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			You ask me how I be­came a mad­man. It hap­pened thus: One day, long be­fore many gods were born, I woke from a deep sleep and found all my masks were stolen—the sev­en masks I have fash­ioned and worn in sev­en lives—I ran mask­less through the crowd­ed streets shout­ing, “Thieves, thieves, the cursed thieves.”

			Men and wom­en laughed at me and some ran to their hous­es in fear of me.

			And when I reached the mar­ket place, a youth stand­ing on a house­top cried, “He is a mad­man.” I looked up to be­hold him; the sun kissed my own naked face for the first time. For the first time the sun kissed my own naked face and my soul was in­flamed with love for the sun, and I want­ed my masks no more. And as if in a trance I cried, “Blessed, blessed are the thieves who stole my masks.”

			Thus I be­came a mad­man.

			And I have found both free­dom of lone­li­ness and the safe­ty from be­ing un­der­stood, for those who un­der­stand us en­slave some­thing in us.

			But let me not be too proud of my safe­ty. Even a Thief in a jail is safe from an­oth­er thief.

		
	
		
			God

			In the an­cient days, when the first quiver of speech came to my lips, I as­cend­ed the holy moun­tain and spoke un­to God, say­ing, “Mas­ter, I am thy slave. Thy hid­den will is my law and I shall obey thee for­ev­er more.”

			But God made no an­swer, and like a mighty tem­pest passed away.

			And af­ter a thou­sand years I as­cend­ed the holy moun­tain and again spoke un­to God, say­ing, “Cre­ator, I am thy cre­ation. Out of clay hast thou fash­ioned me and to thee I owe mine all.”

			And God made no an­swer, but like a thou­sand swift wings passed away.

			And af­ter a thou­sand years I climbed the holy moun­tain and spoke un­to God again, say­ing, “Fa­ther, I am thy son. In pity and love thou hast giv­en me birth, and through love and wor­ship I shall in­her­it thy king­dom.”

			And God made no an­swer, and like the mist that veils the dis­tant hills he passed away.

			And af­ter a thou­sand years I climbed the sa­cred moun­tain and again spoke un­to God, say­ing, “My God, my aim and my ful­fill­ment; I am thy yes­ter­day and thou are my to­mor­row. I am thy root in the earth and thou art my flow­er in the sky, and to­geth­er we grow be­fore the face of the sun.”

			Then God leaned over me, and in my ears whis­pered words of sweet­ness, and even as the sea that en­fold­eth a brook that run­neth down to her, he en­fold­ed me.

			And when I de­scend­ed to the val­leys and the plains God was there al­so.

		
	
		
			My Friend

			My friend, I am not what I seem. Seem­ing is but a gar­ment I wear—a care-wo­ven gar­ment that pro­tects me from thy ques­tion­ings and thee from my neg­li­gence.

			The “I” in me, my friend, dwells in the house of si­lence, and there­in it shall re­main for­ev­er more, un­per­ceived, un­ap­proach­able.

			I would not have thee be­lieve in what I say nor trust in what I do—for my words are naught but thy own thoughts in sound and my deeds thy own hopes in ac­tion.

			When thou sayest, “The wind bloweth east­ward,” I say, “Aye it doth blow east­ward”; for I would not have thee know that my mind doth not dwell up­on the wind but up­on the sea.

			Thou canst not un­der­stand my sea­far­ing thoughts, nor would I have thee un­der­stand. I would be at sea alone.

			When it is day with thee, my friend, it is night with me; yet even then I speak of the noon­tide that dances up­on the hills and of the pur­ple shad­ow that steals its way across the val­ley; for thou canst not hear the songs of my dark­ness nor see my wings beat­ing against the stars—and I fain would not have thee hear or see. I would be with night alone.

			When thou as­cen­d­est to thy Heav­en I de­scend to my Hell—even then thou callest to me across the un­bridge­able gulf, “My com­pan­ion, my com­rade,” and I call back to thee, “My com­rade, my com­pan­ion”—for I would not have thee see my Hell. The flame would burn thy eye­sight and the smoke would crowd thy nos­trils. And I love my Hell too well to have thee vis­it it. I would be in Hell alone.

			Thou lovest Truth and Beau­ty and Right­eous­ness; and I for thy sake say it is well and seem­ly to love these things. But in my heart I laught at thy love. Yet I would not have thee see my laugh­ter. I would laugh alone.

			My friend, thou art good and cau­tious and wise; nay, thou art per­fect—and I, too, speak with thee wise­ly and cau­tious­ly. And yet I am mad. But I mask my mad­ness. I would be mad alone.

			My friend, thou art not my friend, but how shall I make thee un­der­stand? My path is not thy path, yet to­geth­er we walk, hand in hand.

		
	
		
			The Scarecrow

			Once I said to a scare­crow, “You must be tired of stand­ing in this lone­ly field.”

			And he said, “The joy of scar­ing is a deep and last­ing one, and I nev­er tire of it.”

			Said I, af­ter a minute of thought, “It is true; for I too have known that joy.”

			Said he, “On­ly those who are stuffed with straw can know it.”

			Then I left him, not know­ing whether he had com­pli­ment­ed or be­lit­tled me.

			A year passed, dur­ing which the scare­crow turned philoso­pher.

			And when I passed by him again I saw two crows build­ing a nest un­der his hat.

		
	
		
			The Sleepwalkers

			In the town where I was born lived a wom­an and her daugh­ter, who walked in their sleep.

			One night, while si­lence en­fold­ed the world, the wom­an and her daugh­ter, walk­ing, yet asleep, met in their mist-veiled gar­den.

			And the moth­er spoke, and she said: “At last, at last, my en­e­my! You by whom my youth was de­stroyed—who have built up your life up­on the ru­ins of mine! Would I could kill you!”

			And the daugh­ter spoke, and she said: “O hate­ful wom­an, self­ish and old! Who stand be­tween my freer self and me! Who would have my life an echo of your own fad­ed life! Would you were dead!”

			At that mo­ment a cock crew, and both wom­en awoke. The moth­er said gen­tly, “Is that you, dar­ling?” And the daugh­ter an­swered gen­tly, “Yes, dear.”

		
	
		
			The Wise Dog

			One day there passed by a com­pa­ny of cats a wise dog.

			And as he came near and saw that they were very in­tent and heed­ed him not, he stopped.

			Then there arose in the midst of the com­pa­ny a large, grave cat and looked up­on them and said, “Brethren, pray ye; and when ye have prayed again and yet again, noth­ing doubt­ing, ver­i­ly then it shall rain mice.”

			And when the dog heard this he laughed in his heart and turned from them say­ing, “O blind and fool­ish cats, has it not been writ­ten and have I not known and my fa­thers be­fore me, that that which raineth for prayer and faith and sup­pli­ca­tion is not mice but bones.”

		
	
		
			The Two Hermits

			Up­on a lone­ly moun­tain, there lived two her­mits who wor­shipped God and loved one an­oth­er.

			Now these two her­mits had one earth­en bowl, and this was their on­ly pos­ses­sion.

			One day an evil spir­it en­tered in­to the heart of the old­er her­mit and he came to the younger and said, “It is long that we have lived to­geth­er. The time has come for us to part. Let us di­vide our pos­ses­sions.”

			Then the younger her­mit was sad­dened and he said, “It grieves me, Broth­er, that thou shouldst leave me. But if thou must needs go, so be it,” and he brought the earth­en bowl and gave it to him say­ing, “We can­not di­vide it, Broth­er, let it be thine.”

			Then the old­er her­mit said, “Char­i­ty I will not ac­cept. I will take noth­ing but mine own. It must be di­vid­ed.”

			And the younger one said, “If the bowl be bro­ken, of what use would it be to thee or to me? If it be thy plea­sure let us rather cast a lot.”

			But the old­er her­mit said again, “I will have but jus­tice and mine own, and I will not trust jus­tice and mine own to vain chance. The bowl must be di­vid­ed.”

			Then the younger her­mit could rea­son no fur­ther and he said, “If it be in­deed thy will, and if even so thou wouldst have it let us now break the bowl.”

			But the face of the old­er her­mit grew ex­ceed­ing­ly dark, and he cried, “O thou cursed cow­ard, thou wouldst not fight.”

		
	
		
			On Giving and Taking

			Once there lived a man who had a val­ley-full of nee­dles. And one day the moth­er of Je­sus came to him and said: “Friend, my son’s gar­ment is torn and I must needs mend it be­fore he goeth to the tem­ple. Wouldst thou not give me a nee­dle?”

			And he gave her not a nee­dle, but he gave her a learned dis­course on Giv­ing and Tak­ing to car­ry to her son be­fore he should go to the tem­ple.

		
	
		
			The Seven Selves

			In the stillest hour of the night, as I lay half asleep, my sev­en selves sat to­geth­er and thus con­versed in whis­per:

			First Self: Here, in this mad­man, I have dwelt all these years, with naught to do but re­new his pain by day and recre­ate his sor­row by night. I can bear my fate no longer, and now I rebel.

			Sec­ond Self: Yours is a bet­ter lot than mine, broth­er, for it is giv­en to me to be this mad­man’s joy­ous self. I laugh his laugh­ter and sing his hap­py hours, and with thrice winged feet I dance his brighter thoughts. It is I that would rebel against my weary ex­is­tence.

			Third Self: And what of me, the love-rid­den self, the flam­ing brand of wild pas­sion and fan­tas­tic de­sires? It is I the lovesick self who would rebel against this mad­man.

			Fourth Self: I, amongst you all, am the most mis­er­able, for naught was giv­en me but odi­ous ha­tred and de­struc­tive loathing. It is I, the tem­pest-like self, the one born in the black caves of Hell, who would protest against serv­ing this mad­man.

			Fifth Self: Nay, it is I, the think­ing self, the fan­ci­ful self, the self of hunger and thirst, the one doomed to wan­der with­out rest in search of un­known things and things not yet cre­at­ed; it is I, not you, who would rebel.

			Sixth Self: And I, the work­ing self, the piti­ful labour­er, who, with pa­tient hands, and long­ing eyes, fash­ion the days in­to im­ages and give the form­less el­e­ments new and eter­nal forms—it is I, the soli­tary one, who would rebel against this rest­less mad­man.

			Sev­enth Self: How strange that you all would rebel against this man, be­cause each and ev­ery one of you has a pre­or­dained fate to ful­fill. Ah! could I but be like one of you, a self with a de­ter­mined lot! But I have none, I am the do-noth­ing self, the one who sits in the dumb, emp­ty nowhere and nowhen, while you are busy recre­at­ing life. Is it you or I, neigh­bours, who should rebel?

			When the sev­enth self thus spake the oth­er six selves looked with pity up­on him but said noth­ing more; and as the night grew deep­er one af­ter the oth­er went to sleep en­fold­ed with a new and hap­py sub­mis­sion.

			But the sev­enth self re­mained watch­ing and gaz­ing at noth­ing­ness, which is be­hind all things.

		
	
		
			War

			One night a feast was held in the palace, and there came a man and pros­trat­ed him­self be­fore the prince, and all the feast­ers looked up­on him; and they saw that one of his eyes was out and that the emp­ty sock­et bled. And the prince in­quired of him, “What has be­fall­en you?” And the man replied, “O prince, I am by pro­fes­sion a thief, and this night, be­cause there was no moon, I went to rob the mon­ey-chang­er’s shop, and as I climbed in through the win­dow I made a mis­take and en­tered the weaver’s shop, and in the dark I ran in­to the weaver’s loom and my eye was plucked out. And now, O prince, I ask for jus­tice up­on the weaver.”

			Then the prince sent for the weaver and he came, and it was de­creed that one of his eyes should be plucked out.

			“O prince,” said the weaver, “the de­cree is just. It is right that one of my eyes be tak­en. And yet, alas! both are nec­es­sary to me in or­der that I may see the two sides of the cloth that I weave. But I have a neigh­bour, a cob­bler, who has al­so two eyes, and in his trade both eyes are not nec­es­sary.”

			Then the prince sent for the cob­bler. And he came. And they took out one of the cob­bler’s two eyes.

			And jus­tice was sat­is­fied.

		
	
		
			The Fox

			A fox looked at his shad­ow at sun­rise and said, “I will have a camel for lunch to­day.” And all morn­ing he went about look­ing for camels. But at noon he saw his shad­ow again—and he said, “A mouse will do.”

		
	
		
			The Wise King

			Once there ruled in the dis­tant city of Wirani a king who was both mighty and wise. And he was feared for his might and loved for his wis­dom.

			Now, in the heart of that city was a well, whose wa­ter was cool and crys­talline, from which all the in­hab­i­tants drank, even the king and his courtiers; for there was no oth­er well.

			One night when all were asleep, a witch en­tered the city, and poured sev­en drops of strange liq­uid in­to the well, and said, “From this hour he who drinks this wa­ter shall be­come mad.”

			Next morn­ing all the in­hab­i­tants, save the king and his lord cham­ber­lain, drank from the well and be­came mad, even as the witch had fore­told.

			And dur­ing that day the peo­ple in the nar­row streets and in the mar­ket places did naught but whis­per to one an­oth­er, “The king is mad. Our king and his lord cham­ber­lain have lost their rea­son. Sure­ly we can­not be ruled by a mad king. We must de­throne him.”

			That evening the king or­dered a gold­en gob­let to be filled from the well. And when it was brought to him he drank deeply, and gave it to his lord cham­ber­lain to drink.

			And there was great re­joic­ing in that dis­tant city of Wirani, be­cause its king and its lord cham­ber­lain had re­gained their rea­son.

		
	
		
			Ambition

			Three men met at a tav­ern ta­ble. One was a weaver, an­oth­er a car­pen­ter and the third a plough­man.

			Said the weaver, “I sold a fine linen shroud to­day for two pieces of gold. Let us have all the wine we want.”

			“And I,” said the car­pen­ter, “I sold my best cof­fin. We will have a great roast with the wine.”

			“I on­ly dug a grave,” said the plough­man, “but my pa­tron paid me dou­ble. Let us have hon­ey cakes too.”

			And all that evening the tav­ern was busy, for they called of­ten for wine and meat and cakes. And they were mer­ry.

			And the host rubbed his hands and smiled at his wife; for his guests were spend­ing freely.

			When they left the moon was high, and they walked along the road singing and shout­ing to­geth­er.

			The host and his wife stood in the tav­ern door and looked af­ter them.

			“Ah!” said the wife, “these gen­tle­men! So free­hand­ed and so gay! If on­ly they could bring us such luck ev­ery day! Then our son need not be a tav­ern-keep­er and work so hard. We could ed­u­cate him, and he could be­come a priest.”

		
	
		
			The New Pleasure

			Last night I in­vent­ed a new plea­sure, and as I was giv­ing it the first tri­al an an­gel and a dev­il came rush­ing to­ward my house. They met at my door and fought with each oth­er over my new­ly cre­at­ed plea­sure; the one cry­ing, “It is a sin!”—the oth­er, “It is a virtue!”

		
	
		
			The Other Language

			Three days af­ter I was born, as I lay in my silken cra­dle, gaz­ing with as­ton­ished dis­may on the new world round about me, my moth­er spoke to the wet-nurse, say­ing, “How does my child?”

			And the wet-nurse an­swered, “He does well, Madame, I have fed him three times; and nev­er be­fore have I seen a babe so young yet so gay.”

			And I was in­dig­nant; and I cried, “It is not true, moth­er; for my bed is hard, and the milk I have sucked is bit­ter to my mouth, and the odour of the breast is foul in my nos­trils, and I am most mis­er­able.”

			But my moth­er did not un­der­stand, nor did the nurse; for the lan­guage I spoke was that of the world from which I came.

			And on the twen­ty-first day of my life, as I was be­ing chris­tened, the priest said to my moth­er, “You should in­deed by hap­py, Madame, that your son was born a Chris­tian.”

			And I was sur­prised—and I said to the priest, “Then your moth­er in Heav­en should be un­hap­py, for you were not born a Chris­tian.”

			But the priest too did not un­der­stand my lan­guage.

			And af­ter sev­en moons, one day a sooth­say­er looked at me, and he said to my moth­er, “Your son will be a states­man and a great lead­er of men.”

			But I cried out—“That is a false prophet; for I shall be a mu­si­cian, and naught but a mu­si­cian shall I be.”

			But even at that age my lan­guage was not un­der­stood—and great was my as­ton­ish­ment.

			And af­ter three and thir­ty years, dur­ing which my moth­er, and the nurse, and the priest have all died, (the shad­ow of God be up­on their spir­its) the sooth­say­er still lives. And yes­ter­day I met him near the gates of the tem­ple; and while we were talk­ing to­geth­er he said, “I have al­ways known you would be­come a great mu­si­cian. Even in your in­fan­cy I proph­e­sied and fore­told your fu­ture.”

			And I be­lieved him—for now I too have for­got­ten the lan­guage of that oth­er world.

		
	
		
			The Pomegranate

			Once when I was liv­ing in the heart of a pome­gran­ate, I heard a seed say­ing, “Some­day I shall be­come a tree, and the wind will sing in my branch­es, and the sun will dance on my leaves, and I shall be strong and beau­ti­ful through all the sea­sons.”

			Then an­oth­er seed spoke and said, “When I was as young as you, I too held such views; but now that I can weigh and mea­sure things, I see that my hopes were vain.”

			And a third seed spoke al­so, “I see in us noth­ing that prom­ises so great a fu­ture.”

			And a fourth said, “But what a mock­ery our life would be, with­out a greater fu­ture!”

			Said a fifth, “Why dis­pute what we shall be, when we know not even what we are.”

			But a sixth replied, “What­ev­er we are, that we shall con­tin­ue to be.”

			And a sev­enth said, “I have such a clear idea how ev­ery­thing will be, but I can­not put it in­to words.”

			Then an eight spoke—and a ninth—and a tenth—and then many—un­til all were speak­ing, and I could dis­tin­guish noth­ing for the many voic­es.

			And so I moved that very day in­to the heart of a quince, where the seeds are few and al­most silent.

		
	
		
			The Two Cages

			In my fa­ther’s gar­den there are two cages. In one is a li­on, which my fa­ther’s slaves brought from the desert of Ni­navah; in the oth­er is a song­less spar­row.

			Ev­ery day at dawn the spar­row calls to the li­on, “Good mor­row to thee, broth­er pris­on­er.”

		
	
		
			The Three Ants

			Three ants met on the nose of a man who was asleep in the sun. And af­ter they had salut­ed one an­oth­er, each ac­cord­ing to the cus­tom of his tribe, they stood there con­vers­ing.

			The first ant said, “These hills and plains are the most bar­ren I have known. I have searched all day for a grain of some sort, and there is none to be found.”

			Said the sec­ond ant, “I too have found noth­ing, though I have vis­it­ed ev­ery nook and glade. This is, I be­lieve, what my peo­ple call the soft, mov­ing land where noth­ing grows.”

			Then the third ant raised his head and said, “My friends, we are stand­ing now on the nose of the Supreme Ant, the mighty and in­fi­nite Ant, whose body is so great that we can­not see it, whose shad­ow is so vast that we can­not trace it, whose voice is so loud that we can­not hear it; and He is om­nipresent.”

			When the third ant spoke thus the oth­er ants looked at each oth­er and laughed.

			At that mo­ment the man moved and in his sleep raised his hand and scratched his nose, and the three ants were crushed.

		
	
		
			The Gravedigger

			Once, as I was bury­ing one of my dead selves, the gravedig­ger came by and said to me, “Of all those who come here to bury, you alone I like.”

			Said I, “You please me ex­ceed­ing­ly, but why do you like me?”

			“Be­cause,” said he, “They come weep­ing and go weep­ing—you on­ly come laugh­ing and go laugh­ing.”

		
	
		
			On the Steps of the Temple

			Yestereve, on the mar­ble steps of the Tem­ple, I saw a wom­an sit­ting be­tween two men. One side of her face was pale, the oth­er was blush­ing.

		
	
		
			The Blessed City

			In my youth I was told that in a cer­tain city ev­ery­one lived ac­cord­ing to the Scrip­tures.

			And I said, “I will seek that city and the blessed­ness there­of.” And it was far. And I made great pro­vi­sion for my jour­ney. And af­ter forty days I be­held the city and on the forty-first day I en­tered in­to it.

			And lo! the whole com­pa­ny of the in­hab­i­tants had each but a sin­gle eye and but one hand. And I was as­ton­ished and said to my­self, “Shall they of this so holy city have but one eye and one hand?”

			Then I saw that they too were as­ton­ished, for they were mar­veling great­ly at my two hands and my two eyes. And as they were speak­ing to­geth­er I in­quired of them say­ing, “Is this in­deed the Blessed City, where each man lives ac­cord­ing to the Scrip­tures?” And they said, “Yes, this is that city.”

			“And what,” said I, “hath be­fall­en you, and where are your right eyes and your right hands?”

			And all the peo­ple were moved. And they said, “Come thou and see.”

			And they took me to the tem­ple in the midst of the city. And in the tem­ple I saw a heap of hands and eyes. All with­ered. Then said I, “Alas! what con­queror hath com­mit­ted this cru­el­ty up­on you?”

			And there went a mur­mur amongst them. And one of their el­ders stood forth and said, “This do­ing is of our­selves. God hath made us con­querors over the evil that was in us.”

			And he led me to a high al­tar, and all the peo­ple fol­lowed. And he showed me above the al­tar an in­scrip­tion graven, and I read:

			
				“If thy right eye of­fend thee, pluck it out and cast it from thee; for it is prof­itable for thee that one of thy mem­bers should per­ish, and not that the whole body should be cast in­to hell. And if thy right hand of­fend thee, cut it off and cast it from thee; for it is prof­itable for thee that one of thy mem­bers should per­ish, and not that thy whole body should be cast in­to hell.”

			

			Then I un­der­stood. And I turned about to all the peo­ple and cried, “Hath no man or wom­an among you two eyes or two hands?”

			And they an­swered me say­ing, “No, not one. There is none whole save such as are yet too young to read the Scrip­ture and to un­der­stand its com­mand­ment.”

			And when we had come out of the tem­ple, I straight­way left that Blessed City; for I was not too young, and I could read the scrip­ture.

		
	
		
			The Good God and the Evil God

			The Good God and the Evil God met on the moun­tain top.

			The Good God said, “Good day to you, broth­er.”

			The Evil God did not an­swer.

			And the Good God said, “You are in a bad hu­mour to­day.”

			“Yes,” said the Evil God, “for of late I have been of­ten mis­tak­en for you, called by your name, and treat­ed as if I were you, and it ill-pleas­es me.”

			And the Good God said, “But I too have been mis­tak­en for you and called by your name.”

			The Evil God walked away curs­ing the stu­pid­i­ty of man.

		
	
		
			“Defeat”

			
				De­feat, my De­feat, my soli­tude and my aloof­ness;
				

				You are dear­er to me than a thou­sand tri­umphs,
				

				And sweet­er to my heart than all world-glo­ry.
			

			
				De­feat, my De­feat, my self-knowl­edge and my de­fi­ance,
				

				Through you I know that I am yet young and swift of foot
				

				And not to be trapped by with­er­ing lau­rels.
				

				And in you I have found alone­ness
				

				And the joy of be­ing shunned and scorned.
			

			
				De­feat, my De­feat, my shin­ing sword and shield,
				

				In your eyes I have read
				

				That to be en­throned is to be en­slaved,
				

				And to be un­der­stood is to be lev­eled down,
				

				And to be grasped is but to reach one’s full­ness
				

				And like a ripe fruit to fall and be con­sumed.
			

			
				De­feat, my De­feat, my bold com­pan­ion,
				

				You shall hear my songs and my cries and my si­lences,
				

				And none but you shall speak to me of the beat­ing of wings,
				

				And urg­ing of seas,
				

				And of moun­tains that burn in the night,
				

				And you alone shall climb my steep and rocky soul.
			

			
				De­feat, my De­feat, my death­less courage,
				

				You and I shall laugh to­geth­er with the storm,
				

				And to­geth­er we shall dig graves for all that die in us,
				

				And we shall stand in the sun with a will,
				

				And we shall be dan­ger­ous.
			

		
	
		
			Night and the Madman

			“I am like thee, O, Night, dark and naked; I walk on the flam­ing path which is above my day­dreams, and when­ev­er my foot touch­es earth a gi­ant oak tree comes forth.”

			“Nay, thou art not like me, O, Mad­man, for thou still look­est back­ward to see how large a foot­print thou leavest on the sand.”

			“I am like thee, O, Night, silent and deep; and in the heart of my lone­li­ness lies a God­dess in childbed; and in him who is be­ing born Heav­en touch­es Hell.”

			“Nay, thou art not like me, O, Mad­man, for thou shud­der­est yet be­fore pain, and the song of the abyss ter­ri­fies thee.”

			“I am like thee, O, Night, wild and ter­ri­ble; for my ears are crowd­ed with cries of con­quered na­tions and sighs for for­got­ten lands.”

			“Nay, thou art not like me, O, Mad­man, for thou still tak­est thy lit­tle-self for a com­rade, and with thy mon­ster-self thou canst not be friend.”

			“I am like thee, O, Night, cru­el and aw­ful; for my bo­som is lit by burn­ing ships at sea, and my lips are wet with blood of slain war­riors.”

			“Nay, thou art not like me, O, Mad­man; for the de­sire for a sis­ter-spir­it is yet up­on thee, and thou has not be­come alone un­to thy­self.”

			“I am like thee, O, Night, joy­ous and glad; for he who dwells in my shad­ow is now drunk with vir­gin wine, and she who fol­lows me is sin­ning mirth­ful­ly.”

			“Nay, thou art not like me, O, Mad­man, for thy soul is wrapped in the veil of sev­en folds and thou hold­est not thy heart in thine hand.”

			“I am like thee, O, Night, pa­tient and pas­sion­ate; for in my breast a thou­sand dead lovers are buried in shrouds of with­ered kiss­es.”

			“Yea, Mad­man, art thou like me? Art thou like me? And canst thou ride the tem­pest as a steed, and grasp the light­ning as a sword?”

			“Like thee, O, Night, like thee, mighty and high, and my throne is built up­on heaps of fall­en Gods; and be­fore me too pass the days to kiss the hem of my gar­ment but nev­er to gaze at my face.”

			“Art thou like me, child of my dark­est heart? And dost thou think my un­tamed thoughts and speak my vast lan­guage?”

			“Yea, we are twin broth­ers, O, Night; for thou re­vealest space and I re­veal my soul.”

		
	
		
			Faces

			I have seen a face with a thou­sand coun­te­nances, and a face that was but a sin­gle coun­te­nance as if held in a mould.

			I have seen a face whose sheen I could look through to the ug­li­ness be­neath, and a face whose sheen I had to lift to see how beau­ti­ful it was.

			I have seen an old face much lined with noth­ing, and a smooth face in which all things were graven.

			I know faces, be­cause I look through the fab­ric my own eye weaves, and be­hold the re­al­i­ty be­neath.

		
	
		
			The Greater Sea

			My soul and I went to the great sea to bathe. And when we reached the shore, we went about look­ing for a hid­den and lone­ly place.

			But as we walked, we saw a man sit­ting on a grey rock tak­ing pinch­es of salt from a bag and throw­ing them in­to the sea.

			“This is the pes­simist,” said my soul, “Let us leave this place. We can­not bathe here.”

			We walked on un­til we reached an in­let. There we saw, stand­ing on a white rock, a man hold­ing a be­jew­eled box, from which he took sug­ar and threw it in­to the sea.

			“And this is the op­ti­mist,” said my soul, “And he too must not see our naked bod­ies.”

			Fur­ther on we walked. And on a beach we saw a man pick­ing up dead fish and ten­der­ly putting them back in­to the wa­ter.

			“And we can­not bathe be­fore him,” said my soul. “He is the hu­mane phi­lan­thropist.”

			And we passed on.

			Then we came where we saw a man trac­ing his shad­ow on the sand. Great waves came and erased it. But he went on trac­ing it again and again.

			“He is the mys­tic,” said my soul, “Let us leave him.”

			And we walked on, till in a qui­et cov­er we saw a man scoop­ing up the foam and putting it in­to an al­abaster bowl.

			“He is the ide­al­ist,” said my soul, “Sure­ly he must not see our nu­di­ty.”

			And on we walked. Sud­den­ly we heard a voice cry­ing, “This is the sea. This is the deep sea. This is the vast and mighty sea.” And when we reached the voice it was a man whose back was turned to the sea, and at his ear he held a shell, lis­ten­ing to its mur­mur.

			And my soul said, “Let us pass on. He is the re­al­ist, who turns his back on the whole he can­not grasp, and bus­ies him­self with a frag­ment.”

			So we passed on. And in a weedy place among the rocks was a man with his head buried in the sand. And I said to my soul, “We can bath here, for he can­not see us.”

			“Nay,” said my soul, “For he is the most dead­ly of them all. He is the pu­ri­tan.”

			Then a great sad­ness came over the face of my soul, and in­to her voice.

			“Let us go hence,” she said, “For there is no lone­ly, hid­den place where we can bathe. I would not have this wind lift my gold­en hair, or bare my white bo­som in this air, or let the light dis­close my sa­cred naked­ness.”

			Then we left that sea to seek the Greater Sea.

		
	
		
			Crucified

			I cried to men, “I would be cru­ci­fied!”

			And they said, “Why should your blood be up­on our heads?”

			And I an­swered, “How else shall you be ex­alt­ed ex­cept by cru­ci­fy­ing mad­men?”

			And they heed­ed and I was cru­ci­fied. And the cru­ci­fix­ion ap­peased me.

			And when I was hanged be­tween earth and heav­en they lift­ed up their heads to see me. And they were ex­alt­ed, for their heads had nev­er be­fore been lift­ed.

			But as they stood look­ing up at me one called out, “For what art thou seek­ing to atone?”

			And an­oth­er cried, “In what cause dost thou sac­ri­fice thy­self?”

			And a third said, “Think­est thou with this price to buy world glo­ry?”

			Then said a fourth, “Be­hold, how he smiles! Can such pain be for­giv­en?”

			And I an­swered them all, and said:

			“Re­mem­ber on­ly that I smiled. I do not atone—nor sac­ri­fice—nor wish for glo­ry; and I have noth­ing to for­give. I thirst­ed—and I be­sought you to give me my blood to drink. For what is there can quench a mad­man’s thirst but his own blood? I was dumb—and I asked wounds of you for mouths. I was im­pris­oned in your days and nights—and I sought a door in­to larg­er days and nights.

			And now I go—as oth­ers al­ready cru­ci­fied have gone. And think not we are weary of cru­ci­fix­ion. For we must be cru­ci­fied by larg­er and yet larg­er men, be­tween greater earths and greater heav­ens.”

		
	
		
			The Astronomer

			In the shad­ow of the tem­ple my friend and I saw a blind man sit­ting alone. And my friend said, “Be­hold the wis­est man of our land.”

			Then I left my friend and ap­proached the blind man and greet­ed him. And we con­versed.

			Af­ter a while I said, “For­give my ques­tion; but since when has thou been blind?”

			“From my birth,” he an­swered.

			Said I, “And what path of wis­dom fol­low­est thou?”

			Said he, “I am an as­tronomer.”

			Then he placed his hand up­on his breast say­ing, “I watch all these suns and moons and stars.”

		
	
		
			The Great Longing

			Here I sit be­tween my broth­er the moun­tain and my sis­ter the sea.

			We three are one in lone­li­ness, and the love that binds us to­geth­er is deep and strong and strange. Nay, it is deep­er than my sis­ter’s depth and stronger than my broth­er’s strength, and stranger than the strange­ness of my mad­ness.

			Aeons up­on aeons have passed since the first grey dawn made us vis­i­ble to one an­oth­er; and though we have seen the birth and the full­ness and the death of many worlds, we are still ea­ger and young.

			We are young and ea­ger and yet we are mate­less and un­vis­it­ed, and though we lie in un­bro­ken half em­brace, we are un­com­fort­ed. And what com­fort is there for con­trolled de­sire and un­spent pas­sion? Whence shall come the flam­ing god to warm my sis­ter’s bed? And what she-tor­rent shall quench my broth­er’s fire? And who is the wom­an that shall com­mand my heart?

			In the still­ness of the night my sis­ter mur­murs in her sleep the fire-god’s un­known name, and my broth­er calls afar up­on the cool and dis­tant god­dess. But up­on whom I call in my sleep I know not.

			

			Here I sit be­tween my broth­er the moun­tain and my sis­ter the sea. We three are one in lone­li­ness, and the love that binds us to­geth­er is deep and strong and strange.

		
	
		
			Said a Blade of Grass

			Said a blade of grass to an au­tumn leaf, “You make such a noise fall­ing! You scat­ter all my win­ter dreams.”

			Said the leaf in­dig­nant, “Low­born and low-dwelling! Song­less, peev­ish thing! You live not in the up­per air and you can­not tell the sound of singing.”

			Then the au­tumn leaf lay down up­on the earth and slept. And when spring came she waked again—and she was a blade of grass.

			And when it was au­tumn and her win­ter sleep was up­on her, and above her through all the air the leaves were fall­ing, she mut­tered to her­self, “O these au­tumn leaves! They make such noise! They scat­ter all my win­ter dreams.”

		
	
		
			The Eye

			Said the Eye one day, “I see be­yond these val­leys a moun­tain veiled with blue mist. Is it not beau­ti­ful?”

			The Ear lis­tened, and af­ter lis­ten­ing in­tent­ly awhile, said, “But where is any moun­tain? I do not hear it.”

			Then the Hand spoke and said, “I am try­ing in vain to feel it or touch it, and I can find no moun­tain.”

			And the Nose said, “There is no moun­tain, I can­not smell it.”

			Then the Eye turned the oth­er way, and they all be­gan to talk to­geth­er about the Eye’s strange delu­sion. And they said, “Some­thing must be the mat­ter with the Eye.”

		
	
		
			The Two Learned Men

			Once there lived in the an­cient city of Afkar two learned men who hat­ed and be­lit­tled each oth­er’s learn­ing. For one of them de­nied the ex­is­tence of the gods and the oth­er was a be­liev­er.

			One day the two met in the mar­ket­place, and amidst their fol­low­ers they be­gan to dis­pute and to ar­gue about the ex­is­tence or the nonex­is­tence of the gods. And af­ter hours of con­tention they part­ed.

			That evening the un­be­liev­er went to the tem­ple and pros­trat­ed him­self be­fore the al­tar and prayed the gods to for­give his way­ward past.

			And the same hour the oth­er learned man, he who had up­held the gods, burned his sa­cred books. For he had be­come an un­be­liev­er.

		
	
		
			When My Sorrow Was Born

			When my Sor­row was born I nursed it with care, and watched over it with lov­ing ten­der­ness.

			And my Sor­row grew like all liv­ing things, strong and beau­ti­ful and full of won­drous de­lights.

			And we loved one an­oth­er, my Sor­row and I, and we loved the world about us; for Sor­row had a kind­ly heart and mine was kind­ly with Sor­row.

			And when we con­versed, my Sor­row and I, our days were winged and our nights were gir­dled with dreams; for Sor­row had an elo­quent tongue, and mine was elo­quent with Sor­row.

			And when we sang to­geth­er, my Sor­row and I, our neigh­bors sat at their win­dows and lis­tened; for our songs were deep as the sea and our melodies were full of strange mem­o­ries.

			And when we walked to­geth­er, my Sor­row and I, peo­ple gazed at us with gen­tle eyes and whis­pered in words of ex­ceed­ing sweet­ness. And there were those who looked with en­vy up­on us, for Sor­row was a no­ble thing and I was proud with Sor­row.

			But my Sor­row died, like all liv­ing things, and alone I am left to muse and pon­der.

			And now when I speak my words fall heav­i­ly up­on my ears.

			And when I sing my songs my neigh­bours come not to lis­ten.

			And when I walk the streets no one looks at me.

			On­ly in my sleep I hear voic­es say­ing in pity, “See, there lies the man whose Sor­row is dead.”

		
	
		
			And When My Joy Was Born

			And when my Joy was born, I held it in my arms and stood on the house­top shout­ing, “Come ye, my neigh­bours, come and see, for Joy this day is born un­to me. Come and be­hold this glad­some thing that laugh­eth in the sun.”

			But none of my neigh­bours came to look up­on my Joy, and great was my as­ton­ish­ment.

			And ev­ery day for sev­en moons I pro­claimed my Joy from the house­top—and yet no one heed­ed me. And my Joy and I were alone, un­sought and un­vis­it­ed.

			Then my Joy grew pale and weary be­cause no oth­er heart but mine held its love­li­ness and no oth­er lips kissed its lips.

			Then my Joy died of iso­la­tion.

			And now I on­ly re­mem­ber my dead Joy in re­mem­ber­ing my dead Sor­row. But mem­o­ry is an au­tumn leaf that mur­murs a while in the wind and then is heard no more.

		
	
		
			“The Perfect World”

			God of lost souls, thou who are lost amongst the gods, hear me:

			Gen­tle Des­tiny that watch­est over us, mad, wan­der­ing spir­its, hear me:

			I dwell in the midst of a per­fect race, I the most im­per­fect.

			I, a hu­man chaos, a neb­u­la of con­fused el­e­ments, I move amongst fin­ished worlds—peo­ples of com­plete laws and pure or­der, whose thoughts are as­sort­ed, whose dreams are ar­ranged, and whose vi­sions are en­rolled and reg­is­tered.

			Their virtues, O God, are mea­sured, their sins are weighed, and even the count­less things that pass in the dim twi­light of nei­ther sin nor virtue are record­ed and cat­a­logued.

			Here days and night are di­vid­ed in­to sea­sons of con­duct and gov­erned by rules of blame­less ac­cu­ra­cy.

			To eat, to drink, to sleep, to cov­er one’s nu­di­ty, and then to be weary in due time.

			To work, to play, to sing, to dance, and then to lie still when the clock strikes the hour.

			To think thus, to feel thus much, and then to cease think­ing and feel­ing when a cer­tain star ris­es above yon­der hori­zon.

			To rob a neigh­bour with a smile, to be­stow gifts with a grace­ful wave of the hand, to praise pru­dent­ly, to blame cau­tious­ly, to de­stroy a sound with a word, to burn a body with a breath, and then to wash the hands when the day’s work is done.

			To love ac­cord­ing to an es­tab­lished or­der, to en­ter­tain one’s best self in a pre­con­ceived man­ner, to wor­ship the gods be­com­ing­ly, to in­trigue the dev­ils art­ful­ly—and then to for­get all as though mem­o­ry were dead.

			To fan­cy with a mo­tive, to con­tem­plate with con­sid­er­a­tion, to be hap­py sweet­ly, to suf­fer nobly—and then to emp­ty the cup so that to­mor­row may fill it again.

			All these things, O God, are con­ceived with fore­thought, born with de­ter­mi­na­tion, nursed with ex­act­ness, gov­erned by rules, di­rect­ed by rea­son, and then slain and buried af­ter a pre­scribed method. And even their silent graves that lie with­in the hu­man soul are marked and num­bered.

			It is a per­fect world, a world of con­sum­mate ex­cel­lence, a world of supreme won­ders, the ripest fruit in God’s gar­den, the mas­ter-thought of the uni­verse.

			But why should I be here, O God, I a green seed of un­ful­filled pas­sion, a mad tem­pest that seeketh nei­ther east nor west, a be­wil­dered frag­ment from a burnt plan­et?

			Why am I here, O God of lost souls, thou who art lost amongst the gods?
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