hus­band. Mara by my side car­ried the hand of Li­lith in the lap of her robe.

			“Ah, you have found her!” we heard Eve say as we stepped in­to the cot­tage.

			The door stood open; two ele­phant-trunks came through it out of the night bey­ond.

			“I sent them with the lan­tern,” she went on to her hus­band, “to look for Mara’s leo­pard­ess: they have brought her.”

			I fol­lowed Adam to the door, and between us we took the white creature from the ele­phants, and car­ried her to the cham­ber we had just left, the wo­men pre­ced­ing us, Eve with the light, and Mara still car­ry­ing the hand. There we laid the beauty across the feet of the prin­cess, her fore­paws out­stretched, and her head couch­ing between them.

		
	
		
			
				XLI

				I Am Sent

			
			Then I turned and said to Eve,

			“Moth­er, one couch next to Lona is empty: I know I am un­worthy, but may I not sleep this night in your cham­ber with my dead? Will you not par­don both my cow­ardice and my self-con­fid­ence, and take me in? I give me up. I am sick of my­self, and would fain sleep the sleep!”

			“The couch next to Lona is the one already pre­pared for you,” she answered; “but some­thing waits to be done ere you sleep.”

			“I am ready,” I replied.

			“How do you know you can do it?” she asked with a smile.

			“Be­cause you re­quire it,” I answered. “What is it?”

			She turned to Adam:

			“Is he for­giv­en, hus­band?”

			“From my heart.”

			“Then tell him what he has to do.”

			Adam turned to his daugh­ter.

			“Give me that hand, Mara, my child.”

			She held it out to him in her lap. He took it ten­derly.

			“Let us go to the cot­tage,” he said to me; “there I will in­struct you.”

			As we went, again arose a sud­den storm­ful blast, mingled with a great flap­ping on the roof, but it died away as be­fore in a deep moan.

			When the door of the death-cham­ber was closed be­hind us, Adam seated him­self, and I stood be­fore him.

			“You will re­mem­ber,” he said, “how, after leav­ing my daugh­ter’s house, you came to a dry rock, bear­ing the marks of an an­cient catar­act; you climbed that rock, and found a sandy desert: go to that rock now, and from its sum­mit walk deep in­to the desert. But go not many steps ere you lie down, and listen with your head on the sand. If you hear the mur­mur of wa­ter be­neath, go a little farther, and listen again. If you still hear the sound, you are in the right dir­ec­tion. Every few yards you must stop, lie down, and hearken. If, listen­ing thus, at any time you hear no sound of wa­ter, you are out of the way, and must hearken in every dir­ec­tion un­til you hear it again. Keep­ing with the sound, and care­ful not to re­trace your steps, you will soon hear it louder, and the grow­ing sound will lead you to where it is loudest: that is the spot you seek. There dig with the spade I will give you, and dig un­til you come to mois­ture: in it lay the hand, cov­er it to the level of the desert, and come home.—But give good heed, and carry the hand with care. Nev­er lay it down, in what place of seem­ing safety so­ever; let noth­ing touch it; stop nor turn aside for any at­tempt to bar your way; nev­er look be­hind you; speak to no one, an­swer no one, walk straight on.—It is yet dark, and the morn­ing is far dis­tant, but you must set out at once.”

			He gave me the hand, and brought me a spade.

			“This is my garden­ing spade,” he said; “with it I have brought many a lovely thing to the sun.”

			I took it, and went out in­to the night.

			It was very cold, and pitch-dark. To fall would be a dread thing, and the way I had to go was a dif­fi­cult one even in the broad sun­light! But I had not set my­self the task, and the minute I star­ted I learned that I was left to no chance: a pale light broke from the ground at every step, and showed me where next to set my foot. Through the heath­er and the low rocks I walked without once even stum­bling. I found the bad bur­row quite still; not a wave arose, not a head ap­peared as I crossed it.

			A moon came, and her­self showed me the easy way: to­ward morn­ing I was al­most over the dry chan­nels of the first branch of the ri­ver­bed, and not far, I judged, from Mara’s cot­tage.

			The moon was very low, and the sun not yet up, when I saw be­fore me in the path, here nar­rowed by rocks, a fig­ure covered from head to foot as with a veil of moon­lit mist. I kept on my way as if I saw noth­ing. The fig­ure threw aside its veil.

			“Have you for­got­ten me already?” said the prin­cess—or what seemed she.

			I neither hes­it­ated nor answered; I walked straight on.

			“You meant then to leave me in that hor­rible sep­ulchre! Do you not yet un­der­stand that where I please to be, there I am? Take my hand: I am alive as you!”

			I was on the point of say­ing, “Give me your left hand,” but be­thought my­self, held my peace, and stead­ily ad­vanced.

			“Give me my hand,” she sud­denly shrieked, “or I will tear you in pieces: you are mine!”

			She flung her­self upon me. I shuddered, but did not fal­ter. Noth­ing touched me, and I saw her no more.

			With meas­ured tread along the path, filling it for some dis­tance, came a body of armed men. I walked through them—nor know wheth­er they gave way to me, or were bod­i­less things. But they turned and fol­lowed me; I heard and felt their march at my very heels; but I cast no look be­hind, and the sound of their steps and the clash of their ar­mour died away.

			A little farther on, the moon be­ing now close to the ho­ri­zon and the way in deep shad­ow, I descried, seated where the path was so nar­row that I could not pass her, a wo­man with muffled face.

			“Ah,” she said, “you are come at last! I have waited here for you an hour or more! You have done well! Your tri­al is over. My fath­er sent me to meet you that you might have a little rest on the way. Give me your charge, and lay your head in my lap; I will take good care of both un­til the sun is well ris­en. I am not bit­ter­ness al­ways, neither to all men!”

			Her words were ter­rible with tempta­tion, for I was very weary. And what more likely to be true! If I were, through slav­ish obed­i­ence to the let­ter of the com­mand and lack of pure in­sight, to trample un­der my feet the very per­son of the Lady of Sor­row! My heart grew faint at the thought, then beat as if it would burst my bos­om.

			Nev­er­the­less my will hardened it­self against my heart, and my step did not fal­ter. I took my tongue between my teeth lest I should un­awares an­swer, and kept on my way. If Adam had sent her, he could not com­plain that I would not heed her! Nor would the Lady of Sor­row love me the less that even she had not been able to turn me aside!

			Just ere I reached the phantom, she pulled the cov­er­ing from her face: great in­deed was her love­li­ness, but those were not Mara’s eyes! no lie could truly or for long im­it­ate them! I ad­vanced as if the thing were not there, and my foot found empty room.

			I had al­most reached the oth­er side when a Shad­ow—I think it was The Shad­ow, barred my way. He seemed to have a hel­met upon his head, but as I drew closer I per­ceived it was the head it­self I saw—so dis­tor­ted as to bear but a doubt­ful re­semb­lance to the hu­man. A cold wind smote me, dank and sick­en­ing—re­puls­ive as the air of a char­nel-house; firm­ness for­sook my joints, and my limbs trembled as if they would drop in a help­less heap. I seemed to pass through him, but I think now that he passed through me: for a mo­ment I was as one of the damned. Then a soft wind like the first breath of a new­born spring greeted me, and be­fore me arose the dawn.

			My way now led me past the door of Mara’s cot­tage. It stood wide open, and upon the table I saw a loaf of bread and a pitch­er of wa­ter. In or around the cot­tage was neither howl nor wail.

			I came to the pre­cip­ice that test­i­fied to the van­ished river. I climbed its worn face, and went on in­to the desert. There at last, after much listen­ing to and fro, I de­term­ined the spot where the hid­den wa­ter was loudest, hung Li­lith’s hand about my neck, and began to dig. It was a long la­bour, for I had to make a large hole be­cause of the loose­ness of the sand; but at length I threw up a damp spade­ful. I flung the sex­ton-tool on the verge, and laid down the hand. A little wa­ter was already ooz­ing from un­der its fin­gers. I sprang out, and made haste to fill the grave. Then, ut­terly fa­tigued, I dropped be­side it, and fell asleep.

		
	
		
			
				XLII

				I Sleep the Sleep

			
			When I woke, the ground was moist about me, and my track to the grave was grow­ing a quick­sand. In its an­cient course the river was swell­ing, and had be­gun to shove at its bur­den. Soon it would be roar­ing down the pre­cip­ice, and, di­vided in its fall, rush­ing with one branch to re­sub­merge the orch­ard val­ley, with the oth­er to drown per­haps the mon­ster horde, and between them to isle the Evil Wood. I set out at once on my re­turn to those who sent me.

			When I came to the pre­cip­ice, I took my way betwixt the branches, for I would pass again by the cot­tage of Mara, lest she should have re­turned: I longed to see her once more ere I went to sleep; and now I knew where to cross the chan­nels, even if the river should have over­taken me and filled them. But when I reached it, the door stood open still; the bread and the wa­ter were still on the table; and deep si­lence was with­in and around it. I stopped and called aloud at the door, but no voice replied, and I went my way.

			A little farther, I came where sat a gray­headed man on the sand, weep­ing.

			“What ails you, sir?” I asked. “Are you for­saken?”

			“I weep,” he answered, “be­cause they will not let me die. I have been to the house of death, and its mis­tress, not­with­stand­ing my years, re­fuses me. In­ter­cede for me, sir, if you know her, I pray you.”

			“Nay, sir,” I replied, “that I can­not; for she re­fuses none whom it is law­ful for her to re­ceive.”

			“How know you this of her? You have nev­er sought death! you are much too young to de­sire it!”

			“I fear your words may in­dic­ate that, were you young again, neither would you de­sire it.”

			“In­deed, young sir, I would not! and cer­tain I am that you can­not.”

			“I may not be old enough to de­sire to die, but I am young enough to de­sire to live in­deed! There­fore I go now to learn if she will at length take me in. You wish to die be­cause you do not care to live: she will not open her door to you, for no one can die who does not long to live.”

			“It ill be­comes your youth to mock a friend­less old man. Pray, cease your riddles!”

			“Did not then the Moth­er tell you some­thing of the same sort?”

			“In truth I be­lieve she did; but I gave little heed to her ex­cuses.”

			“Ah, then, sir,” I re­joined, “it is but too plain you have not yet learned to die, and I am heart­ily grieved for you. Such had I too been but for the Lady of Sor­row. I am in­deed young, but I have wept many tears; par­don me, there­fore, if I pre­sume to of­fer coun­sel:—Go to the Lady of Sor­row, and ‘take with both hands’1 what she will give you. Yon­der lies her cot­tage. She is not in it now, but her door stands open, and there is bread and wa­ter on her table. Go in; sit down; eat of the bread; drink of the wa­ter; and wait there un­til she ap­pear. Then ask coun­sel of her, for she is true, and her wis­dom is great.”

			He fell to weep­ing afresh, and I left him weep­ing. What I said, I fear he did not heed. But Mara would find him!

			The sun was down, and the moon un­ris­en, when I reached the abode of the mon­sters, but it was still as a stone till I passed over. Then I heard a noise of many wa­ters, and a great cry be­hind me, but I did not turn my head.

			Ere I reached the house of death, the cold was bit­ter and the dark­ness dense; and the cold and the dark­ness were one, and entered in­to my bones to­geth­er. But the candle of Eve, shin­ing from the win­dow, guided me, and kept both frost and murk from my heart.

			The door stood open, and the cot­tage lay empty. I sat down dis­con­sol­ate.

			And as I sat, there grew in me such a sense of loneli­ness as nev­er yet in my wan­der­ings had I felt. Thou­sands were near me, not one was with me! True, it was I who was dead, not they; but, wheth­er by their life or by my death, we were di­vided! They were alive, but I was not dead enough even to know them alive: doubt would come. They were, at best, far from me, and help­ers I had none to lay me be­side them!

			Nev­er be­fore had I known, or truly ima­gined des­ol­a­tion! In vain I took my­self to task, say­ing the solitude was but a seem­ing: I was awake, and they slept—that was all! it was only that they lay so still and did not speak! they were with me now, and soon, soon I should be with them!

			I dropped Adam’s old spade, and the dull sound of its fall on the clay floor seemed re­ver­ber­ated from the cham­ber bey­ond: a child­ish ter­ror seized me; I sat and stared at the coffin-door.—But fath­er Adam, moth­er Eve, sis­ter Mara would soon come to me, and then—wel­come the cold world and the white neigh­bours! I for­got my fears, lived a little, and loved my dead.

			Some­thing did move in the cham­ber of the dead! There came from it what was like a dim, far-off sound, yet was not what I knew as sound. My soul sprang in­to my ears. Was it a mere thrill of the dead air, too slight to be heard, but quiv­er­ing in every spir­itu­al sense? I knew without hear­ing, without feel­ing it!

			The some­thing was com­ing! it drew near­er! In the bos­om of my deser­tion awoke an in­fant hope. The noise­less thrill reached the coffin-door—be­came sound, and smote on my ear.

			The door began to move—with a low, soft creak­ing of its hinges. It was open­ing! I ceased to listen, and stared ex­pect­ant.

			It opened a little way, and a face came in­to the open­ing. It was Lona’s. Its eyes were closed, but the face it­self was upon me, and seemed to see me. It was white as Eve’s, white as Mara’s, but did not shine like their faces. She spoke, and her voice was like a sleepy night-wind in the grass.

			“Are you com­ing, king?” it said. “I can­not rest un­til you are with me, glid­ing down the river to the great sea, and the beau­ti­ful dream­land. The sleep­i­ness is full of lovely things: come and see them.”

			“Ah, my darling!” I cried. “Had I but known!—I thought you were dead!”

			She lay on my bos­om—cold as ice frozen to marble. She threw her arms, so white, feebly about me, and sighed—

			“Carry me back to my bed, king. I want to sleep.”

			I bore her to the death-cham­ber, hold­ing her tight lest she should dis­solve out of my arms. Un­aware that I saw, I car­ried her straight to her couch.

			“Lay me down,” she said, “and cov­er me from the warm air; it hurts—a little. Your bed is there, next to mine. I shall see you when I wake.”

			She was already asleep. I threw my­self on my couch—blessed as nev­er was man on the eve of his wed­ding.

			“Come, sweet cold,” I said, “and still my heart speedily.”

			But there came in­stead a glim­mer of light in the cham­ber, and I saw the face of Adam ap­proach­ing. He had not the candle, yet I saw him. At the side of Lona’s couch, he looked down on her with a ques­tion­ing smile, and then greeted me across it.

			“We have been to the top of the hill to hear the wa­ters on their way,” he said. “They will be in the den of the mon­sters to­night.—But why did you not await our re­turn?”

			“My child could not sleep,” I answered.

			“She is fast asleep!” he re­joined.

			“Yes, now!” I said; “but she was awake when I laid her down.”

			“She was asleep all the time!” he in­sisted. “She was per­haps dream­ing about you—and came to you?”

			“She did.”

			“And did you not see that her eyes were closed?”

			“Now I think of it, I did.”

			“If you had looked ere you laid her down, you would have seen her asleep on the couch.”

			“That would have been ter­rible!”

			“You would only have found that she was no longer in your arms.”

			“That would have been worse!”

			“It is, per­haps, to think of; but to see it would not have troubled you.”

			“Dear fath­er,” I said, “how is it that I am not sleepy? I thought I should go to sleep like the Little Ones the mo­ment I laid my head down!”

			“Your hour is not quite come. You must have food ere you sleep.”

			“Ah, I ought not to have lain down without your leave, for I can­not sleep without your help! I will get up at once!”

			But I found my own weight more than I could move.

			“There is no need: we will serve you here,” he answered. “—You do not feel cold, do you?”

			“Not too cold to lie still, but per­haps too cold to eat!”

			He came to the side of my couch, bent over me, and breathed on my heart. At once I was warm.

			As he left me, I heard a voice, and knew it was the Moth­er’s. She was singing, and her song was sweet and soft and low, and I thought she sat by my bed in the dark; but ere it ceased, her song soared aloft, and seemed to come from the throat of a wo­man-an­gel, high above all the re­gion of larks, high­er than man had ever yet lif­ted up his heart. I heard every word she sang, but could keep only this:—

			
				
					“Many a wrong, and its cur­ing song;
					

					Many a road, and many an inn;
					

					Room to roam, but only one home
					

					For all the world to win!”
				

			

			and I thought I had heard the song be­fore.

			Then the three came to my couch to­geth­er, bring­ing me bread and wine, and I sat up to par­take of it. Adam stood on one side of me, Eve and Mara on the oth­er.

			“You are good in­deed, fath­er Adam, moth­er Eve, sis­ter Mara,” I said, “to re­ceive me! In my soul I am ashamed and sorry!”

			“We knew you would come again!” answered Eve.

			“How could you know it?” I re­turned.

			“Be­cause here was I, born to look after my broth­ers and sis­ters!” answered Mara with a smile.

			“Every creature must one night yield him­self and lie down,” answered Adam: “he was made for liberty, and must not be left a slave!”

			“It will be late, I fear, ere all have lain down!” I said.

			“There is no early or late here,” he re­joined. “For him the true time then first be­gins who lays him­self down. Men are not com­ing home fast; wo­men are com­ing faster. A desert, wide and dreary, parts him who lies down to die from him who lies down to live. The former may well make haste, but here is no haste.”

			“To our eyes,” said Eve, “you were com­ing all the time: we knew Mara would find you, and you must come!”

			“How long is it since my fath­er lay down?” I asked.

			“I have told you that years are of no con­sequence in this house,” answered Adam; “we do not heed them. Your fath­er will wake when his morn­ing comes. Your moth­er, next to whom you are ly­ing—”

			“Ah, then, it is my moth­er!” I ex­claimed.

			“Yes—she with the wounded hand,” he as­sen­ted; “—she will be up and away long ere your morn­ing is ripe.”

			“I am sorry.”

			“Rather be glad.”

			“It must be a sight for God Him­self to see such a wo­man come awake!”

			“It is in­deed a sight for God, a sight that makes her Maker glad! He sees of the trav­ail of His soul, and is sat­is­fied!—Look at her once more, and sleep.”

			He let the rays of his candle fall on her beau­ti­ful face.

			“She looks much young­er!” I said.

			“She is much young­er,” he replied. “Even Li­lith already be­gins to look young­er!”

			I lay down, bliss­fully drowsy.

			“But when you see your moth­er again,” he con­tin­ued, “you will not at first know her. She will go on stead­ily grow­ing young­er un­til she reaches the per­fec­tion of her wo­man­hood—a splend­our bey­ond foresight. Then she will open her eyes, be­hold on one side her hus­band, on the oth­er her son—and rise and leave them to go to a fath­er and a broth­er more to her than they.”

			I heard as one in a dream. I was very cold, but already the cold caused me no suf­fer­ing. I felt them put on me the white gar­ment of the dead. Then I for­got everything. The night about me was pale with sleep­ing faces, but I was asleep also, nor knew that I slept.

		
	
		
			
				XLIII

				The Dreams That Came

			
			I grew aware of ex­ist­ence, aware also of the pro­found, the in­fin­ite cold. I was in­tensely blessed—more blessed, I know, than my heart, ima­gin­ing, can now re­call. I could not think of warmth with the least sug­ges­tion of pleas­ure. I knew that I had en­joyed it, but could not re­mem­ber how. The cold had soothed every care, dis­solved every pain, com­for­ted every sor­row. Com­for­ted? Nay; sor­row was swal­lowed up in the life draw­ing nigh to re­store every good and lovely thing a hun­dred­fold! I lay at peace, full of the quietest ex­pect­a­tion, breath­ing the damp odours of Earth’s boun­ti­ful bos­om, aware of the souls of prim­roses, dais­ies and snow­drops, pa­tiently wait­ing in it for the Spring.

			How con­vey the de­light of that frozen, yet con­scious sleep! I had no more to stand up! had only to lie stretched out and still! How cold I was, words can­not tell; yet I grew colder and colder—and wel­comed the cold yet more and more. I grew con­tinu­ously less con­scious of my­self, con­tinu­ously more con­scious of bliss, un­ima­gin­able yet felt. I had neither made it nor prayed for it: it was mine in vir­tue of ex­ist­ence! and ex­ist­ence was mine in vir­tue of a Will that dwelt in mine.

			Then the dreams began to ar­rive—and came crowding.—I lay na­ked on a snowy peak. The white mist heaved be­low me like a bil­lowy sea. The cold moon was in the air with me, and above the moon and me the colder sky, in which the moon and I dwelt. I was Adam, wait­ing for God to breathe in­to my nos­trils the breath of life.—I was not Adam, but a child in the bos­om of a moth­er white with a ra­di­ant white­ness. I was a youth on a white horse, leap­ing from cloud to cloud of a blue heav­en, hast­ing calmly to some blessed goal. For cen­tur­ies I dreamed—or was it chili­ads? or only one long night?—But why ask? for time had noth­ing to do with me; I was in the land of thought—farther in, high­er up than the sev­en di­men­sions, the ten senses: I think I was where I am—in the heart of God.—I dreamed away dim cycles in the centre of a melt­ing gla­ci­er, the spec­tral moon draw­ing near­er and near­er, the wind and the wel­ter of a tor­rent grow­ing in my ears. I lay and heard them: the wind and the wa­ter and the moon sang a peace­ful wait­ing for a re­demp­tion draw­ing nigh. I dreamed cycles, I say, but, for aught I knew or can tell, they were the sol­emn, aeo­ni­an march of a second, preg­nant with etern­ity.

			Then, of a sud­den, but not once troub­ling my con­scious bliss, all the wrongs I had ever done, from far bey­ond my earthly memory down to the present mo­ment, were with me. Fully in every wrong lived the con­scious I, con­fess­ing, ab­jur­ing, lament­ing the dead, mak­ing atone­ment with each per­son I had in­jured, hurt, or of­fen­ded. Every hu­man soul to which I had caused a troubled thought, was now grown un­speak­ably dear to me, and I humbled my­self be­fore it, ag­on­ising to cast from between us the cling­ing of­fence. I wept at the feet of the moth­er whose com­mands I had slighted; with bit­ter shame I con­fessed to my fath­er that I had told him two lies, and long for­got­ten them: now for long had re­membered them, and kept them in memory to crush at last at his feet. I was the eager slave of all whom I had thus or any­how wronged. Count­less ser­vices I de­vised to render them! For this one I would build such a house as had nev­er grown from the ground! for that one I would train such horses as had nev­er yet been seen in any world! For a third I would make such a garden as had nev­er bloomed, haunted with still pools, and alive with run­ning wa­ters! I would write songs to make their hearts swell, and tales to make them glow! I would turn the forces of the world in­to such chan­nels of in­ven­tion as to make them laugh with the joy of won­der! Love pos­sessed me! Love was my life! Love was to me, as to him that made me, all in all!

			Sud­denly I found my­self in a sol­id black­ness, upon which the ghost of light that dwells in the cav­erns of the eyes could not cast one fan­cied glim­mer. But my heart, which feared noth­ing and hoped in­fin­itely, was full of peace. I lay ima­gin­ing what the light would be when it came, and what new cre­ation it would bring with it—when, sud­denly, without con­scious vo­li­tion, I sat up and stared about me.

			The moon was look­ing in at the low­est, ho­ri­zont­al, crypt-like win­dows of the death-cham­ber, her long light slant­ing, I thought, across the fallen, but still ripen­ing sheaves of the har­vest of the great hus­band­man.—But no; that har­vest was gone! Gathered in, or swept away by chaot­ic storm, not a sac­red sheaf was there! My dead were gone! I was alone!—In des­ol­a­tion dread lay depths yet deep­er than I had hitherto known!—Had there nev­er been any ripen­ing dead? Had I but dreamed them and their love­li­ness? Why then these walls? why the empty couches? No; they were all up! they were all abroad in the new etern­al day, and had for­got­ten me! They had left me be­hind, and alone! Ten­fold more ter­rible was the tomb its in­hab­it­ants away! The quiet ones had made me quiet with their pres­ence—had per­vaded my mind with their bliss­ful peace; now I had no friend, and my lov­ers were far from me! A mo­ment I sat and stared hor­ror-stricken. I had been alone with the moon on a moun­tain top in the sky; now I was alone with her in a huge ceno­taph: she too was star­ing about, seek­ing her dead with ghastly gaze! I sprang to my feet, and staggered from the fear­ful place.

			The cot­tage was empty. I ran out in­to the night.

			No moon was there! Even as I left the cham­ber, a cloudy ram­part had ris­en and covered her. But a broad shim­mer came from far over the heath, mingled with a ghostly mur­mur­ing mu­sic, as if the moon were rain­ing a light that plashed as it fell. I ran stum­bling across the moor, and found a lovely lake, mar­gined with reeds and rushes: the moon be­hind the cloud was gaz­ing upon the mon­sters’ den, full of clearest, bright­est wa­ter, and very still.—But the mu­sic­al mur­mur went on, filling the quiet air, and draw­ing me after it.

			I walked round the bor­der of the little mere, and climbed the range of hills. What a sight rose to my eyes! The whole ex­panse where, with hot, aching feet, I had crossed and re­crossed the deep-scored chan­nels and rav­ines of the dry ri­ver­bed, was alive with streams, with tor­rents, with still pools—“a river deep and wide”! How the moon flashed on the wa­ter! how the wa­ter answered the moon with flashes of its own—white flashes break­ing every­where from its rock-en­countered flow! And a great ju­bil­ant song arose from its bos­om, the song of new­born liberty. I stood a mo­ment gaz­ing, and my heart also began to ex­ult: my life was not all a fail­ure! I had helped to set this river free!—My dead were not lost! I had but to go after and find them! I would fol­low and fol­low un­til I came whith­er they had gone! Our meet­ing might be thou­sands of years away, but at last—at last I should hold them! Where­fore else did the floods clap their hands?

			I hur­ried down the hill: my pil­grim­age was be­gun! In what dir­ec­tion to turn my steps I knew not, but I must go and go till I found my liv­ing dead! A tor­rent ran swift and wide at the foot of the range: I rushed in, it laid no hold upon me; I waded through it. The next I sprang across; the third I swam; the next I waded again.

			I stopped to gaze on the won­drous love­li­ness of the cease­less flash and flow, and to hearken to the mul­ti­tudin­ous broken mu­sic. Every now and then some in­cip­i­ent air would seem about to draw it­self clear of the dul­cet con­fu­sion, only to merge again in the con­sor­ted roar. At mo­ments the world of wa­ters would in­vade as if to over­whelm me—not with the force of its sea­ward rush, or the shout­ing of its lib­er­ated throng, but with the great­ness of the si­lence wan­der­ing in­to sound.

			As I stood lost in de­light, a hand was laid on my shoulder. I turned, and saw a man in the prime of strength, beau­ti­ful as if fresh from the heart of the glad cre­at­or, young like him who can­not grow old. I looked: it was Adam. He stood large and grand, clothed in a white robe, with the moon in his hair.

			“Fath­er,” I cried, “where is she? Where are the dead? Is the great re­sur­rec­tion come and gone? The ter­ror of my loneli­ness was upon me; I could not sleep without my dead; I ran from the des­ol­ate cham­ber.—Whith­er shall I go to find them?”

			“You mis­take, my son,” he answered, in a voice whose very breath was con­sol­a­tion. “You are still in the cham­ber of death, still upon your couch, asleep and dream­ing, with the dead around you.”

			“Alas! when I but dream how am I to know it? The dream best dreamed is the likest to the wak­ing truth!”

			“When you are quite dead, you will dream no false dream. The soul that is true can gen­er­ate noth­ing that is not true, neither can the false enter it.”

			“But, sir,” I faltered, “how am I to dis­tin­guish betwixt the true and the false where both alike seem real?”

			“Do you not un­der­stand?” he re­turned, with a smile that might have slain all the sor­rows of all his chil­dren. “You can­not per­fectly dis­tin­guish between the true and the false while you are not yet quite dead; neither in­deed will you when you are quite dead—that is, quite alive, for then the false will nev­er present it­self. At this mo­ment, be­lieve me, you are on your bed in the house of death.”

			“I am try­ing hard to be­lieve you, fath­er. I do in­deed be­lieve you, al­though I can neither see nor feel the truth of what you say.”

			“You are not to blame that you can­not. And be­cause even in a dream you be­lieve me, I will help you.—Put forth your left hand open, and close it gently: it will clasp the hand of your Lona, who lies asleep where you lie dream­ing you are awake.”

			I put forth my hand: it closed on the hand of Lona, firm and soft and death­less.

			“But, fath­er,” I cried, “she is warm!”

			“Your hand is as warm to hers. Cold is a thing un­known in our coun­try. Neither she nor you are yet in the fields of home, but each to each is alive and warm and health­ful.”

			Then my heart was glad. But im­me­di­ately su­per­vened a sharp-sting­ing doubt.

			“Fath­er,” I said, “for­give me, but how am I to know surely that this also is not a part of the lovely dream in which I am now walk­ing with thy­self?”

			“Thou doubtest be­cause thou lovest the truth. Some would will­ingly be­lieve life but a phant­asm, if only it might forever af­ford them a world of pleas­ant dreams: thou art not of such! Be con­tent for a while not to know surely. The hour will come, and that ere long, when, be­ing true, thou shalt be­hold the very truth, and doubt will be forever dead. Scarce, then, wilt thou be able to re­call the fea­tures of the phantom. Thou wilt then know that which thou canst not now dream. Thou hast not yet looked the Truth in the face, hast as yet at best but seen him through a cloud. That which thou seest not, and nev­er didst see save in a glass darkly—that which, in­deed, nev­er can be known save by its in­nate splend­our shin­ing straight in­to pure eyes—that thou canst not but doubt, and art blame­less in doubt­ing un­til thou seest it face to face, when thou wilt no longer be able to doubt it. But to him who has once seen even a shad­ow only of the truth, and, even but hop­ing he has seen it when it is present no longer, tries to obey it—to him the real vis­ion, the Truth him­self, will come, and de­part no more, but abide with him forever.”

			“I think I see, fath­er,” I said; “I think I un­der­stand.”

			“Then re­mem­ber, and re­call. Tri­als yet await thee, heavy, of a nature thou know­est not now. Re­mem­ber the things thou hast seen. Truly thou know­est not those things, but thou know­est what they have seemed, what they have meant to thee! Re­mem­ber also the things thou shalt yet see. Truth is all in all; and the truth of things lies, at once hid and re­vealed, in their seem­ing.”

			“How can that be, fath­er?” I said, and raised my eyes with the ques­tion; for I had been listen­ing with down­bent head, aware of noth­ing but the voice of Adam.

			He was gone; in my ears was nought but the sound­ing si­lence of the swift-flow­ing wa­ters. I stretched forth my hands to find him, but no an­swer­ing touch met their seek­ing. I was alone—alone in the land of dreams! To my­self I seemed wide awake, but I be­lieved I was in a dream, be­cause he had told me so.

			Even in a dream, how­ever, the dream­er must do some­thing! he can­not sit down and re­fuse to stir un­til the dream grow weary of him and de­part: I took up my wan­der­ing, and went on.

			Many chan­nels I crossed, and came to a wider space of rock; there, dream­ing I was weary, I laid my­self down, and longed to be awake.

			I was about to rise and re­sume my jour­ney, when I dis­covered that I lay be­side a pit in the rock, whose mouth was like that of a grave. It was deep and dark; I could see no bot­tom.

			Now in the dreams of my child­hood I had found that a fall in­vari­ably woke me, and would, there­fore, when de­sir­ing to dis­con­tin­ue a dream, seek some em­in­ence whence to cast my­self down that I might wake: with one glance at the peace­ful heav­ens, and one at the rush­ing wa­ters, I rolled my­self over the edge of the pit.

			For a mo­ment con­scious­ness left me. When it re­turned, I stood in the gar­ret of my own house, in the little wooden cham­ber of the cowl and the mir­ror.

			Un­speak­able des­pair, hope­less­ness blank and dreary, in­vaded me with the know­ledge: between me and my Lona lay an abyss im­pass­able! stretched a dis­tance no chain could meas­ure! Space and Time and Mode of Be­ing, as with walls of adam­ant un­scal­able, im­pen­et­rable, shut me in from that gulf! True, it might yet be in my power to pass again through the door of light, and jour­ney back to the cham­ber of the dead; and if so, I was par­ted from that cham­ber only by a wide heath, and by the pale, starry night betwixt me and the sun, which alone could open for me the mir­ror-door, and was now far away on the oth­er side of the world! but an im­meas­ur­ably wider gulf sank between us in this—that she was asleep and I was awake! that I was no longer worthy to share with her that sleep, and could no longer hope to awake from it with her! For truly I was much to blame: I had fled from my dream! The dream was not of my mak­ing, any more than was my life: I ought to have seen it to the end! and in flee­ing from it, I had left the holy sleep it­self be­hind me!—I would go back to Adam, tell him the truth, and bow to his de­cree!

			I crept to my cham­ber, threw my­self on my bed, and passed a dream­less night.

			I rose, and list­lessly sought the lib­rary. On the way I met no one; the house seemed dead. I sat down with a book to await the noon­tide: not a sen­tence could I un­der­stand! The mu­til­ated ma­nu­script offered it­self from the masked door: the sight of it sickened me; what to me was the prin­cess with her dev­ilry!

			I rose and looked out of a win­dow. It was a bril­liant morn­ing. With a great rush the foun­tain shot high, and fell roar­ing back. The sun sat in its feath­ery top. Not a bird sang, not a creature was to be seen. Raven nor lib­rar­i­an came near me. The world was dead about me. I took an­oth­er book, sat down again, and went on wait­ing.

			Noon was near. I went up the stairs to the dumb, shad­owy roof. I closed be­hind me the door in­to the wooden cham­ber, and turned to open the door out of a dreary world.

			I left the cham­ber with a heart of stone. Do what I might, all was fruit­less. I pulled the chains; ad­jus­ted and re­ad­jus­ted the hood; ar­ranged and re­arranged the mir­rors; no res­ult fol­lowed. I waited and waited to give the vis­ion time; it would not come; the mir­ror stood blank; noth­ing lay in its dim old depth but the mir­ror op­pos­ite and my hag­gard face.

			I went back to the lib­rary. There the books were hate­ful to me—for I had once loved them.

			That night I lay awake from down-ly­ing to up­ris­ing, and the next day re­newed my en­deav­ours with the mys­tic door. But all was yet in vain. How the hours went I can­not think. No one came nigh me; not a sound from the house be­low entered my ears. Not once did I feel weary—only des­ol­ate, drear­ily des­ol­ate.

			I passed a second sleep­less night. In the morn­ing I went for the last time to the cham­ber in the roof, and for the last time sought an open door: there was none. My heart died with­in me. I had lost my Lona!

			Was she any­where? had she ever been, save in the moul­der­ing cells of my brain? “I must die one day,” I thought, “and then, straight from my deathbed, I will set out to find her! If she is not, I will go to the Fath­er and say—‘Even thou canst not help me: let me cease, I pray thee!’ ”

		
	
		
			
				XLIV

				The Wak­ing

			
			The fourth night I seemed to fall asleep, and that night woke in­deed. I opened my eyes and knew, al­though all was dark around me, that I lay in the house of death, and that every mo­ment since there I fell asleep I had been dream­ing, and now first was awake. “At last!” I said to my heart, and it leaped for joy. I turned my eyes; Lona stood by my couch, wait­ing for me! I had nev­er lost her!—only for a little time lost the sight of her! Truly I needed not have lamen­ted her so sorely!

			It was dark, as I say, but I saw her: she was not dark! Her eyes shone with the ra­di­ance of the Moth­er’s, and the same light is­sued from her face—nor from her face only, for her death-dress, filled with the light of her body now ten­fold awake in the power of its re­sur­rec­tion, was white as snow and glister­ing. She fell asleep a girl; she awoke a wo­man, ripe with the love­li­ness of the life es­sen­tial. I fol­ded her in my arms, and knew that I lived in­deed.

			“I woke first!” she said, with a won­der­ing smile.

			“You did, my love, and woke me!”

			“I only looked at you and waited,” she answered.

			The candle came float­ing to­ward us through the dark, and in a few mo­ments Adam and Eve and Mara were with us. They greeted us with a quiet good morn­ing and a smile: they were used to such wak­ings!

			“I hope you have had a pleas­ant dark­ness!” said the Moth­er.

			“Not very,” I answered, “but the wak­ing from it is heav­enly.”

			“It is but be­gun,” she re­joined; “you are hardly yet awake!”

			“He is at least clothed-upon with Death, which is the ra­di­ant gar­ment of Life,” said Adam.

			He em­braced Lona his child, put an arm around me, looked a mo­ment or two in­quir­ingly at the prin­cess, and pat­ted the head of the leo­pard­ess.

			“I think we shall meet you two again be­fore long,” he said, look­ing first at Lona, then at me.

			“Have we to die again?” I asked.

			“No,” he answered, with a smile like the Moth­er’s; “you have died in­to life, and will die no more; you have only to keep dead. Once dy­ing as we die here, all the dy­ing is over. Now you have only to live, and that you must, with all your blessed might. The more you live, the stronger you be­come to live.”

			“But shall I not grow weary with liv­ing so strong?” I said. “What if I cease to live with all my might?”

			“It needs but the will, and the strength is there!” said the Moth­er. “Pure life has no weak­ness to grow weary with­al. The Life keeps gen­er­at­ing ours.—Those who will not die, die many times, die con­stantly, keep dy­ing deep­er, nev­er have done dy­ing; here all is up­ward­ness and love and glad­ness.”

			She ceased with a smile and a look that seemed to say, “We are moth­er and son; we un­der­stand each oth­er! Between us no farewell is pos­sible.”

			Mara kissed me on the fore­head, and said, gayly,

			“I told you, broth­er, all would be well!—When next you would com­fort, say, ‘What will be well, is even now well.’ ”

			She gave a little sigh, and I thought it meant, “But they will not be­lieve you!”

			“—You know me now!” she ended, with a smile like her moth­er’s.

			“I know you!” I answered: “you are the voice that cried in the wil­der­ness be­fore ever the Baptist came! you are the shep­herd whose wolves hunt the wan­der­ing sheep home ere the shad­ow rise and the night grow dark!”

			“My work will one day be over,” she said, “and then I shall be glad with the glad­ness of the great shep­herd who sent me.”

			“All the night long the morn­ing is at hand,” said Adam.

			“What is that flap­ping of wings I hear?” I asked.

			“The Shad­ow is hov­er­ing,” replied Adam: “there is one here whom he counts his own! But ours once, nev­er more can she be his!”

			I turned to look on the faces of my fath­er and moth­er, and kiss them ere we went: their couches were empty save of the Little Ones who had with love’s bold­ness ap­pro­pri­ated their hos­pit­al­ity! For an in­stant that aw­ful dream of des­ol­a­tion over­shad­owed me, and I turned aside.

			“What is it, my heart?” said Lona.

			“Their empty places frightened me,” I answered.

			“They are up and away long ago,” said Adam. “They kissed you ere they went, and whispered, ‘Come soon.’ ”

			“And I neither to feel nor hear them!” I mur­mured.

			“How could you—far away in your dreary old house! You thought the dread­ful place had you once more! Now go and find them.—Your par­ents, my child,” he ad­ded, turn­ing to Lona, “must come and find you!”

			The hour of our de­par­ture was at hand. Lona went to the couch of the moth­er who had slain her, and kissed her ten­derly—then laid her­self in her fath­er’s arms.

			“That kiss will draw her home­ward, my Lona!” said Adam.

			“Who were her par­ents?” asked Lona.

			“My fath­er,” answered Adam, “is her fath­er also.”

			She turned and laid her hand in mine.

			I kneeled and humbly thanked the three for help­ing me to die. Lona knelt be­side me, and they all breathed upon us.

			“Hark! I hear the sun,” said Adam.

			I listened: he was com­ing with the rush as of a thou­sand times ten thou­sand far-off wings, with the roar of a mol­ten and flam­ing world mil­lions upon mil­lions of miles away. His ap­proach was a cres­cendo chord of a hun­dred har­mon­ies.

			The three looked at each oth­er and smiled, and that smile went float­ing heav­en­ward a three-petaled flower, the fam­ily’s morn­ing thanks­giv­ing. From their mouths and their faces it spread over their bod­ies and shone through their gar­ments. Ere I could say, “Lo, they change!” Adam and Eve stood be­fore me the an­gels of the re­sur­rec­tion, and Mara was the Mag­dalene with them at the sep­ulchre. The coun­ten­ance of Adam was like light­ning, and Eve held a nap­kin that flung flakes of splend­our about the place.

			A wind began to moan in pulsing gusts.

			“You hear his wings now!” said Adam; and I knew he did not mean the wings of the morn­ing.

			“It is the great Shad­ow stir­ring to de­part,” he went on. “Wretched creature, he has him­self with­in him, and can­not rest!”

			“But is there not in him some­thing deep­er yet?” I asked.

			“Without a sub­stance,” he answered, “a shad­ow can­not be—yea, or without a light be­hind the sub­stance!”

			He listened for a mo­ment, then called out, with a glad smile, “Hark to the golden cock! Si­lent and mo­tion­less for mil­lions of years has he stood on the clock of the uni­verse; now at last he is flap­ping his wings! now will he be­gin to crow! and at in­ter­vals will men hear him un­til the dawn of the day etern­al.”

			I listened. Far away—as in the heart of an aeo­ni­an si­lence, I heard the clear ju­bil­ant out­cry of the golden throat. It hurled de­fi­ance at death and the dark; sang in­fin­ite hope, and com­ing calm. It was the “ex­pect­a­tion of the creature” find­ing at last a voice; the cry of a chaos that would be a king­dom!

			Then I heard a great flap­ping.

			“The black bat is flown!” said Mara.

			“Amen, golden cock, bird of God!” cried Adam, and the words rang through the house of si­lence, and went up in­to the airy re­gions.

			At his amen—like doves arising on wings of sil­ver from among the pot­sherds, up sprang the Little Ones to their knees on their beds, call­ing aloud,

			“Crow! crow again, golden cock!”—as if they had both seen and heard him in their dreams.

			Then each turned and looked at the sleep­ing bed­fel­low, gazed a mo­ment with lov­ing eyes, kissed the si­lent com­pan­ion of the night, and sprang from the couch. The Little Ones who had lain down be­side my fath­er and moth­er gazed blank and sad for a mo­ment at their empty places, then slid slowly to the floor. There they fell each in­to the oth­er’s arms, as if then first, each by the oth­er’s eyes, as­sured they were alive and awake. Sud­denly spy­ing Lona, they came run­ning, ra­di­ant with bliss, to em­brace her. Odu, catch­ing sight of the leo­pard­ess on the feet of the prin­cess, bounded to her next, and throw­ing an arm over the great sleep­ing head, fondled and kissed it.

			“Wake up, wake up, darling!” he cried; “it is time to wake!”

			The leo­pard­ess did not move.

			“She has slept her­self cold!” he said to Mara, with an up­cast look of ap­peal­ing con­sterna­tion.

			“She is wait­ing for the prin­cess to wake, my child,” said Mara.

			Odu looked at the prin­cess, and saw be­side her, still asleep, two of his com­pan­ions. He flew at them.

			“Wake up! wake up!” he cried, and pushed and pulled, now this one, now that.

			But soon he began to look troubled, and turned to me with misty eyes.

			“They will not wake!” he said. “And why are they so cold?”

			“They too are wait­ing for the prin­cess,” I answered.

			He stretched across, and laid his hand on her face.

			“She is cold too! What is it?” he cried—and looked round in won­der­ing dis­may.

			Adam went to him.

			“Her wake is not ripe yet,” he said: “she is busy for­get­ting. When she has for­got­ten enough to re­mem­ber enough, then she will soon be ripe, and wake.”

			“And re­mem­ber?”

			“Yes—but not too much at once though.”

			“But the golden cock has crown!” ar­gued the child, and fell again upon his com­pan­ions.

			“Peter! Peter! Crispy!” he cried. “Wake up, Peter! wake up, Crispy! We are all awake but you two! The gold cock has crown so loud! The sun is awake and com­ing! Oh, why won’t you wake?”

			But Peter would not wake, neither would Crispy, and Odu wept out­right at last.

			“Let them sleep, darling!” said Adam. “You would not like the prin­cess to wake and find nobody? They are quite happy. So is the leo­pard­ess.”

			He was com­for­ted, and wiped his eyes as if he had been all his life used to weep­ing and wip­ing, though now first he had tears where­with to weep—soon to be wiped al­to­geth­er away.

			We fol­lowed Eve to the cot­tage. There she offered us neither bread nor wine, but stood ra­di­antly de­sir­ing our de­par­ture. So, with nev­er a word of farewell, we went out. The horse and the ele­phants were at the door, wait­ing for us. We were too happy to mount them, and they fol­lowed us.

		
	
		
			
				XLV

				The Jour­ney Home

			
			It had ceased to be dark; we walked in a dim twi­light, breath­ing through the dim­ness the breath of the spring. A won­drous change had passed upon the world—or was it not rather that a change more mar­vel­lous had taken place in us? Without light enough in the sky or the air to re­veal any­thing, every heath­er-bush, every small shrub, every blade of grass was per­fectly vis­ible—either by light that went out from it, as fire from the bush Moses saw in the desert, or by light that went out of our eyes. Noth­ing cast a shad­ow; all things in­ter­changed a little light. Every grow­ing thing showed me, by its shape and col­our, its in­dwell­ing idea—the in­form­ing thought, that is, which was its be­ing, and sent it out. My bare feet seemed to love every plant they trod upon. The world and my be­ing, its life and mine, were one. The mi­cro­cosm and mac­ro­cosm were at length atoned, at length in har­mony! I lived in everything; everything entered and lived in me. To be aware of a thing, was to know its life at once and mine, to know whence we came, and where we were at home—was to know that we are all what we are, be­cause An­oth­er is what he is! Sense after sense, hitherto asleep, awoke in me—sense after sense in­des­crib­able, be­cause no cor­res­pond­ent words, no like­nesses or ima­gin­a­tions ex­ist, where­with­al to de­scribe them. Full in­deed—yet ever ex­pand­ing, ever mak­ing room to re­ceive—was the con­scious be­ing where things kept en­ter­ing by so many open doors! When a little breeze brush­ing a bush of heath­er set its purple bells a ringing, I was my­self in the joy of the bells, my­self in the joy of the breeze to which re­spon­ded their sweet tin-tin­ning,2 my­self in the joy of the sense, and of the soul that re­ceived all the joys to­geth­er. To everything glad I lent the hall of my be­ing wherein to rev­el. I was a peace­ful ocean upon which the ground-swell of a liv­ing joy was con­tinu­ally lift­ing new waves; yet was the joy ever the same joy, the etern­al joy, with tens of thou­sands of chan­ging forms. Life was a cos­mic hol­i­day.

			Now I knew that life and truth were one; that life mere and pure is in it­self bliss; that where be­ing is not bliss, it is not life, but life-in-death. Every in­spir­a­tion of the dark wind that blew where it lis­ted, went out a sigh of thanks­giv­ing. At last I was! I lived, and noth­ing could touch my life! My darling walked be­side me, and we were on our way home to the Fath­er!

			So much was ours ere ever the first sun rose upon our free­dom: what must not the etern­al day bring with it!

			We came to the fear­ful hol­low where once had wal­lowed the mon­sters of the earth: it was in­deed, as I had be­held it in my dream, a lovely lake. I gazed in­to its pel­lu­cid depths. A whirl­pool had swept out the soil in which the abor­tions bur­rowed, and at the bot­tom lay vis­ible the whole hor­rid brood: a dim green­ish light per­vaded the crys­tal­line wa­ter, and re­vealed every hideous form be­neath it. Coiled in spires, fol­ded in lay­ers, knot­ted on them­selves, or “ex­ten­ded long and large,” they weltered in mo­tion­less heaps—shapes more fant­ast­ic in ghoul­ish, blast­ing dis­may, than ever wine-sod­den brain of ex­hausted poet fevered in­to misbe­ing. He who dived in the swirl­ing Mael­strom saw none to com­pare with them in hor­ror: tentacu­lar con­vo­lu­tions, tu­mid bulges, glar­ing orbs of sepi­an de­form­ity, would have looked to him in­no­cence be­side such in­carn­a­tions of hate­ful­ness—every head the wicked flower that, burst­ing from an ab­om­in­able stalk, per­fec­ted its evil sig­ni­fic­ance.

			Not one of them moved as we passed. But they were not dead. So long as ex­ist men and wo­men of un­whole­some mind, that lake will still be peopled with loath­some­nesses.

			But hark the her­ald of the sun, the au­ror­al wind, softly trum­pet­ing his ap­proach! The mas­ter-min­is­ter of the hu­man tab­er­nacle is at hand! Heap­ing be­fore his prow a huge ripple-fret­ted wave of crim­son and gold, he rushes aloft, as if new launched from the ur­ging hand of his maker in­to the up­per sea—pauses, and looks down on the world. White-rav­ing storm of mol­ten metals, he is but a coal from the al­tar of the Fath­er’s nev­er-end­ing sac­ri­fice to his chil­dren. See every little flower straight­en its stalk, lift up its neck, and with out­stretched head stand ex­pect­ant: some­thing more than the sun, great­er than the light, is com­ing, is com­ing—none the less surely com­ing that it is long upon the road! What mat­ters today, or to­mor­row, or ten thou­sand years to Life him­self, to Love him­self! He is com­ing, is com­ing, and the necks of all hu­man­ity are stretched out to see him come! Every morn­ing will they thus out­stretch them­selves, every even­ing will they droop and wait—un­til he comes.—Is this but an air-drawn vis­ion? When he comes, will he in­deed find them watch­ing thus?

			It was a glor­i­ous re­sur­rec­tion-morn­ing. The night had been spent in pre­par­ing it!

			The chil­dren went gam­bol­ing be­fore, and the beasts came after us. Flut­ter­ing but­ter­flies, dart­ing dragon­flies hovered or shot hith­er and thith­er about our heads, a cloud of col­ours and flashes, now des­cend­ing upon us like a snowstorm of rain­bow flakes, now rising in­to the hu­mid air like a rolling va­pour of em­bod­ied odours. It was a sum­mer-day more like it­self, that is, more ideal, than ever man that had not died found sum­mer-day in any world. I walked on the new earth, un­der the new heav­en, and found them the same as the old, save that now they opened their minds to me, and I saw in­to them. Now, the soul of everything I met came out to greet me and make friends with me, telling me we came from the same, and meant the same. I was go­ing to him, they said, with whom they al­ways were, and whom they al­ways meant; they were, they said, light­nings that took shape as they flashed from him to his. The dark rocks drank like sponges the rays that showered upon them; the great world soaked up the light, and sent out the liv­ing. Two joy-fires were Lona and I. Earth breathed heav­en­ward her sweet-sa­voured smoke; we breathed home­ward our long­ing de­sires. For thanks­giv­ing, our very con­scious­ness was that.

			We came to the chan­nels, once so dry and weary­ful: they ran and flashed and foamed with liv­ing wa­ter that shouted in its glad­ness! Far as the eye could see, all was a rush­ing, roar­ing, dash­ing river of wa­ter made vo­cal by its rocks.

			We did not cross it, but “walked in glory and in joy” up its right bank, un­til we reached the great catar­act at the foot of the sandy desert, where, roar­ing and swirl­ing and drop­ping sheer, the river di­vided in­to its two branches. There we climbed the height—and found no desert: through grassy plains, between grassy banks, flowed the deep, wide, si­lent river full to the brim. Then first to the Little Ones was re­vealed the glory of God in the limp­id flow of wa­ter. In­stinct­ively they plunged and swam, and the beasts fol­lowed them.

			The desert re­joiced and blos­somed as the rose. Wide forests had sprung up, their whole un­der­growth flower­ing shrubs peopled with song­birds. Every thick­et gave birth to a rivu­let, and every rivu­let to its wa­ter-song.

			The place of the bur­ied hand gave no sign. Bey­ond and still bey­ond, the river came in full volume from afar. Up and up we went, now along grassy mar­gin, and now through forest of gra­cious trees. The grass grew sweeter and its flowers more lovely and vari­ous as we went; the trees grew lar­ger, and the wind fuller of mes­sages.

			We came at length to a forest whose trees were great­er, grander, and more beau­ti­ful than any we had yet seen. Their live pil­lars up­heaved a thick em­bowed roof, betwixt whose leaves and blos­soms hardly a sun­beam filtered. In­to the rafters of this aer­i­al vault the chil­dren climbed, and through them went scram­bling and leap­ing in a land of bloom, shout­ing to the un­seen ele­phants be­low, and hear­ing them trum­pet their replies. The con­ver­sa­tions between them Lona un­der­stood while I but guessed at them blun­der­ingly. The Little Ones chased the squir­rels, and the squir­rels, frol­ick­ing, drew them on—al­ways at length al­low­ing them­selves to be caught and pet­ted. Of­ten would some bird, lovely in plumage and form, light upon one of them, sing a song of what was com­ing, and fly away. Not one mon­key of any sort could they see.

		
	
		
			
				XLVI

				The City

			
			Lona and I, who walked be­low, heard at last a great shout over­head, and in a mo­ment or two the Little Ones began to come drop­ping down from the fo­liage with the news that, climb­ing to the top of a tree yet taller than the rest, they had descried, far across the plain, a curi­ous some­thing on the side of a sol­it­ary moun­tain—which moun­tain, they said, rose and rose, un­til the sky gathered thick to keep it down, and knocked its top off.

			“It may be a city,” they said, “but it is not at all like Bu­lika.”

			I went up to look, and saw a great city, as­cend­ing in­to blue clouds, where I could not dis­tin­guish moun­tain from sky and cloud, or rocks from dwell­ings. Cloud and moun­tain and sky, palace and pre­cip­ice mingled in a seem­ing chaos of broken shad­ow and shine.

			I des­cen­ded, the Little Ones came with me, and to­geth­er we sped on faster. They grew yet mer­ri­er as they went, lead­ing the way, and nev­er look­ing be­hind them. The river grew love­li­er and love­li­er, un­til I knew that nev­er be­fore had I seen real wa­ter. Noth­ing in this world is more than like it.

			By and by we could from the plain see the city among the blue clouds. But oth­er clouds were gath­er­ing around a lofty tower—or was it a rock?—that stood above the city, near­er the crest of the moun­tain. Gray, and dark gray, and purple, they writhed in con­fused, con­trari­ant mo­tions, and tossed up a va­por­ous foam, while spots in them gyr­ated like whirl­pools. At length is­sued a dazzling flash, which seemed for a mo­ment to play about the Little Ones in front of us. Blind­ing dark­ness fol­lowed, but through it we heard their voices, low with de­light.

			“Did you see?”

			“I saw.”

			“What did you see?”

			“The beau­ti­fullest man.”

			“I heard him speak!”

			“I didn’t: what did he say?”

			Here answered the smal­lest and most child­ish of the voices—that of Luva:—

			“He said, ‘ ’Ou’s all mine’s, ’ickle ones: come along!’ ”

			I had seen the light­ning, but heard no words; Lona saw and heard with the chil­dren. A second flash came, and my eyes, though not my ears, were opened. The great quiv­er­ing light was com­pact of an­gel-faces. They lamped them­selves vis­ible, and van­ished.

			A third flash came; its sub­stance and ra­di­ance were hu­man.

			“I see my moth­er!” I cried.

			“I see lots o’ moth­ers!” said Luva.

			Once more the cloud flashed—all kinds of creatures—horses and ele­phants, lions and dogs—oh, such beasts! And such birds!—great birds whose wings gleamed singly every col­our gathered in sun­set or rain­bow! little birds whose feath­ers sparkled as with all the pre­cious stones of the hoard­ing earth!—sil­very cranes; red flamin­goes; opal pi­geons; pea­cocks gor­geous in gold and green and blue; jew­elly hum­ming birds!—great-winged but­ter­flies; lithe-volumed creep­ing things—all in one heav­enly flash!

			“I see that ser­pents grow birds here, as cater­pil­lars used to grow but­ter­flies!” re­marked Lona.

			“I saw my white pony, that died when I was a child.—I needn’t have been so sorry; I should just have waited!” I said.

			Thun­der, clap or roll, there had been none. And now came a sweet rain, filling the at­mo­sphere with a caress­ing cool­ness. We breathed deep, and stepped out with stronger strides. The fall­ing drops flashed the col­ours of all the waked up gems of the earth, and a mighty rain­bow spanned the city.

			The blue clouds gathered thick­er; the rain fell in tor­rents; the chil­dren ex­ul­ted and ran; it was all we could do to keep them in sight.

			With si­lent, ra­di­ant roll, the river swept on­ward, filling to the mar­gin its smooth, soft, yield­ing chan­nel. For, in­stead of rock or shingle or sand, it flowed over grass in which grew prim­roses and dais­ies, cro­cuses and nar­cissi, pim­per­nels and anemones, a starry mul­ti­tude, large and bright through the bril­liant wa­ter. The river had gathered no tur­bid cloud­i­ness from the rain, not even a tinge of yel­low or brown; the del­ic­ate mass shone with the pale beryl­line gleam that as­cen­ded from its deep, dainty bed.

			Draw­ing near­er to the moun­tain, we saw that the river came from its very peak, and rushed in full volume through the main street of the city. It des­cen­ded to the gate by a stair of deep and wide steps, mingled of por­phyry and ser­pent­ine, which con­tin­ued to the foot of the moun­tain. There ar­riv­ing we found shal­low­er steps on both banks, lead­ing up to the gate, and along the as­cend­ing street. Without the briefest halt, the Little Ones ran straight up the stair to the gate, which stood open.

			Out­side, on the land­ing, sat the port­ress, a wo­man-an­gel of dark vis­age, lean­ing her shad­owed brow on her idle hand. The chil­dren rushed upon her, cov­er­ing her with caresses, and ere she un­der­stood, they had taken heav­en by sur­prise, and were already in the city, still mount­ing the stair by the side of the des­cend­ing tor­rent. A great an­gel, at­ten­ded by a com­pany of shin­ing ones, came down to meet and re­ceive them, but mer­rily evad­ing them all, up still they ran. In merry dance, how­ever, a group of wo­man-an­gels des­cen­ded upon them, and in a mo­ment they were fettered in heav­enly arms. The ra­di­ants car­ried them away, and I saw them no more.

			“Ah!” said the mighty an­gel, con­tinu­ing his des­cent to meet us who were now al­most at the gate and with­in hear­ing of his words, “this is well! these are sol­diers to take heav­en it­self by storm!—I hear of a horde of black bats on the fron­ti­ers: these will make short work with such!”

			See­ing the horse and the ele­phants clam­ber­ing up be­hind us—

			“Take those an­im­als to the roy­al stables,” he ad­ded; “there tend them; then turn them in­to the king’s forest.”

			“Wel­come home!” he said to us, bend­ing low with the sweetest smile.

			Im­me­di­ately he turned and led the way high­er. The scales of his ar­mour flashed like flakes of light­ning.

			Thought can­not form it­self to tell what I felt, thus re­ceived by the of­ficers of heav­en.3 All I wanted and knew not, must be on its way to me!

			We stood for a mo­ment at the gate whence is­sued roar­ing the ra­di­ant river. I know not whence came the stones that fash­ioned it, but among them I saw the pro­to­types of all the gems I had loved on earth—far more beau­ti­ful than they, for these were liv­ing stones—such in which I saw, not the in­tent alone, but the in­tender too; not the idea alone, but the im­bod­i­er present, the op­er­ant out­sender: noth­ing in this king­dom was dead; noth­ing was mere; noth­ing only a thing.

			We went up through the city and passed out. There was no wall on the up­per side, but a huge pile of broken rocks, upslop­ing like the mo­raine of an etern­al gla­ci­er; and through the open­ings between the rocks, the river came bil­low­ing out. On their top I could dimly dis­cern what seemed three or four great steps of a stair, dis­ap­pear­ing in a cloud white as snow; and above the steps I saw, but with my mind’s eye only, as it were a grand old chair, the throne of the An­cient of Days. Over and un­der and between those steps is­sued, plenteously, un­ceas­ingly new­born, the river of the wa­ter of life.

			The great an­gel could guide us no farther: those rocks we must as­cend alone!

			My heart beat­ing with hope and de­sire, I held faster the hand of my Lona, and we began to climb; but soon we let each oth­er go, to use hands as well as feet in the toil­some as­cent of the huge stones. At length we drew near the cloud, which hung down the steps like the bor­ders of a gar­ment, passed through the fringe, and entered the deep folds. A hand, warm and strong, laid hold of mine, and drew me to a little door with a golden lock. The door opened; the hand let mine go, and pushed me gently through. I turned quickly, and saw the board of a large book in the act of clos­ing be­hind me. I stood alone in my lib­rary.

		
	
		
			
				XLVII

				The “End­less End­ing”

			
			As yet I have not found Lona, but Mara is much with me. She has taught me many things, and is teach­ing me more.

			Can it be that that last wak­ing also was in the dream? that I am still in the cham­ber of death, asleep and dream­ing, not yet ripe enough to wake? Or can it be that I did not go to sleep out­right and heart­ily, and so have come awake too soon? If that wak­ing was it­self but a dream, surely it was a dream of a bet­ter wak­ing yet to come, and I have not been the sport of a false vis­ion! Such a dream must have yet love­li­er truth at the heart of its dream­ing!

			In mo­ments of doubt I cry,

			“Could God Him­self cre­ate such lovely things as I dreamed?”

			“Whence then came thy dream?” an­swers Hope.

			“Out of my dark self, in­to the light of my con­scious­ness.”

			“But whence first in­to thy dark self?” re­joins Hope.

			“My brain was its moth­er, and the fever in my blood its fath­er.”

			“Say rather,” sug­gests Hope, “thy brain was the vi­ol­in whence it is­sued, and the fever in thy blood the bow that drew it forth.—But who made the vi­ol­in? and who guided the bow across its strings? Say rather, again—who set the song birds each on its bough in the tree of life, and startled each in its or­der from its perch? Whence came the fantas­ia? and whence the life that danced thereto? Didst thou say, in the dark of thy own un­con­scious self, ‘Let beauty be; let truth seem!’ and straight­way beauty was, and truth but seemed?”

			Man dreams and de­sires; God broods and wills and quick­ens.

			When a man dreams his own dream, he is the sport of his dream; when An­oth­er gives it him, that Oth­er is able to ful­fil it.

			I have nev­er again sought the mir­ror. The hand sent me back: I will not go out again by that door! “All the days of my ap­poin­ted time will I wait till my change come.”

			Now and then, when I look round on my books, they seem to waver as if a wind rippled their sol­id mass, and an­oth­er world were about to break through. Some­times when I am abroad, a like thing takes place; the heav­ens and the earth, the trees and the grass ap­pear for a mo­ment to shake as if about to pass away; then, lo, they have settled again in­to the old fa­mil­i­ar face! At times I seem to hear whis­per­ings around me, as if some that loved me were talk­ing of me; but when I would dis­tin­guish the words, they cease, and all is very still. I know not wheth­er these things rise in my brain, or enter it from without. I do not seek them; they come, and I let them go.

			Strange dim memor­ies, which will not abide iden­ti­fic­a­tion, of­ten, through misty win­dows of the past, look out upon me in the broad day­light, but I nev­er dream now. It may be, not­with­stand­ing, that, when most awake, I am only dream­ing the more! But when I wake at last in­to that life which, as a moth­er her child, car­ries this life in its bos­om, I shall know that I wake, and shall doubt no more.

			I wait; asleep or awake, I wait.

			Noval­is says, “Our life is no dream, but it should and will per­haps be­come one.”
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					Tin tin son­ando con sì dolce nota
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