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			The Dreams That Are Only Dreams

			“This to be Love, that your spir­it to live in a nat­ur­al holi­ness with the Be­loved, and your bod­ies to be a sweet and nat­ur­al de­light that shall be nev­er lost of a lovely mys­tery. … And shame to be un­born, and all things to go whole­some and prop­er, out of an ut­ter great­ness of un­der­stand­ing; and the Man to be an Hero and a Child be­fore the Wo­man; and the Wo­man to be an Holy Light of the Spir­it and an Ut­ter Com­pan­ion and in the same time a glad Pos­ses­sion un­to the Man. … And this doth be Hu­man Love. …”

			“… for this to be the es­pe­cial glory of Love, that it doth make un­to all Sweet­ness and Great­ness, and doth be a fire burn­ing all Lit­tle­ness; so that did all in this world to have met The Be­loved, then did Wan­ton­ness be dead, and there to grow Glad­ness and Char­ity, dan­cing in the years.”
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				Mirdath the Beau­ti­ful

			
			
				
					“And I can­not touch her face
					

					And I can­not touch her hair,
					

					And I kneel to empty shad­ows—
					

					Just memor­ies of her grace;
					

					And her voice sings in the winds
					

					And in the sobs of dawn
					

					And among the flowers at night
					

					And from the brooks at sun­rise
					

					And from the sea at sun­set,
					

					And I an­swer with vain call­ings …”
				

			

			It was the Joy of the Sun­set that brought us to speech. I was gone a long way from my house, walk­ing lonely-wise, and stop­ping of­ten that I view the pil­ing up­ward of the Bat­tle­ments of Even­ing, and to feel the dear and strange gath­er­ing of the Dusk come over all the world about me.

			The last time that I paused, I was truly lost in a sol­emn joy of the Glory of the Com­ing Night; and maybe I laughed a little in my throat, stand­ing there alone in the midst of the Dusk upon the World. And, lo! my con­tent was answered out of the trees that bounded the coun­try road upon my right; and it was so as that some one had said: “And thou also!” in glad un­der­stand­ing, that I laughed again a little in my throat; as though I had only a half-be­liev­ing that any true hu­man did an­swer my laugh; but rather some sweet De­lu­sion or Spir­it that was tuned to my mood.

			But she spoke and called me by my name; and when I had gone to the side of the road, that I should see her some­what, and dis­cov­er wheth­er I knew her, I saw that she was surely that lady, who for her beauty was known through all of that sweet County of Kent as Lady Mirdath the Beau­ti­ful; and a near neigh­bour to me; for the Es­tates of her Guard­i­an aboun­ded upon mine.

			Yet, un­til that time, I had nev­er met her; for I had been so oft and long abroad; and so much giv­en to my Stud­ies and my Ex­er­cises when at home, that I had no fur­ther Know­ledge of her than Ru­mour gave to me odd time; and for the rest, I was well con­tent; for as I have giv­en hint, my books held me, and like­wise my Ex­er­cises; for I was al­ways an ath­lete, and nev­er met the man so quick or so strong as I did be; save in some fic­tion of a tale or in the mouth of a boast­er.

			Now, I stood in­stantly with my hat in my hand; and answered her gentle ban­ter­ing so well as I might, the while that I peered in­tent and won­der­ing at her through the gloom; for truly Ru­mour had told no tale to equal the beauty of this strange maid; who now stood jest­ing with so sweet a spir­it, and claim­ing kin­ship of Cous­in­hood with me, as was truth, now that I did wake to think.

			And, truly, she made no ado; but named me frank by my lad’s name, and gave laughter and right to me to name her Mirdath, and noth­ing less or more—at that time. And she bid me then to come up through the hedge, and make use of a gap that was her own es­pe­cial secret, as she con­fessed, when she took odd leave with her maid to some coun­try frol­ic, drest as vil­lage maids; but not to de­ceive many, as I dare be­lieve.

			And I came up through the gap in the hedge and stood be­side her; and tall she had seemed to me, when I looked up at her; and tall she was, in truth; but in­deed I was a great head taller. And she in­vited me then to walk with her to the house, that I meet her Guard­i­an and give word to my sor­row that I had so long neg­lected to make call upon them; and truly her eyes to shine with mis­chief and de­light, as she named me so for my amiss­ness.

			But, in­deed, she grew sober in a mo­ment, and she set up her fin­ger to me to hush, as that she heard some­what in the wood that lay all the way upon our right. And, in­deed, some­thing I heard too; for there was surely a rust­ling of the leaves, and anon a dead twig crackt with a sound clear and sharp in the still­ness.

			And im­me­di­ately there came three men run­ning out of the wood at me; and I called to them sharply to keep off or be­ware of harm; and I put the maid to my back with my left hand, and had my oak staff ready for my use.

			But the three men gave out no word of reply; but ran in at me; and I saw some­what of the gleam of knives; and at that, I moved very glad and brisk to the at­tack; and be­hind me there went shrill and sweet, the call of a sil­ver whistle; for the Maid was whist­ling for her dogs; and maybe the call was also a sig­nal to the men-ser­vants of her house.

			Yet, truly, there was no use in help that was yet to come; for the need did be then and in­stant; and I no­wise loath to use my strength be­fore my sweet cous­in. And I stepped for­ward, briskly, as I have told; and the end of my staff I drove in­to the body of the left-ward man, so that he dropped like a dead man. And I hit very sharply at the head of an­oth­er, and surely crackt it for him; for he made in­stantly upon the earth; but the third man I met with my fist, and neither had he any great need of a second blow; but went in­stant to join his com­pan­ions, and the fight thus to have ended be­fore it was even prop­er be­gun, and I laugh­ing a little with a prop­er pride, to know the be­wil­der­ment that I per­ceived in the way that the Lady Mirdath, my cous­in, stood and re­garded me through the dusk of the hushed even.

			But, in­deed, there was no time left to us, be­fore there came bound­ing up, three great boar-hounds, that had been loosed to her whistle; and she had some ado to keep the brutes off me; and I then to beat them off the men upon the earth, lest they maul them as they lay. And dir­ectly, there was a noise of men shout­ing, and the light of lan­terns in the night, and the foot­men of the house to come run­ning with lan­terns and cudgels; and knew not wheth­er to deal with me, or not, in the first mo­ment, even as the dogs; but when they saw the men upon the ground, and learned my name and saw me prop­er, they kept well their dis­tance and had no lack of re­spect; but, in­deed, my sweet cous­in to have the most of any; only that she showed no in­tent to keep dis­tance of me; but to have a new and deep­er feel­ing of kin­ship than she at first had shown.

			And the men-ser­vants asked what should be done with the foot-pads; see­ing that they were now re­cov­er­ing. But, in­deed, I left the mat­ter, along with some sil­ver, to the ser­vants; and very sound justice they dealt out to the men; for I heard their cries a good while after we had gone away.

			Now, when we were come up to the Hall, my cous­in must take me in to her Guard­i­an, Sir Al­fred Jarles, an old man and ven­er­able that I knew a little in passing and be­cause our es­tates aboun­ded. And she praised me to my face, yet quaintly-wise; and the old man, her Guard­i­an thanked me most hon­our­ably and with a nice cour­tesy; so that I was a wel­come house-friend from that time on­ward.

			And I stayed all that even­ing, and dined, and af­ter­ward went out again in­to the home-grounds with the Lady Mirdath; and she more friendly to me than ever any wo­man had been; and seemed to me as that she had known me al­ways. And, truly, I had the same feel­ing in my heart to­wards her; for it was, some­how, as though we knew each the way and turn of the oth­er, and had a con­stant de­light to find this thing and that thing to be in com­mon; but no sur­prise; save that so pleas­ant a truth had so nat­ur­al a dis­cov­ery.

			And one thing there was that I per­ceived held the Lady Mirdath all that dear fore-night; and this was, in­deed, the way that I had my pleas­ure so easy with the three foot-pads. And she asked me plainly wheth­er I was not truly very strong; and when I laughed with young and nat­ur­al pride, she caught my arm sud­denly to dis­cov­er for her­self how strong I might be. And, surely, she loosed it even the more sud­den, and with a little gasp­ing of as­ton­ish­ment, be­cause it was so great and hard. And af­ter­ward, she walked by me very si­lent, and seem­ing thought­ful; but she went nev­er any great way off from me.

			And, truly, if the Lady Mirdath had a strange pleas­ure in my strength, I had like­wise a con­stant won­der and mar­vel in her beauty, that had shown but the more lovely in the candle-light at din­ner.

			But there were fur­ther de­lights to me in the days that came; for I had hap­pi­ness in the way that she had pleas­ure of the Mys­tery of the Even­ing, and the Glam­our of Night, and the Joy of Dawn, and all such­like.

			And one even­ing, that I ever re­mem­ber, as we wandered in the park-lands, she began to say—half un­think­ing—that it was truly an elves-night. And she stopped her­self im­me­di­ately; as though she thought I should have no un­der­stand­ing; but, in­deed, I was upon mine own fa­mil­i­ar ground of in­ward de­light; and I replied in a quiet and usu­al voice, that the Towers of Sleep would grow that night, and I felt in my bones that it was a night to find the Gi­ant’s Tomb, or the Tree with the Great Painted Head, or—And surely I stopped very sud­den; for she gripped me in that mo­ment, and her hand shook as she held me; but when I would ask her what ailed, she bid me, very breath­less, to say on, to say on. And, with a half un­der­stand­ing, I told her that I had but meant to speak of the Moon Garden, that was an olden and happy fancy of mine.

			And, in ver­ity, when I said that, the Lady Mirdath cried out some­thing in a strange low voice, and brought me to a halt, that she might face me. And she ques­tioned me very earn­est; and I answered just so earn­est as she; for I was grown sud­denly to an ex­cite­ment, in that I per­ceived she knew also. And, in ver­ity, she told me that she had know­ledge; but had thought that she was alone in the world with her know­ledge of that strange land of her dreams; and now to find that I also had trav­elled in those dear, strange dream lands. And truly the mar­vel of it—the mar­vel of it! As she to say time and oft. And again, as we walked, she gave out word that there was little won­der she had been urged to call to me that night, as she saw me pause upon the road; though, in­deed, she had learned of our cous­in-ship be­fore, hav­ing seen me go by on my horse pretty oft, and in­quired con­cern­ing me; and may­hap dain­tily irked that I had so little heed of Lady Mirdath the Beau­ti­ful. But, in­deed, I had thought of oth­er mat­ters; yet had been hu­man enough, had I but met her prop­er be­fore I see her.

			Now you must not think that I was not ut­ter stirred by the won­der of this thing, that we had both a dream­ful know­ledge of the same mat­ters, of which each had thought none oth­er knew. Yet, when I ques­tioned more, there was much that had been in my fan­cies that was for­eign to her, and like­wise much that had been fa­mil­i­ar to her, that was of no mean­ing to me. But though there was this, that brought a little re­gret to us, there would be, time and again, some new thing that one told, that the oth­er knew and could fin­ish the telling of, to the glad­ness and amazement of both.

			And so shall you pic­ture us wan­der­ing and hav­ing con­stant speech, so that, hour by hour, we grew gladly aged in dear know­ledge and sweet friend­ship of the oth­er.

			And truly, how the time passed, I know not; but there came presently a hul­laba­loo, and the shouts of men’s voices and the bay­ing of dogs, and the gleam of lan­terns, so that I knew not what to think; un­til, very sud­den, and with a sweet and strange little laughter, the Lady Mirdath to per­ceive that we had missed the hours ut­ter in our con­verse; so that her Guard­i­an (made un­easy be­cause of the three foot-pads) had ordered a search. And we all that time a-wander to­geth­er in happy for­get­ful­ness.

			And we turned home­ward, then, and came to­wards the lights; but in­deed, the dogs found us be­fore we were come there; and they had grown to know me now, and leaped about me, bark­ing very friendly; and so in a minute the men had dis­covered us, and were gone back to tell Sir Jarles that all was well.

			And this was the way of our meet­ing and the grow­ing of our ac­quaint­ance, and the be­gin­ning of my great love for Mirdath the Beau­ti­ful.

			Now, from that time on­ward, even­ing by even­ing would I go a-wander along the quiet and coun­try road that led from my es­tate to the es­tate of Sir Jarles. And al­ways I went in­ward by the hedge-gap; and oft I should find the Lady Mirdath walk­ing in that part of the woods; but al­ways with her great boar-hounds about her; for I had begged that she do this thing for her sweet safety; and she to seem wish­ful to pleas­ure me; but truly to be just so oft ut­ter per­verse in di­verse mat­ters; and to strive to plague me, as though she would dis­cov­er how much I would en­dure and how far she might go to an­ger me.

			And, truly, well I re­mem­ber how that one night, com­ing to the hedge-gap, I saw two coun­try-maids come thence out from the woods of Sir Jarles’; but they were naught to me, and I would have gone up­ward through the gap, as ever; only that, as they passed me, they curt­seyed some­what over-grace­ful for rough wenches. And I had a sud­den thought, and came up to them to see them more anigh; and truly I thought the taller was surely the Lady Mirdath. But, in­deed, I could not be sure; for when I asked who she did be, she only to sim­per and to curt­sey again; and so was I very nat­ur­al all in doubt; but yet suf­fi­cient in won­der (hav­ing some know­ledge of the Lady Mirdath) to fol­low the wenches, the which I did.

			And they then, very speedy and sed­ate, as though I were some rack-rape that they did well to be feared of alone at night; and so came at last to the vil­lage green, where a great dance was a-foot, with torches, and a wan­der­ing fid­dler to set the tune; and ale in plenty.

			And the two to join the dance, and danced very hearty; but had only each the oth­er for a part­ner, and had a good care to avoid the torches. And by this, I was pretty sure that they were truly the Lady Mirdath and her maid; and so I took chance when they had danced some­what my way, to step over to them, and ask boldly for a dance. But, in­deed, the tall one answered, sim­per­ing, that she was prom­ised; and im­me­di­ately gave her hand to a great hulk­ing farm­er-lout, and went round the green with him; and well pun­ished she was for her way­ward­ness; for she had all her skill to save her pretty feet from his lout­ish stamp­ings; and very glad she was to meet the end of the dance.

			And I knew now for cer­tainty that it was Mirdath the Beau­ti­ful, des­pite her plan of dis­guise, and the dark­ness and the wench’s dress and the foot-gear that marred her step so great. And I walked across to her, and named her, whis­per­ing, by name; and gave her plain word to be done of this un­wis­dom, and I would take her home. But she to turn from me, and she stamped her foot, and went again to the lout; and when she had suffered an­oth­er dance with him, she bid him be her es­cort a part of the way; the which he was noth­ing loath of.

			And an­oth­er lad, that was mate to him, went like­wise; and in a mo­ment, so soon as they were gone away from the light of the torches, the rough hind-lads made to set their arms about the waists of the two wenches, not wot­ting who they had for com­pan­ions. And the Lady Mirdath was no longer able to en­dure, and cried out in her sud­den fear and dis­gust, and struck the rough hind that em­braced her, so hard that he loosed her a mo­ment, swear­ing great oaths. And dir­ectly he came back to her again, and had her in a mo­ment, to kiss her; and she, loath­ing him to the very death, beat him madly in the face with her hands; but to no end, only that I was close upon them. And, in that mo­ment, she screamed my name aloud; and I caught the poor lout and hit him once, but not to harm him over­much; yet to give him a long memory of me; and af­ter­ward I threw him in­to the side of the road. But the second hind, hav­ing heard my name, loosed from the tir­ing-maid, and ran for his life; and, in­deed, my strength was known all about that part.

			And I caught Mirdath the Beau­ti­ful by her shoulders, and shook her very soundly, in my an­ger. And af­ter­ward, I sent the maid on­ward; and she, hav­ing no word from her Mis­tress to stay, went for­ward a little; and in this fash­ion we came at last to the hedge-gap, with the Lady Mirdath very hushed; but yet walk­ing anigh to me, as that she had some secret pleas­ure of my near­ness. And I led her through the gap, and so home­ward to the Hall; and there bid her good-night at a side door that she held the key of. And, truly, she bid me good-night in an ut­ter quiet voice; and was al­most as that she had no haste to be gone from me that night.

			Yet, when I met her on the mor­row, she was full of a con­stant im­pudence to me; so that, hav­ing her alone to my­self, when the dusk was come, I asked her why she would nev­er be done of her way­ward­ness; be­cause that I ached to have com­pan­ion­ship of her; and, in­stead, she denied my need. And, at that, she was at once very gentle; and full of a sweet and win­some un­der­stand­ing; and surely knew that I wished to be res­ted; for she brought out her harp, and played me dear olden melod­ies of our child­hood-days all that even­ing; and so had my love for her the more in­tent and glad. And she saw me that night to the hedge-gap, hav­ing her three great boar-hounds with her, to com­pany her home again. But, in­deed, I fol­lowed her af­ter­wards, very si­lent, un­til I saw her safe in­to the Hall; for I would not have her alone in the night; though she be­lieved that I was then far away on the coun­try road. And as she walked with her dogs, one or an­oth­er would run back to me, to nose against me friendly-wise; but I sent them off again very quiet; and she had no know­ledge of aught; for she to go singing a love-song quietly all the way home. But wheth­er she loved me, I could not tell; though she had a nice af­fec­tion for me.

			Now, on the fol­low­ing even­ing, I went some­what early to the gap; and lo! who should be stand­ing in the gap, talk­ing to the Lady Mirdath; but a very clev­er-drest man, that had a look of the Court about him; and he, when I ap­proached, made no way for me through the gap; but stood firm, and eyed me very in­solent; so that I put out my hand, and lif­ted him from my way.

			And lo! the Lady Mirdath turned a bit­ter­ness of speech upon me that gave me an ut­ter pain and as­ton­ish­ment; so that I was as­sured in a mo­ment that she had no true love for me, or she had nev­er striv­en so to put me to shame be­fore the stranger, and named me un­couth and bru­tal to a smal­ler man. And, in­deed, you shall per­ceive how I was in my heart in that mo­ment.

			And I saw that there was some seem­ing of justice in what the Lady Mirdath said; but yet might the man have shown a bet­ter spir­it; and moreover Mirdath the Beau­ti­ful had no true call to shame me, her true friend and cous­in, be­fore this stranger. Yet did I not stop to ar­gue; but bowed very low to the Lady Mirdath; and af­ter­ward I bowed a little to the man and made apo­logy; for, in­deed, he was neither great nor strong-made; and I had been bet­ter man to have shown cour­tesy to him; at least in the first.

			And so, hav­ing done justice to my own re­spect, I turned and went on, and left them to their hap­pi­ness.

			Now, I walked then, maybe twenty good miles, be­fore I came to my own home; for there was no rest in me all that night, or ever, be­cause that I was grown deadly in love of Mirdath the Beau­ti­ful; and all my spir­it and heart and body of me pained with the dread­ful loss that I was come so sud­den upon.

			And for a great week I had my walks in an­oth­er dir­ec­tion; but in the end of that week, I must take my walk along the olden way, that I might chance to have but a sight of My Lady. And, truly, I had all sight that ever man did need to put him in dread pain and jeal­ousy; for, truly, as I came in view of the gap, there was the Lady Mirdath walk­ing just without the bor­ders of the great wood; and be­side her there walked the clev­er-drest man of the Court, and she suffered his arm around her, so that I knew they were lov­ers; for the Lady Mirdath had no broth­ers nor any youth­ful men kin.

			Yet, when Mirdath saw me upon the road, she shamed in a mo­ment to be so caught; for she put her lov­er’s arm from about her, and bowed to me, a little changed of col­our in the face; and I bowed very low—be­ing but a young man my­self—; and so passed on, with my heart very dead in me. And as I went, I saw that her lov­er came again to her, and had his arm once more about her; and so, maybe, they looked after me, as I went very stiff and des­per­ate; but, in­deed, I looked not back on them, as you may think.

			And for a great month then, I went not near to the gap; for my love raged in me, and I was hurt in my pride; and, truly, neither had a true justice been dealt to me by the Lady Mirdath. Yet in that month, my love was a leaven in me, and made slowly a sweet­ness and a ten­der­ness and an un­der­stand­ing that were not in me be­fore; and truly Love and Pain do shape the Char­ac­ter of Man.

			And in the end of that time, I saw a little way in­to Life, with an un­der­stand­ing heart, and began presently to take my walks again past the gap; but truly Mirdath the Beau­ti­ful was nev­er to my sight; though one even­ing I thought she might be not a great way off; for one of her great boar-hounds came out of the wood, and down in­to the road to nose against me, very friendly, as a dog oft doth with me.

			Yet, though I waited a good time after the dog had left me, I had no sight of Mirdath, and so passed on again, with my heart heavy in me; but without bit­ter­ness, be­cause of the un­der­stand­ing that was be­gun to grow in my heart.

			Now, there passed two weary and lonely weeks, in which I grew sick to have know­ledge of the beau­ti­ful maid. And, truly, in the end of that time, I made a sud­den resolv­ing that I would go in through the gap, and come to the home-grounds about the Hall, and so maybe have some sight of her.

			And this resolv­ing I had one even­ing; and I went out im­me­di­ately, and came to the gap, and went in through the gap, and so by a long walk­ing to the gar­dens about the Hall. And, truly, when I was come there, I saw a good light of lan­terns and torches, and a great com­pany of people dan­cing; and all drest in quaint dress; so that I knew they had a fest­iv­al for some cause. And there came sud­denly a hor­rid dread in­to my heart that this might be the mar­riage-dance of the Lady Mirdath; but, in­deed, this was fool­ish­ness; for I had surely heard of the mar­riage, if there had been any. And, truly, in a mo­ment, I re­membered that she was come one-and-twenty years of age on that day, and to the end of her ward-ship; and this surely to be fest­iv­al in hon­our of the same.

			And a very bright and pretty mat­ter it was to watch, save that I was so heavy in the heart with loneli­ness and long­ing; for the com­pany was great and gay, and the lights plen­ti­ful and set all about from the trees; and in leaf-made ar­bours about the great lawn. And a great table spread with eat­ing mat­ters and sil­ver and crys­tal, and great lamps of bronze and sil­ver went all a-down one end of the lawn; and the dance con­stant upon the oth­er part.

			And surely, the Lady Mirdath to step out of the dance, very lovely drest; yet seem­ing, to mine eyes, a little pale in the loom­ing of the lights. And she to wander to a seat to rest; and, in­deed, in a mo­ment, there to be a dozen youths of the great fam­il­ies of the coun­try-side, in at­tend­ance about her, mak­ing talk and laughter, and each eager for her fa­vour; and she very lovely in the midst of them, but yet, as I did think, lack­ing of some­what, and a little pale-seem­ing, as I have told; and her glance to go odd-wise bey­ond the groupt men about her; so that I un­der­stood in a mo­ment that her lov­er was not there, and she to be a-lack in the heart for him. Yet, why he was not there, I could not sup­pose, save that he might have been called back to the Court.

			And, surely, as I watched the oth­er young men about her, I burned with a fierce and miser­able jeal­ousy of them; so that I could near have stept forth and plucked her out from among them, and had her to walk with me in the woods, as in the olden days, when she also had seemed near to love. But, truly, what use to this? For it was not they who held her heart, as I saw plain; for I watched her, with an eager and lone­some heart, and knew that it was one small man of the Court that was lov­er to her, as I have told.

			And I went away again then, and came not near to the gap for three great months, be­cause that I could not bear the pain of my loss; but in the end of that time, my very pain to urge me to go, and to be worse than the pain of not go­ing; so that I found my­self one even­ing in the gap, peer­ing, very eager and shaken, across the sward that lay between the gap and the woods; for this same place to be as an holy ground to me; for there was it that first I saw Mirdath the Beau­ti­ful, and surely lost my heart to her in that one night.

			And a great time I stayed there in the gap, wait­ing and watch­ing hope­lessly. And lo! sud­den there came some­thing against me, touch­ing my thigh very soft; and when I looked down, it was one of the boar-hounds, so that my heart leaped, near frightened; for truly My Lady was come some­where nigh, as I did think.

			And, as I waited, very hushed and watch­ful; yet with an ut­ter beat­ing heart; surely I heard a faint and low singing among the trees, so ut­ter sad. And lo! it was Mirdath singing a broken love song, and a-wander there in the dark alone, save for her great dogs.

			And I harked, with strange pain in me, that she did be so in pain; and I ached to bring her ease; yet moved not, but was very still there in the gap; save that my be­ing was all in tur­moil.

			And presently, as I harked, there came a slim white fig­ure out from among the trees; and the fig­ure cried out some­thing, and came to a quick pause, as I could see in the half-dark. And lo! in that mo­ment, there came a sud­den and un­reasoned hope in­to me; and I came up out of the gap, and was come to Mirdath in a mo­ment, call­ing very low and pas­sion­ate and eager: “Mirdath! Mirdath! Mirdath!”

			And this way I came to her; and her great dog that was with me, to bound be­side me, in thought, may­hap, that it was some game. And when I came to the Lady Mirdath, I held out my hands to her, not know­ing what I did; but only the telling of my heart that needed her so ut­ter, and craved to ease her of her pain. And lo! she put out her arms to me, and came in­to mine arms with a little run. And there she bode, weep­ing strangely; but yet with rest upon her; even as rest was come sud­den and won­drous upon me.

			And sud­den, she moved in mine arms, and slipt her hands to me, very dear, and held her lips up to me, like some sweet child, that I kiss her; but, in­deed, she was also a true wo­man, and in hon­est and dear love of me.

			And this to be the way of our be­troth­al; and simple and word­less it was; yet suf­fi­cient, only that there is no suf­fi­ciency in Love.

			Now, presently, she loosed her­self out of mine arms, and we walked home­ward through the woods, very quiet, and hold­ing hands, as chil­dren do. And I then in a while to ask her about the man of the Court; and she laughed very sweet in­to the si­lence of the wood; but gave me no an­swer, save that I wait un­til we were come to the Hall.

			And when we were come there, she took me in­to the great hall, and made a very dainty and im­pudent bow, mock­ing me. And so made me known to an­oth­er lady, who sat there, upon her task of em­broid­er­ing, which she did very de­mure, and as that she had also a dainty Mis­chief lurk­ing in her.

			And truly, the Lady Mirdath nev­er to be done of naughty laughter, that made her dearly breath­less with de­light, and to sway a little, and set the trem­bling of pretty sounds in her throat; and surely she must pull down two great pis­tols from an arm-rack, that I fight a duel to the death with the lady of the em­broid­er­ing, who held her face down over her work, and shook like­wise with the wicked­ness of her laughter that she could not hide.

			And in the end, the Lady of the Em­broid­er­ing looked up sud­den in­to my face; and I then to see some­what of the mis­chief in a mo­ment; for she had the face of the man of the Court suit, that had been lov­er to Mirdath.

			And the Lady Mirdath then to ex­plain to me how that Mis­tress Al­is­on (which was her name) was a dear and bos­om friend, and she it was that had been drest in the Court suit to play a prank for a wager with a cer­tain young man who would be lov­er to her, an he might. And I then to come along, and so speedy to of­fence that truly I nev­er saw her face plain, be­cause that I was so ut­ter jeal­ous. And so the Lady Mirdath had been more justly in an­ger than I sup­posed, be­cause that I had put hands upon her friend, as I have told.

			And this to be all of it, save that they had planned to pun­ish me, and had met every even­ing at the gap, to play at lov­ers, per­chance I should pass, so that I should have great­er cause for my jeal­ousy, and truly they to have a good re­venge upon me; for I had suffered very great a long while be­cause of it.

			Yet, as you do mind, when I came upon them, the Lady Mirdath had a half-re­gret, that was very nat­ur­al, be­cause even then she was in love of me, as I of her; and be­cause of this, she drew away, as you shall re­mem­ber, be­ing—as she con­fessed—sud­denly and strangely troubled and to want me; but af­ter­wards as much set again to my pun­ish­ment, be­cause that I bowed so cold and went away. And in­deed well I might.

			Yet, truly, all was safe ended now, and I ut­ter thank­ful and with a mad de­light in the heart; so that I caught up Mirdath, and we danced very slow and stately around the great hall, the while that Mis­tress Al­is­on whistled us a tune with her mouth, which she could very clev­er, as many an­oth­er thing, I wot.

			And each day and all day after this Glad­ness, Mirdath and I could nev­er be apart; but must go a-wander al­ways to­geth­er, here and there, in an un­end­ing joy of our to­geth­er­ness.

			And in a thou­sand things were we at one in de­light; for we had both of us that nature which doth love the blue of etern­ity which gath­ers bey­ond the wings of the sun­set; and the in­vis­ible sound of the star­light fall­ing upon the world; and the quiet of grey even­ings when the Towers of Sleep are buil­ded un­to the mys­tery of the Dusk; and the sol­emn green of strange pas­tures in the moon­light; and the speech of the sy­ca­more un­to the beech; and the slow way of the sea when it doth mood; and the soft rust­ling of the night clouds. And like­wise had we eyes to see the Dan­cer of the Sun­set, cast­ing her mighty robes so strange; and ears to know that there shakes a si­lent thun­der over the Face of Dawn; and much else that we knew and saw and un­der­stood to­geth­er in our ut­ter joy.

			Now, there happened to us about this time a cer­tain ad­ven­ture that came near to cause the death of Mirdath the Beau­ti­ful; for one day as we wandered, as ever, like two chil­dren in our con­tent­ment, I made re­mark to Mirdath that there went only two of the great boar-hounds with us; and she then told me that the third was to the ken­nels, be­ing sick.

			Yet, scarce had she told me so much; ere she cried out some­thing and poin­ted; and lo! I saw that the third hound came to­wards us, at a run, yet very strange-seem­ing in his go­ing. And in a mo­ment, Mirdath cried out that the hound was mad; and truly, I saw then that the brute slavered as he came run­ning.

			And in a mo­ment he was upon us, and made nev­er a sound; but leaped at me in one in­stant of time; all be­fore I had any thought of such in­tent. But surely, My Beau­ti­ful One had a dread­ful love for me, for she cast her­self at the dog, to save me, call­ing to the oth­er hounds. And she was bit­ten in a mo­ment by the brute, as she strove to hold him off from me. But I to have him in­stant by the neck and the body, and brake him, so that he died at once; and I cast him to the earth, and gave help to Mirdath, that I draw the pois­on from the wounds.

			And this I did so well as I might, des­pite that she would have me stop. And af­ter­wards, I took her in­to mine arms, and ran very fierce all the long and weary way to the Hall, and with hot skew­ers I burned the wounds; so that when the doc­tor came, he to say I have saved her by my care, if in­deed she to be saved. But, truly, she had saved me in any wise, as you shall think; so that I could nev­er be done of hon­our to her.

			And she very pale; but yet to laugh at my fears, and to say that she soon to have her health, and the wounds healed very speedy; but, in­deed, it was a long and bit­ter time be­fore they were prop­er healed, and she so well as ever. Yet, in time, so it was; and an ut­ter weight off my heart.

			And when Mirdath was grown full strong again, we set our wed­ding day. And well do I mind how she stood there in her bridal dress, on that day, so slender and lovely as may Love have stood in the Dawn of Life; and the beauty of her eyes that had such sober sweet­ness in them, des­pite the dear mis­chief of her nature; and the way of her little feet, and the love­li­ness of her hair; and the dainty rogue-grace of her move­ments; and her mouth an en­tice­ment, as that a child and a wo­man smiled out of the one face. And this to be no more than but an hint of the love­li­ness of My Beau­ti­ful One.

			And so we were mar­ried.

			

			Mirdath, My Beau­ti­ful One, lay dy­ing, and I had no power to hold Death back­ward from such dread in­tent. In an­oth­er room, I heard the little wail of the child; and the wail of the child waked my wife back in­to this life, so that her hands fluttered white and des­per­ately need­ful upon the cov­er­lid.

			I kneeled be­side My Beau­ti­ful One, and reached out and took her hands very gentle in­to mine; but still they fluttered so need­ful; and she looked at me, dumbly; but her eyes be­seech­ing.

			Then I went out of the room, and called gently to the Nurse; and the Nurse brought in the child, wrapped very softly in a long, white robe. And I saw the eyes of My Beau­ti­ful One grow clear­er with a strange, lovely light; and I beckoned to the Nurse to bring the babe near.

			My wife moved her hands very weakly upon the cov­er­lid, and I knew that she craved to touch her child; and I signed to the Nurse, and took my child in mine arms; and the Nurse went out from the room, and so we three were alone to­geth­er.

			Then I sat very gentle upon the bed; and I held the babe near to My Beau­ti­ful One, so that the wee cheek of the babe touched the white cheek of my dy­ing wife; but the weight of the child I kept off from her.

			And presently, I knew that Mirdath, My Wife, strove dumbly to reach for the hands of the babe; and I turned the child more to­wards her, and slipped the hands of the child in­to the weak hands of My Beau­ti­ful One. And I held the babe above my wife, with an ut­ter care; so that the eyes of my dy­ing One, looked in­to the young eyes of the child. And presently, in but a few mo­ments of time; though it had been some­ways an etern­ity, My Beau­ti­ful One closed her eyes and lay very quiet. And I took away the child to the Nurse, who stood bey­ond the door. And I closed the door, and came back to Mine Own, that we have those last in­stants alone to­geth­er.

			And the hands of my wife lay very still and white; but presently they began to move softly and weakly, search­ing for some­what; and I put out my great hands to her, and took her hands with an ut­ter care; and so a little time passed.

			Then her eyes opened, quiet and grey, and a little dazed seem­ing; and she rolled her head on the pil­low and saw me; and the pain of for­get­ful­ness went out of her eyes, and she looked at me with a look that grew in strength, un­to a sweet­ness of ten­der­ness and full un­der­stand­ing.

			And I bent a little to her; and her eyes told me to take her in­to mine arms for those last minutes. Then I went very gentle upon the bed, and lif­ted her with an ut­ter and tender care, so that she lay sud­denly strangely rest­ful against my breast; for Love gave me skill to hold her, and Love gave My Beau­ti­ful One a sweet­ness of ease in that little time that was left to us.

			And so we twain were to­geth­er; and Love seemed that it had made a truce with Death in the air about us, that we be un­dis­turbed; for there came a drowse of rest even upon my tense heart, that had known noth­ing but a dread­ful pain through the weary hours.

			And I whispered my love si­lently to My Beau­ti­ful One, and her eyes answered; and the strangely beau­ti­ful and ter­rible mo­ments passed by in­to the hush of etern­ity.

			And sud­denly, Mirdath My Beau­ti­ful One, spoke—whis­per­ing some­thing. And I stooped gently to hark; and Mine Own spoke again; and lo! it was to call me by the olden Love Name that had been mine through all the ut­ter lovely months of our to­geth­er­ness.

			And I began again to tell her of my love, that should pass bey­ond death; and lo! in that one mo­ment of time, the light went out of her eyes; and My Beau­ti­ful One lay dead in mine arms … My Beau­ti­ful One. …

		
	
		
			
				II

				The Last Re­doubt

			
			Since Mirdath, My Beau­ti­ful One, died and left me lonely in this world, I have suffered an an­guish, and an ut­ter and dread­ful pain of long­ing, such as truly no words shall ever tell; for, in truth, I that had all the world through her sweet love and com­pan­ion­ship, and knew all the joy and glad­ness of Life, have known such lone­some misery as doth stun me to think upon.

			Yet am I to my pen again; for of late a won­drous hope has grown in me, in that I have, at night in my sleep, waked in­to the fu­ture of this world, and seen strange things and ut­ter mar­vels, and known once more the glad­ness of life; for I have learned the prom­ise of the fu­ture, and have vis­ited in my dreams those places where in the womb of Time, she and I shall come to­geth­er, and part, and again come to­geth­er—break­ing asun­der most drearly in pain, and again re­unit­ing after strange ages, in a glad and mighty won­der.

			And this is the ut­ter strange story of that which I have seen, and which, truly, I must set out, if the task be not too great; so that, in the set­ting out there­of, I may gain a little ease of the heart; and like­wise, may­hap, give ease of hope to some oth­er poor hu­man, that doth suf­fer, even as I have suffered so dread­ful with long­ing for Mine Own that is dead.

			And some shall read and say that this thing was not, and some shall dis­pute with them; but to them all I say naught, save “Read!” And hav­ing read that which I set down, then shall one and all have looked to­wards Etern­ity with me—un­to its very portals. And so to my telling:

			To me, in this last time of my vis­ions, of which I would tell, it was not as if I dreamed; but, as it were, that I waked there in­to the dark, in the fu­ture of this world. And the sun had died; and for me thus newly waked in­to that Fu­ture, to look back upon this, our Present Age, was to look back in­to dreams that my soul knew to be of real­ity; but which to those newly-see­ing eyes of mine, ap­peared but as a far vis­ion, strangely hal­lowed with peace­ful­ness and light.

			Al­ways, it seemed to me when I awaked in­to the Fu­ture, in­to the Ever­last­ing Night that lapped this world, that I saw near to me, and gird­ling me all about, a blurred grey­ness. And presently this, the grey­ness, would clear and fade from about me, even as a dusky cloud, and I would look out upon a world of dark­ness, lit here and there with strange sights. And with my wak­ing in­to that Fu­ture, I waked not to ig­nor­ance; but to a full know­ledge of those things which lit the Night Land; even as a man wakes from sleep each morn­ing, and knows im­me­di­ately he wakes, the names and know­ledge of the Time which has bred him, and in which he lives. And the same while, a know­ledge I had, as it were sub-con­scious, of this Present—this early life, which now I live so ut­terly alone.

			In my earli­est know­ledge of that place, I was a youth, sev­en­teen years grown, and my memory tells me that when first I waked, or came, as it might be said, to my­self, in that Fu­ture, I stood in one of the em­bras­ures of the Last Re­doubt—that great Pyr­am­id of grey met­al which held the last mil­lions of this world from the Powers of the Slay­ers.

			And so full am I of the know­ledge of that Place, that scarce can I be­lieve that none here know; and be­cause I have such dif­fi­culty, it may be that I speak over fa­mil­iarly of those things of which I know; and heed not to ex­plain much that it is need­ful that I should ex­plain to those who must read here, in this our present day. For there, as I stood and looked out, I was less the man of years of this age, than the youth of that, with the nat­ur­al know­ledge of that life which I had gathered by liv­ing all my sev­en­teen years of life there; though, un­til that my first vis­ion, I (of this Age) knew not of that oth­er and Fu­ture Ex­ist­ence; yet woke to it so nat­ur­ally as may a man wake here in his bed to the shin­ing of the morn­ing sun, and know it by name, and the mean­ing of aught else. And yet, as I stood there in the vast em­bras­ure, I had also a know­ledge, or memory, of this present life of ours, deep down with­in me; but touched with a halo of dreams, and yet with a con­scious long­ing for One, known even there in a half memory as Mirdath.

			As I have said, in my earli­est memory, I mind that I stood in an em­bras­ure, high up in the side of the Pyr­am­id, and looked out­wards through a queer spy-glass to the North-West. Aye, full of youth and with an ad­ven­tur­ous and yet half-fear­ful heart.

			And in my brain was, as I have told, the know­ledge that had come to me in all the years of my life in the Re­doubt; and yet un­til that mo­ment, this Man of this Present Time had no know­ledge of that fu­ture ex­ist­ence; and now I stood and had sud­denly the know­ledge of a life already spent in that strange land, and deep­er with­in me the misty know­ings of this our present Age, and, maybe, also of some oth­ers.

			To the North-West I looked through the queer spy-glass, and saw a land­scape that I had looked upon and pored upon through all the years of that life, so that I knew how to name this thing and that thing, and give the very dis­tances of each and every one from the “Centre-Point” of the Pyr­am­id, which was that which had neither length nor breadth, and was made of pol­ished met­al in the Room of Math­em­at­ics, where I went daily to my stud­ies.

			To the North-West I looked, and in the wide field of my glass, saw plain the bright glare of the fire from the Red Pit, shine up­wards against the un­der­side of the vast chin of the North-West Watch­er—The Watch­ing Thing of the North-West. … “That which hath Watched from the Be­gin­ning, and un­til the open­ing of the Gate­way of Etern­ity” came in­to my thoughts, as I looked through the glass … the words of Æs­worpth, the An­cient Poet (though in­cred­ibly fu­ture to this our time). And sud­denly they seemed at fault; for I looked deep down in­to my be­ing, and saw, as dreams are seen, the sun­light and splend­our of this our Present Age. And I was amazed.

			And here I must make it clear to all that, even as I waked from this Age, sud­denly in­to that life, so must I—that youth there in the em­bras­ure—have awakened then to the know­ledge of this far-back life of ours—seem­ing to him a vis­ion of the very be­gin­nings of etern­ity, in the dawn of the world. Oh! I do but dread I make it not suf­fi­cient clear that I and he were both I—the same soul. He of that far date see­ing vaguely the life that was (that I do now live in this present Age); and I of this time be­hold­ing the life that I yet shall live. How ut­terly strange!

			And yet, I do not know that I speak holy truth to say that I, in that fu­ture time, had no know­ledge of this life and Age, be­fore that awaken­ing; for I woke to find that I was one who stood apart from the oth­er youths, in that I had a dim know­ledge—vis­ion­ary, as it were, of the past, which con­foun­ded, whilst yet it angered, those who were the men of learn­ing of that age; though of this mat­ter, more anon. But this I do know, that from that time, on­wards, my know­ledge and as­sured­ness of the Past was ten­fold; for this my memory of that life told me.

			And so to fur­ther my telling. Yet be­fore I pass on­wards, one oth­er thing is there of which I shall speak—In the mo­ment in which I waked out of that youth­ful­ness, in­to the as­sured awared­ness of this our Age, in that mo­ment the hun­ger of this my love flew to me across the ages; so that what had been but a memory-dream, grew to the pain of Real­ity, and I knew sud­denly that I lacked; and from that time on­wards, I went, listen­ing, as even now my life is spent.

			And so it was that I (fresh-born in that fu­ture time) hungered strangely for My Beau­ti­ful One with all the strength of that new life, know­ing that she had been mine, and might live again, even as I. And so, as I have said, I hungered, and found that I listened.

			And now, to go back from my di­gres­sion, it was, as I have said, I had amazement at per­ceiv­ing, in memory, the un­know­able sun­shine and splend­our of this age break­ing so clear through my hitherto most vague and hazy vis­ions; so that the ig­nor­ance of Æs­worpth was shouted to me by the things which now I knew.

			And from that time, on­ward, for a little space, I was stunned with all that I knew and guessed and felt; and all of a long while the hun­ger grew for that one I had lost in the early days—she who had sung to me in those faery days of light, that had been in ver­ity. And the es­pe­cial thoughts of that age looked back with a keen, re­gret­ful won­der in­to the gulf of for­get­ful­ness.

			But, presently, I turned from the haze and pain of my dream-memor­ies, once more to the in­con­ceiv­able mys­tery of the Night Land, which I viewed through the great em­bras­ure. For on none did it ever come with wear­i­ness to look out upon all the hideous mys­ter­ies; so that old and young watched, from early years to death, the black mon­stros­ity of the Night Land, which this our last refuge of hu­man­ity held at bay.

			To the right of the Red Pit there lay a long, sinu­ous glare, which I knew as the Vale of Red Fire, and bey­ond that for many dreary miles the black­ness of the Night Land; across which came the cold­ness of the light from the Plain of Blue Fire.

			And then, on the very bor­ders of the Un­known Lands, there lay a range of low vol­ca­noes, which lit up, far away in the out­er dark­ness, the Black Hills, where shone the Sev­en Lights, which neither twinkled nor moved nor faltered through Etern­ity; and of which even the great spy-glass could make no un­der­stand­ing; nor had any ad­ven­turer from the Pyr­am­id ever come back to tell us aught of them. And here let me say, that down in the Great Lib­rary of the Re­doubt, were the his­tor­ies of all those, with their dis­cov­er­ies, who had ven­tured out in­to the mon­strous­ness of the Night Land, risk­ing not the life only, but the spir­it of life.

			And surely it is all so strange and won­der­ful to set out, that I could al­most des­pair with the con­tem­pla­tion of that which I must achieve; for there is so much to tell, and so few words giv­en to man by which he may make clear that which lies bey­ond the sight and the present and gen­er­al know­ings of Peoples.

			How shall you ever know, as I know in ver­ity, of the great­ness and real­ity and ter­ror of the thing that I would tell plain to all; for we, with our puny span of re­cor­ded life must have great his­tor­ies to tell, but the few bare de­tails we know con­cern­ing years that are but a few thou­sands in all; and I must set out to you in the short pages of this my life there, a suf­fi­ciency of the life that had been, and the life that was, both with­in and without that mighty Pyr­am­id, to make clear to those who may read, the truth of that which I would tell; and the his­tor­ies of that great Re­doubt dealt not with odd thou­sands of years; but with very mil­lions; aye, away back in­to what they of that Age con­ceived to be the early days of the earth, when the sun, maybe, still gloomed dully in the night sky of the world. But of all that went be­fore, noth­ing, save as myths, and mat­ters to be taken most cau­tiously, and be­lieved not by men of san­ity and proved wis­dom.

			And I, … how shall I make all this clear to you who may read? The thing can­not be; and yet I must tell my his­tory; for to be si­lent be­fore so much won­der would be to suf­fer of too full a heart; and I must even ease my spir­it by this my struggle to tell to all how it was with me, and how it will be. Aye, even to the memor­ies which were the pos­ses­sion of that far fu­ture youth, who was in­deed I, of his child­hood’s days, when his nurse of that Age swung him, and crooned im­possible lul­la­bies of this myth­ic­al sun which, ac­cord­ing to those fu­ture fairy-tales, had once passed across the black­ness that now lay above the Pyr­am­id.

			Such is the mon­strous fu­ture­ness of this which I have seen through the body of that far-off youth.

			And so back to my telling. To my right, which was to the North, there stood, very far away, the House of Si­lence, upon a low hill. And in that House were many lights, and no sound. And so had it been through an un­count­able Etern­ity of Years. Al­ways those steady lights, and no whis­per of sound—not even such as our dis­tance-mi­cro­phones could have dis­covered. And the danger of this House was ac­coun­ted the greatest danger of all those Lands.

			And round by the House of Si­lence, wound the Road Where the Si­lent Ones Walk. And con­cern­ing this Road, which passed out of the Un­known Lands, nigh by the Place of the Ab-hu­mans, where was al­ways the green, lu­min­ous mist, noth­ing was known; save that it was held that, of all the works about the Mighty Pyr­am­id, it was, alone, the one that was bred, long ages past, of healthy hu­man toil and la­bour. And on this point alone, had a thou­sand books, and more, been writ; and all con­trary, and so to no end, as is ever the way in such mat­ters.

			And as it was with the Road Where the Si­lent Ones Walk, so it was with all those oth­er mon­strous things … whole lib­rar­ies had there been made upon this and upon that; and many a thou­sand mil­lion mouldered in­to the for­got­ten dust of the earli­er world.

			I mind me now that presently I stepped upon the cent­ral trav­el­ling-road­way which spanned the one thou­sandth plat­eau of the Great Re­doubt. And this lay six miles and thirty fathoms above the Plain of the Night Land, and was some­what of a great mile or more across. And so, in a few minutes, I was at the South-East­ern wall, and look­ing out through The Great Em­bras­ure to­wards the Three Sil­ver-fire Holes, that shone be­fore the Thing That Nods, away down, far in the South-East. South­ward of this, but near­er, there rose the vast bulk of the South-East Watch­er—The Watch­ing Thing of the South-East. And to the right and to the left of the squat mon­ster burned the Torches; maybe half-a-mile upon each side; yet suf­fi­cient light they threw to show the lumbered-for­ward head of the nev­er-sleep­ing Brute.

			To the East, as I stood there in the quiet­ness of the Sleep­ing-Time on the One Thou­sandth Plat­eau, I heard a far, dread­ful sound, down in the light­less East; and, presently, again—a strange, dread­ful laughter, deep as a low thun­der among the moun­tains. And be­cause this sound came odd whiles from the Un­known Lands bey­ond the Val­ley of the Hounds, we had named that far and nev­er-seen Place “The Coun­try Whence Comes the Great Laughter.” And though I had heard the sound, many and oft a time, yet did I nev­er hear it without a most strange thrill­ing of my heart, and a sense of my lit­tle­ness, and of the ut­ter ter­ror which had be­set the last mil­lions of the world.

			Yet, be­cause I had heard the Laughter oft, I paid not over-long at­ten­tion to my thoughts upon it; and when, in a little it died away in­to that East­ern Dark­ness, I turned my spy-glass upon the Gi­ants’ Pit, which lay to the South of the Gi­ants’ Kilns. And these same Kilns were ten­ded by the gi­ants, and the light of the Kilns was red and fit­ful, and threw waver­ing shad­ows and lights across the mouth of the pit; so that I saw gi­ants crawl­ing up out of the pit; but not prop­erly seen, by reas­on of the dance of the shad­ows. And so, be­cause ever there was so much to be­hold, I looked away, presently, to that which was plain­er to be ex­amined.

			To the back of the Gi­ants’ Pit was a great, black Head­land, that stood vast, between the Val­ley of the Hounds (where lived the mon­strous Night Hounds) and the Gi­ants. And the light of the Kilns struck the brow of this black Head­land; so that, con­stantly, I saw things peer over the edge, com­ing for­ward a little in­to the light of the Kilns, and draw­ing back swiftly in­to the shad­ows. And thus it had been ever, through the un­coun­ted ages; so that the Head­land was known as The Head­land From Which Strange Things Peer; and thus was it marked in our maps and charts of that grim world.

			And so I could go on ever; but that I fear to weary; and yet, wheth­er I do weary, or not, I must tell of this coun­try that I see, even now as I set my thoughts down, so plainly that my memory wanders in a hushed and secret fash­ion along its stark­ness, and amid its strange and dread hab­it­ants, so that it is but by an ef­fort I real­ise me that my body is not there in this very mo­ment that I write. And so to fur­ther tellings:

			Be­fore me ran the Road Where the Si­lent Ones Walk; and I searched it, as many a time in my earli­er youth had I, with the spy-glass; for my heart was al­ways stirred migh­tily by the sight of those Si­lent Ones.

			And, presently, alone in all the miles of that night-grey road, I saw one in the field of my glass—a quiet, cloaked fig­ure, mov­ing along, shrouded, and look­ing neither to right nor left. And thus was it with these be­ings ever. It was told about in the Re­doubt that they would harm no hu­man, if but the hu­man did keep a fair dis­tance from them; but that it were wise nev­er to come close upon one. And this I can well be­lieve.

			And so, search­ing the road with my gaze, I passed bey­ond this Si­lent One, and past the place where the road, sweep­ing vastly to the South-East, was lit a space, strangely, by the light from the Sil­ver-fire Holes. And thus at last to where it swayed to the South of the Dark Palace, and thence South­ward still, un­til it passed round to the West­ward, bey­ond the moun­tain bulk of the Watch­ing Thing in the South—the hugest mon­ster in all the vis­ible Night Lands. My spy-glass showed it to me with clear­ness—a liv­ing hill of watch­ful­ness, known to us as the Watch­er of the South. It brooded there, squat and tre­mend­ous, hunched over the pale ra­di­ance of the Glow­ing Dome.

			Much, I know, had been writ con­cern­ing this Odd, Vast Watch­er; for it had grown out of the black­ness of the South Un­known Lands a mil­lion years gone; and the steady grow­ing near­ness of it had been noted and set out at length by the men they called Mon­struwacans; so that it was pos­sible to search in our lib­rar­ies, and learn of the very com­ing of this Beast in the olden-time.

			And, while I mind me, there were even then, and al­ways, men named Mon­struwacans, whose duty it was to take heed of the great Forces, and to watch the Mon­sters and the Beasts that be­set the great Pyr­am­id, and meas­ure and re­cord, and have so full a know­ledge of these same that, did one but sway an head in the dark­ness, the same mat­ter was set down with par­tic­u­lar­ness in the Re­cords.

			And, so to tell more about the South Watch­er. A mil­lion years gone, as I have told, came it out from the black­ness of the South, and grew stead­ily near­er through twenty thou­sand years; but so slow that in no one year could a man per­ceive that it had moved.

			Yet it had move­ment, and had come thus far upon its road to the Re­doubt, when the Glow­ing Dome rose out of the ground be­fore it—grow­ing slowly. And this had stayed the way of the Mon­ster; so that through an etern­ity it had looked to­wards the Pyr­am­id across the pale glare of the Dome, and seem­ing to have no power to ad­vance near­er.

			And be­cause of this, much had been writ to prove that there were oth­er forces than evil at work in the Night Lands, about the Last Re­doubt. And this I have al­ways thought to be wisely said; and, in­deed, there to be no doubt to the mat­ter, for there were many things in the time of which I have know­ledge, which seemed to make clear that, even as the Forces of Dark­ness were loose upon the End of Man; so were there oth­er Forces out to do battle with the Ter­ror; though in ways most strange and un­thought of by the hu­man mind. And of this I shall have more to tell anon.

			And here, be­fore I go fur­ther with my telling, let me set out some of that know­ledge which yet re­mains so clear with­in my mind and heart. Of the com­ing of these mon­stros­it­ies and evil Forces, no man could say much with ver­ity; for the evil of it began be­fore the His­tor­ies of the Great Re­doubt were shaped; aye, even be­fore the sun had lost all power to light; though, it must not be a thing of cer­tainty, that even at this far time the in­vis­ible, black heav­ens held no warmth for this world; but of this I have no room to tell; and must pass on to that of which I have a more cer­tain know­ledge.

			The evil must surely have be­gun in the Days of the Dark­en­ing (which I might liken to a story which was be­lieved doubt­fully, much as we of this day be­lieve the story of the Cre­ation). A dim re­cord there was of olden sci­ences (that are yet far off in our fu­ture) which, dis­turb­ing the un­meas­ur­able Out­ward Powers, had al­lowed to pass the Bar­ri­er of Life some of those Mon­sters and Ab-hu­man creatures, which are so won­drously cush­ioned from us at this nor­mal present. And thus there had ma­ter­i­al­ized, and in oth­er cases de­veloped, grot­esque and hor­rible Creatures, which now be­set the hu­mans of this world. And where there was no power to take on ma­ter­i­al form, there had been al­lowed to cer­tain dread­ful Forces to have power to af­fect the life of the hu­man spir­it. And this grow­ing very dread­ful, and the world full of law­less­ness and de­gen­er­acy, there had ban­ded to­geth­er the sound mil­lions, and built the Last Re­doubt; there in the twi­light of the world—so it seems to us, and yet to them (bred at last to the peace of us­age) as it were the Be­gin­ning; and this I can make no clear­er; and none hath right to ex­pect it; for my task is very great, and bey­ond the power of hu­man skill.

			And when the hu­mans had built the great Pyr­am­id, it had one thou­sand three hun­dred and twenty floors; and the thick­ness of each floor was ac­cord­ing to the strength of its need. And the whole height of this pyr­am­id ex­ceeded sev­en miles, by near a mile, and above it was a tower from which the Watch­men looked (these be­ing called the Mon­struwacans). But where the Re­doubt was built, I know not; save that I be­lieve in a mighty val­ley, of which I may tell more in due time.

			And when the Pyr­am­id was built, the last mil­lions, who were the Build­ers there­of, went with­in, and made them­selves a great house and city of this Last Re­doubt. And thus began the Second His­tory of this world. And how shall I set it all down in these little pages! For my task, even as I see it, is too great for the power of a single life and a single pen. Yet, to it!

			And, later, through hun­dreds and thou­sands of years, there grew up in the Out­er Lands, bey­ond those which lay un­der the guard of the Re­doubt, mighty and lost races of ter­rible creatures, half men and half beast, and evil and dread­ful; and these made war upon the Re­doubt; but were beaten off from that grim, met­al moun­tain, with a vast slaughter. Yet, must there have been many such at­tacks, un­til the elec­tric circle was put about the Pyr­am­id, and lit from the Earth-Cur­rent. And the low­est half-mile of the Pyr­am­id was sealed; and so at last there was a peace, and the be­gin­nings of that Etern­ity of quiet watch­ing for the day when the Earth-Cur­rent shall be­come ex­hausted.

			And, at whiles, through the for­got­ten cen­tur­ies, had the Creatures been glut­ted time and again upon such odd bands of dar­ing ones as had ad­ven­tured forth to ex­plore through the mys­tery of the Night Lands; for of those who went, scarce any did ever re­turn; for there were eyes in all that dark; and Powers and Forces abroad which had all know­ledge; or so we must fain be­lieve.

			And then, so it would seem, as that Etern­al Night lengthened it­self upon the world, the power of ter­ror grew and strengthened. And fresh and great­er mon­sters de­veloped and bred out of all space and Out­ward Di­men­sions, at­trac­ted, even as it might be In­fernal sharks, by that lonely and mighty hill of hu­man­ity, fa­cing its end—so near to the Etern­al, and yet so far de­ferred in the minds and to the senses of those hu­mans. And thus hath it been ever.

			And all this but by the way, and vague and ill told, and set out in des­pair to make a little clear the be­gin­nings of that State which is so strange to our con­cep­tions, and yet which had be­come a Con­di­tion of Nat­ur­al­ness to Hu­man­ity in that stu­pendous fu­ture.

			Thus had the gi­ants come, fathered of bes­ti­al hu­mans and mothered of mon­sters. And many and di­verse were the creatures which had some hu­man semb­lance; and in­tel­li­gence, mech­an­ic­al and cun­ning; so that cer­tain of these less­er Brutes had ma­chinery and un­der­ground ways, hav­ing need to se­cure to them­selves warmth and air, even as healthy hu­mans; only that they were in­cred­ibly in­ured to hard­ship, as they might be wolves set in com­par­is­on with tender chil­dren. And surely, do I make this thing clear?

			And now to con­tin­ue my telling con­cern­ing the Night Land. The Watch­er of the South was, as I have set to make known, a mon­ster dif­fer­ing from those oth­er Watch­ing Things, of which I have spoken, and of which there were in all four. One to the North-West, and one to the South-East, and of these I have told; and the oth­er twain lay brood­ing, one to the South-West, and the oth­er to the North-East; and thus the four watch­ers kept ward through the dark­ness, upon the Pyr­am­id, and moved not, neither gave they out any sound. Yet did we know them to be moun­tains of liv­ing watch­ful­ness and hideous and stead­fast in­tel­li­gence.

			And so, in a while, hav­ing listened to the sor­row­ful sound which came ever to us over the Grey Dunes, from the Coun­try of Wail­ing, which lay to the South, mid­way between the Re­doubt and the Watch­er of the South, I passed upon one of the mov­ing road­ways over to the South-West­ern side of the Pyr­am­id, and looked from a nar­row em­bras­ure thence far down in­to the Deep Val­ley, which was four miles deep, and in which was the Pit of the Red Smoke.

			And the mouth of this Pit was one full mile across, and the smoke of the Pit filled the Val­ley at times, so that it seemed but as a glow­ing red circle amid dull thun­der­ous clouds of red­ness. Yet the red smoke rose nev­er much above the Val­ley; so that there was clear sight across to the coun­try bey­ond. And there, along the fur­ther edge of that great depth, were the Towers, each, maybe, a mile high, grey and quiet; but with a shim­mer upon them.

			Bey­ond these, South and West of them, was the enorm­ous bulk of the South-West Watch­er, and from the ground rose what we named the Eye Beam—a single ray of grey light, which came up out of the ground, and lit the right eye of the mon­ster. And be­cause of this light, that eye had been migh­tily ex­amined through un­known thou­sands of years; and some held that the eye looked through the light stead­fastly at the Pyr­am­id; but oth­ers set out that the light blinded it, and was the work of those Oth­er Powers which were abroad to do com­bat with the Evil Forces. But how­ever this may be, as I stood there in the em­bras­ure, and looked at the thing through the spy-glass, it seemed to my soul that the Brute looked straightly at me, un­wink­ing and stead­fast, and fully of a know­ledge that I spied upon it. And this is how I felt.

			To the North of this, in the dir­ec­tion of the West, I saw the Place Where the Si­lent Ones Kill; and this was so named, be­cause there, maybe ten thou­sand years gone, cer­tain hu­mans ad­ven­tur­ing from the Pyr­am­id, came off the Road Where the Si­lent Ones Walk, and in­to that place, and were im­me­di­ately des­troyed. And this was told by one who es­caped; though he died also very quickly, for his heart was frozen. And this I can­not ex­plain; but so it was set out in the Re­cords.

			Far away bey­ond the Place Where the Si­lent Ones Kill, in the very mouth of the West­ern Night was the Place of the Ab-hu­mans, where was lost the Road Where the Si­lent Ones Walk, in a dull green, lu­min­ous mist. And of this place noth­ing was known; though much it held the thoughts and at­ten­tions of our thinkers and ima­gin­ers; for some said that there was a Place of Safety, dif­fer­ing from the Re­doubt (as we of this day sup­pose Heav­en to dif­fer from the Earth), and that the Road led thence; but was barred by the Ab-hu­mans. And this I can only set down here; but with no thought to jus­ti­fy or up­hold it.

			Later, I trav­elled over to the North-East­ern wall of the Re­doubt, and looked thence with my spy-glass at the Watch­er of the North-East—the Crowned Watch­er it was called, in that with­in the air above its vast head there hung al­ways a blue, lu­min­ous ring, which shed a strange light down­wards over the mon­ster—show­ing a vast, wrinkled brow (upon which an whole lib­rary had been writ); but put­ting to the shad­ow all the lower face; all save the ear, which came out from the back of the head, and belled to­wards the Re­doubt, and had been said by some ob­serv­ers in the past to have been seen to quiver; but how that might be, I knew not; for no man of our days had seen such a thing.

			And bey­ond the Watch­ing Thing was the Place Where the Si­lent Ones Are Nev­er, close by the great road; which was bounded upon the far side by The Gi­ant’s Sea; and upon the far side of that, was a Road which was al­ways named The Road By The Quiet City; for it passed along that place where burned forever the con­stant and nev­er-mov­ing lights of a strange city; but no glass had ever shown life there; neither had any light ever ceased to burn.

			And bey­ond that again was the Black Mist. And here, let me say, that the Val­ley of the Hounds ended to­wards the Lights of the Quiet City.

			And so have I set out some­thing of that land, and of those creatures and cir­cum­stances which be­set us about, wait­ing un­til the Day of Doom, when our Earth-Cur­rent should cease, and leave us help­less to the Watch­ers and the Abund­ant Ter­ror.

			And there I stood, and looked forth com­posedly, as may one who has been born to know of such mat­ters, and reared in the know­ledge of them. And, anon, I would look up­ward, and see the grey, metalled moun­tain go­ing up meas­ure­less in­to the gloom of the ever­last­ing night; and from my feet the sheer down­ward sweep of the grim, met­al walls, six full miles, and more, to the plain be­low.

			And one thing (aye! and I fear me, many) have I missed to set out with par­tic­u­lar­ness:

			There was, as you do know, all around the base of the Pyr­am­id, which was five and one-quarter miles every way, a great circle of light, which was set up by the Earth-Cur­rent, and burned with­in a trans­par­ent tube; or had that ap­pear­ance. And it bounded the Pyr­am­id for a clear mile upon every side, and burned for ever; and none of the mon­sters had power ever to pass across, be­cause of what we did call The Air Clog that it did make, as an in­vis­ible Wall of Safety. And it did give out also a more sub­tile vi­bra­tion, that did af­fect the weak Brain-Ele­ments of the mon­sters and the Lower Men-Brutes. And some did hold that there went from it a fur­ther vi­bra­tion of a great­er sub­ti­le­ness that gave a pro­tect­ing against the Evil Forces. And some qual­ity it had truly this­wise; for the Evil Powers had no abil­ity to cause harm to any with­in. Yet were there some dangers against which it might not avail; but these had no cun­ning to bring harm to any with­in the Great Re­doubt who had wis­dom to meddle with no dread­ful­ness. And so were those last mil­lions guarded un­til the Earth-Cur­rent should be used to its end. And this circle is that which I have called the Elec­tric Circle; though with fail­ure to ex­plain. But there it was called only, The Circle.

			And thus have I, with great ef­fort, made a little clear that grim land of night, where, presently, my listen­ing heard one call­ing across the dark. And how that this grew upon me, I will set out forth­with.

		
	
		
			
				III

				The Quiet Call­ing

			
			Now, oft had I heard tell, not only in that great city which oc­cu­pied the thou­sandth floor, but in oth­ers of the one thou­sand, three hun­dred and twenty cit­ies of the Pyr­am­id, that there was some­where out in the des­ol­a­tion of the Night Lands a second Place of Refuge, where had gathered, in an­oth­er part of this dead world, some last mil­lions of the hu­man race, to fight un­to the end.

			And this story I heard every­where in my travels through the cit­ies of the Great Re­doubt, which travels began when I came upon my sev­en­teenth year, and con­tin­ued for three years and two hun­dred and twenty five days, be­ing even then but one day in each city, as was the cus­tom in the train­ing of every child.

			And truly it was a great jour­ney, and in it I met with many, whom to know was to love; but whom nev­er could I see again; for life has not space enough; and each must to his duty to the se­cur­ity and well-be­ing of the Re­doubt. Yet, for all that I have set down, we trav­elled much, al­ways; but there were so many mil­lions, and so few years.

			And, as I have said, every­where I went there was the same story of this oth­er Place of Refuge; and in such of the Lib­rar­ies of those cit­ies as I had time to search, there were great num­bers of works upon the ex­ist­ence of this oth­er Refuge; and some, far back in the years, made as­ser­tion with con­fid­ence that such a Place was in ver­ity; and, in­deed, no doubt did there seem in those by-gone ages; but now these very Re­cords were read only by Schol­ars, who doubted, even whilst they read. And so is it ever.

			But of the real­ity of this Refuge, I had nev­er a sound doubt, from the day of my hear­ing con­cern­ing it from our Mas­ter Mon­struwacan, who with all his as­sist­ants oc­cu­pied the Tower of Ob­ser­va­tion in the apex of the Pyr­am­id. And here let me tell that he and I had al­ways an af­fin­ity and close friend­ship one for the oth­er; though he was full grown, and I but a youth; yet so it was; and thus, when I had come to an age of twenty-one years of life, he opened to me a post with­in the Tower of Ob­ser­va­tion; and this was a most won­drous good for­tune to me; for in all the vast Re­doubt, to be ap­poin­ted to the Tower of Ob­ser­va­tion was the most de­sired; for thereby, even as in these days doth As­tro­nomy, was the nat­ur­al curi­os­ity of Man eased some­what, even while thwarted.

			Now, let me tell here also, lest it be thought that I was un­duly fa­voured be­cause of my friend­ship with the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan, that there was a sound jus­ti­fic­a­tion for his choice, in that to me had been giv­en that strange gift of hear­ing, which we called Night-Hear­ing; though this was but a fanci­ful name, and meant little. Yet the pe­cu­li­ar gift was rare, and in all the mil­lions of the Pyr­am­id, there was none with the gift to a great de­gree, sav­ing only my­self.

			And I, be­cause of this gift, could hear the “in­vis­ible vi­bra­tions” of the æth­er; so that, without hark­ing to the call­ing of our re­cord­ing in­stru­ments, I could take the mes­sages which came con­tinu­ally through the etern­al dark­ness; aye, even bet­ter than they. And now, it may be the bet­ter un­der­stood, how much was to be coun­ted that I had grown to listen for a voice that had not rung in mine ears for an etern­ity, and yet which sang sweet and clear in my memory-dreams; so that it seemed to me that Mirdath the Beau­ti­ful slept with­in my soul, and whispered to me out of all the ages.

			And then, one day, at the fif­teenth hour, when began the Sleep-Time, I had been pon­der­ing this love of mine that lived with me still; and mar­vel­ling that my memory-dreams held the voice of a love that had been in so re­mote an age. And pon­der­ing and dream­ing thus, as a young man may, I could fancy this ae­on-lost One were whis­per­ing beauty in­to my ears, in ver­ity; so clear had my memory grown, and so much had I pondered.

			And lo! as I stood there, hark­ing and com­mun­ing with my thoughts, I thrilled sud­denly, as if I had been smit­ten; for out of all the ever­last­ing night a whis­per was thrill­ing and thrill­ing upon my more sub­tile hear­ing.

			Through four long years had I listened, since that awaken­ing in the em­bras­ure, when but a youth of sev­en­teen; and now out of the world-dark­ness and all the etern­al years of that lost life, which now I live in this Present Age of ours, was the whis­per come; for I knew it upon that in­stant; and yet, be­cause I was so taught to wis­dom, I answered by no name; but sent the Mas­ter-Word through the night—send­ing it with my brain-ele­ments, as I could, and as all may, much or little, as may be, if they be not clods. And, moreover, I knew that she who called quietly would have the power to hear without in­stru­ments, if in­deed it were she; and if it were but one of the false call­ings of the Evil Forces, or more cun­ning mon­sters, or as was some­times thought con­cern­ing these call­ings, the House of Si­lence, med­dling with our souls, then would they have no power to say the Mas­ter-Word; for this had been proven through all the Ever­last­ing.

			And lo! as I stood, trem­bling and striv­ing not to be tense, which des­troys the re­ceptiv­ity, there came thrill­ing round and round my spir­itu­al es­sence the throb of the Mas­ter-Word, beat­ing stead­ily in the night, as doth that mar­vel­lous sound. And then, with all that was sweet in my spir­it, I called with my brain ele­ments: “Mirdath! Mirdath! Mirdath!” And at that in­stant the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan entered that part of the Tower of Ob­ser­va­tion, where I stood; and, see­ing my face, stood very quiet; for though he had not the power of Night-Hear­ing, he was wise and thought­ful, and took much ac­count of my gift; more-over, he had but come from the Re­ceiv­ing In­stru­ment, and thought vaguely to have caught the throb of the Mas­ter-Word, though too faint to come prop­er through the In­stru­ment, so that he searched for me, in that I, who had the Hear­ing, might listen for it, I be­ing, as I have said, gif­ted in that wise.

			And to him I told some­thing of my story and my thoughts and my memor­ies, and of that awaken­ing; and thus up to this present hap­pen­ing, and he hearkened with sym­pathy and a troubled and won­der­ing heart; for in that age a man might talk sanely upon that which, in this age of ours would be ac­coun­ted fool­ish­ness and maybe the breath­ings of in­san­ity; for there, by the re­fine­ment of arts of men­tal­ity and the res­ults of strange ex­per­i­ments and the ac­com­plish­ment of learn­ing, men were abled to con­ceive of mat­ters now closed to our con­cep­tions, even as we of this day may haply give a calm ear to talk, that in the days of our fath­ers would have been surely set to the count of lun­acy. And this is very clear.

			And all the while that I told my story, I listened with my spir­it; but save for a sense of faint, happy laughter that wrapped about me, I heard naught. And noth­ing more all that day.

			Here let me put down that, be­cause of my memor­ies and half memor­ies, I would time and again dis­pute with our learned men; they be­ing in doubt as to the ver­ity of that olden story of the Days of Light, and the ex­ist­ence of the Sun; though some­thing of all this was set out, as of truth, in our old­est re­cords; but I, re­mem­ber­ing, told them many tales that seemed fairy-like to them, and en­tranced their hearts, even whilst I angered their brains, which re­fused to take ser­i­ously and as ver­ity that which their hearts ac­cep­ted gladly, even as we re­ceive the won­der of po­etry in­to our souls. But the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan would listen to aught I had to tell; aye! though I spoke through hours; and so it would be, odd times, that hav­ing talked long, draw­ing my stor­ies from my Memory-Dreams, I would come back again in­to the present of that Fu­ture; and lo! all the Mon­struwacans would have left their in­stru­ments and ob­ser­va­tions and re­cord­ing, and be gathered about me; and the Mas­ter so sunken in in­terest that he not to have dis­covered them; neither had I no­ticed, be­ing so full of the things which had been.

			But when the Mas­ter came back to know­ledge of that present, he would rouse and chide, and they, all those less­er ones, would fly swiftly and guiltily to their vari­ous works; and yet, so I have thought since, each with a muddled and be­wildered and thought­ful air upon him; and hungry they were for more, and ever won­der­ing and set­ting ques­tions about.

			And so it was also with those oth­ers—those learned ones who were not of the Tower of Ob­ser­va­tion, and who dis­be­lieved even whilst they hungered. Listen would they, though I talked from the first hour, which was the “dawn,” to the fif­teenth hour, which was the be­gin­ning of the “night”; for the Sleep-Time was set thus, after oth­er us­age and ex­per­i­ment. And, odd whiles, I found that there were among them, men of ex­traordin­ary learn­ing who up­held my tellings as tales of ver­ity; and so there was a fac­tion; but, later, there grew more to be­lieve; and wheth­er they be­lieved, or not, all were ready to listen; so that I might have spen­ded my days in talk; only that I had my work to do.

			But the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan be­lieved from the be­gin­ning, and was wise al­ways to un­der­stand; so that I loved him for this, as for many an­oth­er dear qual­ity.

			And so, as may be con­ceived, among all those mil­lions I was singled out to be known; for the stor­ies that I told went down­ward through a thou­sand cit­ies; and, presently, in the low­est tier of the Un­der­ground Fields, an hun­dred miles deep in the earth be­low the Re­doubt, I found that the very plough­boys knew some­thing con­cern­ing my tellings; and gathered about me one time and an­oth­er when the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan and I had gone down, re­gard­ing some mat­ter that dealt with the Earth-Cur­rent and our In­stru­ments.

			And of the Un­der­ground Fields (though in that age we called them no more than “The Fields”) I should set down a little; for they were the migh­ti­est work of this world; so that even the Last Re­doubt was but a small thing be­side them. An hun­dred miles deep lay the low­est of the Un­der­ground Fields, and was an hun­dred miles from side to side, every way; and above it there were three hun­dred and six fields, each one less in area than that be­neath; and in this wise they tapered, un­til the top­most field which lay dir­ect be­neath the lower­most floor of the Great Re­doubt, was but four miles every way.

			And thus it will be seen that these fields, ly­ing one be­neath the oth­er, formed a mighty and in­cred­ible Pyr­am­id of Coun­try Lands in the deep earth, an hun­dred miles from the base un­to the top­most field.

			And the whole was sheathed-in at the sides with the grey met­al of which the Re­doubt was buil­ded; and each field was pillared, and floored be­neath the soil, with this same com­pound of won­der; and so was it se­cure, and the mon­sters could not dig in­to that mighty garden from without.

			And all of that Un­der­ground Land was lit, where needed, by the Earth-Cur­rent, and that same life-stream fructi­fied the soil, and gave life and blood to the plants and to the trees, and to every bush and nat­ur­al thing.

			And the mak­ing of those Fields had taken maybe a mil­lion years, and the “dump” there­of had been cast in­to the “Crack,” whence came the Earth-Cur­rent, and which had bot­tom bey­ond all sound­ings. And this Un­der­ground Coun­try had its own winds and air-cur­rents; so that, to my memory, it was in no ways con­nec­ted to the mon­strous air-shafts of the Pyr­am­id; but in this I may be mis­taken; for it has not been giv­en to me to know all that is to be known con­cern­ing that vast Re­doubt; nor by any one man could so much know­ledge be achieved.

			Yet that there were wise and justly pro­moted winds in that Un­der­ground Coun­try, I do know; for health­ful and sweet they were, and in the corn-fields there was the sweet rustle of grain, and the glad, silken laughter of pop­pies, all be­neath a warm and happy light. And here, did the mil­lions walk and take ex­cur­sion, and go or­derly or not, even as in these days.

			And all this have I seen, and the talk of a thou­sand lov­ers in the gar­dens of that place, comes back to me; and with it all the memory of my dear one; and of a faint call­ing that would seem to whis­per about me at times; but so faint and at­ten­u­ated, that even I, who had the Night-Hear­ing, could not catch its im­port; and so went, listen­ing ever the more in­tently. And oft times call­ing.

			Now there was a Law in the Pyr­am­id, tried and health­ful, which held that no male should have free­dom to ad­ven­ture in­to the Night Land, be­fore the age of twenty-two; and no fe­male ever. Yet that, after such age, if a youth de­sired greatly to make the ad­ven­ture, he should re­ceive three lec­tures upon the dangers of which we had know­ledge, and a strict ac­count of the mu­til­at­ings and hor­rid deeds done to those who had so ad­ven­tured. And if, after this had passed over him, he still de­sired, and if he were ac­coun­ted health­ful and sane; then should he be al­lowed to make the ad­ven­ture; and it was ac­coun­ted hon­our to the youth who should add to the know­ledge of the Pyr­am­id.

			But to all such as went forth in­to the danger of the Night Land, there was set be­neath the skin of the in­ner side of the left fore­arm, a small cap­sule, and when the wound had healed, then might the youth make the ad­ven­ture.

			And the where­fore of this, was that the spir­it of the youth might be saved, if he were en­trapped; for then, upon the hon­our of his soul, must he bite forth the cap­sule, and im­me­di­ately his spir­it would have safety in death. And by this shall you know some­what the grim and hor­rid danger of the Dark Land.

			And this I have set down be­cause later I was to make huge ad­ven­ture in­to those Lands; and even at this time, some thought of the same had come to me; for al­ways I went listen­ing for that quiet call­ing; and twice I sent the Mas­ter-Word throb­bing sol­emnly through the ever­last­ing night; yet this I did no more, without cer­tainty; for the Word must not be used lightly. But of­ten would I say with my brain-ele­ments “Mirdath! Mirdath!”—send­ing the name out in­to the dark­ness; and some­times would I seem to hear the faint thrill­ing of the æth­er around me; as though one answered; but weakly, as it were with a weakened spir­it, or by in­stru­ment that lacked of its earth-force.

			And thus, for a great while there was no cer­tainty; but only a strange anxious­ness and no clear an­swer.

			Then, one day as I stood by the in­stru­ments in the Tower of Ob­ser­va­tion, at the thir­teenth hour there came the thrill­ing of beaten æth­er all about me, as it were that all the void was dis­turbed. And I made the Sign for Si­lence; so that the men moved not in all the Tower; but bowed over their breath­ing-bells, that all dis­turb­ance might cease.

			And again came the gentle thrill­ing, and broke out in­to a clear, low call­ing in my brain; and the call­ing was my name—the old-earth name of this day, and not the name of that age. And the name smote me, with a frightene­d­ness of fresh awaken­ing memor­ies. And, im­me­di­ately, I sent the Mas­ter-Word in­to the night; and all the æth­er was full of move­ment. And a si­lence came; and later a beat afar off in the void of night, which only I in all that great Re­doubt could hear, un­til the heav­ier vi­bra­tions were come. And in a mo­ment there was all about me the throb­bing of the Mas­ter-Word, beat­ing in the night a sure an­swer. Yet, be­fore this I knew that Mirdath had called; but now had surety.

			And im­me­di­ately, I said “Mirdath,” mak­ing use of the in­stru­ments; and there came a swift and beau­ti­ful an­swer; for out of the dark there stole an old love-name, that she only had ever used to me.

			And, presently, I minded me of the men, and signed to them that they should con­tin­ue; for the Re­cords must not be broken; and now I had the com­mu­nic­a­tion full es­tab­lished.

			And by me stood the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan, quietly as any young Mon­struwacan, wait­ing with slips to make any notes that were need­ful; and keep­ing a strict eye upon those oth­ers; but not un­kindly. And so, for a space of won­der, I had speech with that girl out in the dark­ness of the world, who had know­ledge of my name, and of the old-earth love-name, and named her­self Mirdath.

			And much I ques­tioned her, and presently to my sor­row; for it seemed that her name was not truly Mirdath; but Naani; neither had she known my name; but that in the lib­rary of that place where she abode, there had been a story of one named by my name, and called by that sweet love-name which she had sent out some­what ruth­less in­to the night; and the girl’s name had been Mirdath; and when first she, Naani had called, there had come back to her a cry of Mirdath, Mirdath; and this had minded her so strangely of that olden story which had stayed in her memory; that she had answered as the maid in that book might have answered.

			And thus did it seem that the ut­ter Ro­mance of my Memory-love had van­ished, and I stood strangely troubled for sor­row of a love of olden times. Yet, even then I mar­velled that any book should have story so much like to mine; not heed­ing that the his­tory of all love is writ with one pen.

			Yet, even then in that hour of my strange, and quaintly fool­ish pain, there came a thing that set me thrill­ing; though more af­ter­wards, when I came to think afresh upon it. For the girl who spoke to me through the night made some won­der that my voice were not deep­er; yet in quiet fash­ion, and as one who says a thing, scarce wot­ting what they say. But even to me then, there came a sud­den hope; for in the olden days of this Present Age my voice had been very deep. And I said to her that maybe the man in the book was said to have had a deep tone of speech; but she, seem­ing puzzled, said nay; and at that I ques­tioned her the more; but only to the trouble of her memory and un­der­stand­ing.

			And strange must it seem that we two should talk on so trivi­al a mat­ter, when there was so much else that we had need to ex­change thought upon; for were a man in this present day to have speech with those who may live with­in that red plan­et of Mars with­in the sky, scarce could the won­der of it ex­ceed the won­der of a hu­man voice com­ing through that night un­to the Great Re­doubt, out of all that lost dark­ness. For, in­deed, this must have been the break­ing of, maybe, a mil­lion years of si­lence. And already, as I came to know later, was the news passing down­ward from City to City through all the vast Pyr­am­id; so that the Hour-Slips were full of the news; and every City eager and ex­cited, and wait­ing. And I bet­ter known in that one mo­ment, than in all my life be­fore. For that pre­vi­ous call­ing, had been but vaguely put about; and then set to the count of a nature, blown upon over-eas­ily by spir­it-winds of the half-memory of dreams. Though it is in­deed true, as I have set down be­fore this, that my tales con­cern­ing the early days of the world, when the sun was vis­ible, and full of light, had gone down through all the cit­ies, and had much com­ment and set­ting forth in the Hour-Slips, and were a cause for speech and ar­gu­ment.

			Now con­cern­ing the voice of this girl com­ing to us through the dark­ness of the world, I will set out that which she had to tell; and this, in­deed, but veri­fied the tellings of our most an­cient Re­cords, which had so long been treated over lightly: There was, it would seem, some­where out in the lone­some dark of the Out­er Lands, but at what dis­tance none could ever dis­cov­er, a second Re­doubt; that was a three-sided Pyr­am­id, and mod­er­ate small; be­ing no more than a mile in height, and scarce three quar­ters of a mile along the bases.

			When this Re­doubt was first buil­ded, it had been upon the far shore of a sea, where now was no sea; and it had been raised by those wan­der­ing hu­mans who had grown weary of wan­der­ing, and weary of the danger of night at­tacks by the tribes of half-hu­man mon­sters which began to in­hab­it the earth even so early as the days when the half-gloom was upon the world. And he that had made the plan upon which it was buil­ded, was one who had seen the Great Re­doubt, hav­ing lived there in the be­gin­ning, but es­caped be­cause of a cor­rec­tion set upon him for his spir­it of ir­re­spons­ib­il­ity, which had made him to cause dis­turb­ance among the or­derly ones in the low­est city of the Great Re­doubt.

			Yet, in time, he too had come to be tamed by the weight of fear of the ever-grow­ing hordes of mon­sters, and the Forces that were abroad. And so he, be­ing a mas­ter-spir­it, planned and buil­ded the smal­ler Re­doubt, be­ing aided thereto by four mil­lions, who also were weary of the har­ass of the mon­sters; but un­til then had been wan­der­ers, be­cause of the rest­less­ness of their blood.

			And they had chosen that place, be­cause there they had dis­covered a sign of the Earth-Cur­rent in a great val­ley which led to the shore; for without the Earth-Cur­rent no Refuge could have ex­ist­ence. And whilst many buil­ded and guarded, and cared for the Great Camp in which all lived, oth­ers worked with­in a great shaft; and in ten years had made this to a dis­tance of many miles, and there­with they tapt the Earth-Cur­rent; but not a great stream; yet a suf­fi­ciency, as was be­lieved.

			And, presently, after many years, they had buil­ded the Pyr­am­id, and taken up their refuge there, and made them in­stru­ments, and or­dained Mon­struwacans; so that they had speech daily with the Great Pyr­am­id; and thus for many long ages.

			And the Earth-Cur­rent then to be­gin to fail; and though they la­boured through many thou­sands of years, they came to no bet­ter re­source. And so it was they ceased to have com­mu­nic­a­tion with the Great Re­doubt; for the cur­rent had a lack of power to work the in­stru­ments; and the re­cord­ing in­stru­ments ceased to be sens­ible of our mes­sages.

			And there­after came a mil­lion years, maybe, of si­lence; with ever the birth­ing and mar­ry­ing and dy­ing of those lone­some hu­mans. And they grew less; and some put this to the lack of the Earth-Cur­rent, which dwindled slowly through the cen­tur­ies of that Etern­ity.

			And once in a thou­sand years, maybe, one among them would be Sens­it­ive, and abled to hear bey­ond or­din­ary; and to these, at times, there would seem to come the thrill­ing of the æth­er; so that such an one would go listen­ing; and some­times seem to catch half mes­sages; and so awaken a great in­terest in all the Pyr­am­id; and there would be turn­ing up of old Re­cords, and many words and writ­ings, and at­tempts to send the Mas­ter-Word through the night; in which, doubt­less some­times they suc­ceeded; for there was set down in the Re­cords of the Great Re­doubt cer­tain oc­ca­sions on which there had come the call of the Mas­ter-Word, which had been ar­ranged and made holy between the two Re­doubts in the early days of that second life of this world.

			Yet, now for an hun­dred thou­sand years, there had been none Sens­it­ive; and in that time the people of the Pyr­am­id had be­come no more than ten thou­sand; and the Earth-Cur­rent was weak and power­less to put the joy of life in­to them; so that they went list­lessly, but deemed it not strange, be­cause of so many ae­ons of us­age.

			And then, to the won­der of all, the Earth-Cur­rent had put forth a new power; so that young people ceased to be old over-soon; and there was hap­pi­ness and a cer­tain joy in the liv­ing; and a strange birth­ing of chil­dren, such as had not been through half a mil­lion years.

			And then came a new thing. Naani, the daugh­ter of the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan of that Re­doubt had shown to all that she was Sens­it­ive; for she had per­ceived odd vi­bra­tions afloat in the night; and con­cern­ing these she told her fath­er; and presently, be­cause their blood moved afresh in their bod­ies, they had heart to dis­cov­er the plans of the an­cient in­stru­ments; for the in­stru­ments had long rus­ted, and been for­got­ten.

			And so they buil­ded them a new in­stru­ment to send forth a mes­sage; for they had no memory at that time that the brain-ele­ments had power to do thus; though, may­hap, their brain-ele­ments were weakened, through so many ages of star­va­tion of the Earth-Cur­rent, and could not have obeyed, even had their mas­ters known all that we of the Great Re­doubt knew.

			And when the in­stru­ment was fin­ished, to Naani was giv­en the right to call first across the dark to dis­cov­er wheth­er in­deed, after that mil­lion years of si­lence, they were yet com­pan­ied upon this earth, or wheth­er they were in truth lonely—the last poor thou­sands of the Hu­mans.

			And a great and pain­ful ex­cite­ment came upon the people of the less­er pyr­am­id; for the loneli­ness of the world pressed upon them; and it was to them as though we in this age called to a star across the abyss of space.

			And be­cause of the ex­cite­ment and pain of the mo­ment, Naani called only vaguely with the in­stru­ment in­to the dark; and lo! in a mo­ment, as it seemed, there came all about her in the night the sol­emn throb of the Mas­ter-Word, beat­ing in the night. And Naani cried out that she was answered, and, as may be thought, many of the people wept, and some prayed, and some were si­lent; but oth­ers be­seeched her that she call again and quickly to have fur­ther speech with those of their kind.

			And Naani spoke the Mas­ter-Word in­to the night, and dir­ectly there came a call­ing all about her: “Mirdath! Mirdath!” and the strange won­der of it made her si­lent a mo­ment; but when she would have made reply, the in­stru­ment had ceased to work, and she could have no fur­ther speech at that time.

			This, as may be thought, oc­ca­sioned much dis­tress; and con­stant work they had between the in­stru­ment and the Earth-Cur­rent, to dis­cov­er the reas­on for this fail­ing; but could not for a great while. And in that time, oft did Naani hear the call of “Mirdath” thrill­ing about her; and twice there came the sol­emn beat of the Mas­ter-Word in the night. Yet nev­er had she the power to an­swer. And all that while, as I learned in time, was she stirred with a quaint ache at heart by the voice that called “Mirdath!” as it might be the Spir­it of Love, search­ing for its mate; for this is how she put it.

			And thus it chanced, that the con­stant thrill­ing of this name about her, woke her to memory of a book she had read in early years, and but half un­der­stood; for it was an­cient, and writ in an olden fash­ion, and it set out the love of a man and a maid, and the maid’s name was Mirdath. And so, be­cause she was full of this great awaken­ing of those ages of si­lence, and the call­ing of that name, she found the book again, and read it many times, and grew to a sound love of the beauty of that tale.

			And, presently, when the in­stru­ment was made right, she called in­to the night the name of that man with­in the book; and so it came about that I had hoped too much; yet even now was I strangely un­sure wheth­er to cease from hop­ing.

			And one oth­er thing there is which I would make clear. Many and oft a time had I heard a thrill­ing of sweet, faint laughter about me, and the stir­ring of the æth­er by words too gentle to come clearly; and these I make no doubt came from Naani, us­ing her brain-ele­ments un­wit­tingly and in ig­nor­ance; but very eager to an­swer my call­ings; and hav­ing no know­ledge that, far off across the black­ness of the world, they thrilled about me, con­stantly.

			And after Naani had made clear all that I have set out con­cern­ing the Less­er Refuge, she told fur­ther how that food was not plen­ti­ful with them; though, un­til the reawaken­ing of the Earth-Cur­rent, they had gone un­know­ing of this, be­ing of small ap­pet­ite, and caring little for aught; but now wakened, and newly hungry, they sa­voured a lack of taste in all that they ate; and this we could well con­ceive, from our reas­on­ings and the­ory; but hap­pily not from our know­ledge.

			And we said un­to them, that the soil had lost its life, and the crops there­from were not vi­tal; and a great while it would take for the earth with­in their pyr­am­id to re­ceive back the life-ele­ments. And we told them cer­tain ways by which they might bring a more speedy life to the soil; and this they were eager to do, be­ing freshly alive after so long a time of half-life.

			And now, you must know that in all the great Re­doubt the story went down­wards swiftly, and was pub­lished in all the Hour-Sheets, with many com­ments; and the lib­rar­ies were full of those who would look up the olden Re­cords, which for so long had been for­got­ten, or taken, as we of this day would say, with a pinch of salt.

			And all the time I was pestered with ques­tions; so that, had I not been de­term­ined, I should scarce have been al­lowed to sleep; moreover, so much was writ about me, and my power to hear, and divers stor­ies con­cern­ing tales of love, that I had been like to have grown mazed to take note of it all; yet some note I did take, and much I found pleas­ant; but some dis­pleas­ing.

			And, for the rest, I was not spoiled, as the say­ing goes; for I had my work to do; moreover, I was al­ways busied Listen­ing, and hav­ing speech through the dark­ness. Though if any saw me so, they would ques­tion; and be­cause of this, I kept much to the Tower of Ob­ser­va­tion, where was the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan, and a great­er dis­cip­line.

			And then began a fresh mat­ter; though but an old enough trick; for I speak now of the days that fol­lowed that re-open­ing of the talk between the Pyr­am­ids. Oft would speech come to us out of the night; and there would be tales of the sore need of the Less­er Re­doubt, and call­ings for help. Yet, when I sent the Mas­ter-Word abroad, there would be no an­swer­ing. And so I feared that the Mon­sters and Forces of Evil knew.

			Yet, at times, the Mas­ter-Word would an­swer to us, beat­ing stead­ily in the night; and when we ques­tioned afresh, we knew that they in the Less­er Re­doubt had caught the beat of the Mas­ter-Word, and so made reply; though it had not been they who had made the pre­vi­ous talk, which we had sought to test by the Word. And then they would make con­tra­dic­tion of all that had been spoken so cun­ningly; so that we knew the Mon­sters and Forces had sought to tempt some from the safety of the Re­doubt. Yet, was this no new thing, as I have made to hint; sav­ing that it grew now to a great­er per­sist­ence, and there was a loath­some cun­ning in the us­ing of this new know­ledge to the mak­ing of wicked and false mes­sages by those evil things of the Night Land. And it told to us, as I have made re­mark, how that those Mon­sters and Forces had a full awared­ness of the speech between the Pyr­am­ids; yet could they have no power to say the Mas­ter-Word; so had we some test left, and a way to sure know­ledge of what made talk in the night.

			And all that I have told should bring to those of this Age some­thing of the yet un­be­got­ten ter­ror of that; and a quiet and sound thank­ful­ness to God, that we suf­fer not as hu­man­ity shall yet suf­fer.

			But, for all this, let it not be thought that they of that Age ac­coun­ted it as suf­fer­ing; but as no more than the usu­al of hu­man ex­ist­ence. And by this may we know that we can meet all cir­cum­stances, and use ourselves to them and live through them wisely, if we be but prudent and con­sider means of in­ven­tion.

			And through all the Night Land there was an ex­traordin­ary awaken­ing among the Mon­sters and Forces; so that the in­stru­ments made con­stant note of great­er powers at work out there in the dark­ness; and the Mon­struwacans were busied re­cord­ing, and keep­ing a very strict watch. And so was there at all that time a sense of dif­fer­ence and awaken­ing, and of won­ders about, and to come.

			And from The Coun­try Whence Comes the Great Laughter, the Laughter soun­ded con­stant … as it were an un­com­fort­able and heart-shak­ing voice-thun­der rolling thence over the Lands, out from the un­known East. And the Pit of the Red Smoke filled all the Deep Val­ley with red­ness, so that the smoke rose above the edge, and hid the bases of the Towers upon the far side.

			And the Gi­ants could be seen plen­ti­ful around the Kilns to the East; and from the Kilns great belches of fire; though the mean­ing of it, as of all else, we could not say; but only the cause.

			And from the Moun­tain of the Voice, which rose to the South-East of the South-East Watch­er, and of which I have made no telling hitherto, in this faulty set­ting-out, I heard for the first time in that life, the call­ing of the Voice. And though the Re­cords made men­tion of it; yet not of­ten was it heard. And the call­ing was shrill, and very pe­cu­li­ar and dis­tress­ful and hor­rible; as though a gi­ant-wo­man, hun­ger­ing strangely, shouted un­known words across the night. And this was how it seemed to me; and many thought this to de­scribe the sound.

			And, by all this, may you per­ceive how that Land was awakened.

			And oth­er tricks there were to en­tice us in­to the Night Land; and once a call came thrill­ing in the æth­er, and told to us that cer­tain hu­mans had es­caped from the Less­er Re­doubt, and drew nigh to us; but were faint for food, and craved suc­cour. Yet, when we sent the Mas­ter-Word in­to the night, the creatures without could make no reply; which was a very happy thing for our souls; for we had been all migh­tily ex­er­cised in our hearts by this one mes­sage; and now had proof that it was but a trap.

			And con­stantly, and at all hours, I would have speech with Naani of the Less­er Re­doubt; for I had taught her how she might send her thoughts through the night, with her brain-ele­ments; but not to over-use this power; for it ex­hausts the body and the powers of the mind, if it be ab­used by ex­ceed­ing us­age.

			Yet, des­pite that I had taught her the use of her brain-ele­ments, she sent her mes­sage al­ways without strength, save when she had use of the in­stru­ment; and this I set to the cause that she had not the health force need­ful; but, apart from this, she had the Night-Hear­ing very keen; though less than mine.

			And so, with many times of speech, and con­stant tellings of our do­ings and thoughts, we drew near in the spir­it to one an­oth­er; and had al­ways a feel­ing in our hearts that we had been giv­en pre­vi­ous ac­quaint­ance.

			And this, as may be thought, thrilled my heart very strangely.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				The Hush­ing of the Voice

			
			
				
					(“Dearest, thine own feet tread the world at night—
					

					Tread­ing, as moon-flakes step across a dark—
					

					Kiss­ing the very dew to ho­lier light …
					

					Thy Voice a song past moun­tains, which to hark
					

					Fright­ens my soul with an ut­ter lost de­light.”)
				

			

			Now, one night, to­wards the end of the six­teenth hour, as I made ready to sleep, there came all about me the thrill­ing of the æth­er, as happened oft in those days; but the thrill­ing had a strange power in it; and in my soul the voice of Naani soun­ded plain, all with­in and about me.

			Yet, though I knew it to be the voice of Naani, I answered not im­me­di­ately; save to send the sure ques­tion of the Mas­ter-Word in­to the night. And, dir­ectly, I heard the an­swer, the Mas­ter-Word beat­ing stead­ily in the night; and I ques­tioned Naani why she had speech with me by the In­stru­ment at that time, when all were sleep­ing, and the watch set among the Mon­struwacans; for they in the little Pyr­am­id had their sleep-time to com­mence at the el­ev­enth hour; so that by this it was five hours ad­vanced to­wards the time of wak­ing; and Naani should have slept; nor have been abroad to the Tower of Ob­ser­va­tion, apart from her fath­er. For I sup­posed that she spoke by the In­stru­ment, her voice sound­ing very clear in my brain. Yet, to this ques­tion, she made no an­swer in kind; but gave a cer­tain thing in­to my spir­it, which set me trem­bling; for she said cer­tain words, that began:

			
				“Dearest, thine own feet tread the world at night—”

			

			And it well may be that she set me to tremble; for as the words grew about me, there wakened a memory-dream how that I had made these same words to Mirdath the Beau­ti­ful in the long-gone Etern­ity of this our Age, when she had died and left me alone in all the world. And I was weak a little with the tu­mult and force of my emo­tion; but in a mo­ment I called eagerly with my brain-ele­ments to Naani to give some ex­plain­ing of this thing that she had spoken to the ut­ter troub­ling of my heart.

			Yet, once more she made no dir­ect an­swer; but spoke the words again to me across all the dark of the world. And it came to me sud­denly, that it was not Naani that spoke; but Mirdath the Beau­ti­ful, from out of all the ever­last­ing night. And I called: “Mirdath! Mirdath,” with my brain-ele­ments, in­to the night; and lo! the far, faint voice spoke again to my spir­it through all the dark­ness of etern­ity, say­ing again those words. Yet, though the voice was the voice of Mirdath the Beau­ti­ful, it was also the voice of Naani; and I knew in all my heart that this thing was in ver­ity; and that it had been giv­en to me to be birthed once more in­to this world in the liv­ing-time of that Only One, with whom my spir­it and es­sence hath mated in all ages through the ever­last­ing. And I called with my brain-ele­ments and all my strength to Naani; but there came no an­swer; neither sign of hear­ing, though through hours I called.

			And thus at last I came to an ut­ter ex­haus­tion; but neither could be quiet, nor sleep. Yet, presently, I slept.

			And when I waked, my first memory was of the won­drous thing which had be­fallen in the sleep-time; for none in all this world could have known those words; save it had been the spir­it of Mirdath, my Beau­ti­ful One, look­ing from above my shoulder in that ut­ter-lost time, as I made those words to her, out of an aching and a broken heart. And the voice had been the voice of Mirdath; and the voice of Mirdath had been the voice of Naani. And what shall any say to this, save that which I had in my heart.

			And im­me­di­ately I called to Naani, once, and again twice; and in a little mo­ment there came all about me the throb­bing of the Mas­ter-Word, beat­ing sol­emnly in the night; and I sent the Mas­ter-Word to give as­sur­ance, and im­me­di­ately the voice of Naani, a little weak as was it al­ways when she had not the In­stru­ment, but sent the mes­sage with her brain-ele­ments.

			And I answered her, and ques­tioned her eagerly con­cern­ing her say­ings of the past time of sleep; but she dis­claimed, and made clear to me that she had no know­ledge of hav­ing spoken; but had slept through all that time of which I made to tell; and, in­deed, had dreamed a very strange dream.

			And for a little while I was con­fused, and med­it­ated, not know­ing what to think; but came sud­denly again to a know­ledge that Naani’s far voice was thrill­ing the æth­er all about; and that she would tell to me her dream; which had set strong upon her mind.

			And she told the dream to me, and in the dream she had seen a tall, dark man, built very big, and dressed in un­fa­mil­i­ar cloth­ing. And the man had been in a little room, and very sor­row­ful, and lone­some; and in her dream she had gone nigh to him.

			And presently the man made to write, that he might ease him by giv­ing ex­pres­sion to his sor­row; and Naani had been able to read the words that he wrote; though to her wak­ing spir­it the lan­guage in which they were writ was strange and un­known. Yet she could not re­mem­ber what he had writ, save but one short line, and this she had mind of in that he had writ the word Mirdath above. And she spoke of the strange­ness of this thing, that she should dream of this name; but sup­posed that I had fixed it upon her, by my first call­ings.

			And then did I, with some­thing of a tremble in my spir­it, ask Naani to tell me what she re­membered of the writ­ing of that big, sor­row­ful stranger. And, in a little mo­ment, her far voice said these words all about me:

			
				“Dearest, thine own feet tread the world at night—”

			

			But no more had she memory of. Yet it was a suf­fi­ciency, and I, maybe with a mad, strange tri­umph in my soul, said un­to her with my brain-ele­ments that which re­mained of those words. And my spir­it felt them strike upon the spir­it of Naani, and awake her memory, as with the vi­ol­ence of a blow. And for a little while she stumbled, dumb be­fore so much new­ness and cer­tainty. And her spir­it then to waken, and she near wept with the fright and the sud­den, new won­der of this thing.

			And im­me­di­ately, all about me there came her voice thrill­ing, and the voice was the voice of Mirdath, and the voice of Naani; and I heard the tears of her spir­it make pure and won­der­ful the be­wildered and grow­ing glad­ness of her far voice. And she asked me, as one who had sud­denly opened the Gates of Memory, wheth­er she might be truly Mirdath. And I, ut­ter weak and shaken strangely be­cause of this splend­our of ful­fil­ment, could make no in­stant an­swer. And she asked again, but us­ing mine old love-name, and with a sure­ness in her far voice. And still I was so strangely dumb, and the blood to thud pe­cu­li­ar in mine ears; and this to pass; and speech to come swift.

			And this way to be that meet­ing of our spir­its, across all the ever­last­ing night.

			And you shall have for a memory-pic­ture, how that Naani stood there in the world in that far etern­ity, and, with her spir­it hav­ing speech with mine, looked back through the part-opened gates of her memory, in­to the past of this our life and Age. Yet more than this she saw, and more than was giv­en to me in that Age; for she had memory now and sight of oth­er in­stances, and of oth­er com­ings to­geth­er, which had some con­fu­sion and but half-mean­ings to me. Yet of this our present Age and life, we spoke as of some yes­ter­day; but very hal­lowed.

			Now, as may be con­ceived, the won­der of this surety which had come in­to my life stirred me fiercely to its com­ple­tion; for all my heart and spir­it cried out to be with that one who was Mirdath, and now spoke with the voice of Naani.

			Yet, how should this be won; for none among all the learned men of that Mighty Pyr­am­id knew the po­s­i­tion of the Less­er Re­doubt; neither could the Re­cords and His­tor­ies of the World give us that know­ledge; only that there was a gen­er­al thought among the Stu­dents and the Mon­struwacans that it lay between the North-West and the North-East. But no man had any surety; neither could any con­ceive of the dis­tance from us of that Refuge.

			And count­ing all this, there was yet the in­cred­ible danger and per­il of the Night Land, and the hun­ger and des­ol­a­tion of the Out­er Lands, which were some­times named the Un­known Lands.

			And I spoke much with Naani con­cern­ing this mat­ter of their po­s­i­tion; yet neither she nor her fath­er, the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan of that Refuge, had any know­ing either of our po­s­i­tion; only that the Build­er of the Less­er Re­doubt had come out of the South­ward World in the Be­gin­ning, as they had know­ledge of by the Re­cords.

			Also, the fath­er of Naani set that an­cient Com­pass to bear; for, as he made ex­plan­a­tion to us through the In­stru­ment, so great a power of the Earth-Cur­rent must be ours that, per­chance it was our force which did af­fect the point­er from stead­fast­ness. For, in­deed, the needle did swing in an arc, as we heard, that held between the North and the South; with­in the West­ward arc; but this it had done ever with them, and so was a very help­less guide; save that, maybe, as we had thought, the force of the Earth-Cur­rent that was with us, had in truth some power to pull the needle to­wards us. And if this were so of ver­ity, we made a reck­on­ing that set the Less­er Re­doubt to the North; and they did like­wise, and put us to the South; yet was it all built upon the sand of guess-work; and noth­ing to ad­ven­ture the life and soul upon.

			Now we, of curi­os­ity; though a mil­lion times had it been done in the past ages, set the com­pass be­fore us, hav­ing it from the Great Mu­seum. But, as ever in that age, it did spin if we but stirred the needle, and would stop nowheres with surety, for the flow of the Earth-Cur­rent from the “Crack” be­neath the Pyr­am­id had a power to af­fect it away from the North, and to set it wan­der­ing. And this may seem very strange to this present Age; yet to that, it was most true to the seem­ing nature of things; and harder to be­lieve that ever it did once point stead­fastly, to prove a guide of sure­ness, and un­fail­ing.

			For, be it known, we knew the po­s­i­tions of the Land by tra­di­tion, com­ing from that an­cient time when, in the Half-Gloom they had buil­ded the Pyr­am­id; they hav­ing known the use of that an­cient com­pass, and with sight of the Sun had named the Po­s­i­tions; though we of that far fu­ture day had for­got­ten the very be­gin­nings of those Names of Dir­ec­tion; and used them but be­cause our fath­ers did a mil­lion years and more. And like­wise we did the same with the names of the day and the night and the weeks and the months and the years; though of the vis­ible mark­ings of these there was noth­ing but only and al­ways the ever­last­ing night; yet the same seem­ing very nat­ur­al to that people.

			Now, Naani, hav­ing heed to my con­stant ques­tions, craved with an ut­ter keen hun­ger that I might come to her; but yet for­bade it, in that it were bet­ter to live and com­mune in the spir­it, than to risk my soul, and may­haps die, in the fool­ish­ness of try­ing to find her in all the dark­ness of the dead world. Yet, no heed had I taken of her com­mands, had I but known of a surety the dir­ec­tion in which she might be dis­covered; and gained some know­ledge of the space between, for this might be named by thou­sands of miles, or but by hun­dreds; though a great dis­tance it was surely.

			Yet, one oth­er thing there was, that has point in this place; for when I sent my speech out in­to the night, us­ing my brain-ele­ments, I came to know that, wheth­er I had a know­ledge of the North, or no know­ledge at the mo­ment, yet did I turn oft with a sure in­stinc­tion to that Dir­ec­tion. And of this, the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan took very great note, and had me to ex­per­i­ment many a time and way, and so en­closed about with screens, or with band­ages across mine eyes, that I could not, save by that in­ward Know­ing, have any know­ledge to point me the way. Yet would I turn North­wards very fre­quent, by a cer­tain feel­ing; and seemed un­able of speech, if I were turned oth­er­wise by force.

			But when we asked Naani wheth­er she had an un­usu­al­ness in this mat­ter, she could dis­cov­er none; and we could but take note curi­ously of that which af­fected my habits; and which truly I set to the at­tract­ing of her spir­it; for I had mind that she did be some­wheres out that way in the dark­ness of the world; but yet was this no more than to sup­pose, as you per­ceive.

			And the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan wrote a study of this mat­ter of the North­ward­ness of my turn­ing; and it was set out in the Hour-Slips of the Tower of Ob­ser­va­tion; and so it came to be copied by the Hour-Slips of the great cit­ies, and made much com­ment, and much call­ing up to me through the home in­stru­ments; so that with this, and the speech that went about con­cern­ing my powers to hear, I was much in talk, and di­versely pleased and oft angered by over­much at­ten­tion and im­por­tun­ity.

			And now, whilst I pondered this mat­ter in all my spir­it and be­ing, how that I should some way come to Naani, there be­fell a very ter­rible thing. And in this wise must I tell it:

			It was at the sev­en­teenth hour, when all the mil­lions of the Mighty Pyr­am­id slept, that I was with the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan in the Tower of Ob­ser­va­tion tak­ing my due turn. And sud­den, I heard the thrill­ing of the æth­er all about me, and the voice of Naani in my soul, speak­ing. And I sent the Mas­ter-Word in­to the dark­ness of the world, and presently, I heard the sol­emn an­swer beat­ing stead­fastly in the night; and im­me­di­ately I called to Naani with my brain-ele­ments, to know what thing troubled her in her sleep.

			And her voice came in­to my spir­it, weak and far and faint, and so that scarce I could make to hear the words. Yet, in a while I gathered that all the peoples of the Less­er Re­doubt were in very deadly trouble; for that the Earth-Cur­rent had failed sud­denly and migh­tily; and they had called her from her sleep, that she might listen wheth­er we answered their call­ings by the In­stru­ment; but, in­deed, no call­ing had come to us.

			And they who had been of late so joy­ful, were now grown old with sor­row in but an hour or two; for they feared that the fresh com­ing of the Earth-Cur­rent had been but the fi­nal flick­er and out­burst be­fore the end. And, even in this short while of our speech, did it seem to me that the voice of Naani grew fur­ther off from me; and I felt like to have broken my heart with the trouble of this thing.

			And through all that re­mained of that sleep-time, did I con­verse with Naani, as might two lov­ers who shall presently part forever. And when the cit­ies awoke, the news went through­out them, and all our mil­lions were in sor­row and trouble.

			And thus was it for, maybe, a little month; and in that time had the voice of Naani grown so weak and far-off that even I that had the Night-Hear­ing, could scarce make real its mean­ing. And every word was to me a treas­ure and a touch upon my soul; and my grief and trouble be­fore this cer­tain part­ing drove me that I could not eat, neither have rest; and this did the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan take upon him to chide and cor­rect; for that, if any were to help, how should it be done if I that had the Night-Hear­ing, and heard even now that the re­cord­ing In­stru­ments were dumb, came to ill-health.

			And be­cause of this, and such wis­dom as was mine, I made to eat and or­der my life that I might have my full powers. Yet was this bey­ond all my strength; for, presently, I knew that the people of the Less­er Pyr­am­id were threatened by the mon­sters that be­set them; and later I had know­ledge from faint, far words whispered in my brain, that there had been a fight with an out­side Force that had harmed many in their minds; so that in mad­ness they had opened the gate and had run from the Less­er Pyr­am­id, out in­to the dark­ness of the Lands about them; and there had their phys­ic­al bod­ies fallen to the mon­sters of those Lands; but of their souls who may know?

			And this, we set as­suredly to the fail­ure of the Earth-Cur­rent, which had robbed them of all force and power; so that, in those few weeks all life and joy of liv­ing had left them; and neither hun­ger nor thirst had they, much, nor any great de­sire to live; but yet a new and mighty fear of death. And this doth seem very strange.

			And, as may be thought, all this made the Peoples of the Great Re­doubt think newly of the Earth-Cur­rent that is­sued from the “Crack” be­neath the Pyr­am­id; and of their lat­ter end; so that much was writ in the Hour-Slips con­cern­ing this mat­ter; yet in the main to as­sure us that we ourselves might each be free from a dis­turbed heart; though some went fool­ishly to the oth­er event, and spoke of a speedy danger to us, like­wise; as is ever the way. But the truth of our own case lay, maybe, some­where between.

			And all the Hour-Slips were full also of ima­gin­ings of the ter­ror of those poor hu­mans out in the dark­ness of the world, fa­cing that end which must come upon all, even upon our mighty Pyr­am­id; though, as most would be­lieve, so far away in some fu­ture etern­ity, that we have no cause to trouble.

			And there were sad poems writ to the peoples of that Less­er Re­doubt, and fool­ish plans set about to res­cue them; but none to put them to ef­fect; and no way by which so great a thing might be done; and doth but show how loosely people will speak out of an over-se­cur­ity. Yet to me, there had come a cer­tain know­ledge that I must make the ad­ven­ture, though I achieved naught save mine own end. Yet, it were bet­ter to cease quickly, than that I should feel, as now I did feel.

			That same night, in the Eight­eenth Hour, there was a great dis­turb­ance in the æth­er about the Mighty Pyr­am­id; and I was awakened sud­denly by the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan; that I might use my gift of the Night-Hear­ing to hearken for the throb­bing of the Mas­ter-Word, which they had thought to come vaguely through the In­stru­ments; but no one of the Mon­struwacans was sens­it­ive enough of soul to ac­count truly wheth­er this was so.

			And lo! as I sat up in the bed, there came the sound of the Mas­ter-Word, beat­ing in the night about the Pyr­am­id. And im­me­di­ately there was a cry­ing in the æth­er all about me: “We are com­ing! We are com­ing!”

			And mine in­wards leaped and sickened me a mo­ment, so shaken was I with a sud­den be­lief; for the mes­sage seemed some ways to come to me from very near to the Great Re­doubt; as that they who sent it were nigh to hand.

			And, forth­with, I called the Mas­ter-Word in­to the night; but no an­swer did there come for a while, and then a faint thrill­ing of the æth­er about me, and the weak pulse of the Mas­ter-Word in the night, sent by a far voice, strangely dis­tant. And I knew that the voice was the voice of Naani; and I put a ques­tion through all the dark­ness of the dead world, wheth­er she were with­in the Less­er Re­doubt, and safe thus far.

			And presently, there came a faint dis­turb­ance about me, and a small voice in my soul, speak­ing weakly and out of an in­fin­ite dis­tance; and I knew that far away through the night Naani spoke feebly, with her brain-ele­ments; and that she abode with­in the Less­er Pyr­am­id; but that she too had heard that strange pulse of the Mas­ter-Word in the night, and that mes­sage: “We are com­ing! We are com­ing!” And vastly had this thing dis­turbed her, wak­ing her with­in her sleep; so that she knew not what to think; save that we were de­vis­ing some meth­od to come to them. But this I re­moved from doubt, say­ing that she must not build on vain hop­ing; for I would not have her doubly tor­tured by the van­ity of such be­liev­ing. And, there­after, hav­ing said such things as I might, though few they were, to com­fort her, I bade her, gently, to sleep; and turned there­with to the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan, who waited in quiet pa­tience; and had no know­ledge of that which I had heard and sent; for his hear­ing was but the nor­mal; though his brain and heart were such as made me to love him.

			And I told the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan many things as I put my cloth­ing about me; how that there had in­deed been the call­ing of the Mas­ter-Word; but not by any of that Less­er Re­doubt; but that, to my be­lief, it had come from nigh about the Great Pyr­am­id. Moreover, it was sent by no in­stru­ment; as I wot­ted that he did guess; but, as it seemed to me, by the brain-ele­ments of many, call­ing in uni­son.

			And all this did I set out to the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan; and with some­thing un­cer­tain of fear and trouble in my heart; yet with a blind ex­pect­a­tion; as, in­deed, who would not. Though, no longer was I shaken by that first thought of Her near­ness.

			And I said to the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan that we should go to the Tower of Ob­ser­va­tion, and search the Night Lands with the great spy-glass.

			And we did this, and lo! presently, we saw a great num­ber of men pass over the Elec­tric Circle that went about the Pyr­am­id; yet they came not to us; but went out­wards to­wards the black­ness and the strange fires and hideous mys­ter­ies of the Night Land. And we ceased from spy­ing, and looked swiftly at one an­oth­er, and knew in our hearts that some had left the Mighty Pyr­am­id in the Sleep-Time.

			Then the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan sent word to the Mas­ter Watch­man that his ward­er­ship had been out­raged, and that people left the great Pyr­am­id in the Sleep-Time; for this was against the Law; and none ever went out in­to the Night Land, save the Full Watch were pos­ted to the Great Door; and at a due time, when all were wake­ful; for the Open­ing of the Door was made known to all the Mil­lions of the Great Re­doubt; so that all might be aware; and know that no fool­ish­ness was done without their wot­ting.

			Moreover, ere any had power to leave the Pyr­am­id, they must pass The Ex­am­in­a­tion, and Be Pre­pared; and some of this have I set out already. And so stern was the fram­ing of the Law, that there were yet the met­al pegs upon the in­ner side of the Great Gate, where had been stretched the skin of one who dis­obeyed; and was flayed and his hide set there to be a warn­ing in the Early Days. Yet the tra­di­tion was re­membered; for, as I might say it, we lived very close about the place; and Memory had no room whereby she might es­cape.

			Now the Mas­ter Watch­man, when he heard that which the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan had to tell, went hast­ily with some of the Cent­ral Watch from the Watch-Dome, to the Great Gate; and he found the men of the Sleep-Time Watch, with the Ward­er of the Gate, all bound, and stopt in the mouth, so that none could make out­cry.

			And he freed them, and learned that nigh five hun­dred young men, from the Up­per Cit­ies, by the big­ness of their chests, had come upon them sud­denly, and bound them, and es­caped in­to the night through the Eye-Gate in the top of the Great Gate.

			And the Mas­ter Watch­man was angry, and de­man­ded why that none had called by the in­stru­ments of the Watch House; but lo! some had made to call thus, and found them un­able to wake the re­cord­ers which lay in the cent­ral Watch-Dome; for there had been tam­per­ing.

			Now, after this, they made cer­tain new rules and Laws con­cern­ing the or­der of Watch­ing, and made tests of the less­er in­stru­ments of the in­ward Pyr­am­id, nightly, upon the com­ing of the Sleep-Time, which was, even in that strange age, by tra­di­tion called the Night, as I have giv­en hint; though hitherto, un­til the way of my story was known, I have used a word for the sleep hours that was yet not of that time; but some­what an in­ven­tion to make this his­tory free from the con­fu­sion of “night” and “day,” when, in truth, it was al­ways night without upon the world. Yet, after this, shall I keep to mine use the lux­ury of the true names of that time; and yet, how strange is it that the truth should be of so little to our think­ing.

			And so to go for­ward with my telling; for, though all this care were now taken, it had no force un­til af­ter­ward; and at this mo­ment were those poor fool­ish youths out in all the danger of the Night Land, and no way by which they might be suc­coured, or called back; save that Fear or Wis­dom should come to them quickly, that they cease from so wild an at­tempt. For it was to make res­cue of those in that oth­er, un­known Pyr­am­id, out in all the dark­ness of the World’s Night that was their in­tent, as we had speedy know­ledge from those boon friends that had been in the secret of their plot, which had seemed to them great and hero­ic; and was so, in ver­ity, but that neither they who went, nor they who stayed, had a true awared­ness of the danger they had deal­ing with, be­ing all naught but raw and crude youths; yet, doubt­less, with the mak­ings of many fine and great men among them.

			And be­cause some had thus abet­ted that which they knew to be against the Law, which was framed to the well-be­ing and safety of all, there were cer­tain flog­gings, which might the bet­ter help their memor­ies in the fu­ture as to the pro­per­ness of their ac­tions and wis­dom.

			Moreover, they who re­turned, if any, would be flogged, as seemed prop­er, after due ex­am­in­a­tion. And though the news of their beat­ings might help all oth­ers to hes­it­a­tion, ere they did fool­ishly, in like fash­ion, yet was the prin­ciple of the flog­ging not on this base, which would be both im­prop­er and un­just; but only that the one in ques­tion be cor­rec­ted to the best ad­vant­age for his own well-be­ing; for it is not meet that any prin­ciple of cor­rec­tion should shape to the mak­ing of hu­man sign­posts of pain for the be­ne­fit of oth­ers; for in ver­ity, this were to make one pay the cost of many’s learn­ing; and each should owe to pay only so much as shall suf­fice for the teach­ing of his own body and spir­it. And if oth­ers profit thereby, this is but ac­ci­dent, how­ever help­ful. And this is wis­dom, and de­noteth now that a sound Prin­ciple shall pre­vent Prac­tice from be­com­ing mon­strous.

			Yet, now I must hasten that I set down how it fared with those five hun­dred youths that had made so sad an ad­ven­ture of their lives and un­pre­pared souls; and were bey­ond our aid to help them, who might not so much as make any call­ing to them, to bid them to re­turn; for to do this would have been to tell to all the Mon­sters of the Land that hu­mans were abroad from the Mighty Pyr­am­id.

			And this would have been to cause the mon­sters to search the youths out to their de­struc­tion, and maybe even to awaken the Forces to work them some dread Spir­itu­al harm, which was the chief Fear.

			Now, presently, through all the cit­ies of the Great Re­doubt, the news had gone how that five hun­dred fool­ish Youths had ad­ven­tured out in­to the des­pair of the Night Land; and the whole Pyr­am­id waked to life, and the Peoples of the South came to the North­ern sides, for the Great Gate lay in the North-West side; and the Youths had made from there, not straightly out­wards, but to­wards the North; and so were to be seen from the North-East em­bras­ures, and from those with­in the North-West wall.

			And thus, in a while were they watched by all the mighty mul­ti­tudes of the Great Pyr­am­id, through mil­lions of spy-glasses; for each hu­man had a spy­ing-glass, as may be thought; and some were an hun­dred years old, and some, maybe ten thou­sand, and handed down through many gen­er­a­tions; and some but newly made, and very strange. But all those people had some in­stru­ment by which they might spy out upon the won­der of the Night Land; for so had it been ever through all the etern­ity of dark­ness, and a great di­ver­sion and won­der of life was it to be­hold the mon­sters about their work; and to know that they plot­ted al­ways to our de­struc­tion; yet were ever foiled.

			And nev­er did all that great and ter­rible Land grow stale upon the soul of any, from birth un­til death; and by this you shall know the con­stant won­der of it, and that sense of en­emies in the night about us, which ever filled the heart and spir­it of all Be­hold­ers; so that nev­er were the em­bras­ures ut­terly empty.

			Yet, many be­held not the Land from the em­bras­ures; but sat about the View-Tables, which were set prop­erly in cer­tain places through­out the cit­ies, and so be­held the Night Land, without un­due cran­ings, or pois­ing of spy-glasses, though less plain-seen. And these same tables were some form of that which we of this age name Cam­era Obscura; but made very great, and with in­ven­tions, and low to the floor, so that ten thou­sand people might sit about them in the raised gal­ler­ies, and have com­fort­able sight. Yet this at­trac­ted not the young people, save they were lov­ers; and then, in truth, were they com­fort­able seats for quiet­ness and gentle whis­per­ings.

			Yet now, as may be sup­posed, with all the Peoples of the Mighty Pyr­am­id grown eager to look to­wards one part of the Night Land, the em­bras­ures were hid in the crowds; and such as could gain no view therethrough, thronged about the View-Tables. And so was it in all the hours of leis­ure; so that wo­men had scarce pa­tience to at­tend their chil­dren; but must hasten to watch again, that lone­some band of fool­ish youths mak­ing so blind and un­shaped a tri­al to come upon that un­known Less­er Re­doubt, some­where out in all the night of the world.

			And in this wise passed three days and nights; yet both in the sleep-time and the time of wak­ing did great mul­ti­tudes cease not to watch; so that many went hungry for sleep, as in truth did I. And some­times we saw those Youths with plain­ness; but oth­er times they were lost to our sight in the ut­ter shad­ows of the Night Land. Yet, by the telling of our in­stru­ments, and the sense of my hear­ing, there was no awared­ness among the Mon­sters, and the Forces of Evil, that any were abroad from the Pyr­am­id; so that a little hope came in­to our hearts that yet there might be no tragedy.

			And times, would they cease from their way, and sit about in circles among the shad­ows and the grey moss-bushes, which grew hardly here or there about. And we knew that they had food with them to eat; for this could we see with plain­ness, as some odd, grim flare of light from the in­fernal fires struck upon one or an­oth­er strangely, and passed, and left them in the dark­ness.

			And who of you shall con­ceive what was in the hearts of the fath­ers, and the moth­ers that bore the youths, and who nev­er ceased away from the North­ward em­bras­ures; but spied out in ter­ror and in tears, and maybe oft with so good glasses as did show them the very fea­tures and look upon the face of son and son.

			And the kin of the watch­ers brought to them food, and ten­ded them, so that they had no need to cease from their watch­ing; and beds were made in the em­bras­ures, rough and re­source­ful, that they might sleep quickly a little; yet be ever ready, if those cruel Mon­sters without made dis­cov­ery of those their chil­dren.

			Thrice in those three days of jour­ney­ing to the North­ward, did the Youths sleep, and we per­ceived that some kept a watch, and so knew that there was a kind of or­der and lead­er­ship among them; also, they had each his weapon upon his hip, and this gave to us a fur­ther plea to hope.

			And con­cern­ing this same car­ry­ing of weapons, I can but set out here that no health­ful male or fe­male in all the Mighty Pyr­am­id but pos­sessed such a weapon, and was trained to it from child­hood; so that a ripe and ex­traordin­ary skill in the use there­of was com­mon to most. Yet some break­ing of Rule had there been, that the Youths had each achieved to be armed; for the weapons were stored in every tenth house of the cit­ies, in the care of the char­ging-mas­ters.

			And here I must make known that these weapons did not shoot; but had a disk of grey met­al, sharp and won­der­ful, that spun in the end of a rod of grey met­al, and were some­ways charged by the Earth-Cur­rent, so that were any but stricken thereby, they were cut in twain so easy as aught. And the weapons were con­trived to the re­pelling of any Army of Mon­sters that might make to win en­trance to the Re­doubt. And to the eye they had some­what the look of strange battle-axes, and might be lengthened by the pulling out of the handles.

			Now, the Youths made, as I have told, to the North­ward; but had first to keep a long way to the North-East, that they might come clear of the Vale of Red Fire. And this wise they jour­neyed, and kept the Vale about sev­en miles to the North-West of them, and so were presently bey­ond the Watch­er of the North-East, and go­ing with a great­er free­dom, and hav­ing less care to hide.

			And this way, it may be, cer­tain of the gi­ants, wan­der­ing, per­ceived them, and went swiftly to make at­tack and des­troy them. But some or­der went about among the youths, and they made a long line, with a cer­tain space between each, be­cause of the ter­ror of their weapon, and im­me­di­ately, it seemed, the Gi­ants were upon them, a score and sev­en they were, and seem­ing to be haired like to mighty crabs, as I saw with the Great Spy-Glass, when the great flares of far and mighty fires threw their fierce light across the Dark Lands.

			And there was a very great and hor­rid fight; for the Youths broke in­to circles about each of the Gi­ants, and many of those young men were torn in pieces; but they smote the Mon­sters from be­hind and upon every side, and we of the Mighty Pyr­am­id could be­hold at times the grey, strange gleam of their weapons; and the æth­er was stirred about me by the passing of those that died; yet, by reas­on of the great miles, their screams came not to us, neither heard we the roars of the Mon­sters; but in­to our hearts, even from that great dis­tance and safety, there stole the ter­ror of those awe­some Brutes; and in the Great Spy-Glass I could be­hold the great joints and limbs and e’en, I thought, the foul sweat of them; and their size and bru­tish­ness was like to that of odd and mon­strous an­im­als of the olden world; yet part hu­man. And it must be borne to mind that the Fath­ers and the Moth­ers of those Youths be­held all this dread fight from the em­bras­ures, and their oth­er kin like­wise watched, and a very drear sight was it to their hearts and their hu­man, nat­ur­al feel­ings, and like to breed old age, ere its due.

			Then, in a time, the fight ceased; for of those sev­en and twenty Gi­ant Brutes there re­mained none; only that there cumbered the ground sev­en and twenty lum­ber­ing hil­locks, dread­ful and grim. For the less­er dead we could not see prop­er.

			And we that were with­in the Pyr­am­id saw the Youths sor­ted to­geth­er by their lead­ers, all in the dim twi­light of that place; and with the Great Spy-Glass I made a rough count, and found that there lived of them, three hun­dred; and by this shall you know the power of those few mon­strous things, which had slain full two hun­dred, though each youth was armed with so won­drous a weapon. And I set the word through the Pyr­am­id, that all might have some know­ledge of the num­ber that had died; for it was bet­ter to know, than to be in doubt. And no spy-glass had the power of The Great Spy-Glass.

			After this fight, the youths spent a time hav­ing a care to their bod­ies and wounds; and some were made sep­ar­ate from the oth­ers, and of these I coun­ted upon fifty; and whilst the oth­ers made to con­tin­ue their march to­wards the Road Where the Si­lent Ones Walk, these were con­strained by one who was the Lead­er, to re­turn to the Pyr­am­id. And in a little, I saw that they came to­wards us, wear­ily and with many a halt, as that they suffered great wounds and harm of the fight.

			But those oth­ers (maybe two hun­dred and fifty Youths) went on­wards in­to the Night Land; and though we sor­rowed at this thing; yet was there come a huge pride in­to our hearts that those raw ones, who yes­ter­day were but chil­dren, had so held them­selves in the battle, and done a great deed that day. And I wot that whilst their moth­ers wept, ease­less, their fath­ers’ hearts swelled with­in them, and held some­what of their Pain away from them for a time.

			And all this while, those wounded Youths came slowly, and res­ted, and came on again, the bet­ter help­ing the worse; and a great ex­cite­ment and trouble there was in all the Mighty Pyr­am­id, to learn which were they that came, and they that went, and who lay out there quietly among the slain. But none might say any­thing with surety; for, even with that great spy-glass in the Tower of Ob­ser­va­tion, they were not over­plain; save when some light from the fires of the Land flared high, and lit them. For they stood not up in­to the glare of the fires, as had the Gi­ants. And though I saw them with clear­ness, yet I knew them not; for there was so mighty a mul­ti­tude in that Vast Re­doubt, that none might ever know the half even of their rulers.

			And about this time, there came a fresh mat­ter of trouble to our minds; for one of the Mon­struwacans made re­port that the in­stru­ments were re­cord­ing an in­flu­ence abroad in the night; so that we had know­ledge that one of the Evil Forces was Out. And to me there came an awared­ness that a strange un­quiet stole over the Land; yet I knew it not with mine ears; but my spir­it heard, and it was as though trouble and an ex­pect­a­tion of hor­ror did swarm about me.

			And once, listen­ing, I heard the Mas­ter-Word beat­ing strangely low, and I knew the æth­er to thrill about me, and a faint stir­ring was there in my soul, as of a faint voice, speak­ing; and I knew that Naani called to me some mes­sage across the night of the world; yet weak and com­ing without clear mean­ing; so that I was tor­men­ted and could but send com­fort to her, with my brain-ele­ments. And presently I knew that she ceased to speak.

			And, later, I heard that there was a new mat­ter for­ward in the Re­doubt; for ten thou­sand men had as­sembled to at­tend the Room of Pre­par­a­tion for the Short Pre­par­a­tion; and by this we knew that those poor Youths who stumbled to­wards us through the dark, were presently to have help.

			And through all that Sleep-Time, there went for­ward the Spir­itu­al and the Phys­ic­al Pre­par­a­tion of the ten thou­sand; and upon the mor­row they slept, whilst an hun­dred thou­sand made ready their arms.

			And in this space of time the two hun­dred and fifty Youths that went to­wards the Road Where the Si­lent Ones Walk, had come very nigh thereto; hav­ing gone very war­ily and with some slow­ness, be­cause, as may be, of the les­son of the Gi­ants.

			And to us in the Pyr­am­id, the in­stru­ments made known con­stantly that In­flu­ence which was abroad, and which all those of the Tower of Ob­ser­va­tion thought to pro­ceed from the House of Si­lence. Yet, noth­ing could we see with the Great Spy-Glass, and so could come to no sure know­ing; but only to fear and won­der.

			And, presently, the Youths were upon the Great Road, and turned to the North­ward. And bey­ond them, a great way, stood the House of Si­lence, upon a low hill at a cer­tain dis­tance to the right of the Road.

			By now, they that were wounded had come to with­in, maybe, fif­teen miles of the Great Re­doubt; and the news went through all the Cit­ies, that the ten thou­sand men that were Pre­pared, made to arm them­selves. And I went down by the Tower Lift, and saw them come down by thou­sands from the Room of Pre­par­a­tion; and none might go nigh to them, or cause them to speak; for they were made Ready, and were, as it might be, holy.

			And all the mil­lions of the Mighty Pyr­am­id stood in their cit­ies about cer­tain of the Main Lifts, and watched those thou­sands go down­wards, all in their ar­mour of grey met­al, and each one armed with the Diskos, which was that same very ter­rible weapon, which all had train­ing to.

			And I doubt not but that the Young Men of the Pyr­am­id looked, with long­ing in their hearts, that they might have been among those that went forth to suc­cour. Yet, the older men had graver thoughts in their hearts; for the blood ran more soberly in them, and they had know­ledge and memory of the Per­il. And by this, I would make clear that I speak less of the per­il of the body, which is com­mon to every state of life; but of the per­il of the spir­it.

			And it may be thought by those of this age, that it was most strange that they of that, hav­ing all the know­ledge of etern­ity to aid them, had no weapon by which to shoot, and kill at a dis­tance.

			But, in­deed, this had not been so in the past; as our His­tor­ies did show; for some won­drous weapons there had been, that might slay without sound or flash at a full score miles and more; and some we had whole with­in the Great Mu­seum; and of oth­ers but the parts in de­cay; for they had been fool­ish things, and reck­less to use; for we of that Great Pyr­am­id, wanted not to kill a few of the Mon­sters that lay at a great dis­tance; but only those which came nigh, to harm us.

			And con­cern­ing those same weapons that killed si­lently at a great dis­tance, we had now little know­ledge, save that they did waste the Earth-Cur­rent; and no prac­tice had we con­cern­ing their work­ings; for it was, maybe, an hun­dred thou­sand years gone that they had been used, and found to be of no great worth in a close at­tack, and harm­ful oth­er­wise to the peace, in that they angered, un­need­ful, the Forces of that land, slay­ing wan­tonly those mon­sters which did no more than be­set the Mighty Re­doubt at a great dis­tance. For, as may be seen by a little thought, we did very gladly keep a reas­on­able quiet­ness, and re­frained from aught that should wake that Land; for we were born to the cus­tom of that strange life, and lived and died in peace, for the most part; and were very con­tent to have se­cur­ity, and to be neut­ral in all things that did not over­bear us; but, as it were, al­ways armed, and ready.

			But con­cern­ing the great and Evil Forces that were abroad in the Night Land, these we had no power to harm; nor could we hope for more than that we had se­cur­ity from them, which in­deed we had; but the huge­ness of their power was about us, and we dared not to wake it; save through such ex­tremity as had come to pass by this folly of the Youths; though, even now, we had no thought to at­tack aught; but only to suc­cour those wounded ones.

			And con­cern­ing this sim­pli­city of weapons, which ex­cites some­what even my won­der in this our present age, it may be that the powers of chem­istry were some­ways quaintly lim­ited by con­di­tions in that age; and there to be al­ways a need to spare the Earth-Cur­rent; and hence, by this cause and by that, we were brought, by the ex­treme, nigh to the sim­pli­city of the early world; yet with a strange and mighty dif­fer­ence, as all may know who have read.

			Now, presently, the Word was sent to every City through­out the Great Re­doubt—as was the Law—that the Great Gate should be opened; and each city sent its Mas­ter, to form the Full Watch, as was the Law. And each went clad in grey ar­mour, and car­ry­ing the Diskos. And the Full Watch numbered, two thou­sand; for there were also the Watch­men.

			Then the lights in the Great Cause­way were made dim; so that the open­ing of the Gate should cast no great glare from with­in in­to the Night Land, to tell the Watch­er of the North-West, and all the Mon­sters, that cer­tain hu­mans went out from the Mighty Pyr­am­id. But wheth­er the vast and hid­den Forces of Evil had know­ledge, we knew not; and they who went must but chance it, re­mem­ber­ing that they were Pre­pared, and had the Cap­sule.

			And the ten thou­sand that were Pre­pared, went out through the Great Gate­way, in­to the night; and the Full Watch stood back from them, and spoke no word, but sa­luted si­lently with the Diskos; and they that went, raised each the Diskos a little, and passed out in­to the dark.

			Then the Great Gate was shut; and we made to wait and to watch, with trouble and ex­pect­a­tion with­in our hearts. And at the em­bras­ures many did com­fort the wo­men of those men.

			And I went back, up­wards by miles, un­til I came to the Tower of Ob­ser­va­tion; and I looked out from there in­to the Night Land, and saw that the ten thou­sand hal­ted at the Circle, and made ar­range­ment of them­selves, and sent some be­fore and upon either hand, and so went for­ward in­to the Night Land.

			And after that, I went to the Great Spy-Glass, and turned it to­wards the two hun­dred and fifty Youths that were far off, upon the Road Where the Si­lent Ones Walk; yet for awhile I could not per­ceive them, for all the Road seemed empty. But af­ter­ward I saw them, and they were clam­ber­ing back in­to the Road, hav­ing gone aside, as I thought, be­cause of the passing of one of those Si­lent Ones, that I saw now at a dis­tance to the South­ward of them.

			There passed then, some three hours; and in that time I var­ied my watch­ing between those far-off Youths, and the Ten-thou­sand that went for­ward to suc­cour the wounded, that were now, maybe, scarce nine miles dis­tant from the Mighty Pyr­am­id, and the Ten-thou­sand came very close to them. And, in truth, in a little while, they spied one the oth­er, and I gathered, in spir­it, some­thing of the re­joicing of those youths; yet weak and troubled were they, be­cause of their wounds, and their know­ledge of fail­ure, and their dis­obedi­ence of the Law.

			And, presently, they were sur­roun­ded by the Ten-thou­sand, and car­ried upon slings; and all that body swung round to­wards the Pyr­am­id, and came back at a great pace.

			And, in the same time, I heard the sound that made them so swift to hasten; for there smote up through the night the Bay­ing of the Hounds; and we knew that they were dis­covered. And I swept the Great Spy-Glass over the Land, to­wards the Val­ley of the Hounds, that I might dis­cov­er them quickly; and I saw them come lum­ber­ing, at a strange gal­lop, and great as horses, and it might be only ten miles to the East.

			And I looked once upon the Watch­er of the North-East, and I saw and mar­velled that the great bell-ear quivered con­stantly; and I knew that it had know­ledge, and gave sig­nal to all the Land. Then did one of the Mon­struwacans re­port that a new and ter­rible In­flu­ence was abroad in the Land; and by the in­stru­ment, we had know­ledge that it ap­proached; and some of the Mon­struwacans called fool­ishly with weak voices to the Ten-thou­sand to haste; for­get­ting, and de­sir­ing only their safety from that which came near.

			Then, look­ing with the Great Spy-Glass, I saw that there moved across the Land, from the dir­ec­tion of the Plain of Blue Fire, a mighty Hump, seem­ing of Black Mist, and came with prodi­gious swift­ness. And I called to the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan, that he come and look through one of the eye-pieces that were about the Great Spy-Glass; and he came quickly, and when he had looked a while, he called to the Mon­struwacan that had made re­port. And the Mon­struwacan answered, and replied that the In­flu­ence drew near­er, by the read­ing of the in­stru­ment; yet of the thing it­self the man had no sight.

			And I ceased not to look, and in a little while, the Humped thing passed down­wards in­to the Vale of Red Fire, which lay across the Land that way. But I watched stead­fastly, and presently I saw the black Hump climb up from the Vale of Red Fire upon this side, and come through the night, so that in scarce a minute it had come halfway across that part of the Night Land.

			And my heart stood quiet with fear, and the ut­ter ter­ror of this Mon­ster, which I knew to be surely one of the Great Forces of Evil of that Land, and had power, without doubt, to des­troy the spir­it. And the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan leapt to­wards the Home-Call, and sent the great Sound down to the Ten-thou­sand, that they might at­tend, and im­me­di­ately, he sig­nalled to them to Be­ware. Yet, already I per­ceived that they knew of this Ut­ter Danger that was upon them; for I saw them slay the Youths quickly, that their spir­its might not be lost; for they were Un­pre­pared. But the men, be­ing Pre­pared, had the Cap­sule, and would die swiftly in the last mo­ment.

			I looked again to­wards the Hump, and saw that it came like a Hill of Black­ness in the Land, and was al­most anigh. Then there happened a won­der; for in that mo­ment when all had else gone quickly, that they might save their souls, out of the earth there rose a little Light, like to the cres­cent of the young moon of this early day. And the cres­cent rose up in­to an arch of bright and cold fire, glow­ing but little; and it spanned above the Ten-thou­sand and the dead; and the Hump stood still, and went back­wards and was presently lost.

			And the men came swiftly to­wards the Mighty Pyr­am­id. Yet, ere they were come to safety, the Bay­ing of the Hounds soun­ded close upon them, and they faced to the danger; yet, as I could know, without des­pair, be­cause that they yet lived after so enorm­ous a per­il.

			And the Hounds were very nigh, as now I be­held with the Great Spy-Glass; and I coun­ted five score, run­ning with mighty heads low, and in a pack. And lo! as the Hounds came at them, the Ten-thou­sand drew apart, and had a space between the men, that they might have full use of that ter­rible Diskos; and they fought with the handles at length, and I saw the disks spin and glisten and send out fire.

			Then was there a very great battle; for the Light that arched above them, and held away The Power from their souls, made not to pro­tect them from this danger of the less­er mon­sters. And at an hun­dred thou­sand em­bras­ures with­in the Mighty Pyr­am­id, the wo­men cried and sobbed, and looked again. And in the lower cit­ies it was told, after, that the Peoples could hear the crash and splinter of the ar­mour, as the Hounds ran to and fro, slay­ing; aye, even the sound of the ar­mour between their teeth.

			Yet, the Ten-thou­sand ceased not to smite with the Diskos; and they hewed the Hounds in pieces; but of the men that went forth, there were a thou­sand and sev­en hun­dred slain by the Hounds, ere the men won to vic­tory.

			Then came that wear­ied band of her­oes back to the home shel­ter of the Vast Re­doubt; and they bore their dead with them, and the Youths that they slew. And they were re­ceived with great hon­our, and with ex­ceed­ing grief, and in a great si­lence; for the thing ad­mit­ted not of words, un­til a time had passed. And in the cit­ies of the Pyr­am­id there was mourn­ing; for there had been no sor­row like un­to this through, may­hap, an hun­dred thou­sand years.

			And they bore the Youths to their Moth­ers and to their Fath­ers; and the Fath­er of each made thanks to the men that they had saved the soul of his son; but the wo­men were si­lent. Yet, neither to the Fath­er nor to the Moth­er, was ever made known the name of the slay­ers; for this might not be; as all shall see with a little thought.

			And some did re­mem­ber that, in ver­ity, all was due to the un­wis­dom of those Youths, who had heeded not the Law and their life-teach­ings. Yet had they paid to the ut­ter­most, and passed out­wards; and the ac­count of their Deeds was closed.

			And all this while did great num­bers spy to­ward the Road Where the Si­lent Ones Walk, that they might watch that band of Youths afar in the Night Land, who went for­ward amid those hor­rid dangers. Yet, when the dead Youths had been brought in, many had ceased to look out for a time and had turned to ques­tion­ing, and some had made in­spec­tion that they might know which had come back, and which lay out there where the Gi­ants had slain them, or went for­ward to more dread­ful mat­ters.

			But who of those that were abroad, were slain, or still went on­ward, we had but in­dif­fer­ent know­ledge; though the men of the Ten-thou­sand knew some­what, hav­ing had speech with the wounded Youths, ere they slew them. And, as may be thought, these men were sorely ques­tioned by the Moth­ers and the Fath­ers of those Youths that were not ac­coun­ted of; yet I doubt that few had much know­ledge where­with to con­sole them.

			Now there was presently, in the Garden of Si­lence, which was the lower­most of all the Un­der­ground Fields, the End­ing of those sev­en­teen hun­dred her­oes, and of the Youths that they saved and slew. And the Garden was a great coun­try, and an hun­dred miles every way, and the roof there­of was three great miles above, and shaped to a mighty dome; as it had been that the Build­ers and Makers there­of did re­mem­ber in their spir­its the vis­ible sky of this our present age.

			And the mak­ing of that Coun­try was all set out in a single His­tory of sev­en thou­sand and sev­enty Volumes. And there were like­wise sev­en thou­sand and sev­enty years spent to the mak­ing of that Coun­try; so that there had un­re­membered gen­er­a­tions lived and la­boured and died, and seen not the end of their la­bour. And Love had shaped it and hal­lowed it; so that of all the won­ders of the world, there has been none that shall ever come anigh to that Coun­try of Si­lence—an hun­dred miles every way of Si­lence to the Dead.

			And there were in that roof sev­en moons set in a mighty circle, and lit by the Earth-Cur­rent; and the circle was sixty miles across, so that all that Coun­try of Quiet was vis­ible; yet to no great glare, but a sweet and holy light; so that I did al­ways feel in my heart that a man might weep there, and be un­ashamed.

			And in the midst of that si­lent Coun­try, there was a great hill, and upon the hill a vast Dome. And the Dome was full of a Light that might be seen in all that Coun­try, which was the Garden of Si­lence. And be­neath the Dome was the “Crack,” and with­in it the glory of the Earth-Cur­rent, from which all had life and light and safety. And in the Dome, at the North, there was a gate­way; and a nar­row road went up­ward to the gate­way; and the Road was named The Last Road; and the Gate­way was named by no name, but known to all as The Gate­way.

			And there were in that mighty Coun­try, long road­ways, and hid­den meth­ods to help travel; and con­stant temples of rest along the miles; and groves; and the charm of wa­ter, fall­ing. And every­where the Statues of Memory, and the Tab­lets of Memory; and the whole of that Great Un­der­ground Coun­try full of an echo of Etern­ity and of Memory and Love and Great­ness; so that to walk alone in that Land was to grow back to the won­der and mys­tery of Child­hood; and presently to go up­wards again to the Cit­ies of the Mighty Pyr­am­id, pur­i­fied and sweetened of soul and mind.

			And in my boy­hood, I have wandered oft a week of days in that Coun­try of Si­lence, and had my food with me, and slept quietly amid the memor­ies; and gone on again, wrapped about with the quiet of the Ever­last­ing. And the man-soul with­in would be drawn migh­tily to those places where the Great Ones of the past Etern­ity of the World had their Memory named; but there was that with­in me which ever drew me, in the end­ing, to the Hills of the Babes; those little hills where might be heard amid the lone­some­ness of an ut­ter quiet, a strange and won­drous echo, as of a little child call­ing over the hills. But how this was I know not, save by the sweet cun­ning of some dead Maker in the for­got­ten years.

			And here, may­haps by reas­on of this Voice of Pathos, were to be found the count­less Tokens of Memory to all the babes of the Mighty Pyr­am­id, through a thou­sand ages. And, odd whiles, would I come upon some Moth­er, sit­ting there lonely, or may­haps com­pan­ied by oth­ers. And by this little telling shall you know some­what of the quiet­ness and the won­der and the holi­ness of that great Coun­try hal­lowed to all Memory and to Etern­ity and to our Dead.

			And it was here, in­to the Coun­try of Si­lence, that they brought down the Dead to their Buri­al. And there came down in­to the Coun­try of Si­lence, maybe an Hun­dred Mil­lion, out of the Cit­ies of the Pyr­am­id, to be present, and to do Hon­our.

			Now they that had charge of the Dead, did lay them upon the road which ran up un­to The Gate­way, even that same road which was named The Last Road. And the Road moved up­wards slowly with the Dead; and the Dead went in­ward through The Gate­way; first the poor Youths, and af­ter­ward they that had giv­en up life that they might save them.

			And as the Dead went up­wards, there was a very great Si­lence over all the miles of the Coun­try of Si­lence. But in a little while there came from afar off, a sound as of a wind wail­ing; and it came on­wards out of the dis­tance, and passed over the Hills of the Babes, which were a great way off. And so came anigh to the place where I stood. Even as the blow­ing of a sor­row­ful wind did it come; and I knew that all the great mul­ti­tudes did sing quietly; and the singing passed on­wards, and left be­hind it an ut­ter si­lence; even as the wind doth rustle the corn, and pass on­wards, and all fall to a great­er seem­ing quiet­ness than be­fore. And the Dead passed in­ward through The Gate­way, in­to the great light and si­lence of the Dome; and came out no more.

			And again from bey­ond the far Hills of the Babes there was that sound of the mil­lions singing; and there rose up out of the earth be­neath, the voices of the un­der­ground or­gans; and the noise of the sor­row passed over me, and went again in­to the dis­tance, and left all hushed.

			And lo! as there passed in­ward to the si­lence of the Dome the last of those dead Her­oes, there came again the sound from bey­ond the Hills of the Babes; and as it came more nigh, I knew that it was the Song of Hon­our, loud and tri­umphant, and sung by count­less mul­ti­tudes. And the Voices of the Or­gans rose up in­to thun­der from the deep earth. And there was a great Hon­our done to the glory of the Dead. And af­ter­wards, once more a si­lence.

			Then did the Peoples of the Cit­ies ar­range them­selves so that from every city whence had come a Hero, were the People of that City gathered to­geth­er. And when they were so gathered, they set up Tokens of Memory to the Dead of their City. But af­ter­wards did charge Artists to the mak­ing of sculp­ture great and beau­ti­ful to that same end; and now did but place Tab­lets against that time.

			And af­ter­wards the People did wander over that Coun­try of Si­lence, and made vis­it and hon­our to their An­cest­ors, if such were de­serving.

			And presently, the mighty lifts did raise them all to the Cit­ies of the Pyr­am­id; and there­after there was some­thing more of usu­al­ness; save that ever the em­bras­ures were full of those that watched the Youths afar upon the Great Road. And in this place I to re­mem­ber how that our spy-glasses had surely some power of the Earth-Cur­rent to make great­er the im­pulse of the light upon the eye. And they were like no spy-glass that ever you did see; but oddly shaped and to touch both the fore­head and the eyes; and gave won­der­ful sight of the Land. But the Great Spy-Glass to be bey­ond all this; for it had the Eyes of it upon every side of The Mighty Pyr­am­id, and did be truly an Huge Ma­chine.

			And to me, as I went about my du­ties, or peered forth through the Great Spy-Glass at the Youths upon the Road Where the Si­lent Ones Walk, there came at times a far faint thrill­ing of the æth­er; so that some­times I was aware that there was the beat­ing of the Mas­ter-Word in the night; but so strange and weak, that the In­stru­ments had no wot­ting of it. And when this came, then would I call back through all the ever­last­ing night to Naani, who was in­deed Mirdath; and I would send the Mas­ter-Word with my brain-ele­ments; and af­ter­wards such com­fort as I might.

			Yet hard and bit­ter was the truth of my help­less­ness and weak­ness, and the ut­ter ter­ror and might of the Evil Forces and Mon­sters of the Night Land. So that I was like to have brake my heart with pon­der­ing.

			And the si­lence would come again; and anon the weak thrill­ing of the Æth­er; but no more the far voice speak­ing in my soul.

		
	
		
			
				V

				In­to the Night Land

			
			Now, after that de­struc­tion which had come upon the Ten-thou­sand, and the fresh as­sur­ance that was upon us of the ter­ror of the Night Land, it may be known that there could be no more thought to suc­cour. Though, in truth, those Youths that went now upon the Road Where the Si­lent Ones Walk were far bey­ond our aid.

			Yet might it be thought that we should have sig­nalled to them, call­ing by the Home-Call, which was that great Voice which went forth from the Ma­chine above the sealed base of the Mighty Pyr­am­id. But this we might not do; for then we gave sig­nal to the Mon­sters of that Land, that some were even now abroad from the Pyr­am­id; yet we could no more than hope that the Evil Forces had no wot­ting of them; for, in ver­ity, none might ever know the know­ledge or the Ig­nor­ance which those Powers did pos­sess.

			Yet, it must be kept to the mind that we knew even then there was an In­flu­ence abroad in the Land, strange and quiet; so that the In­stru­ments did not more than make re­cord of it. And as I have surely set down ere now, we had be­lief that it did come from that House of Si­lence, afar in the Night Land, upon that low hill to the North of the Great Road. And many among the Mon­struwacans feared that it was dir­ec­ted upon the Youths; but of this there could be no surety; and we could but wait and watch.

			Now, about this time those poor Youths did draw nigh to that part of the Road Where the Si­lent Ones Walk, where it turned more swiftly to the North; and they to be now at no mighty dis­tance from that grim and hor­rid House.

			And presently we knew that the In­flu­ence had a great­er Power in the Land; and I had an as­sured­ness that it came from the House; yet no cer­tain proof was this. But I set out my feel­ings to the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan; and he had trust in them and in my power; moreover, he also had be­lief with­in him­self that some secret Power came out from the House of Si­lence.

			And some talk there was at times that we send the Home-Call in­to the night, to give warn­ing to the Youths of our know­ledge and our fear; and to en­treat them to make a safe en­deav­our to re­turn swiftly. Yet was this an er­ror; and re­fused by the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan; for it was not meet that we put the souls of those Youths in per­il, un­til such time as we had cer­tainty that they should be lost if we did not be­stir ourselves. For, in­deed, this Home-Call was as a mighty Voice, call­ing over the world, and did have so ex­ceed­ing a noise, that it had im­me­di­ately told all that Land how that some were yet abroad from the Great Re­doubt. And here will I set down how that the Home-Call had no use in those ages; but had been a Call in the olden time when yet the great fly­ing-ships went abroad over the world.

			And there passed now a day and a night; and in all that time there ceased not great mul­ti­tudes to peer forth in­to the Night Land at the Youths. For it was known con­cern­ing the In­flu­ence, and all felt that the Youths did draw nigh very speedy to their fate; and much talk there was; and many things said, and much fool­ish speech, and kind in­tent; but no cour­age to go forth to make fur­ther at­tempt to res­cue; which, in truth, calls not for great as­ton­ish­ment, as I have surely writ or oft thought.

			And in this place let me set down that the Land was, as it might be said, waked, and un­quiet, and a sense of things passing in the night, and of hor­rid watch­ful­ness; and there were, at this time and at that, low roars that went across the Land. And if I have not told the same be­fore this time, it must be set to count against me and my telling; for, in­deed, I should have writ it down be­fore this place. Yet is the dif­fi­culty of my task great; and all must bear with me, and en­treat for me that I have cour­age, so that I may come at last to strength and wis­dom to tell all that I did see.

			Now, in the space of this day and night, it was known that the Youths had not slept, neither had they eaten, save once, as they who had the watch through the Great Spy-Glass did af­firm. But they to hasten al­way at a woe­ful speed to­wards the North, along that Great Dis­mal Road, so that presently they must cease, or slay them­selves with their en­deav­our.

			And all this did give surety to our fears that they were un­der a spell from that hor­rid House afar in the Land; and we had an as­sur­ance that this thing was. For, presently, there came a Mon­struwacan to the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan to re­port that there had come sud­den a mighty In­flu­ence in­to the Land; and in the same mo­ment, as it might be, I spied through the Great Spy-Glass, and did see those Youths break swiftly from the Road Where the Si­lent Ones Walk, and be­gin to run very swift that they might come quickly to the House of Si­lence.

			Then did the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan hes­it­ate not; but did send the Home-Call across the world, aye, even to those poor doomed ones that hastened, un­know­ing, to the ter­ror which did com­pel them. And im­me­di­ately upon the sound, the Mas­ter did send a mes­sage to the nat­ur­al eye, in set lan­guage, and made warn­ing that they suffered them­selves to be drawn to their de­struc­tion by a Force that came from with­in the House of Si­lence.

			And he be­sought them to put forth the strength of their spir­its, and do battle for their souls; and if they could in no wise com­pass a vic­tory over that which drew them on­wards, to slay them­selves quickly, ere they went in­to that House to the hor­ror of ut­ter de­struc­tion.

			And in all the Pyr­am­id was there a great si­lence; for the bel­low­ing of the Home-Call bred a quiet­ness, be­cause of that which it did por­tend; and it was swiftly known by the mil­lions that the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan did plead for the souls of the Youths; and there went forth, un­know­ingly, a counter-force from the Mighty Pyr­am­id, by reas­on of the pray­ers and soul-wish­ings of the count­less mil­lions.

			And the counter-force was plain to my in­ward hear­ing, and beat all the æth­er of the world in­to a surge of sup­plic­a­tion; so that it stunned my spir­it with the great power of it. And it seemed to me, as it were, that there was a vast spir­itu­al-noise in all the night; and I spied trem­blingly through the Great Spy-Glass, and lo! the Youths did cease from their swift run­ning, and were come to­geth­er in a crowd, and had a seem­ing to be con­fused; as might some who have waked sud­denly from sleep, to find that they walked in their sleep, and had come to a strange place.

			Then came there a great roar from all the mil­lions that spied from the em­bras­ures—from nigh five hun­dred thou­sand em­bras­ures they did look, and I count not the great View-Tables. And the shout­ing rose up like to the roar­ing of a mighty wind of tri­umph, yet was it over-early to sound for vic­tory. For the counter-force which came from the in­tens­ity of so many wills blent to one in­tent, was brake, and the Evil Force which came forth out of the House did draw the Youths again; so that they heeded not their sal­va­tion; but turned once again to their run­ning.

			And the Mighty Pyr­am­id was full of a shaken si­lence, and im­me­di­ately of lam­ent­a­tion and sor­row and hor­ror at this thing. But in that mo­ment there did hap­pen a fresh won­der; for there grew sud­denly be­fore those poor Youths, bil­lows of mist—as it had been of pure white fire, shin­ing very chill; yet giv­ing no light upon them.

			And the mist of cold fire stayed their way, so that we had know­ledge that there fought for the souls of them, one of those sweet Powers of Good­ness, which we had be­lief did strive to ward our spir­its at all times from those Forces of Evil and De­struc­tion. And all the mil­lions saw the thing; but some with a great clear­ness, and many doubt­ful; yet were all ad­vanced more in spir­itu­al sight and hear­ing than the nor­mal Peoples of this Age.

			But of them all, none had the Night-Hear­ing, to know a soul hav­ing speech in the æth­er half across the world. Yet, as I have said, some there had been afore­time who were thus giv­en the Hear­ing, even as was I.

			And there came a Mon­struwacan to the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan to make re­port that the In­flu­ence had ceased to work upon the In­stru­ments; and by this thing we knew that in ver­ity the Force which pro­ceeded out from the House of Si­lence was cut off from us, and from those Youths; and we had as­sur­ance that there fought a very mighty Power for the sal­va­tion of the souls of the Youths.

			And all the Peoples were si­lent, save for an un­der­breath of won­der and talk; for all were ut­ter stirred with hope and fear, per­ceiv­ing that the Youths had some chance giv­en un­to them to re­turn.

			And whilst the Youths yet wavered in their minds, as I per­ceived with the Great Spy-Glass, and the know­ledge of my soul, and of my nat­ur­al wit, lo! the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan sent once more the great Voice of the Home-Call abroad in­to the Land; and im­me­di­ately be­sought those Youths for the sake of their souls and the love which their Moth­ers had for them, to come swiftly Home­wards, whilst they had yet this great Power to shield them, and al­low them sweet san­ity.

			And I thought that some did look to­wards the Pyr­am­id, as that they answered to the mighty Voice of the Home-Call, and did read the mes­sage which the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan made to them. But in a mo­ment they faced about, seem­ing to have a good obed­i­ence to one who did al­ways lead; and of whom I had in­quired, and found to be one named Aschoff, who was a great ath­lete of the Nine-Hun­dredth-City. And this same Aschoff, out of the bold­ness and bravery of his heart, did make, un­wit­ting, to des­troy the souls of them all; for he went for­ward and leapt in­to the bil­lows of the bright shin­ing fire that made a Bar­ri­er in the way of their De­struc­tion.

			And im­me­di­ately the fire ceased from its shin­ing, and gave way and sank and grew to a noth­ing­ness; and Aschoff of the Nine-Hun­dredth-City began again to run to­wards the House of Si­lence; and all they that were with him, did fol­low faith­fully, and ceased not to run.

			And they came presently to the low Hill where­on was that hor­rid House; and they went up swiftly—and they were two hun­dred and fifty, and whole­some of heart, and in­no­cent; save for a nat­ur­al way­ward­ness of spir­it.

			And they came to the great open door­way that “hath been open since the Be­gin­ning,” and through which the cold stead­fast light and the in­scrut­able si­lence of Evil “hath made for ever a si­lence that may be felt in all the Land.” And the great, un­cased win­dows gave out the si­lence and the light—aye, the ut­ter si­lence of an un­holy des­ol­a­tion.

			And Aschoff ran in through the great door­way of si­lence, and they that fol­lowed. And they nev­er­more came out or were seen by any hu­man.

			And it must be known that the Moth­ers and the Fath­ers of those Youths looked out in­to the Night Land, and saw that thing which came to pass.

			And all the people were si­lent; but some said presently that the Youths would come forth again; yet the people knew in their hearts that the young men had gone in to De­struc­tion; for, in truth, there was that in the night which spoke hor­ror to the souls of all, and a sud­den ut­ter quiet in all the Land.

			But un­to me (that had the Night-Hear­ing) there came a great Fear of that which might be whispered in­to my spir­it, out of the Quiet­ness of the night—of the agony of those young men. Yet there came no sound, to the hear­ing of the soul; neither then nor in all the years that were to come; for, in ver­ity, had those Youths passed in­to a Si­lence of which the heart can­not think.

			And here will I tell how that the strange Quiet which did fill all the Land, seem­ing to brood with­in the night, was hor­rid bey­ond all the roar­ings which had passed over the dark­ness in the time that went be­fore; so that it had giv­en my spir­it some rest and as­sur­ance to hear but the far-echo­ing, low thun­der of the Great Laughter, or the whin­ing which was used at times to sound in the night from the South-East, where were the Sil­ver-fire Holes that opened be­fore the Thing that Nods. Or the Bay­ing of the Hounds, or the Roar­ing of the Gi­ants, or any of those dread­ful sounds that did of­ten pass through the night. For they could not have of­fen­ded me as did that time of si­lence; and so shall you judge how dread­ful was that quiet, which did hold so much of hor­ror.

			And surely it will be known that none had think­ings now, even in idle speech, that any should have power to suc­cour the Peoples of the Less­er Re­doubt. Neither, as I have said, had any the know­ledge of the place where it did stand.

			And so was it made plain that those Peoples must suf­fer and come un­helped and alone to their end; which was a sad and dread­ful thought to any. Yet had those with­in the Great Pyr­am­id come already to much sor­row and calam­ity be­cause that some had made at­tempt in this mat­ter. And there had been for gain, only fail­ure, and the sor­row of Moth­ers, and the loneli­ness of Wives, and of kin. And now this dread hor­ror upon us, which con­cerned those lost Youths.

			Now, as may be con­ceived, this sure know­ledge that we might give no suc­cour to the People of the Less­er Re­doubt, weighed heavy upon my heart; for I had, maybe with fool­ish­ness, held vague hopes and won­ders con­cern­ing our power to make ex­ped­i­tion secretly in­to the Night, to dis­cov­er that Less­er Pyr­am­id, and res­cue those poor thou­sands; and above all, as may be thought, had I the thought of that sweet mo­ment in which I should step for­ward out of the night and all mys­tery and ter­ror, and put forth mine arms to Naani, say­ing: “I am That One.” And know­ing, in my soul, that she that had been mine in that by­gone Etern­ity, should surely know me upon the in­stant; and call out swiftly, and come swiftly, and be again un­to me in that age, even as she had been in this.

			And to think upon it, and to know that this thing should nev­er be; but that, even in that mo­ment of thought, she that had been mine in these olden days of sweet­ness, might be even then suf­fer­ing hor­ror in the Power of some foul Mon­ster, was like a kind of mad­ness; so that nearly I could seize the Diskos, and run forth un­pre­pared in­to the evil and ter­ror of the Night Land, that I should make one at­tempt to come to that Place where she abode, or else to cast off my life in the at­tempt.

			And oft did I call to Naani; and al­ways I sent the Mas­ter-Word beat­ing through the night, that she might have as­sur­ance that it was in­deed I that did speak un­to her spir­it, and no foul thing or Mon­ster, spelling evil and lies un­to her.

			And oft did I make to in­struct her that nev­er should she be temp­ted forth from the shel­ter of that Re­doubt in which she did live, by any mes­sage out of the night; but al­ways to await the Mas­ter-Word; and, moreover, to have a sure know­ledge that none that was her Friend would ever seek to en­tice her in­to the night.

			And this way and that way would I speak with Naani, send­ing my words si­lently with my brain-ele­ments; yet was it dole­ful and weari­ful and dread­ful al­ways to have speech in­to the dark, and nev­er to hear the an­swer­ing beat of the Mas­ter-Word, and the sweet, faint voice whis­per­ing with­in my soul. Yet, once and again, would I have know­ledge that the æth­er did thrill about me, weakly, and to mine in­ward hear­ing it would seem that the Mas­ter-Word did beat faintly in the night; and there­after would my heart have a little com­fort, in that I had as­sur­ance, of a kind, that the love-maid of my memory-dreams did still live.

			And con­stant, I put forth my soul to hark; so that my health failed me, with the ef­fort of my hark­ing; and I would chide my be­ing, that I had not a wiser con­trol; and so make a fight to do sanely.

			Yet, day by day, did my heart grow more weary and rest­less; for, in­deed, it did seem that life was but a very little mat­ter, against so great a loss as my heart did feel to suf­fer.

			And oft, at this time and that, did there come a Voice speak­ing plainly out of the night, and did pur­port to be the voice of Naani; but ever I did say the Mas­ter-Word un­to the Voice, and the Voice had no power by which it could make the one an­swer. Yet I jeered not at the Voice, to show con­tempt of its fail­ing to be­wit me; but let the mat­ter bide; and the Voice would be si­lent a time; and again would make a call­ing un­to me; but nev­er did I make speech with it (for therein lies the danger to the soul), but al­ways did speak the Mas­ter-Word to its si­len­cing; and there­after would shut the thing from my memory, and think only upon sweet and holy mat­ters, as it might be Truth and Cour­age, but more of­ten of Naani, which was both sweet and holy to my spir­it and heart and be­ing.

			And so it was as I have set down, there were Mon­sters without in the Night that did tor­ment me; hav­ing, it may be, in­tent to lure me un­to de­struc­tion; or in­deed it doth chance that they had no hope but to plague me with malice.

			And, as may be thought, all this con­sid­er­ing of my trouble, and the giv­ing of my strength un­to Naani through the night of the world, that she might have com­fort and help, did work upon me; so that I grew thin, plainly to the eye of those that loved me.

			And the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan, he that did love me, as I were his son, chid me gently, and had wise speech with me; so that I but loved him the more, yet without hav­ing gain of health; for my heart des­troyed me, as it doth if love be held back and made al­ways to weep.

			And it may be thought strange that my Moth­er and my Fath­er did not talk also with me; but I had neither Moth­er nor Fath­er those many years; and this thing I should have set down early; so that none should waste thought pon­der­ing to no end. But the blame is to my telling.

			Now, con­cern­ing my love-trouble, there did hap­pen a cer­tain thing which gave me to de­cide; for one night I waked from a sore troubled sleep, and it did seem that Naani did call my name, mine olden love name, and in a voice of ut­ter an­guish and with be­seech­ing. And I sat up in the bed, and sent the Mas­ter-Word in­to the Night, with my brain-ele­ments; and presently all about me there was the sol­emn beat of the Mas­ter-Word, an­swer­ing; but weak, and gone faint, that scarce I might hear it.

			And I called again with my brain-ele­ments un­to Naani, that was Mirdath; and spoke to give her as­sur­ance, and to haste to tell un­to me that which was so wrong and pi­ti­ful with her. And who shall be amazed that I was shaken with the eager­ness of my spir­it, in that it was so long since Naani had spoken clear with­in my soul; and now be­hold, her voice.

			Yet, though I did call many a time un­to the ever­last­ing night, there came no more the voice of Naani, speak­ing strangely with­in my spir­it; but only at times a weak thrill­ing of the æth­er about me.

			And, at the last I grew maddened with the sor­row of this thing, and the sense and know­ledge of harm about the maid; and I stood up­right upon my feet, and I raised my hands, and gave word and hon­our un­to Naani through all the black­ness of the night, that I would no more abide with­in the Mighty Pyr­am­id to my safety, whilst she, that had been mine Own through Etern­ity, came to hor­ror and de­struc­tion by the Beasts and Evil Powers of that Dark World. And I gave the word with my brain-ele­ments, and bade her to be of heart; for that un­til I died I would seek her. But out of the Dark­ness there came naught but the si­lence.

			Then I clothed me swiftly, and went up quickly to the Tower of Ob­ser­va­tion, that I might speak in­stant with the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan; for my heart burned in me to in­ten­tion, and to be do­ing speedily that which I had set upon my­self to do.

			And I came to the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan, and told all to him; and how that I did mean no more to suf­fer in quiet and to no end; but to make ad­ven­ture in­to the Night Land, that I find Naani, or per­chance find a swift peace from this my long troub­ling.

			Now, when the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan heard that which I had to say, it sat heav­ily upon him, and he be­sought me long and many times that I re­frain from this thing; for that none might achieve so great a task; but that I should be lost in my Youth be­fore many days were gone by. Yet to all his speech I said naught, save that this thing was laid upon me, and even as I had prom­ised, so should I make to act.

			And in the end­ing, the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan per­ceived that I was set to this thing, and not to be moved; and he did put it to me how that I had grown to lean­ness, with so much troub­ling, and that I should have wis­dom to wait awhile, that I put on my full strength.

			But even as I was, so would I go; and this I told to him, gently; and showed how that the thing was meet and help­ful to the safety of my soul; for that my strength was still in me; yet was I sweeter in spir­it be­cause that I stood lean and pure, and much poor dross and lit­tle­ness had been burned from me; so that fear was not in me. And all do I lay to the count of my love, which doth puri­fy and make sweet and fear­less the hu­man heart.

			And be­cause I was even as I have said, so was I the less in trouble of the Forces of Evil; for long and sore had been my Pre­par­a­tion of Spir­it; and I wot that none had ever gone forth in­to the Dark­ness, so long with­hold­en from that which doth weak­en and taint the spir­it.

			And here let me set down how that the Three Days of Pre­par­a­tion, which were Prop­er to those that willed to go forth in­to the Night Land, had for their chief aim the cleans­ing of the spir­it; so that the Powers of Evil did have a less able­ness to harm.

			But also it was, as I have said, that none should go forth in ig­nor­ance of the full dread­ful­ness of all that held the Night; for it was at the Pre­par­a­tion that there was made known cer­tain hor­rors that were not told un­to the young; and of hor­rid mu­til­a­tions, and of abase­ments of the soul, that did shake the heart with fear, if but they were whispered in­to the hear­ing. And these things were not set down in any book that might be lightly come by; but were war­ded and safe locked by the Mas­ter of The Pre­par­a­tion, in the Room of Pre­par­a­tion.

			And, in­deed, when I did hear that which presently I was to hear, I had won­der in my heart that ever any went out in­to the Night Land; or that ever the Room of Pre­par­a­tion should have oth­er than Stu­dents that meant not to go forth, but only to achieve some know­ledge of that which hath been done, and may­haps shall be once again.

			Yet, in ver­ity, is this but the way of the hu­man heart; and hath al­ways been, and will be so in all the years, for ever. For to ad­ven­ture is the lust of Youth; and to leave Safety is the nat­ur­al way­ward­ness of the spir­it; and who shall re­prove or re­gret; for it were sor­row­ful that this Spir­it of Man should cease. Yet must it not be thought that I do up­hold fight­ings to the death or to mu­til­a­tion, between man and man; but rather do sor­row upon this thought.

			Now, when the mor­row came, if thus I shall speak of that which was out­wardly even as the night, though chan­ging al­way with­in the Mighty Pyr­am­id, I went un­to the Room of Pre­par­a­tion; and the Door was closed upon me; and I un­der­went the Full Pre­par­a­tion; that I might have full power and aid to come to suc­cess through all the ter­ror of the Night Land.

			And three days and three nights did I abide with­in the Room of Pre­par­a­tion; and upon the fourth day was mine ar­mour brought un­to me; and the Mas­ter of the Pre­par­a­tion stood away from me, si­lent and with sor­row upon his face; but touch­ing me not, neither com­ing anigh to aid me; nor hav­ing any speech with me; for none might crowd upon me, or cause me to an­swer.

			And, presently, was I clad with the grey ar­mour; and be­low the ar­mour a close-knit suit of spe­cial shap­ing and tex­ture, to have the shape of the ar­mour, and that I might not die by the cold of the Night Land. And I placed upon me a scrip of food and drink, that might keep the life with­in me for a great time, by reas­on of its pre­par­a­tion; and this lay ready to me, with the ar­mour, and was stitched about with the Mark of Hon­our; so that I knew lov­ing wo­men thus to speed me.

			And when all was done and made ready, I took up the Diskos, and bowed in si­lence to the Mas­ter of the Pre­par­a­tion; and he went to­wards the door, and opened it; and sig­nalled that the People stand back; so that I might go forth un­touched. And the People stood back; for many had crowded to the door of the Room of Pre­par­a­tion, so that I knew how that my story must be to the heart of all, in all the Cit­ies of the Great Re­doubt; for to come un­bid­den anigh that Door was against the Less­er Law, and that any erred in this mat­ter, be­tokened much.

			And I went out through the Door; and there was a mighty lane of people un­to the Great Lift. And about the Great Lift, as I went down­wards, did the count­less mil­lions stand; and all in a great si­lence; but hav­ing dear sym­pathy in their souls; yet loy­al un­to my safety, in that none in all the Mighty Pyr­am­id did make speech un­to me, or call out aught. And as I went down­ward through the miles, lo! all the æth­er of the world seemed to be surged with the si­lent pray­ers and speed­ings of those quiet mul­ti­tudes.

			And I came at last un­to the Great Gate; and be­hold the dear Mas­ter Mon­struwacan did stand in full ar­mour, and with the Diskos, to do me hon­our, with the Full Watch, as I went forth. And I looked at him, quietly, and he looked un­to me, and I bent my head to show re­spect; and he made si­lent sa­lute with the Diskos; and af­ter­wards I went on­wards to­wards the Great Gate­way.

			And they made dim the lights in the Great Cause­way, that there should no glare go forth in­to the Land, when the Gate was opened; and be­hold, they opened not the less­er gate with­in the great­er, for me; but did hon­our my jour­ney, in that they swung wide the Great Gate it­self, through which a mon­strous army might pass. And there was an ut­ter si­lence all about the Gate; and in the hushed light the two thou­sand that made the Full Watch, held up each the Diskos, si­lently, to make sa­lute; and humbly, I held up the Diskos re­versed, and went for­ward in­to the Dark.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				The Way That I Did Go

			
			Now I went for­ward for a space, and took heed not to look back­wards; but to be strong of heart and spir­it; for that which did lie be­fore me had need of all my man­hood and cour­age of soul, that I come to the suc­cour of that Maid afar in the dark­ness of the World, or meet my death prop­er, as it might need to be.

			And thus did I go for­ward stead­fastly, and con­scious in all my be­ing of the emo­tions of that part­ing from my mighty Home, and of the ten­der­ness and wise­ness that did un­der­lie so much curbed rule and guid­ance.

			And my heart was warm to­wards the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan for that great hon­our, that he should come down­ward in ar­mour to make one with the Full Watch, that he might up­hold me to a lofty spir­it at the mo­ment of my go­ing.

			And all that time as I went for­ward, was the æth­er of the night about me, in tu­mult with the thoughts and blind wish­ings of the great mil­lions I had but now left to my back.

			And, presently, as I stead­ied some­what upon my emo­tions, I was con­scious of the ex­ceed­ing cold­ness of the night air, and of the dif­fer­ent taste of it upon my lungs and in the mouth; and it had, as it were, a won­drous keen sharp­ing upon my pal­ate, and did fill the lips more in the breath­ing; so that it may be sup­posed it had more body with­in it than that air which did fill the plat­eau of the Thou­sandth City where was my home; for the air of every City was of dif­fer­ence, and the great­er between one that was afar up and an­oth­er nigh to the earth, as may be thought; so that many Peoples did mi­grate un­to that level which gave them best health­ful­ness; but un­der rule, and with a guid­ance of quant­it­ies. And not all that were lack­ing of health; for, some are ever con­trary.

			And here let me set down that, with­in the deeps of the Fields, there was air ut­ter var­ied and won­der­ful, that might charm one here and like­wise sor­row an­oth­er that were hap­pi­er else­where; so that all might have suit­ing, did they but wander, and have Reas­on to com­pan­ion them.

			And thus did I go for­ward, full of new thoughts and olden memor­ies, and fresh-break­ing won­ders; neither for­get­ting some­thing of doubts and fears more than a little. And again was it most cun­ning strange to be out there in the Night Land—though not yet afar—where of­ten had my fan­cies and ima­gin­ings led me; yet un­til that time nev­er had I touched foot, in all that life, upon the out­ward earth. And this must be a won­drous quaint seem­ing thought to those of this present day.

			And so came I, at last, nigh to the Circle that did go about the Re­doubt; and presently I was come to it; and some­thing as­ton­ished was I that it had no great big­ness; for I had looked for this by reas­on­ing; hav­ing al­ways a mind to pic­ture things as they might be truly, and hence com­ing some­times to the won­der of a great truth; but odd whiles to er­rors that oth­ers had not made. And now, lo! I did find it but a small, clear tube that had not two inches of thick­ness; yet sent out a very bright and strong light, so that it seemed great­er to the eye, did one but be­hold from a dis­tance.

			And this is but a little thing to set to the telling; yet may it give some­thing of the new­ness of all; and, moreover, shall you have memory with me in this place, how that oft had I seen Things and Beast-Mon­sters peer over that same little tube of light, their faces com­ing for­ward out of the night.

			And this had I seen as child and man; for as chil­dren, we did use to keep oft a watch by hours upon an hol­i­day-time, through the great glasses of the em­bras­ures. And we did al­ways hope each to be that one that should first dis­cov­er a mon­ster look­ing in­wards upon the Mighty Pyr­am­id, across the shin­ing of the Circle. And these to come oft; yet presently to slink away in­to the night; hav­ing, in ver­ity, no lik­ing for that light.

			And pride had we taken of ourselves to per­ceive those mon­sters which had most of ugli­ness and hor­ror to com­mend them; for, thereby did we stand to have won the game of watch­ing, un­til such time as a more fear­some Brute be dis­covered. And so went the play; yet with ever, it doth seem to me now, some­thing of a half-known shud­der to the heart, and a child’s re­joicing un­know­ingly in that safety which had power to make light the seem­ing of such mat­ters.

			And this, also, is but a small mat­ter; yet doth it bear upon the in­ward­ness of my feel­ings; for the memor­ies of all my youth and of the many Beasts that I had seen to peer across the Light, did come up­wards in my mind in that mo­ment; so that I did give back a little, un­think­ing of what I did; but hav­ing upon me the sud­den ima­gin­ing of that which might come out of the Dark, bey­ond.

			And I to stand a little mo­ment, and presently had grown free in my heart to have cour­age of farewell; and so did turn me at last to the view­ing of that won­drous Home of the Last Mil­lions of this World. And the sight was an as­ton­ish­ment and an up­lift­ing, that in­deed there was so mighty a thing in all the earth.

			And well might be that there were Mon­sters and Forces gathered to­geth­er about that Hill of Life, out of all the Dark­ness of the World; for the thing was as a Mighty Moun­tain that went up meas­ure­less in­to the night; and spread out upon the earth to the right and to the left of me, so that it did seem to hold all the world with its might.

			And in the near­er slope were there three hun­dred thou­sand great em­bras­ures, as well I did know; there be­ing in all the four sides of the Re­doubt, twelve hun­dred thou­sand em­bras­ures, as was set out in the books of the schools, and upon the cov­er of At­las-books as they still quaintly to be called, and many an­oth­er place, as might be sup­posed.

			And half a mile up­ward was the low­est tier of those great win­dow-places, and above that, count­less oth­er tiers. And a great light came out from them in­to the dark­ness; so that I looked up in­to the night many miles, and yet did see them in shin­ing rows; and did make sep­ar­ate each em­bras­ure from its fel­low for a great way. But there grew yet more, above in the mighty dis­tance, so that they were lost in the up­ward space of the night, and did seem to me presently but as a con­stant, glim­mer­ing fire, that did shape a shin­ing Peak in­to the black­ness of the heav­ens, dwind­ling in­to the ut­most height. And thus was that Ever­last­ing Monu­ment.

			Then did it come to me that those little things, which I did see to cluster against the em­bras­ures, were in truth the count­less mil­lions of the Mighty Re­doubt; and this I could make out with some plain­ness in those lower em­bras­ures, which were the more near to me than they above; for the Peoples were set against the light with­in, yet were as small things like un­to in­sects, in that dis­tance, and with­in so Huge a Bulk.

			And I knew that they looked out upon me, and did watch through their spy-glasses. And I sent my gaze up­wards again along that great Slope of grey met­al, aye! up­ward again to where it strode glim­mer­ing in­to the Black­ness, and so at last to the little star that did crown that Won­der of the World in the etern­al night. And, for a little, I did stare to­wards that far light; for it came from with­in that Tower of Ob­ser­va­tion, where so lately I had spen­ded my life; and I had know­ledge with­in my heart that the dear Mas­ter Mon­struwacan did bend the Great Spy-Glass upon me, through which so oft had I spied. And I raised the Diskos un­to him, in sa­luta­tion and farewell, though I saw him not at all through that vast space.

			And my heart was very full; yet my soul but the stronger for it. And then, be­hold, I was aware of a mur­mur in the night, com­ing to me, dim and from afar off; and I saw the little shapes of the Peoples in the lower em­bras­ures, in con­stant move­ment; and I knew upon the in­stant that the Mul­ti­tudes did take that sa­lute un­to them­selves, and cried out and waved to me their farewells, or to come back—as may be.

			And, in­deed, I was but a lone­some per­son look­ing up at that great moun­tain of met­al and Life. And I knew that I had danger to real­ise my plight; and I stayed no more; but did raise the Diskos, re­versed, as was but meet from one young man un­to all the Mil­lions.

			And I looked swiftly up­ward through those eight great miles of night, un­to that Fi­nal Light which did shine in the black heav­ens; so that my friend should know that I thought of him that was bey­ond my sight, in that last mo­ment. And it may be that the in­vis­ible mil­lions that were far up in the night, in the Up­per Cit­ies, did take that also to be a mean­ing of farewell to them­selves; for there came down out of the mon­strous height, a far, faint mur­mur of sound, as of a vague wind up in the night.

			Then did I lower the Diskos, and turn me about. And I breasted strangely against the Air Clog, and stept for­ward across the Circle, in­to the lone­some­ness of the Night Land. And I looked no more be­hind; for that which was my Home did weak­en my heart some­what, to be­hold; so that I made de­term­in­a­tion that I look not again to my back, for a great while.

			Yet, about me as I went, there was con­stant sur­ging in the æth­er of the world; and it did tell un­to me how that those, my people and kin, had con­tinu­al mind of me, both in pray­er and wish­ings, and in a per­petu­al watch­ing. And the same gave to me a feel­ing as of be­ing some­thing com­pan­ied; yet, in a time, it came to me that this dis­turb­ance of the æth­er should tell to some Evil Force how that I was there abroad in the Land. But how to stop this thing, who should have power? For, of truth, had I been among them to make a full ex­plain­ing of the danger, they had been yet power­less to cease; for but to have such great mul­ti­tudes a-think upon one mat­ter, was to set a dis­turb­ance about, as should be most clear to all.

			Now, at the be­gin­ning, I did walk out­wards in­to the Night Land, some­what blindly, and without sure dir­ec­tion; be­ing in­tent only to put a good space to my back, that I might cure some­what the ache which did weak­en my heart at the first.

			But, in awhile, I ceased some­what from my over­swift­ness, and did put thought to my go­ing. And I came quickly to reas­on that I should try a new way through the Land; for it might be that there was an over-watch­ful­ness in that part which had been trod by the Youths.

			And I began there­with to set this thought to the prac­tice; and went not dir­ect to­wards the North; but to the North and West; and so in the end to mean to circle around to the back of the North-West Watch­er, and thence to the North of the Plain of Blue Fire; and af­ter­wards, as might be, have a true and straight­way to the North; and by this plan­ning come a long way clear of that House of Si­lence, which did put more fear upon me than all else that was hor­rid in the Land.

			Yet, as all will see, this made to me a great­er jour­ney; though, in ver­ity, it were bet­ter to go slowly and win to suc­cess, than to make a great­er haste to­wards De­struc­tion; which was, in­deed, surely to be mine end, did I not go war­ily.

			Now it may be thought upon with won­der, that I did go so as­suredly to the North; but I went this­wise, part by an in­ward Know­ing, and part come upon by much lat­ter study­ing, with­in the Pyr­am­id, of olden books; and by reas­on­ing upon all things that I did ob­serve, that had seem­ings of ver­ity in them.

			And be­cause of this con­stant search­ing upon one mat­ter, I had come, but a while back, upon a little book of met­al, very strange and an­cient, that had lain for­got in a hid place in the Great Lib­rary through ten hun­dred thou­sand years, maybe, or less or more, for all that I had know­ing.

			And much that was writ in the book was com­mon know­ledge, and set mostly to the count of fairy-tales and such­like, even as we of this our age take not over-surely any be­lief in Myths of olden times. Yet had I al­ways much lik­ing for such mat­ters, per­ceiv­ing be­hind that out­er shell which did win al­ways so much un­be­lief, the ker­nel of an­cient truths and hap­pen­ings.

			And thus was it, con­cern­ing this little book which I had made dis­cov­ery of; for it told again, that which oft I had heard (even as we in this age, read of the De­luge) how that once, in a time mon­strous far back from that, but ut­ter fu­ture to this age of ours, the world did brake up­wards in a vast earth-quak­ing, that did rend the world for a thou­sand miles.

			And there came a mighty chasm, so deep that none might see the bot­tom there­of; and there rushed therein an ocean, and the earth did burst afresh with a sound that did shake all the cit­ies of the world; and a great mist lay upon the earth for many days, and there was a mighty rain.

			And, in­deed, this was just so set in cer­tain His­tor­ies of the An­cient World. Also, there was made ref­er­ence to it, with­in some olden Re­cords. Yet no­wise to be taken with a ser­i­ous mind, to the seem­ing of the peoples of the Mighty Pyr­am­id; but only as a quaint study for the Stu­dents, and to be set out in little tales that did en­ter­tain the nurs­er­ies; or, as it might be, wise men and the gen­er­al.

			Yet, there was this, about that small and pe­cu­li­ar book, that it did speak of many of these things, as it were that it did quote from the pens of those that did have ac­tu­al wit­ness; and set all out with a strange grav­ity, that did cause one to con­sider it as meant to be in­deed the tellings of Truth, and to seem this­wise to have great dif­fer­ence from all that I had read be­fore con­cern­ing those mat­ters.

			And there was, fur­ther, a part in the end­ing of the book, that did seem to be writ of a time that came af­ter­wards, maybe an hun­dred thou­sand, and maybe a mil­lion years; but who shall say.

			And therein it did tell of an huge and mighty Val­ley that did come out of the West, to­wards the South-East, and made turn­ing thence North­wards, and was a thou­sand miles both ways. And the sides there­of were an hun­dred miles deep, and the Sun did stand in the West­ern end, and made a red gloom for a thou­sand miles. And in the bot­tom there were great seas; and beasts strange and awe­some, and very plen­ti­ful.

			Now this, as may be seen, was as the talk of Ro­mance; yet did I turn my wits to their nat­ur­al end, and made thus plain of it. For, in truth, I to have some­thing of be­lief, and it to seem to me that in a by­gone Etern­ity, when the world was yet light, as in my heart I knew to have been in­deed a thing of ver­ity, there was a great and won­drous earth­quake.

			And the earth­quake did burst the world up, along a cer­tain great curve where it had weak­ness; and there fell in­to the yawn­ing fur­nace of the world, one of the great oceans; and im­me­di­ately made of it­self steam, and so brake up­wards again, and tore the earth migh­tily in its swift up­ris­ing.

			And there­after there was a mist and con­fu­sion and rain upon the world. And, in­deed, all very seemly put; and not to be taken as a light tale.

			Then, in that end­ing of the book, there was one that did write, hav­ing lived in a vast later age, when the Sun had come anigh to his dy­ing, and the up­ward earth was grown quiet and cold and not good to live upon. And in that time the Mighty Chasm had been calmed by the weight of an Etern­ity, so that it was now a most deep and won­drous Val­ley, that did hold Seas and great Hills and Moun­tains; and in it were great forests of kinds, and Lands that were good and health­ful; and Places giv­en over to Fire, and to Steam­ings, and Sul­phur Clouds; so that they held Pois­ons that had ill for Man.

			And Great Beasts were there down in that far depth, that none might see ever, save by a strong spy-glass. And such there were in the Early World, and had now been bred in the End­ing by those in­ward forces of Nature which did make the Val­ley a place of Good Warmth; so that there was, as it were, once more the Prim­al World born to give new birth un­to such olden Mon­sters, and to oth­ers, new and Pe­cu­li­ar to that Age and Cir­cum­stance.

			And all this, in­deed, did the book give also; but con­strained and dif­fi­cult to take clearly to the heart, and not like to the wise plain speech of the early tellings; so that I must even set it out here in mine own speech.

			And it did seem to me, by my read­ing, that Man had come at one time to a great soft­ness of Heart and Spir­it through many ages of over-ease. But that the World did come to cold­ness and un­friend­li­ness, by reas­on of the Sun’s slow ceas­ing.

			And there was presently, in nat­ur­al­ness, a Race upon the earth that were hardy, and made to fight for their lives; and did per­ceive that the Mighty Val­ley that cut the World in twain, was a place of Warmth and Life; and so did make to ad­ven­ture their bod­ies down that won­drous Height; and were many Ages com­ing safe to the Bot­tom; but did find safe places in the down­ward way where they built them Houses, and made to live, and be­got them chil­dren; and these grew up to that life of con­stant and great climb­ings, and of hard work­ings upon The Road, which was the One In­tent of that People; so that the book did speak of them al­ways as The Road Makers.

			And thus did they make down­wards through the long years and the ages; and many gen­er­a­tions did live and die, and saw not the reach­ing of the Road down in­to that Great Vale that lay so mon­strous deep in the World.

			But in the end they did come there with the Road; and they were very Hardy; and they did fight with the Mon­sters and slay many; and they built them many Cit­ies, through great years in the Mighty Val­ley, and did make the Road from City un­to City along that Great Val­ley, even un­to the Bight of the Val­ley. And they found here a con­stant dark­ness and Shad­ow; for that the Sun could not make a shin­ing around that Great Corner. Yet, even here they ceased not to make the Road; but took it around, and a mighty way un­to the North; passing it among strange Fires and Pits that burned from out of the earth.

			But there was presently, such a power and hor­ror of Mon­sters and Evil Things in that Val­ley of Shad­ow, that the Road Makers were made to go Back­wards in­to the Red Light which did fill the West­ward Val­ley, and came from that low Sun.

			And they went back un­to their Cit­ies; and lived there may­haps an hun­dred thou­sand years; and grew wise and cun­ning in all mat­ters; and their Wise People did make deal­ings and had ex­per­i­ment with those Forces which are Dis­taste­ful and Harm­ful un­to Life; but they did this in Ig­nor­ance; for all that they had much wis­dom; think­ing only to Ex­per­i­ment, that they come to great­er know­ings. But they did open a way for those Forces; and much harm and Pity did come thereby. And then had all People to have Re­gret; yet too late.

			Now, presently, when an hun­dred thou­sand years had gone, or it may be a great­er space; there came slowly the ut­ter twi­light of the world, as the sun to die the more; so that presently it gave but an ut­ter gloomy light. And there grew upon many of the Peoples of the Cit­ies of the Val­ley, a strange­ness and a wild­ness; so that strange things were done, that had been shame­ful to all in the Light. And there were wan­der­ings, and con­sort­ings with strange out­ward be­ings, and presently, many Cit­ies were at­tacked by mon­sters that did come from the West; and there was a Pan­de­moni­um.

			Then was an Age of Sor­rows and Fight­ings, and Harden­ings of the Spir­it and of the Heart, for all that were of good Fibre; and this did breed a De­term­ined Gen­er­a­tion; and there grew up in­to the World a Lead­er; and he took all the sound Mil­lions; and did make a mighty Battle upon all Foul­ness and upon all that did harm and trouble them; and they drove their En­emies down the Val­ley, and up the Val­ley, and did ut­terly scat­ter and put them to flight.

			Then did that Man call all his Peoples to­geth­er; and did make it plain how that the Dark­ness grew upon the World, and that the Foul and dread­ful Powers abroad, were like to be more Hor­rid when a great­er Gloom came.

			And he put to them that they Build a Mighty Refuge; and the Peoples did ac­claim; and lo! there was built, presently, a Great House. But the Great House was not Prop­er; and that Man did take all the Peoples to Wander; and they came to the Bight; and there was built at last that Great and Mighty Pyr­am­id.

			Now this is the sense and telling of that book; and but late had I read it; and talked some­what of it with my dear friend, the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan; but not over­much; for I had taken so sud­den a mind to go, that all else had dropped from about me. Yet, to us it did seem clear that there was no life in all the in­vis­ible up­per world; and that, surely, that Great Road where­on the Si­lent Ones did walk, must be that same Road which the hardy Peoples of that age did make.

			And it did seem wise to the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan, and un­to me, that if any should find the Less­er Re­doubt, they must surely do so some­where with­in the mighty Val­ley; but wheth­er The Road that led in­to the West, where was the Place of the Ab-hu­mans, should bring me to it, I had no know­ing; nor wheth­er it might lie on the North­ward way. And I, maybe, to wander a thou­sand miles wrong; if, in truth, I were not in­to some dread­ful trouble be­fore.

			And, in­deed, no reas­on of value was there to give me hope that the Less­er Pyr­am­id lay either to the West, or where the Road went North-ward, bey­ond the House of Si­lence. Yet I did so feel it to be some­where to the North, that I had made a de­term­in­a­tion to search that way for a great dis­tance, the first; and if I could not come upon aught, then I should have sober thought that it did lie West­ward. But in the Val­ley some­ways, I had feel­ing of as­sur­ance that it must be; for it was plain that the telling of the book was sound in its bot­tom sense; as might be seen; for how should any live in the ut­ter bleak and deadly chill of the si­lent up­per world that lay an hun­dred miles up in the night, hid and lost for ever.

			And strange is it to think of those won­drous and mighty cliffs that girt us about, and yet were fast held from us in the dark; so that I had not known of them, save for the telling of that book; though, in truth, it had been al­ways sup­posed that we lived in a great deep of the world; but, in­deed, it was rather held in be­lief that we abode in the bed of some an­cient sea, that did surely slope gradu­al away from us, and not go up ab­rupt and sav­age.

			And here let me make so clear as I may that the gen­er­al peoples had no clear thought upon any such mat­ters; though there was some­thing of it taught in the schools; yet rather this and that, of di­verse con­clu­sions, as it might be think­ings of the Teach­ers, after much study, and some pon­der­ings. For one man, hav­ing a lack of ima­gin­ing, would scoff, and an­oth­er, maybe, to take it very staidly, but some would build Fancy upon the tellings of the Re­cords, and make fool­ish and fant­ast­ic that which had ground­ings in Truth; and thus is it ever. But to the most Peoples of the Pyr­am­id, there was no deep con­vic­tion nor thought of any great hid World afar in the dark­ness. For they gave at­ten­tion and be­lief only to that which lay to their view; nor could a great lot come to ima­gine that there had been ever any oth­er Con­di­tion.

			And to them, it did seem right and meet that there should be strange things, and fires from the earth, and an ever-abid­ing night, and mon­sters, and mat­ters hid and tangled much in mys­tery.

			And very con­tent were the most of them; though some had in them the yeast of ima­gin­ings, or the pimples of fancy upon them, and to these there seemed many pos­sib­il­it­ies; though the first to read out to san­ity; and the second, to ex­pect and have speech to­wards much that was fool­ish or to no pur­pose.

			And of these vague be­liev­ings of the peoples, have I made hint be­fore, and need not have much trouble to it now. Save that, with the chil­dren, as is ever the way, those olden tales had much be­liev­ing; and the sim­pli­city of the Wise did mate with the be­liefs of the Young; and between them did lie the Truth.

			And so did I make speed to­wards the North, hav­ing a strong surety in my heart and mind that there were but two ways to my search; for without of the Val­ley, afar up in the dead lone­some­ness of the hid­den world, was a cold that was shapen ready to Death, and a lack­ing, as I must be­lieve, of the sweet, need­ful air that yet did lie in plenty in that deep place of the earth. So that, surely, the mighty Val­ley some­wheres to hold that oth­er Re­doubt.

			Yet, as I have said, I went not dir­ect to my jour­ney, but oth­er­wise, for those sound reas­ons which I did set down a time back.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				The Night Land

			
			Now, as I went to­wards the North and West, I steered me war­ily for a great while, that I come safe of that Great Watch­er of the North-West. And as I made for­ward, I put thought to all mat­ters which must con­cern me; so far as I had ima­gin­ing to see. And first I did con­sider the speed that I should keep; and found presently that I did well to be mod­er­ate; for that I had be­fore me a great and mighty jour­ney; and in­deed, who might speak know­ingly of the end there­of?

			And an­oth­er mat­ter, I did ar­range; for I would make the times of my go­ings for­ward, and the times of mine eat­ings and sleep­ings all to a wise and reg­u­lar fash­ion; that, thereby, I might go a great way, with the less harm to my body; so that I should be strong when the need did come for my strength. And I made in the end that I should eat and drink, at every sixth hour, and at the eight­eenth hour sleep me un­til the twenty-fourth.

			And by this means did I eat thrice in that time, and have six hours of sleep. And this seemed very good to me, and I did strive al­ways to man­age thus in all my great jour­ney­ing in the Night Land. Yet, as may be sup­posed, there were times oft and many when I must watch without ceas­ing, and leave my slum­ber un­to the fu­ture; for the Land was full of grim and dread­ful Per­ils.

			And, as doth be hu­man, I brake my rule straight­way in the be­gin­ning; for I ceased not to walk for one-and-twenty hours, hid­ing and creep­ing, as the need did be in those places that were like to show me un­to the Watch­er; and when I did think upon food, it did sick­en me; so that I would eat by and by, as I made it with­in my thoughts.

			But when one-and-twenty hours had gone, I grew very weary and some­thing faint; and was forced that I look about for some place where I might have rest. And, in a little while, I did see, away off, a small fire-hole, the like of which I had passed odd times even so early. And I made to come nigh to that part; for there would be warmth from the chill of the Night Land, and may­haps a place dry and con­veni­ent to my slum­ber.

			And when I came anigh, I saw that it was a cheer­ful place, as it might be said, amid so much gloom; for the hole was but a few paces wide, and full of a dull, glow­ing fire, that did bubble some­what, and throw off a small sul­phur-smoke. And I sat me down, at no great way, and did place the Diskos on the rock to my hand.

			And I moved not, awhile; but was aweary, so that I had not the cour­age to eat, neither to drink; but must turn me and look back to the Mighty Pyr­am­id; and, in truth, though I had come a very good space, yet was I so anigh to it, that I was both cheered and put out of heart; for it did seem close upon me, by reas­on of its great­ness, so that I, who had jour­neyed a hard and weari­ful way, was shaken with the great­ness of the task that was upon me.

			Yet was this but one side of my heart; for it was good to feel the near­ness of my Mighty Home; and I knew that there did count­less mil­lions make watch upon me, as I sat; yet did I make no sign; for it is not meet to make a con­stant farewell; but to go. Yet was it very strange to be thus near, and to show such be­ha­viour as were prop­er to one afar from all hu­man­ity. But so it was that I ordered my ways; for it did seem prop­er to me; yet was I happy to know that the dear Mas­ter Mon­struwacan must, time and oft, have spied upon me through the Great Spy-Glass; and may­haps did watch me in that mo­ment.

			And it grew in me that I did act weakly to hold off from mine Vittles, and showed fool­ish­ness be­fore my kind friend afar; and I did ope my scrip, and take there­from three tab­lets, the which I chewed and did eat; for this was a strong food, treated that it had but small bulk. Yet were they not filling to the belly; and I made that I would drink well, that I might feel that some­thing was therein.

			And to this end, I shook from a strong and es­pe­cial tube, a dust; and I caught the dust with­in a little cup; and the air did make an ac­tion upon that dust, as it were of chem­istry; and the dust did boil and make a fizz­ing in the cup, and rose up and filled it with a li­quid that was of simple wa­ter; yet very strange to see come that way; but or­din­ary after a time.

			And in this way, as might be seen, had I such food and drink in but a little scrip, that might keep life with­in me for a great time. Yet was it a way of dis­com­fort, and lack­ing to the mouth and to the belly; but a suf­fi­cient thing un­to the need of the body, and good mat­ter for a thank­ful heart, in that dark and hungry Land.

			Now, when I had eaten, I did go over in their or­der, those things which I did carry; for there was, be­side the Diskos and that scrip of food, a pouch that did con­tain mat­ters vari­ous. And these, I did look in­to; and af­ter­ward did take out a small com­pass that I had been give by the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan, so that I might find of its work­ings without the Great Re­doubt; and, he had said un­to me, that it might be that I should pass far off in­to the Night Land, and lose the Mighty Pyr­am­id amid so great a Coun­try and so plen­ti­ful a Dark­ness. Then, per­chance, if that an­cient prin­ciple did still lurk with­in the ma­chine, though turned no more to the North, but un­to the Pyr­am­id, then should it guide my feet Home­ward out of the Ever­last­ing Night, and thus have once more that an­cient use which, as I do know, is com­mon un­to this age.

			And this was a very cun­ning thing to have with me, if but it held ser­vice to the Earth-Cur­rent, and a rare thing, which the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan did make with his own hands and much skill and pains, from an olden one that had place with­in the Great Mu­seum, and con­cern­ing which I have told some­what, be­fore this place.

			And I set the thing upon the ground; but it had no cer­tain way with it; but did spin and waver con­stantly, and this I made to con­sider, and re­membered that I was yet above that part where, afar in the earth did spread the great­ness of the Un­der­ground Fields; and I was, haply, but a little way off from the “Crack”; though a mighty way above.

			And it pleas­ured me to won­der wheth­er the dear Mas­ter Mon­struwacan did be­hold how that I made test with the com­pass; for the light was good from the fire-hole; and the Great Spy-Glass had a great strength. Yet, had I no cer­tainty; for, as I did know, from much watch­ings, there was no surety in the search­ing of the Land, by the Glass; for there was oft plain­ness where you did think surely none should see, and anon a dull­ness where might be thought that the sight went gaily. And this may be plain to all; for the waver­ing of the lights from the strange fires was not to be ac­coun­ted to rule; but made a light here, and a dark­ness there, and then did change about, oddly. Moreover, there were smokes and mists that did come up­wards from the earth, in this place and in that; and had some­whiles a great­ness; but oft were small, and did lurk low, and had no power but to con­fuse the sight.

			And, presently, I did put by the com­pass in my pouch, and made to com­pose my­self un­to sleep. But here would I now set down how that, in the end, after I had gone many days’ jour­ney­ings out­ward from the Mighty Pyr­am­id, I did in­deed find it to draw the North­ward part of the needle un­to it; and this was a com­fort and a pleas­ure to my spir­it; moreover, if ever I did get back, as I did think, it would be a mat­ter for great in­terest un­to the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan; yet, in ver­ity, were there oth­er mat­ters that should hold him more; for he was right hu­man, as all should know.

			And, moreover, con­cern­ing this same com­pass, I did find a fresh thing; for, after a yet great­er time, as I shall set out in a due place, if I do but re­mem­ber, which doubt is ever my fear to fret me, I came a mighty way from the Re­doubt, and, lo! fear­ing that I might in­deed lose that, My Great Home, in the Dark­ness of the World, I did pull out that strange won­der of the needle, that I might have com­fort by its home­ward point­ing. And I did dis­cov­er a new power in the night; for the ma­chine did point no more dir­ect­wards un­to the Great Re­doubt; but was a point un­to the West­wards; so that I had know­ledge that some Great Power afar in the Dark­ness of the World did sway upon it; and I had a child­like won­der that this might be, in truth, that same Power of the North, of which the books, and my Memory-Dreams did tell. And, in­deed, no doubt should there be upon this mat­ter; yet who might not have doubt in that time, that they should per­ceive after an etern­ity, that an­cient North­ward Force sway­ing that small ser­vant un­to an olden obed­i­ence. And it was, as it were, a re­veal­ing un­to me, how that to know with­in the brain is one mat­ter; but to have know­ledge with­in the heart is an­oth­er; for I had al­ways known con­cern­ing this North­ward Force; but yet had not known with the true mean­ing of Know­ledge.

			And yet one oth­er mat­ter there was to cause doubt, at that mo­ment of this new know­ing; for it came to me that maybe the power of that Less­er Re­doubt did be­gin to act upon the ma­chine, even as the Earth-Cur­rent of the Great Pyr­am­id did hold yet a strong draw­ing upon the needle; and were this so, then did I not surely be­gin to stand anigh un­to my Jour­ney’s end; for that less power of the Less­er Re­doubt could have no im­pudence to pull, save that I had come to a close­ness with it.

			Yet, in truth, as I do now have know­ledge, it was the North that drew; and I do seem to make a great telling about this little mat­ter; but how else shall I show to you mine in­ward mind, and the lack of know­ledge and like­wise the pe­cu­li­ar know­ings that did go to the mak­ing of that time, and the Peoples there­of, which is but to say the same thing twice over.

			And now, as I did say, I made to com­pose my­self for sleep; and to this end, I took a cloak-mat­ter which did cross my shoulder and hip, and wrapt it about me, and lay down there in the dark­ness of the Night, by that strange fire-hole.

			And I lay the Diskos be­side me, with­in the cloak; for it was, in­deed, my com­pan­ion and friend in bit­ter need; so that I had pleas­ure to feel the strange thing anigh to me. And as I did lie there, in those mo­ments that do drowse the Soul, as it were that they do pro­ceed as breath out of the mouth of Sleep, I had a half-know­ing that the æth­er did surge about me; and I doubt not but that there had watched my every do­ing, many of the Mil­lions, and had been hu­manly stirred, at my com­mend­ing of my spir­it un­to sleep; and thus did shake the æth­er of the world about me, with their unity of sym­pathy.

			And, may­haps, I had some little know­ing of this thing, as I did pass, drowsy, in­to slum­ber; and it is surely like that I slept the bet­ter for it. Moreover, I was won­drous tired and worn, and thus did sleep very strong and heavy; yet I mind me that my last dim think­ings were upon that sweet maid I did go to find. And in slum­ber did I have speech with her in dreams, and a strange hap­pi­ness about me, and all seem­ing to be touched by fairy-light, and freed from the sor­row of life.

			And it was from a sweet and lovely sleep­ing, such as this, that I was waked sud­denly by a great and mighty sound; and I came in­stant to a pos­sess­ing of my senses; and I knew that the mighty Voice of the Home-Call did go howl­ing across the Night. And, swift and si­lent, I slid the cloak from about me, and took the haft of that won­drous Diskos in­to mine hand.

			And I did look to­wards the Pyr­am­id, quickly, for a mes­sage; for I had a sure know­ledge that there had a great Need aris­en, and that some Ter­ror came to­wards me out of the Dark; else they had nev­er waked all the Night Land to a know­ing that an hu­man was abroad out of the Mighty Refuge.

			And even as I did peer to­wards the Great Re­doubt, I could not abide to keep my gaze en­tire that way; but did take a large and fear­ful look all about me; yet could make to see noth­ing; and so did stare, eager and anxious, afar in­to the up­per black­ness of the Night, where did shine that Fi­nal Light of the Tower of Ob­ser­va­tion; and the same while crouched, and hold­ing the Diskos, and mak­ing to glance across my shoulders, and to watch for the mes­sage, and all in the same mo­ment.

			And then, afar up­wards in the prodi­gious height, I did see the great, and bright and quick dart­ing flashes of a strange green fire, and did know that they spelled to me in the Set-Speech a swift warn­ing that a grey mon­ster, that was a Great Grey Man, had made scent of me in the dark, and was even in that mo­ment of time, crawl­ing to­wards me through the low moss-bushes that lay off bey­ond the fire-hole to my back. And the mes­sage was sharp; and bade me to leap in­to the bushes un­to my left; and to hide there; so that I might chance to take the thing to an ad­vant­age.

			And, as may be thought, they had scarce flashed the tale un­to me; but I was gone in among the shad­ows of a clump of the moss-bush that did grow anigh; and I sweat with a strange ter­ror, and a cold and ex­cited shak­ing of the heart; yet was my spir­it set strong to con­quer.

			And lo! as I did crouch there, hid­den, I saw some­thing come very quiet out of the bushes that did grow bey­ond the fire-hole; and it was great, and crept, and was no­ways col­oured but by grey­ness in all its parts. And the glare from the fire-hole did seem to trouble it; so that it looked, lay­ing its head to the ground, and spy­ing along the earth, in a strange and Bru­tish fash­ion; that it might over­see the glare of the fire-hole. Yet, I doubt that it saw bey­ond the fire with plain­ness; for, in a mo­ment, it crept swift in among the bushes again, and came out to­wards the edge of the fire-hole in an­oth­er place; and this it did thrice un­to my left, and thrice un­to my right; and every time did lay its head to the earth, and spy along; and did hunch its shoulders, and thrust for­ward the jaw hor­ridly and turn the neck, as a very nasty beast might go, wan­ton.

			Now, as you may think, this man­ner of the Beast-Man did shake my cour­age migh­tily; for I did think each time that it did go in­ward among the moss-bushes, that it had made dis­cov­ery of me, and would make to take me in the back, from out of the dark of the bushes; and this was an un­com­fort­able thing to con­sider, as oth­ers might think also, had any been there in the bush with me. And then, in truth, did that same swift sense of mine Hear­ing, prove help­ful to my sav­ing; for, be­hold, the thing did go back in­to the moss-bushes, after that last com­ing out; and did seem to make as it had made a fail­ing to dis­cov­er me, and had no fur­ther in­tent, save to re­turn un­to the Night; and I had this thought truly in mine heart, and for maybe a minute; and then, lo! with­in my soul a voice did speak plain, and did warn me that the thing did make a great com­pass among the moss-bushes about the fire-hole, hav­ing made dis­cov­ery of me; and it did go war­ily to take me in the back, from the oth­er side.

			Now, when I heard this voice speak with­in my spir­it, I had know­ledge that the dear Mas­ter Mon­struwacan made watch from the Tower of Ob­ser­va­tion, and did send the speech with his brain-ele­ments, hav­ing in mind that I had the Night-Hear­ing. And I trus­ted the speech; for in the same mo­ment of time there did beat all about me in the Night the sol­emn throb of the Mas­ter-Word, as that it had been ad­ded with speed, to give in­stant as­sur­ance. And I leapt quick from that clump of the moss-bush, un­to an­oth­er, and crouched, and made a watch all about me; and kept the ears of my spir­it open, know­ing that the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan did also watch all, for me.

			And, sud­denly, I saw a little mov­ing of a bush that grew to the back of those bushes in which I had been hid; and there came out of the bush that moved, a great grey hand, and moved the moss of the clump where I had been, as it were that some­thing peered out of the mov­ing bush. And there fol­lowed the great grey head of the Grey Man, and the head went in­to the clump of the moss-bush where I had been.

			And I knew that I must strike now; and I leapt, and smote with the Diskos; and the thing fell upon its side, and the great grey legs came out of the hith­er bushes, and twitched and drew up­wards; but the head re­mained in the bush where I had been hid. And I stood away from the thing whilst it died; and in mine hand the Diskos did spin and send forth fire; as it were that it did live, and did know that it had slain a great and hor­rid mon­ster.

			And presently the Grey Man was dead; and I went away from those bushes, un­to the far side of the fire-hole. And I stood with the Diskos held high and spin­ning and send­ing out fire, that they with­in the Mighty Pyr­am­id might know that I had slain the Beast-Man; for it might be that it lay too much in the shad­ow for them to look upon.

			But the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan spoke not again to me; for, in­deed, it was not meet to do so, ex­cept it might save me from a sure danger; for, as you may know from my past tellings, there were Powers of the Night Land that did hearken un­to such mat­ters; and it was like enough that there had been over­much done, even thus, for my fur­ther safety. Yet the thing could not be helped.

			And now that I was a little calmed, and eased from my fear, I could know that all that the æth­er of the night was dis­turbed by the glad­ness of the mil­lions with­in the Great Re­doubt; so that it was plain how great a mul­ti­tude had giv­en note un­to the fight; and their hearts to beat in sweet sym­pathy and nat­ur­al fear; so that I did feel com­pan­ied and be­friended; though, as it may be thought, some­thing shaken yet about the heart.

			Now, in a little time, I did gath­er un­to me my wits and had my­self to or­der; and I looked to see how the hours did go, and I found that I had surely slumbered through ten hours. And I re­proached my­self; for, in­deed, I had slept over­sound by reas­on of my hav­ing lacked a reg­u­lar way and time, as I had with a prop­er wis­dom made to be my rule. And I re­solved that I would obey the wit of my Reas­on in all the fu­ture time, and make to eat and rest in due sea­son, as you will wot that I did be­fore in­tend.

			Then, with a self-re­proach­ful heart, I went around the small fire-hole, and caught up my cloak and oth­er mat­ters. And I turned me to­wards the Mighty Pyr­am­id, and did look once up­wards along all the great slope, where it did go meas­ure­less in­to the far black­ness of the Ever­last­ing Night; and I made no sa­luta­tion; for I had so re­solved, as you will know; moreover, I de­sired not to call forth any un­need­ful dis­turb­ance of the æth­er of the world, which in­deed must be, did I make to stir the emo­tions of the Mil­lions.

			And I turned me then away, and went off in­to the night, go­ing swift and cau­tious, and bear­ing the Diskos cun­ningly and al­most, as it were, with a love for that strange and won­drous weapon that had so be­friended me, and slain the foul Grey Man with one stroke. And I had feel­ing that it did know me, and had a com­rade­ship for me; and I doubt none will un­der­stand this; save, it might be, they of the olden days that did carry one strong sword al­ways. Yet was the Diskos more than the sword; for it did in truth seem to live with the fire and the flame of the Earth-Cur­rent that did beat with­in it.

			And it was well ac­know­ledged with­in the Great Re­doubt, that none might touch the Diskos of an­oth­er; for that the thing went crust­ily, as it might be said, in the hands of a stranger; and if any made fool­ish­ness of this know­ledge, and did per­sist much to such an hand­ling, or mak­ing to use, the same would presently act clumsy with the weapon, and come to an hurt; and this was a sure thing, and had been known maybe an hun­dred thou­sand years; or per­chance a great­er time.

			And by this it doth seem wise to be­lieve that there did grow al­ways an af­fin­ity between the nature of the man—which doth, as ever, in­clude the wo­man—and the Diskos that he did use in his Prac­tice; and be­cause of this known thing, and that the place would else­wise be lumbered with olden weapons of those that did die, it was a Law and Us­age that there was placed with the Dead, the Diskos of the Dead, there upon the Last Road in the Coun­try of Si­lence, and was thus made to give back un­to the Earth-Cur­rent, the power that did lie in it. And this doth seem to a care­less thinker, as it were that I told once again those olden cus­toms of the An­cient Folk; but this is oth­er­wise, and had a sound reas­on to it; yet, if you do so be­lieve, I doubt not but that a right hu­man sen­ti­ment was some­thing at the bot­tom, which is prop­er; for it is meet that Love should mate with Wis­dom to moth­er Com­fort in our sor­rows; and it is a warm thing to do aught for our dead; and none may say nay to this.

			Now, as I did go on­wards in­to the Night Land, look­ing ever to this shad­ow and to that, it may be con­ceived how my heart would stir with swift fear, at this and that; and that my body would oft quiver to leap aside; and as swift dis­cov­er that naught as­sailed.

			And so did I go for­ward, and al­ways with ima­gin­ings and won­ders con­cern­ing what man­ner of un­couth Be­ing or Brute might come out of the dark­nesses all about. Yet, in all that time, there was a cer­tain proud­ness of the heart, that I did come safe out of the power of the Grey Man, and did surely slay him. But, truly, it were well that the praise be con­sidered, and not over­much giv­en un­to me; for I had died as I slept, but that they of the Great Re­doubt, had made a watch over me, and waked me un­to my sav­ing.

			Now, presently, as I walked, I grew some­thing faint, and had know­ledge that I did fool­ishly; for, in­deed, I should have eat after my fight; yet may I be for­giv­en for this for­get­ting, in that I had been much shaked and put about.

			And I sat me down in a little clear place among the bushes, and did eat three of the tab­lets, and did once more shake forth the dust that did turn in the air to a nat­ur­al wa­ter by a prop­er and nat­ur­al chem­istry of these mat­ters. And after I had eat, I sat a little while, and did think, and did look up­wards at the great slope of the Pyr­am­id in the night; and all the time did I listen with mine ears and with my spir­it; and kept the Diskos across my knees, and looked this way and that, very fre­quent; but noth­ing came anigh.

			And so I rose presently, and went on­wards, and walked for six hours to­wards the North and the West. And I made much to the West, for a little, that I might come clear of the North-West Watch­er. Yet, after a space, I made to do fool­ishly; for I changed my mind about, and kept some­thing more to­wards the North, so that I should have a surer sight of that Mon­ster.

			And this was, in truth, a rash and naughty thing to con­sider; for if I were but seen, then should that grim Brute make a sig­nal un­to the Evil Powers, and I be met swiftly with de­struc­tion. But surely the heart is a strange and way­ward thing, and giv­en to quick fears, and im­me­di­ately un­to great and un­count­able rash­nesses. And so I did go for­ward un­wisely to the North­ward of a safe and prop­er go­ing; and it may be that an in­flu­ence was upon me, and drew me that­wards; but who shall say.

			Now, a great time I walked, and made a halt upon every sixth hour, and did eat and drink, and look a little un­to the mon­strous tower­ing of the Great Re­doubt; and af­ter­wards make strong mine heart, and go for­ward again. And al­ways I did go war­ily, and chiefly among the low moss-bush; but some­times out upon stony ground, and oft across places where sul­phur did puff some­what from the ground in a low smoke, very strong in the nos­trils and not liked in­wardly.

			And as I made on­wards, I looked al­ways to my right and to my left, and anon to the rear; yet made a con­stant ob­ser­va­tion of the Mighty Watch­er, that I did be­gin to draw nigh un­to. And oft did I stoop to crawl, and my hands did bleed some­what; but after I was troubled so, I put on the great gloves that made com­plete the grey ar­mour, and so was shod prop­er to such jour­ney­ing.

			And, presently, when eight­een hours did have passed since that my sud­den awaken­ing to the per­il of the Grey Man, I did search about for a place to slum­ber; for I would keep wisely un­to my rul­ing, and go not over long lack­ing of sleep; and by this plan­ning I should be the less like to sleep over­sound, and so should set my spir­it to listen whilst I did sleep; and by so much as my spir­it should serve me with faith, should I have safety. And this thing is plain, and wants not more to the say­ing there­of.

			And I came presently un­to a sud­den place where the land did go down­wards brokenly, as that it had been burst a great while gone by the in­ward fires; and I looked down­wards over the edge of that place, and went round about it, and did see presently a ledge upon the far side, that was dif­fi­cult to come upon; yet a place of some little safety to any that might go down to it; for it was awk­ward to see, and did any mon­ster seek to come at me, I should have chance of warn­ing; and might go down­wards a great­er way in time to my sal­va­tion.

			And by this de­term­in­a­tion, I abode; and came down to that place with la­bour; but was cheer­ful of heart that I had found so sure a shel­ter. And I eat my three tab­lets, and drank the wa­ter that I did get from the powder. And so made to com­pose my body to sleep. Yet, at this time, a thought did come to me, and I made cal­cu­la­tion afresh; and laughed some­what at that my poor count­ing; for, in­deed, I had thought to eat but thrice in the twenty and four hours; yet by my ar­ran­ging, I was made, in­deed, to eat four times, as you shall see im­me­di­ately by a little thought. And this thing came more strong upon my spir­it than any might think; for I did eat over­much for the last­ing of the food; though, in ver­ity, it was but little to my belly; as you must all think, and have sym­pathy for my dis­com­fort.

			And I con­sidered a little, and had de­term­ined that I should af­ter­wards in my jour­ney­ing, eat but two of the tab­lets to my meal; and this was a wise thought, and like much wis­dom, a dis­com­pos­ing thing. But so it was, and I set it down that you may know the ar­ran­ging of my ways at that time.

			Now, in all this while of med­it­a­tion, I had been set­ting my cloak about me, and was fast set to my sleep­ing; for I had walked a weary way. And I lay me down upon my left side, with my back to the rock, which did over­hang me some­thing above; so that I was con­ten­ted to feel hid from things that might pass by in the Night. And I had the cloak about me, and the Diskos close against my breast, with­in the cloak, and my head upon my pouch and upon my scrip.

			And as I lay thus a mo­ment ease­ful, I could see that so mighty was the up­ris­ing of the Great Pyr­am­id that it was not hid from me even thus, but did stand up­ward in­to the night, and did shine, and was plain to be seen above the fur­ther edge of that deep place where I did lie.

			And I fell upon sleep, look­ing up­ward at that Fi­nal Light, where, as might be, the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan did bend the Great Spy-Glass upon my lone­some­ness, as I lay there upon the ledge.

			And this was a thought of sweet com­fort upon which to slum­ber; the which I did; but my spir­it lay wake­ful with­in my breast, and did listen through the night; and harked for all evil mat­ters and things that did make to come anigh. But also my spir­it did whis­per un­to Naani as I went in­to sleep; and so passed I in­to dreams.

			Now, it may be thought that I did act with a strange valiance, in that I com­posed my body so prop­erly to slum­ber, and with but a little trouble of the heart con­cern­ing the com­ing of mon­sters. And in truth this hath seemed some­what so to me, think­ing since that time; but I do but set the thing that is truth; and make not to la­bour to an il­lu­sion of truth; and so must tell much that doth seem im­prop­er to the Real­ity. Yet must all bear with me, and have un­der­stand­ing of the hard­ness of set­ting forth with true seem­ing the hon­esty of Truth, which, in ver­ity, is bet­ter served oft times by timely and cun­ning lies. And so shall you un­der­stand this mat­ter so well as I.

			And presently my spir­it waked me there in the half dark of the Night Land; and I looked swift about me, and up­wards, and saw noth­ing to fear. Then did I peer at my dial; and made to dis­cov­er that I had slept full over six quiet hours; and by this I knew the reas­on of mine awak­ing; for it was so great im­pressed upon me by mine in­ward sense and be­ing. And this you shall un­der­stand, some­ways, who have thought, ere sleep, to wake to a cer­tain time of the morn­ing; and by un­der­stand­ing shall you be­lieve and give me all your kind hark­ing and hu­man sym­pathy.

			And I made to have a smart­ness of go­ing, which is ever hard to the newly waked; and I eat two tab­lets, the while my belly did cry out for an whole­some and prop­er filling; but I drank some of the wa­ter, and so did ease some­what of my hun­ger.

			Then did I wind my cloak to its shape, and put upon me my gear, which was the scrip and the pouch, and the Diskos to my hip; and I clomb out from that place of rest. Yet, be­fore I did come rightly up in­to the open, I peered about, and made some surety that no evil Brute was anigh. And then I gat me out, and stood upon my feet, and looked for a little up­wards at the mighty slope of the Great Re­doubt, which did seem yet very nigh un­to me, by reas­on of it be­ing so mon­strous in big­ness.

			And I wondered wheth­er in that mo­ment the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan did look down upon me, with the Great Spy-Glass. And af­ter­wards I turned away swiftly, and went on in­to the Night Land; for it did al­ways make me shaken with lone­some­ness to look upon my Great Home. And so I did go for­ward with a strong and un­car­ing stride; but grew presently to quiet­ness, and to have back the prop­er cau­tion of my go­ing. Yet had I not gone all fool­ishly, for I had taken the Diskos from my hip, ere this; so that I pos­sessed it hand­ily.

			Now there is one mat­ter which shall seem but a small and nat­ur­al oc­cur­ring un­to you; yet was strong upon me in that time; and this thing was that I did be­gin now to see the Night Land from the new out­look­ing of my dis­tance from the Mighty Pyr­am­id. And it was as that a man of this day did go from the earth to travel among the stars, and lo! should he not find them to shift upon his vis­ion; so that the Great Bear and this and that shap­ing of the star clus­ter­ings, should make a new or­der, as he did wander on­wards; and so should he find that there was naught that was truly fixed, as he did be­fore then think; but all to al­ter ac­cord­ing un­to the place whence the look­ing! And this thing shall be plain un­to you, though no thought be put to the mat­ter; for it is of an evid­ent ver­ity that doth need not ar­gu­ment to ex­pound. And so shall you have memory of me, there a-wander among those strange shap­ings and won­ders of that grim Land, the which I had nev­er but sup­posed to seem but as my memory did re­tain them, from the look­ings of all my life with­in the Great Re­doubt. And so it was; and ever there did this thing and that open out to a new view, and the Night Land take to it­self a con­stant new as­pect to mine eyes which had nev­er un­til that time had but the one fixed vis­ion of the same.

			And you shall un­der­stand with me how that when, about the four­teenth hour of that day’s travel, I did draw very nigh un­to the mon­strous Watch­er of the North-West, it did seem so ut­ter strange from this fresh as­pect that I had been like to think that I did see a new Mon­ster. For, in truth, when I did come at last to creep to with­in a mile of it, among the low moss-bushes, I was con­foun­ded that the mighty chin did come for­ward to­wards the Great Re­doubt, even as the up­ward part of a vast cliff, which the sea doth make hol­low about the bot­tom; for it did hang out in­to the air above the glare of the fire from the Red Pit, as it had been a thing of Rock, all scored and be-weathered, and dull red and seem­ing burned and blas­ted by reas­on of the bloody shine that beat up­ward from the deep of the Red Pit.

			And by the way in which I do tell upon it, you shall know that I did surely view it some­thing from the side at this im­me­di­ate time; for, in truth, it was then that I did draw the near­er; and, moreover, I was the more as­ton­ished at this view­ing, than I had been to the front; for it was so ut­ter strange, and shapen so dif­fer­ent from the Brute that did hang in my memory.

			And a great time I did lie there upon my belly; and shaken by a fear of the Beast; yet em­boldened, as you may con­ceive, by hav­ing come to the side; and be­ing hope­ful in my heart that I was very se­cure with­in so great a shad­ow and the thick shel­ter­ing of the moss-bushes.

			And surely it was that I did creep more nigh, the while that I did look; for presently I had a very plain see­ing of the Great Mon­ster; and did know where I had got­ten to, and thereby did ac­know­ledge un­to my­self that this was an ut­ter fool­ish­ness; and like, for all that any might say, to lead un­to de­struc­tion. Yet, as all must know, there was the first fear, and the ceas­ing of this fear, as I did wot that I was so little a thing to heed out there in the shad­ows. And presently a gain­ing of cour­age, and the prick of my Be­ing that did crave to see clear this ex­ceed­ing Won­der. And so was I come close, more or less, hav­ing gone far upon my hands and knees; yet some­times to pause; but af­ter­wards on again.

			Now by this near­ness, I was the more truly able to per­ceive how that the Bulk of the Watch­er did rise up in­to the Night, like a Hill; and the col­our was mostly black, save and in­deed where it did face to the red shine of the Pit; and con­cern­ing this I have done telling.

			And so did I lie there, and stare a great while, part­ing a small hole in the moss-bushes that I might spy through the same. And the thing was squat there, and might have root with­in the earth, so it did seem to mine ima­gin­ings, as I did stare with a dumb won­der. And there were mon­strous warts upon the thing, and in­dents and a mighty rug­ged­ness and lump­ings; as it were that it did be pimpled with great boulders that were in­bred with­in that mon­strous hide. And where the shine from the Pit of Red Fire did strike upon these, they did stand out in­to the dark­ness away from the skin, as you of this Age shall see moun­tains of the moon catch a bright fire from the Sun, and show plain upon the night of the moon.

			Now, as I have set down, I did lie there and look a great while; and it came presently to me that there was un­ease with­in the Mighty Pyr­am­id, among the Mil­lions; for I did feel the æth­er of the world to be dis­turbed by their dis­tress; and so had a know­ing that they had a cun­ning ware­ness con­cern­ing the place where I did hide among the moss-bushes.

			And the thrill­ing in the night did bring a wis­dom in­to my head; for, in ver­ity, as I have said, this was a fool­ish mat­ter that I was upon. And I gat a thought that the Watch­er might have an awared­ness of the trouble of the Mul­ti­tudes; and, in­deed, for all that I did know, it had a full know­ledge of all my wan­der­ing; though con­cern­ing this, I did think oth­er­wise truly in my heart; as is a most hu­man and prop­er way to make com­fort­able the spir­it, where Doubt can have no ease from Reas­on.

			And I made that I would go back­wards to a good dis­tance from the Watch­er, and go for­ward again upon my jour­ney­ing, if but that I come safe from so un­wise an ad­ven­tur­ing. And as I did be­gin to re­turn, it was to me as that all my senses were newly awake; for I had a sud­den know­ing that I was with­in the at­mo­sphere, should I not call it, of the Mon­ster.

			And I gat an ab­rupt and hor­rid shak­ing of the spir­it; for I did feel in ver­ity that my soul had come too anigh; and that the Beast had a sure know­ledge con­cern­ing me; yet did make to my de­struc­tion with no haste; but after that way and fash­ion that did seem prop­er un­to it.

			And this feel­ing you shall un­der­stand the bet­ter, maybe, when I do tell that it was to me as that the air all about me was full of a quiet and stead­fast life and keen in­tel­li­gence that I did be­lieve to come forth from the Watch­er on every side; so that I did feel as one already with­in the gaze of some Great and Evil Power.

			Yet, though I had a great ter­ror upon me, I made no fool­ish haste; but com­manded my soul to cour­age, and put a guard upon my way of go­ing, and so made a very quiet jour­ney for maybe two full miles; and af­ter­wards did al­low my­self some­thing more of haste; for I was now grown easi­er in my spir­it; and felt apart from the spir­it of the Great Watch­er.

			And after a longer while, I did leave that hill of watch­ful­ness to my rear; and was gone on­ward in­to the night; yet, as may be known, with a vague un­ease and trouble to my heart, and a swift and fre­quent turn­ing to learn surely that no Evil Thing came after me. For, as you may know, I could no­wise have for­get­ting, con­cern­ing that great quiet Life which did seem to be liv­ing in all the air around that Mighty Bulk. For it had been all about me in the night, as I have told, and I to feel that I had been surely dis­covered! And thus shall you know how shaken was my spir­it, in ver­ity.

			Now, presently, at the eight­eenth hour of that day’s travel, I ceased from my jour­ney­ing, that I might eat and drink; and I did sit a little while, and looked back upon the strange and mon­strous thing which I had come bey­ond. And the great humped back and vast shoulders of the Watch­ing-Thing rose up in­to the night, black and cum­brous against the red shine of the Pit. And thus, as you shall think, had that Brute looked al­ways un­to the Mighty Pyr­am­id, through Etern­ity, and did cease not from watch­ing, and was stead­fast and si­lent and alone; and none did un­der­stand.

			And after I had eat, and drunk some of the wa­ter, I went on­ward for a full mat­ter of six hours more; be­ing minded to have no sleep un­til I had put a great way between me and the Watch­er. And in this part of my jour­ney did I come to the Place Where the Si­lent Ones Kill, as it was named in the Maps. And I ob­served a very won­drous cau­tion, and went away from it a little, un­to the North, where I did see at a dis­tance the shin­ings of fire-holes; the which did prom­ise me warmth through my slum­ber.

			And here you must know that the Place Where the Si­lent Ones Kill was an ut­ter bare place, where all did seem of rock, and no bush did seem to grow there­on; so that a man might not come to any hid­ing; though, in truth, there might be some hole here or there; yet was none shown in any map with­in the Pyr­am­id; neither did there seem to be any such to me, as I did creep there among the moss-bushes to the North­ward of the Place, and look con­stant and fear­ful to­wards it; so that I should see quickly wheth­er any Si­lent One did move across all the grey quiet of that rocky plain.

			And con­cern­ing this same Place Where the Si­lent Ones Kill, it were well to make an ex­plan­a­tion how that there was al­ways a little and far-spreaded light over all that lone­some­ness; and the light was some­thing grey-seem­ing; as it were that a lichen might grow upon the rocks, and send out a little un­com­fort­able glow­ing, even as cer­tain mat­ters do in these times, if you do but know the place and the time to seek them. Yet was the light ex­ceed­ing weak, and very cold and dis­mal, and did seem truly to show naught with a sure­ness; so that it did ap­pear to the eye, if one did look fix­edly, that there were shad­ows that did move here or there, as it were of si­lent be­ings; and none might know, in truth, wheth­er this shap­ing of the grey­ness was to the cloud­ing of the Reas­on, or that the eye did see of Real­ity. Yet, if one did look with the Great Spy-Glass, then might there be some surety and plain­ness; and like­wise was it so, if one did have come suf­fi­cient anigh to that un­com­fort­able Place, even as I then did be. And so you shall con­ceive how that I did slide very quiet from bush un­to bush; for I had al­way in all my life had a very dread fear of this place; and oft did I peer out in­to the dim grey light of the lone­some plain un­to my left; and would think some­times to per­ceive the shapes of the Si­lent Ones stood vague and watch­ful; yet, on the in­stant, to see noth­ing.

			And thus I did go on­ward, and came presently to a part where the grey plain did stretch out a bare­ness in­to the Night Land to my front; so that my way ended, un­less I did make a long passing round about.

			And I sat there among the moss-bushes, and did con­sider, and lookt out cun­ningly through a spy-hole of the bush in which I did sit. And I per­ceived that the part of the plain which did jut bare­ness in­to the Land be­fore me had no great­ness of size; but might be passed swiftly in but a little run­ning. And this thing should save me a wear­i­some go­ing round; so that I made to con­sider it with a ser­i­ous mind; and all the time did I search the bare grey­ness be­fore me, and saw presently that it was surely empty.

			And I made to ad­ven­ture my­self across, run­ning very swift un­til I had come to the far side. And lo! as I did go to rise up out of the bush, mine eyes were opened, as it were, and I saw that there was some­thing amid the con­stant grey­ness; and I fell quickly in­to the bush; and did sweat very chill; but yet did haste to look.

			And I saw now that there were, in truth, mat­ters that did show vague upon that part of the plain that was be­fore me. And I did peer very con­stant and anxious, and, be­hold, I saw that there was fa­cing me, a great line of quiet and lofty fig­ures, shrouded un­to their feet; and they moved not, neither made they any sound; but stood there amid the grey­ness, and did seem to make an un­end­ing watch upon me; so that my heart went un­to weak­ness, and I did feel that there was no power of the moss-bushes to hide me; for, in ver­ity, they that stood so si­lent were cer­tain of the Si­lent Ones; and I was very nigh to the Place of De­struc­tion.

			Now, I moved not for a time; but was made stiff by the great­ness of my fear. Yet I was presently aware that the Si­lent Ones came not to­wards me; but stood quiet; as that they did mind not to slay me, if but I did keep from that Place.

			And there grew there­from a little cour­age in­to mine heart, and I obeyed my spir­it, and took an hold of my strength and went slowly back­ward in the bushes. And presently I was come a long way off. Yet troubled and dis­turbed, and very strict to my go­ing.

			And I made a great circ­ling about that place where the plain of the Si­lent Ones did come out­ward; and so did gain to the North-West; and was thence some­thing the hap­pi­er in my heart; and went eas­ily, and oft upon my feet; yet mak­ing a strong watch­ing to every side.

			And so I came at the last to a time when I had walked through four-and-twenty weari­ful hours; and was eager that I should come to a safe place for my sleep; yet did lack a happy be­lief of safety, in that I had come twice anigh to so grim trouble; and un­sure I was that I did not be secretly pur­sued in the night. And this you shall be­lieve to be a very des­per­ate feel­ing; and a plight to make the heart sick, and to long with a great long­ing for the safety of that mine Home. Yet had I put my­self to the task; and truly I did nev­er cease to the sor­row­ful re­mem­ber­ing of that ut­ter des­pair that had soun­ded to me plain in the last call­ing of mine own love, out of all the mys­tery of the night. And but to think upon this was to grow strong in the spir­it; yet to have a fresh anxious­ness that I did the more surely keep my life with­in me, and so come to that maid’s sal­va­tion.

			Now, as you shall mind, I had spied the shine of cer­tain fire-holes some­what to the North­ward, and had thought to make there­abouts a place for my sleep; for, in truth, there was a bit­ter­ness of cold in all the air of night that did sur­round me; and I was warmed nigh to a slow hap­pi­ness, by think­ing upon a fire to lie be­side; and small won­der, as you shall say.

			And I made presently a strong walk­ing un­to that place where did glow in the night the shine of the fire-holes, as I did well judge them to be; and so was like to have come over-swiftly upon my death, as you shall presently see; for, as I came anigh to the first, I per­ceived that the light came up­ward out of a great hol­low among the moss-bushes, and that the fire-hole burned some­where in the deep of the hol­low; so that I did but look upon the shine there­of.

			Yet very eager was I to come to that warmth; and I made more of haste than care, as I did hint; and so came very swift to the top of the hol­low; yet was still hid­den by the kind­ness of the moss-bushes.

			And as I made to thrust for­ward out of the bushes, that I might look and go down­ward in­to the hol­low, there rose up to me the sound of a very large voice, and deep and husky. And the voice was a dread­ful voice that did speak as that it said or­din­ary things, and in a fash­ion so mon­strous as that it were that a house did speak, and, in ver­ity, this is a strange thing to say; yet shall it have the truth of my feel­ings and ter­ror in that mo­ment.

			And I drew back swiftly from dis­cov­er­ing my­self; and was then all feared to move, or to make to go more back­ward, lest that I should give know­ledge that I was come anigh. And like­wise did I shiver lest that I was even then per­ceived. And so shall you have some­thing of the ut­ter fear that did shake me. And I abode there, very quiet, and moved not for a very great space; but did sweat and shake; for there was a mon­strous hor­rid­ness in the voice that did speak.

			And as I crouched there with­in the moss-bushes, there came again the large voice, and it was answered by a second voice; and thereupon there arose, as it did seem, the speech of Men that must have the big­ness of ele­phants, and that did have no kind­ness in all their thoughts; but were ut­ter mon­strous. And the speech was slow, and it rose up out of the hol­low, bru­tish and hoarse and mighty. And I would that I could make you to hear it, and that you could but bor­row mine ears for a little mo­ment, and forth­with be shaken with that ut­ter hor­ror and an afraid­ness, even as was I.

			Now, presently, there was a very long quiet, and I ceased at last a little from mine over-fear; and later I did calm some­what; so that I made to shift my po­s­i­tion, which was grown very un­easy.

			And there was still no sound from the hol­low. Where­fore, hav­ing a little bold­ness and much curi­ous­ness, and these des­pite my great fear­ful­ness, I put forth mine hand, very cau­tious, and did move the moss-bush a little from my face. And I went for­ward upon the earth, and did lie upon my belly; and was by this so close upon the edge of that place, that I was abled to look down­wards.

			And you shall know that I peered down in­to that great hol­low, and did see a very strange and hor­rid sight; for, in truth, there was a large fire-hole in the centre of that place, and all about the sides there were great holes in­to the slopes of the hol­low, and there were great men laid in the holes, so that I might see a great head that did show out to my sight here, from one of those holes, and would seem to be that of a mon­strous man heavy with sleep. And there I would see but the but­tocks of an­oth­er, as that he did curl him­self in­ward to his bru­tish slum­ber­ing. And so was it all about; and to my memory there were maybe a score of these holes; yet had I not time to the count­ing, as you shall see. For, after that I had made but a glance, as it were, at these sleep­ing and ut­ter mon­strous men, I per­ceived that there sat bey­ond the fire-hole, three great men, and they were each great­er than ele­phants, and covered a large part with a stiff and hor­rid hair, that did be of a red­dish seem­ing. And there were upon them great segs and warts, as that their skin had been hides that had nev­er known cov­er­ing. And there was between them the body of a mighty hound, so big as an horse, that they did skin; and I judged that this beast was one of those fear­some brutes which we did call the Night Hounds.

			Yet, as I should set down, they did noth­ing in that time in which I lookt at them; but did sit each with a sharp and mon­strous bloody stone in his fist, and did look to the ground, as that they heeded not the earth or the food that they did pre­pare; but did listen to some out­ward sound. And you shall know that this brought to me a very swift and sud­den ter­ror; for I per­ceived now the why of their long si­lence; for, in ver­ity, they had an un­ease upon them, be­ing subtly aware that one was anigh, even as are the brute beasts in this man­ner and kind, as all do know.

			And I made to draw back, and win un­to safety, if in­deed this thing were to be done. And as I moved me, it may be that I shook a little earth in­to the hol­low; for there was, in­deed, a little sift­ing of dry dust be­low me, as I did wot, be­ing very keen to hear, by reas­on of my fright. And im­me­di­ately did those three mon­strous men look up­ward, and did seem to me to stare in­to mine eyes, as I did lie there hid amid the moss-bushes. And I was so put in fear that I did clum­sily, and sent an­oth­er sifter­ing of dust down­ward, as I did strive to go back­ward swift and quiet from the edge. And all the time I did look through the bushes very fix­edly in­to the eyes of the gi­ants; and lo, their eyes did shine red and green, like to the eyes of an­im­als. And there rose up a roar from them that did nigh slay my soul with the hor­rid­ness of the noise. And at that roar­ing, all the gi­ants that did lie in the holes did awake, and began to come out­ward in­to the hol­low.

			Now, I was surely lost, and giv­en over to de­struc­tion; for they had pos­sessed me im­me­di­ately, but that in that mo­ment, as I went back­ward, the earth gave be­hind me, and I fell in­to a hole among the moss-bushes to my back, and I made first to come out very hur­ried, and all choked with a dust of sand and ash; but in a mo­ment I was sane to know that I had come to a sud­den hid­ing-place; and I lay very still and strove neither to cough nor to breathe. And well for me, I came to so close a hid­ing; for there were all about me the sounds of mon­strous foot­steps, run­ning, that seemed to shake the ground; though maybe this to be an ima­gin­ing bred of my fear.

			And shout­ings of great voices there were; and the thud­ding of huge feet all about; and the noises of the bushes rust­ling; but presently the search drew away to the South­ward. And I per­ceived that there had surely fought for me some power of good for­tune. And I came up out of the hole, very cau­tious, and shaken and a mo­ment weak with the beat­ing of my heart; yet with a lovely thank­ful­ness for my sal­va­tion. And I gat me about, and went swift through the moss-bushes to the North and West for three hours, and ceased not to run upon my hands and knees. And by that time was I come a great way, and did have a surety in my heart of present safety.

			And I ceased to run, and lay quiet; for, in truth, I did near swoon away with the hard­ness of my travel. And in­deed as you shall know, I had slept not for sev­en-and-twenty hours, and had scarce ceased to la­bour in all that time. Moreover, I had eat not, neither drunk, for nine hours; and so shall you con­ceive that I was truly a-weary.

			And, presently I did slum­ber there as I lay, and all abroad to any mon­strous thing that should come along. Yet did I wake un­harmed, and found by my dial there had gone by a full ten hours, the while that I did lie there and sleep un­wot­ting. And I was sore per­ished with the cold of the Night; for I had not the warmth of my cloak about me, and my belly was very empty.

			And I stood me up, and did peer about for any dread mat­ter, but all seemed prop­er, and I began to stamp my feet against the earth, as that I would drive it from me, and this I do say as a whimsy, and I swung mine arms, as of­ten you shall do in the cold days; and so I was presently some­thing warmed. And I dis­mantled my cloak, and wrapped it about me, and did feel that the Diskos was safe to my hip.

			Then did I sit me down, and did glow a little with rel­ish, in that I should now eat four of the tab­lets; for, in­deed, these were my prop­er due, by reas­on of my shift­less fast­ing ere I came so wot­less to my slum­ber­ing. And the memory of that eat­ing doth live with me now, so that I could near to smile; for the eager­ness of mine in­wards was prop­er and hu­man; yet were even four tab­lets but a little mat­ter to so great an empty­ness; and I drank a double por­tion of the wa­ter, that I might make less the void. And this thing was seemly; for, in­deed, there were two por­tions due un­to me.

			And when I had eat and drunk, I did fold the cloak once more to shape across my shoulder, as I did carry it; and af­ter­wards I took the Diskos in­to my hand, and went for­ward again to the North and West.

			Yet, as you shall know, I did pause a little in the be­gin­ning, and peer to every side for any close danger; and then did look more abroad of that place; but could nowhere see any mat­ter to have me to im­me­di­ate fear. And af­ter­wards, I looked a little while at the mon­strous humped back of the Watch­er of the North-West; and it did grow to me how stead­fast that thing did look to­ward the Mighty Pyr­am­id; and this set me to new hatred and hor­ror of the Mon­ster, as you shall con­ceive and be­lieve.

			And presently, I looked bey­ond the Watch­er, un­to the vast Moun­tain of the Great Re­doubt; and I was still seem­ing close upon it; yet, in truth, gone a long and weari­ful dis­tance. But this you shall un­der­stand was by the great­ness and ut­ter height and bulk of that shin­ing Moun­tain of Life.

			And strange and won­der­ful it was to me to think that even in that one mo­ment, it might be that the dear Mas­ter Mon­struwacan did look upon my face, through the Great Spy-Glass. And I should not seem ut­ter far to him, by reas­on of the power of the big Glass. But to me, as I did look up­ward through the Night, un­to that far and ut­most light in the up­per black­ness of the ever­last­ing gloom, it did seem doubly to me that I was afar off and lost forever from mine Home. And this think­ing did breed in me such a great and lone­some feel­ing, and a weak­ness of the heart and spir­it, that forth­with I took my cour­age close un­to me, and did turn away quickly; and went on­ward to the North and West, as I have told.

			Now I walked for twelve hours, and in that time, did eat and drink twice; and made on­ward again very stead­fast, and happy that all did go so quiet with me; so that it was as if I had at last come to a part of the Land that was giv­en over to quiet­ness, and lack­ing of mon­sters. Yet, in truth was I come to a worse place than any, maybe; for as I went for­ward, strid­ing very strong, and mak­ing a good speed, I did hear presently a little noise up­ward in the night, and some­ways un­to my left, that had seem­ing as that it were a strange low sound that did come down to me out of an hid­den door­way above; for, in­deed, though the sound did come from very nigh, as it did seem no more than a score feet above my head, yet was it a noise that did come out of a great and mighty dis­tance, and out of a For­eign Place. And I did know the Sound; though nev­er, as you may sup­pose, could I have heard it in all my life. Yet had I read in one of the Re­cords, and again in a second and a third, how that cer­tain of all they that had ad­ven­tured from the Pyr­am­id in­to the Night Land to seek for know­ledge, had chanced to hear a queer and im­prop­er noise above them in the Night; and the noise had been strange, and did come from but a little way up­ward in the dark­ness; yet was also from a great and mon­strous dis­tance; and did seem to moan and hum quietly, and to have a dif­fer­ent sound­ing from all noises of earth. And in the Re­cords it was set forth that these were those same Door­ways in the Night, which were told of in an an­cient and half-doubted Tale of the World, that was much in fa­vour of the chil­dren of the Pyr­am­id, and not dis­dained by cer­tain of our wiser men, and had been thus through all the lat­ter ages.

			And I did seem to know the sound upon the mo­ment; for my heart grew swift to un­der­stand. And it was a very dread un­com­fort­able sound; and you shall know how it did seem, if you will con­ceive of a strange noise that doth hap­pen far away in the Coun­try, and the same noise to seem to come to you through an opened door near by. And this is but a poor way to put it; yet how shall I make the thing more known to you? So that I must even trust un­to your wit and true sym­pathy that you shall con­ceive of the full­ness of my mean­ing.

			Now, in all the His­tor­ies of those that had ad­ven­tured in­to the Night Land, there were but three sure Re­cords that did con­cern this Sound; and each did tell of a Great Hor­ror; and of them that did hear the Sound there had died the most part, out in the Night Land. And the Re­cords did make al­ways that they had come upon De­struc­tion, and not simply un­to Death; but were des­troyed by a strange and In­vis­ible Evil Power from the Night.

			And of those that came alive un­to the Pyr­am­id, they had all one strange tale to tell, how that there were secret and hor­rid Door­ways in the Night. Yet how this thing could be plain to them, who may know truly; save it be that the eyes of their spir­its did be­hold that which was hid to the eyes of the flesh.

			And there was af­ter­wards writ a prop­er and care­ful treat­ise, and did set out that there did be rup­tures of the Æth­er, the which did con­sti­tute door­ways, as those more fanci­ful ones did name them; and through these shat­ter­ings, which might be likened un­to open­ings—there be­ing no bet­ter word to their nam­ing—there did come in­to this Par­tic­u­lar Con­di­tion of Life, those Mon­strous Forces of Evil, that did dom­in­ate the Night, and which many did hold surely to have been giv­en this im­prop­er en­trance through the fool­ish and un­wise wis­dom of those olden men of learn­ing, that did meddle over­far with mat­ters that did reach in the end bey­ond their un­der­stand­ing. And this thing have I told be­fore, and it doth seem prop­er un­to my be­lief; for it is al­ways thus, and I have that same taint with­in me, as must all that have the zest of life.

			Now, by this that I have set down swiftly, to make a little clear the sure hor­rid­ness of this Sound, you shall know, even with me, the great hor­ror that did come im­me­di­ately upon my Spir­it; and I did know that my Search was surely like to have an end in that mo­ment; and I bared mine arm, for my teeth, where the Cap­sule did lie be­low the skin; and so was ready to an in­stant Death, if that De­struc­tion did come upon me. And in the same mo­ment, I did fall si­lent, in­ward among the moss-bushes, and did be­gin to creep very quiet to­ward the right; for, as you will mind, I had heard the Sound over bey­ond my left. And all that time, as I did creep, there was a great sick­ness upon me, and it did seem that my mouth had weakened un­to wa­ter; so that I could scarce hold my teeth tightly from un­seemly clit­ter­ings.

			And I crept al­ways very si­lent, and did of­ten stare quick and pain­ful over my shoulder, up­wards, and this way and that; but did nev­er see any­thing; neither could I hear now the Sound.

			And I went this­wise for a great hour, and was like to faint through the ef­fort of my care and the sore­ness of my go­ing. But upon the end of that long while, I grew some­thing easi­er in the Spir­it, and did per­ceive that I was saved from the De­struc­tion that I had come so dread­ful anigh. And this thing, it may be, was be­cause that I did chance to hear it, whilst yet it was bey­ond, and be­fore I did come right un­to it, to pass be­low. Yet may I be wrong in this thought, and do but make a guess­ing. But, as I shall here ex­plain; after that time, I kept mine ears newly keen un­to hear­ing; and did chide my Spir­it, for that it had not taken ac­count of that Sound a great while earli­er. Yet, as I did presently con­ceive, the spir­it had no power to hear that thing; which was very strange; but truly so.

			Now, be­cause that I went with a very wary hear­ing, I heard the Sound once a far way off be­fore me, and I hid upon the mo­ment, and went back­ward, and after a while, did judge my­self to have come un­to safety; and so it was, in ver­ity, for I heard no more that time. And so did I come presently un­to the eight­eenth hour, and did eat and drink, and made me a place of slum­ber in a little hol­low of a rock that stood up­ward out of the moss-bushes. And I slept for six hours, and af­ter­wards waked, and was come to no harm.

			And after I had eat and drunk again, I did look out­ward over the Night Land, and with par­tic­u­lar­ness to that part that I did travel in, as it might be called, the yes­ter­day. And I did ob­serve it to be a very bleak and des­ol­ate Coun­try, and not giv­en over to fire, or oth­er warmth, nor to sul­phur-va­pours; but to be very quiet, and with but a little light in all its breadth. And I could con­ceive that it was no place for any­thing of life to de­sire; but rather to avoid; and that Coun­try did seem to be yet all about me; for I was by no means come clear from it at that time; though, North­ward, there was a glim­mer, as of fire-holes; and bey­ond those, the strange shin­ing of the Plain of Blue Fire. And, after that I had thought awhile, I did be­lieve that I should meet no Mon­ster of Nat­ur­al Life in all that Coun­try of Des­ol­a­tion, un­til I did draw nigh, once more un­to fire. And I con­ceived that this Sound from out of the in­vis­ible Door­ways might yet trouble me; but wheth­er the quiet­ness of that part was be­cause all of nat­ur­al life did fear the Sound, or be­cause that there was neither fire nor warmth, I do not say, hav­ing no know­ing in this mat­ter; but may yet be­lieve that it was to be laid to both causes; and this doth seem of com­mon reas­on, as you shall agree.

			And when I had looked a while un­to the Mighty Pyr­am­id, which was now truly a great way off; for I had walked so many weary hours; I turned me once more to my jour­ney­ing. And here let me ob­serve that I had gone very far; yet not so dis­tant, as might be thought; for, oft, I did go less than one mile in an hour or maybe two hours, hav­ing to be of great cau­tion, and oft to hide, and to go upon my belly, or to crawl, all as might be. And, fur­ther, as you may have per­ceived, I made not a straight for­ward­ness; but did strike this way and that way, be­ing very in­tent to es­cape the Mon­sters and Evil Forces that were all about.

			Now, be­cause that I be­lieved that I trav­elled in a Place where was surely to be dis­covered those strange Door­ways with­in the Night, I made an es­pe­cial care of my go­ing; and did stop oft that I might listen, and watch, and keep a very strict ward in all the Night about me. Yet, as you shall see, this served not to pre­vent me from go­ing for­ward in­to the fear­ful­ness of that which did haunt all the void; for, sud­den, as I went care­fully, I heard a faint hum­ming noise come down­ward from the night a little un­to my rear; and the hum­ming noise did grow more plain, as that a door were opened slowly above, and did let out that Sound ever more loud. And surely, after I did hear that, I could not doubt that a door were opened up­ward there; for the noise did grow in such wise as you shall hear a dis­tant sound come through, when a door truly is oped; for, if the noise had been made just in that place, it had seemed to come from there; but this Sound, though it did come through there, was as that it did come out­ward from some far lost and for­eign Etern­ity. And this I do struggle al­ways to make plain; and you shall not blame me that I think over­much upon it; for, in truth there was an hor­ror so won­drous and drear about it, that I can for­get not; but do strive al­ways that oth­ers should know with me that pe­cu­li­ar woe and ter­ror that did haunt the night.

			Now, as you will see, I had in truth gone past the place where the Door­way in the Night did open; yet had come to no harm; but rather it did seem that it opened by chance, un­wot­ting that I was anigh; or it may be that my quiet passing did dis­turb an Evil Power, so that it did even come to listen, or to make search. And all this doth pass through my brain, as I do write, and it doth seem to me that my thoughts are but the thoughts of a little child, be­fore so great a mys­tery; and that I touch not even the edge and fringe of the truth with my think­ings, and so do cease upon them; and will but go for­ward so plain as I may with my telling. Now, as you may truly be­lieve, when I heard that Sound, and did un­der­stand that I had, in ver­ity, come past be­neath that Place, I did surely sick­en to an ut­ter weak­ness of body and heart, though it was but for a mo­ment; and then was I swift hid with­in the close shel­ter of the low and thick moss-bushes.

			And I shook in all my be­ing, and crept, shak­ing, upon my hands and knees, and did near tot­ter to my face thrice, so weak gone was I in that mo­ment of ter­ror; and I did have a wicked­ness of for­get­ting in that time; for I bared not mine arm, to have the Cap­sule to a read­i­ness for my death, if that did need to be; and this was an ab­om­in­able fool­ish­ness, and I do shake now when I think upon it; for Death is but a little mat­ter by the side of De­struc­tion; though, in truth, dread­ful enough for all. Yet, as it did chance, no harm came to me, and I gat away, as that some won­drous power did cast a view­less cloak about me, that I might be ut­ter hid; and oft have I wondered wheth­er this was truly so; but have no know­ing.

			And, presently, I ceased from flee­ing, and had some calmness, and did eat and drink; and so came to the com­fort of a firm spir­it, the which had been sore troubled, above all un­der­stan­ded causes, by that hor­rid sound­ing up­ward in the Night. And after that I had eat and drunk, I did rest a little; but af­ter­ward, went on­ward to the North­ward, go­ing to­wards that place where the fire-holes did glim­mer, the same be­ing by this time no great way off.

			Then, as I did come anigh, I thought to hear once again the Sound in the night, and I stopt very swift, and hid in­to the moss-bushes, and did listen; but did hear naught; and so was hope­ful that fancy did play upon me. Yet, be­cause of this mat­ter, I went upon my hands and knees for a good way; and so came at last nigh un­to the shine of one of those fire-holes, the which I did see for so long.

			Now, as you shall sup­pose, I went very cau­tious through the bushes, un­to that red-shin­ing fire; be­ing care­ful, both that I did at­tract not any Evil Force that might listen in the Night, and be­cause that there might be some Mon­ster nigh to the fire-hole. But, presently, when I was come so that I could peer through the bushes, I did see a little fire-hole set in a small hol­low, and there did no thing seem to lurk anigh; and the sight of that warmth did cheer me; for it was long since I did have the com­fort of such a mat­ter.

			And when I had lain hid awhile, that I might watch all about, I saw the place to be safe and quiet; and I went out from the moss-bushes, and sat down a space from the fire, which did fill the pit in which it did lift and bubble. And the noise that it sent out was strange and slow, and it did seem to gruntle gently un­to it­self in that lone­some hol­low, as that it had made a long and quiet grumbling there, through Etern­ity. And oft was it still, and made no sound; and again would give an odd bub­bling in the quiet­ness, and send off, as it did seem, a little smoke of sul­phur, and af­ter­ward fall once more upon a quiet.

			And so I did sit there very hushed and rest­ful, and the loneli­ness did lie all about me, and the red shine of the fire-hole did glow soft in the hol­low; and I was glad to be quiet, for my heart was weary.

			And there was to my back a little rock that did jut up­ward so high as a man; and the rock was warm and pleas­ant to lean upon, and moreover did seem to guard me from be­hind. And there I ate and drunk, and kept very still; and so was presently res­ted. And this I did need, as you have per­ceived; for I was gone sud­den weary of the heart, as I did say; and this might be be­cause that I did nev­er cease to have De­struc­tion over me to com­pan­ion my way, though as you will mind, I had been no more than twelve hours afoot, since my last sleep­ing. Yet I doubt not you do un­der­stand.

			And presently my heart grew strong again with­in me, and I had a warmth in my Spir­it; and I got up from the earth, and stretched out mine arms; and I saw that my gear was safe upon me, and af­ter­ward did grip the Diskos, as it were newly.

			Then I went away from the fire-hole, and climbed the far slope of the hol­low, and went North­ward. And there were be­fore me many of the fire-holes; for I did per­ceive them to shine in the Night for a great way; as it did seem that they were a path of red shin­ings that led me on­ward to the North-West of the light of the Plain of Blue Fire.

			Now, I had a be­liev­ing that I had come out of the Coun­try where did lurk those hor­rid Door­ways in the Night; and I went not with so ut­ter a weight upon my heart; and did feel that naught should come now upon the back of my neck, which had been an odd and trouble­some fancy whilst that I did creep through that Coun­try of Gloom. Yet, as you shall know, I went with no fool­ish con­fid­ence; but with a great cau­tion, and mine hear­ing keen to hark, and a care to my steps, and did ever watch around me as I jour­neyed.

			And be­cause that I went for­ward in this prop­er and sed­ate man­ner, I had great cause for a thank­ful heart, as you may per­ceive; for I had come after a long way to an­oth­er of those hol­lows where did burn one of the fire-holes; and I made a pause upon the edge of the hol­low in which it did lie, and looked down­ward, keep­ing guarded with­in the moss-bushes, where they grew anigh to the top there­of. But there was no liv­ing thing there to be seen, and I went down­ward, so that I should warm my body at the fire. And lo! as I stood upon this side of the fire-hole, and turned my­self about, I looked presently more keenly to the oth­er side; for the yel­low­ness of the earth did seem a little strange in one place. But I could see with no plain­ness, be­cause that there arose a glare from the fire against mine eyes; and I went round, that I should look the bet­ter; yet with no fear or thought of Evil in my heart. And, truly! when I was come upon that far side of the fire-hole, lo! there was spread out in the yel­low sand of that place, a Curi­ous Thing; and I went more nigh, and stooped to look upon it; and be­hold it moved, and the sand all about did move for a great space; so that I gave back very swift, and swung up­ward with the Diskos.

			And, strangely, I heard the sand to stir at my back, and I looked round very quick, and the sand rose up­ward in parts, and sifted back, and there came to my sight odd things that did move and curl about.

			And im­me­di­ately, be­fore I knew which way to go, I knew that the sand did shift un­der my feet, and did work and heave, so that I was tottered, and was shaken also in the heart; for I knew not what to think in that in­stant. Then did I per­ceive that I was all sur­roun­ded, and I ran swift upon the heav­ing sand, un­to the edge of the fire-hole, and I turned there, and looked quickly; for I did not know what this new Ter­ror should be.

			And I saw that a Yel­low Thing did hump up­ward from out of the sand, as it had been a low hil­lock that did live, and the sand shed down­ward from it, and it did gath­er to it­self strange and hor­rid arms from the sand all about it. And it stretched two of the arms un­to me; but I smote with the Diskos, and I smote thrice; and af­ter­ward they did wriggle upon the sand. But this was not the end, as I did hope; for the Yel­low Thing arose, and ran at me, as it might be that you should see a spider run. And I did leap back­ward, this way and that; but the mon­ster had a great swift­ness; so that I did seem surely lost.

			Then made I a strong and in­stant re­solve; for I per­ceived that I had no hope to slay this thing; save that I should come at it in the body. And I put everything to the chance, and made not to es­cape any more; but ran straight in among the legs; and there were great hairs like to spines upon the legs, and these had pricked me to the death, but that the ar­mour saved me.

			Now, I had done this thing with a won­drous quick­ness; so that I was un­der the mighty arch­ing of the legs be­fore the Yel­low Thing did wot of my in­tent. And the body was bristled with the great hairs, and pois­on did seem to come from them, and to ooze from them strangely in great and shin­ing drops. And the Mon­ster heaved it­self up to one side, that it might bring cer­tain of the legs in­ward to grasp me; yet in that mo­ment did I smite ut­ter fierce with the Diskos—thrust­ing. And the Diskos did spin, and hum, and roar, and sent out a won­drous blaze of flame, as that it had been a de­vour­ing Death; and it sundered the body of the Yel­low Thing, and did seem as that it screamed to rage amid the en­trails there­of; so won­drous was the fury and en­ergy of that trus­ted Weapon.

			And I was covered with the muck of the thing; and the claws upon the legs seized me, so that the grey ar­mour did bend and crack to the might there­of, and I grew sick un­to death with the pain with­in; but smote with the shin­ing Diskos, us­ing my left hand weakly; for my right was gript dread­ful fast to my body. And lo! I was sud­den free, and a great blow did knock me far across the hol­low, so that I was like to have fallen in­to the fire-hole; but fell in­stead upon the edge, and came back­ward un­to safety.

			And I turned me about, and the Yel­low Thing did throw the sand all ways, as it did die; but had lost power to come upon me. And for my part, I lay weak upon the earth, and was no more able to fight; nor could I do more than breathe for a great while; but yet came presently to health, and made to ex­am­ine my hurts.

			Then I saw there was no great wound any­where upon me; but only an ut­ter bruis­ing; and I found upon my right leg that there was a sharp and hairy claw clipt about it; but the ar­mour had saved me from harm of the hor­rid thing; so that I did but kick it free with my left foot, and thence in­to the fire-hole.

			Now, by this time, that Mon­strous Creature was dead; but I held off from it, and went upon the oth­er side of the fire; for I was yet surely in hor­ror of it. And I sat for a time, and did think upon all mat­ters that did con­cern me; and I saw that I should have not com­fort of heart, un­til I was washed clean from the taint of the Mon­ster.

			And I gat me up wear­ily to go forth in­to the Night again, that I should make a search for a hot spring, of which I had come past many. And I had oft found them to be nigh un­to the fire-holes; so that I was trust­ful that I should see one ere long. And lo! there was a little hol­low just bey­ond, and scarce a hun­dred paces off; and in the hol­low, there did shine three small fire-holes, and there was a steam­ing puddle, as did seem, bey­ond the third of the holes.

			Now, be­fore I ad­ven­tured down­ward in­to this place, I went all about the top­most edge, and made a search of the moss-bushes about; but found naught that should scare me. And af­ter­ward, I went all across the hol­low; but did find no mon­strous thing hid any­wheres. Yet, there was that in the place that dis­cour­aged me, and did keep me from strip­ping mine ar­mour, so that I should bathe in the hot puddle; for I stept upon a small ser­pent, and the same did lap about my leg; but could do me no hurt, for the ar­mour, which was a very blessed pro­tec­tion. And I freed my­self from it with the handle of the Diskos.

			And be­cause that I could not go na­ked to my cleans­ing, I tried first the hot­ness of the wa­ter, which was not over great, and af­ter­ward did take off the scrip and the pouch, and the cloak, and laid them with the Diskos upon the edge of the warm puddle.

			Then I stept in­to the wa­ter, and was im­me­di­ately gone down­ward a great way; for, truly it was no puddle as I had sup­posed; but a deep well, as you might call it, of hot and sul­phury wa­ter. And this doth show how a man may act fool­ishly, even when he doth be­lieve that he hath a great cau­tion; and surely it is borne in upon me afresh that none should trust over freely un­to un­proven mat­ters, the which shall you heart­ily agree with; but yet do as fool­ishly, ac­cord­ing to your lights and char­ac­ters. And so shall you laugh not over hardly upon me.

			Now I had gone over the head, and, surely I do not know what deep­ness was there. Yet, as you shall think, I stayed not to con­sider upon this mat­ter; but made to climb out, and much shaken with my splut­ter­ings and the smart­ings of mine eyes; for, truly, the wa­ter was strong with sul­phur mat­ters. Yet, very cleans­ing was it, as I did presently see; for there was no more any taint or hor­rid­ness upon mine ar­mour, or the flesh of my face or hands. And I took the Diskos, and washed it clean, also; and then the cloak, and af­ter­ward the scrip and the pouch, and the bands of the same.

			And after I had done this, I was minded to dry my­self by the little fire-holes; but when I was come there, lo! maybe a score small ser­pents were about those places; and I was strongly pleased that I should keep away. Yet that I must warm and dry me in that des­ol­ate and bit­ter Night Land, you shall agree. And to this end, I put the scrip and the pouch upon me, and af­ter­wards took the Diskos read­ily in­to my hand, and ran quietly un­to the hol­low where I did fight with the Yel­low Thing. And the cloak I bore in my left hand.

			Now, when I was gat there, I was truly glad to think that there were no ser­pents in that place; and be­cause that I had slain the Mon­ster of the Place, how should it be that any harm might come un­to me; for truly, was it not like that a Creature of such Might should keep all that Hol­low un­to it­self, and slay any that did come therein, and thereby pre­serve that place from all oth­er hor­ror; though, surely, un­til it did die and cease to Be, there had been no call for any great­er ab­om­in­a­tion.

			Now, all this did go through my brain, as I did sit to dry mine ar­mour and my body and my gear, upon that side of the fire-hole which was away from the slain Mon­ster. And I made presently to think that this would be a sure and prop­er refuge wherein to sleep; for, truly, it must have got­ten a place where none oth­er Creature should be like to come to work me harm. And it must be that you do all see with me in this mat­ter, and com­mend me that I thought with pro­per­ness.

			And so did I re­solve that I put my dis­gust with­in my pock­et, as we do say, and stay safe and quiet with­in that Hol­low. And this thing I did surely, and did eat and drink; and presently I went over to the dead Mon­ster, and made very sure that it was truly slain; which in­deed it was. And after that I had seen to this mat­ter, I re­turned un­to the fire-hole, and made a com­fort­able place in the sand, for my rest; for I was well dry by this.

			And I wrapped the cloak about me, and took the Diskos to my breast, for a sure Com­pan­ion, as it had truly proved in my need. And I could think al­most that it did nestle un­to me, as that it knew and loved me; but this thing can be no more than a fancy; and I do but set it down as such, and that it doth show my feel­ing and mind at that time.

			Then, ere I did com­pose my­self to slum­ber, I looked about me, up­ward to the edges of the Hol­low, and I per­ceived that I was lost to the sight of the Mighty Pyr­am­id; for I was come so far off that it looked not down from so won­drous a height, as you shall per­ceive; and moreover, the Hol­low was some­thing deep.

			And af­ter­ward, as I lay my head back upon the scrip and the pouch, which were to me my pil­low, I went to think a little upon Naani, as al­way I did in my con­stant jour­ney­ing; yet, presently, I strove some­times that I put her from my mind, that I should sleep; for a bit­ter sor­row and anxious­ness was oft upon me when that I did think upon her; and this you may know; for truly I knew not what ter­ror was come to her, afar in the si­lence of the Night. And did I think over­much, I should feel that I could have no calmness need­ful to sleep; but to need to walk for ever un­til I died, which could not be long; and so should I make a fool­ish­ness of mine anxious jour­ney­ing to do her true ser­vice and to save her from De­struc­tion, if such did truly threaten.

			And I was soon gone over to sleep, and waked not for sev­en hours, be­ing much wear­ied by the fight and the sore­ness of my body, the which did put me in­to a great pain as I did rise up­ward from my slum­ber. But this was presently some­thing less, and I eat two of the tab­lets and drank some of the wa­ter, and af­ter­ward did put my gear upon me, and went for­ward in­to the Night, hav­ing the Diskos in my hand. And my heart was glad that I had come safe through the time of my sleep.

			Now I walked six hours, and did stop a little to eat and drink, and went on again. And it was in this second Third of the day that I saw afar to my right, two strange and won­drous men, and they did shine, as they had been made of a pale mist. And they came anigh, go­ing very swift, and did seem as that they were maybe forty feet high, yet hav­ing no thick­ness; and I hid down­ward in­to the moss-bushes. And they past me, so quiet as a cloud of this day might go, and did ap­pear to be, if I did guess, but an hun­dred fathoms off; yet was this no sure thing; for their po­s­i­tion had no more surety than shall a rain­bow have in this age. And so they were gone on­ward in­to the Night, and did seem to come out of the North. And they did ap­pear not to wot of me; and wheth­er they were harm­ful, I know not, for they harmed not me.

			And I lay there in the moss-bushes, un­til they were well gone away; and I had be­lief that they must be those same mist-men that were told of in cer­tain of the olden Re­cords; but were nev­er seen anigh to the Pyr­am­id; though I had thought, odd times, to see men, as of mist, through the Great Spy-Glass, when I was with­in the Tower of Ob­ser­va­tion. But they were al­ways a mighty way off; and some would say it was but a bright va­pour that did move; yet would oth­ers be in doubt, and so is it ever in such mat­ters.

			And here let me take chance to say how that it is a hard thing to speak of such hap­pen­ings to men of this age, and to make the truth prop­er un­to them; and be­cause of this, oft am I temp­ted to say no word upon many things that I did see; yet must I tell my tale, or suf­fer from the weight of it with­in me. And so shall you hark to me and give me your sym­pathy and hu­man un­der­stand­ing. And con­cern­ing these mist-men, I have wondered oft wheth­er they were the vis­ible shape of some of those many Forces that were abroad in the Night Land; for they did truly seem to me as that a thing of Strange Life were half shown to my hu­man eyes; yet I do not know, and am but telling of my nat­ur­al thoughts and pon­der­ings.

			Now, as I did say, those mist-men were nev­er seen nigh un­to the Pyr­am­id, and were, as I did hint, al­ways so far off that they were half giv­en over to the fables of the olden days, in the be­liefs of the Peoples of the Mighty Re­doubt; and set about with an halo of un­real­ness, for none with­in the Great Pyr­am­id had ever be­held them with surety.

			And be­cause that now I saw them anigh to me, it was borne in afresh upon my spir­it how greatly I had wandered away, and how that I stood afar in the lone­some­ness of that Land of Night; as it had been that a man of this Age did wander amid the stars, and per­ceive a great comet to go by him very close; for then he should know in his heart how that he was far off in the Void. And this I do say to you, that you may know some­what of the emo­tions of my heart in that mo­ment.

			Yet, presently I shook free of my mel­an­choly and lone­some­ness and rose up out of the moss-bushes, and went on­ward. And, as ever, I thought much upon the Maid that I did search for; yet strove to think quietly con­cern­ing her state; else should I have turned to run­ning, and wrecked my body be­fore that I had gone any great way.

			And that day, I passed sev­en large fire-holes, and two that were small; and al­ways I came softly un­to them; for there were oft liv­ing things about the warmth. And at the sixth fire-hole, I did see that which I did think to be a great man, that did sit to the fire, with mon­strous knees drawn up­ward un­to his chin. And the nose was great and bent down­ward; and the eyes very large, and did shine with the light from the fire-hole, and moved, watch­ing, al­ways this way and that, so that the white parts did show, now this side and now that. But it was not prop­erly a man.

			And I went away very quiet from that place, and looked oft back­ward, un­til that I was sure of safety; for it was a very hor­rid Mon­ster, and had that place to be for a Lair, as I did judge from the smell there­of.

			And when the eight­eenth hour was come, I looked about for a safe place to my sleep; and I kept away now from the fire-holes; for I did al­ways find the more life there. Yet, when I came to my rest, I was lack­ing of warmth, by reas­on of this care; and could scarce sleep at all, be­cause that I was so cold. Yet man­aged some­thing of slum­ber after a while; but woke very stiff, and was glad to beat my hands and be­stir my­self that I should come to some warmth of life.

			And after that I had eat and drunk, I put my gear upon me, and took the Diskos in my hand, and went for­ward again upon my jour­ney. And here I should tell that I was come soon un­to the North-West bor­der of the Plain of Blue Fire. And presently, I was but a little way off from it, and did go dir­ect to the North; so that the Plain was al­ways upon my right.

			Now this Plain was a strange and fear­some place, as you shall see; for it was as that a blue void did rise up­ward from the earth in all the coun­try of that Plain. For, surely, the Plain did not lum­ber with flame; but was hid with a strange and in­burn­ing light, as of a shin­ing at­mo­sphere of a cold blue col­our. And it did throw no sure light upon the Night Land, as had seemed prop­er; but was a very dread­ful, cold shin­ing, as of a lu­min­ous and blue void. And the moss-bushes grew nigh to the edge of the plain, and did show to me black and strange against that hor­rid gloom of light.

			And you shall know that I could not see in­to the plain; for it was as that the cold blue light was a void that swal­lowed all with­in it; and gave no power to the eye that aught should be per­ceived. And it stood between me and the Mighty Pyr­am­id, and I could no­wise see across. And I know not wheth­er I do make all this mat­ter clear un­to you; for surely it is no easy task.

			And presently I had gone very quiet upon my hands and knees through the moss-bushes; and I came near upon the edge of the Plain, and hid there in a clump of the moss-bush, and peered forth and harked. And I heard con­stant voices that did call to one an­oth­er across the Plain; as it were that strange peoples of Spir­its did wander with­in that blue Shin­ing, and did make a call­ing one to the oth­er, and were all hid and held apart. And surely I could see naught, and did judge, as I have writ, that they like­wise went blindly. And truly is this a strange mat­ter to set out; and easy to think on with doubt. Yet as I did see, so have I told; for, in ver­ity, there were surely hid­den Peoples of Spir­its scattered and lost afar upon that im­prop­er Plain.

			And you shall judge that I kept safe hid; for wheth­er this might have any nat­ur­al ex­plain­ing, or wheth­er it was a mat­ter that did go ut­ter bey­ond know­ledge of man, I did not know; for surely in that strange Land, it did like to be an Hor­rid Danger in any case; and wheth­er of some Mon­strous Creatures, or of the Evil Forces of the Land, I did wisely to be away.

			And for two days I did make a safe coast­ing of the Plain of Blue Fire; and did keep well off, maybe two great miles, among the moss-bushes. And I made a very good speed through the dark­ness. And at the eight­eenth hour of each jour­ney, I made a place for my slum­ber; and the first I did man­age un­der a thick bush; but the second was high upon the ledge of a rock that grew up­ward in the night amid the bushes. And, save that I was bit­ter cold there did no harm come to me. And in all that time of jour­ney­ing, I had no sight of the Mighty Pyr­am­id; for the blind shin­ing of the Plain of Blue Fire was ever between.

			Now there had been cer­tain little mat­ters in my jour­ney be­side the Plain of Blue Fire, which I have not set down; for they were of no ac­count, and do but re­peat much that I have told be­fore. And, in­deed, there was naught in that part of my jour­ney, save that I did pass nine­teen great fire-holes, and four small; and did ob­serve no life be­side any, save about one of the great holes that there was no hol­low around, and here I did hap­pen to see some strange and ugly creatures so big as my head, that did have a look of the scor­pi­on of this Age; but pro­por­tioned more squat and thick. Yet, though they were naught to re­mark upon in that Land, they had been but woe­ful bed­mates to any man; as you may think.

			And you shall know how it gave a rest to my spir­it, that I did go so long with no trouble of the Mon­sters of the Night, or the Evil Forces there­of. And I grew bolder to my jour­ney­ing, and made ever a great­er speed of go­ing; and it was like that I took presently a less heed for my safety, which was a wrong and fool­ish state. Yet there came no harm un­to me, in all that part of my travel.

			Then, it was in the six­teenth hour of the third day of my jour­ney be­side the Plain, that I did come out bey­ond the end of it, and had fresh sight of the Mighty Pyr­am­id, afar in the night upon my Right. And I stopt there in a bare place among the moss-bushes, and did in a weak mo­ment hold up the Diskos, so that I make a sa­lute un­to the Pyr­am­id, Mine Home; for truly was I so ut­ter glad to be­hold it once more.

			And in a little while was I aware that there was a dis­turb­ance of the æth­er of the world all about me; so that it did seem that there had been one at the Great Spy-Glass to watch for my com­ing in­to their sight from be­hind the shin­ing of the Plain of Blue Fire.

			And it was like that news had gone down­ward through the Cit­ies of the Great Re­doubt; so that they did print the word of it in the Hour-Slips; and by this there would be many great Mil­lions think­ing upon me, and a rush­ing un­to the Em­bras­ures, that they might spy out at me. Yet I doubt that any glass might per­ceive me surely at so great a space, save the power of the Great Spy-Glass in the Tower of Ob­ser­va­tion. But the Emo­tion of the Mil­lions to reach to me.

			And you shall know that it did seem homely and sweet un­to me to hear all about me the shak­ing of the æth­er of the world, and to be ware that so many did think hu­manly upon me, and had pray­ers un­to my safety.

			And it was a strange thing to stand so ut­ter far off in the Night, and to look back to that Ever­last­ing Hill of Light, that was grown some­thing small by the dis­tance, and to have surety that I was lookt upon through the Great Spy-Glass, maybe by the kindly eye of my dear friend the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan, and so keenly that he could, it might be, make al­most to guess the look with­in mine eyes, as I did gaze back­ward un­to that Mine Home.

			Yet, though this dear and homely sym­pathy was a sweet and com­pan­ion­able thing to my heart, it came swift to my thought that I was in a sore danger, if that they ceased not quickly to think so onely upon me; for surely was I not come over-near un­to that dread­ful House of Si­lence; and well might so much Emo­tion of the Mil­lions tell un­to the Hor­rid Power that dwelt with­in, how that I was even anigh. And so shall you see the mixt feel­ings that came upon me every­way.

			Yet, as it did chance, the æth­er was quieted in a little; for it did need unity of the Mil­lions (be­ing that they were un­trained to their spir­itu­al powers) to stir the æth­er. And so was I more easy of mind, and went for­ward again upon my way.

			Now, as it did chance, at the eight­eenth hour, I was come to a place where I heard a noise of wa­ter; and I went to my left, that I might come upon it; and there boiled a hot foun­tain that went up out of the rock of that place. And the wa­ter rose up­ward in a column, and was, maybe, so thick as my body; and it fell un­to the North, for the wa­ter came not up straightly, but did shoot out from the earth un­to that way. And I saw the thing plain; for there were many fire-holes all about, as you shall have wot­ted from my telling; and so was there a cer­tain and con­stant light in that part of the Land.

			And I fol­lowed the wa­ter that ran from the foun­tain, and tried it with mine hand; but found it to burn; and so did go fur­ther be­side it; for presently it should be no hot­ter than I did need. And it went on­ward, wind­ing among the moss-bushes, and sent up a con­stant steam, that hung about it; and the steam made a red cloud about the way that it did go; for the lights from the fire-holes made a shin­ing upon it; and so was it a won­drous pretty sight.

			Now, presently, I tried the stream again, and found it to be nicely warm; and I sat upon a little rock, and took off my foot-gear, that I might bathe my feet, which were gone some­thing tender; moreover, I did ache to have the sweet­ness of wa­ter about me. And I made that I should bathe my feet, and af­ter­wards find a place among the moss-bushes, and so eat and drink, and have my slum­ber.

			Then, as I did sit there be­side that warm stream, with my feet dabbled therein, I heard sud­den, afar off, the voice of a mighty Night-Hound, bay­ing in the night. And the sound came from the North-West of the Plain of Blue Fire. And there was af­ter­ward a quiet; and you shall see me sit­ting there upon the rock by the side of that smoking river, and the steam all about me, and my feet with­in the lovely warmth of the wa­ter; and I very still and frozen with a sud­den fear; for, it did seem to me, in an in­stant, that the Night-Hound might surely be upon the track of my go­ings.

			And after that there had passed a little time, the while that I did listen very keen, lo! there burst out in the night, as it did seem scarce a mile off, the mon­strous deep bay­ing of the gi­ant Hound. And I knew surely that the Brute did track me, and a sick and ut­ter hor­ror did fall upon me; so that I could scarce get my foot-gear upon me, once more. Yet, in truth, I was not long to the mat­ter, and was to my feet, and did hold the Diskos ready; and very des­per­ate I was to the heart; for it is ever a fear­some thing to be put in chase, and the worse an hun­dred times when there is a sure know­ledge that a deathly Mon­ster doth be the pur­suer.

			Now, I did stand there but a mo­ment it did seem, to make an anxious con­sid­er­ing how that I might best as­sure me some chance to live through this swift com­ing Danger. And then did I think upon the stream, to use it, and I leapt quick therein, and did run very strong down the middle part, which was nowheres so much as thigh-deep, and oft not above mine ankles. And as I did run, there came again the bel­low of that dire Brute, fol­low­ing, and was now, as mine ears did say, scarce the half of a mile to my rear.

			And I did run but the stronger, for the dread of the sound; and so, maybe, for a little minute; and after that time, I stopt from mine heavy run­ning, and went very wary, that I made no loud splash­ing; for by now the Mon­ster-Brute should be some­thing anigh to that place where I did enter the stream. And I looked round, with a con­stant look­ing; but did see no surely vis­ible thing; though my fear did shape me an Hound from every shad­ow of the moss-bushes about me.

			Then, in a mo­ment, I did hear the Great Beast; for it bayed but a little way up the stream, as that it had over­shot the place where the scent did end. And im­me­di­ately, I sank swiftly in­to the wa­ter, which was there so deep as my knee, and turned upon my belly. And the wa­ter surged over my shoulders; for I kept my head above. And so I did look eager and fear­ful through the steam in­to the shad­ows and the half-dark­ness, to­wards where I did think to see the Night-Hound.

			And in a mo­ment I saw it com­ing; and it was a little vague, by reas­on of the smoke of the river; yet did seem black and mon­strous in the gloom, and great as a mighty horse. And it went past me at a vast and lum­ber­some gal­lop; but I did not see it in that mo­ment; for I dived my head down un­to the rock of the river bot­tom, and held down­ward, un­til that I was like to burst for sore long­ing of breath.

			Then I put up­ward my head, and took swift and deep breath­ings, and lookt about me, very cau­tious and fear­ful, as you can know. And I heard the Night-Hound cast­ing round among the moss-bushes, and it did send up a wild and awe­some bay­ing; and I heard the bushes brake and smash be­neath it, as it did run to and hith­er. And af­ter­ward there was a quiet; yet I moved not; but stayed there, very low in the wa­ter, and did have a thank­ful heart that it was warm and easy to per­sist in; for I had surely died of a frozen heart, if that it had been cold; for, by this time, you do know even with me, how bit­ter was the chill of the Land.

			Now, I had been awhile lain thus upon my belly, and heard no sound from the mon­strous Hound. Yet, I ceased not to be full of an hor­rid un­ease, con­cern­ing the Great Beast; for I did bet­ter to know what it did, than to have no know­ing. And, sud­den, I heard the sound of it, run­ning very swiftly and com­ing nigh; and it passed me, and did go up the stream; and there was surely a quick stupor upon me; for I ducked not my head un­der the wa­ter; but stayed very still; which as it did chance, was maybe not such an ut­ter fool­ish­ness; for my head did seem in that half-gloom to be, may­hap, no more than a little rock in the wa­ter, and I made no move to tell of life; yet should the Hound have smelled me; and that it failed in this mat­ter, doth be a puzzle to me.

			And as the great Night-Hound past me, it tore the earth and the bushes, with the ex­ceed­ing strength that it put forth to run, and clods of the earth and stones of big­ness were cast this way and that by the feet of the Hound, run­ning. And so shall you have a little know­ledge of the strength of that Beast.

			And the Hound ran on in­to the dis­tance, and presently, I heard it bay­ing in the Night. Then I rose, and went on­ward, down the warm stream, and made a strong walk­ing, yet keep­ing al­way to the wa­ter; and oft did stop a little that I should listen; and al­ways I heard the Night-Hound a great way off in the night, bay­ing, and seem­ing that it did surely run to and fro, search­ing.

			Now, I jour­neyed thus for twelve hours, and the bay­ing of the Hound mak­ing search, did nev­er cease. And I kept al­ways to the wa­ter, as I did say, that I should leave no scent un­to the Hound. And by that twelve weary hours had gone, I found that I was come anigh un­to the House of Si­lence. And this put me in great trouble; as you may per­ceive; for surely had mine whole ef­fort been to the end that I should avoid that House, by a great way. Yet had the Hound driv­en me thus a-near.

			Now I saw that the small river did go on­ward, and did make a breach across the Road Where the Si­lent Ones Walk; and I de­term­ined in my heart that I should leave the wa­ter, which was now grown nigh to a bit­ter cold, in that it was so long upon the face of the Land. Yet chiefly did I mind to leave the wa­ter, that I should come no more anigh un­to that House of Si­lence; for the wa­ter did go that way. And I stood awhile, and did listen for the bay­ing of the Hound; but could hear it no more; and did have a surety with­in me that it was in­deed gone from search­ing for me.

			Then I came out of the wa­ter, and went for­ward, stoop­ing and creep­ing, among the moss-bushes, go­ing out­ward to the West­ward of North, so that I should go away so quickly as I might from the near­ness of the House. Yet, lo! I was gone upon my hands and knees no more than an hun­dred fathoms, when I did find the moss-bushes to cease to the West­ward, for a great way, and there to be a great bare­ness of rock, which, in truth, was much shown there­about. And I dared not to go out­ward upon that na­ked Land; for then I had not been hid by the moss-bushes; but had stood plain there for all things of the Night to be­hold; and moreover, though I could no­wise have a sure know­ledge con­cern­ing this mat­ter, yet did I hope with­in me that I should make a sure hid­ing from the Power of the House of Si­lence, did I but go very low among the bushes. But, in­deed, it was like enough that naught could give me hid­ing; yet should I lose no chance un­to my safety.

			And be­cause of this, I went back­ward among the bushes, and ceased to es­cape out un­to the West­ward. And I found presently, that the moss-bushes made but a nar­row growth in that path, and grew only for a while by the side of the Great Road; so that I was surely fain to keep nigh to the Road, that I have the cov­er­ing of the bushes.

			And, in a while, I found the Road Where the Si­lent Ones Walk, to bend in­ward at the North of the House of Si­lence; so that it came right hor­ridly close un­to the House; for here the hill on which the House did stand, was very ab­rupt and fell steeply un­to the Road. And so was that Dread­ful House stood up there above me in the Si­lence, as that it did seem to brood there upon the Land. And this side did seem truly as the oth­er; and equal lone and dread­ful. And the House was mon­strous and huge, and full of quiet lights; and it was truly as that there had been no Sound ever in that House through Etern­ity; but yet was it as that the heart did think each mo­ment to see quiet and shrouded fig­ures with­in, and yet nev­er were they seen; and this I do but set down that I bring all home un­to your hearts also, as that you crouched there with me in those low moss-bushes, there be­side the Great Road, and did look up­ward un­to that Mon­strous House of Ever­last­ing Si­lence, and did feel the ut­ter­ness of si­lence to hang about it in the night; and to know in your spir­its the quiet threat that lived si­lent there with­in.

			And so shall you have mind of me, hid there among the bushes, and sod­den and cold; and yet, as you will per­ceive, so held in my spir­it by an ut­ter ter­ror and loath­ing and sol­emn won­der and awe of that Mighty House of Quiet­ness loomed above me in the Night, that I wot­ted not of the misery of my body, be­cause that my spir­it was put so greatly in dread and ter­ror for the life of my Be­ing.

			And also you shall have be­fore you, how that I knew in all my body and soul, that I stood anigh to that Place where but a little while gone there had passed in­ward so dread­ful to an ever­last­ing Si­lence and Hor­rid Mys­tery those poor Youths.

			And after that you have minded you of this, you shall con­sider how that the memory of all my life held dread thoughts of the mon­strous­ness of that House; and now was I anigh un­to it. And it did seem to my soul that the very Night about it, held an an­guish of quiet ter­ror. And al­ways my mind did come back to the sheer mat­ter that I was so anigh. And this thing I do say un­to you once and again; for truly, as you do see, it hath im­prin­ted it­self deep in­to my spir­it. Yet shall I now cease from say­ing fur­ther in this man­ner; for, surely, you shall nev­er know all that was in mine heart; and if I cease not, I do but be like to weary you.

			And so did I hide and creep, and oft pause to a time of shak­ing quiet; and af­ter­ward gath­er some­thing of new cour­age, and go on­ward; and peer up­ward at that mon­strous House, stood above me in the night. Yet, as it did come about, I came presently clear of that hor­rid place; for the Road came round again un­to the North, and I began that I made a bet­ter way through the moss-bushes; but nev­er that I grew to much speed; for I had oft to go about, that I should miss a na­ked part here, and an­oth­er there; for truly there was an abund­ance and bare­ness of rock, so that the bushes grew not so thick as I could wish.

			And in the space of five hours was I clear of that House; and did have a great­er ease about my heart; but yet was not free to come to food nor to slum­ber, the both of which I did sorely need; for I had slept neither eat for a weari­ful time, as you do know. But first I must go fur­ther off from the House, and af­ter­wards come to some fire-hole, that I should dry my­self and get warmth again in­to my body, which was bit­ter cold.

			And now that I had come un­to the North­ward of the House of Si­lence, there came to me a great Won­der, which bred in me a mighty Hope and Glad­ness. For as I did go among the bushes, there broke sud­den all around me in the æth­er, the low and sol­emn beat of the Mas­ter-Word. And the throb of the Word was ut­ter weak; so that one mo­ment I did say un­to my­self that I heard, and in a mo­ment that I did not; yet had I no prop­er doubt in my heart.

			And I reasoned with my­self, and with a great shak­ing of ex­cite­ment and ex­pect­a­tion upon me, that the Mas­ter-Word came not from the Great Pyr­am­id, which should have power to send it as a Great Force across the ever­last­ing Night; whilst that this that throbbed about me was faint and scarce to be known even un­to the keen­ness of the Night-Hear­ing, which was mine.

			And, im­me­di­ately, as I crouched low there, and thrilled with the hope that was bred in me, lo! there seemed to come the far faint voice of Naani, call­ing with a little voice with­in my spir­it. And I thought the cry to have an ut­ter­ness of sup­plic­a­tion with­in it; so that I grew des­per­ate to up and go to run­ning; yet did curb such fool­ish­ness, and stayed very hushed, to listen.

			But I heard no more; yet was shaken con­tinu­ally with the Joy and Hope which this call­ing did breed in me, for truly did it seem now that I was right that I did de­term­ine to go un­to the North; for sure was I now that the Less­er Re­doubt lay that way in the Night. And it did seem plain un­to me, that the House of Si­lence had put a bar­ri­er between; and had power to with­hold so weak a call­ing. And now had I come bey­ond the Bar­ri­er. And I did per­ceive in my heart how that Naani had called off, maybe in the sad­ness of Des­pair; yet had the weak cry­ing of her brain-ele­ments been held from me by the hor­rid power of the house; and surely, as I did think, it was well named; for it did make a si­lence.

			And so shall you stay with me in your hearts, and take to ourselves some­thing of the new Glad­ness that held all my be­ing; for it did seem truly that my bit­ter task and ad­ven­tur­ing should not in the end be offered to Use­less­ness; and that I did truly draw un­to that far place in the Ever­last­ing Night, where mine own Maid did cry for me, that I should suc­cour her.

			And ever as I went, did I hark; but there was no more the low beat­ing of the Mas­ter-Word in the Night; not at that time.

			And presently, I spied out­ward to the West, as it did seem a good mile off in the night, the shin­ing of a fire-hole; and I began to plan that I should come un­to that place, and have warmth and dry­ness, and food and slum­ber. And, in ver­ity, so set was I to the need of these mat­ters that if there did be a Mon­strous Thing nigh to the fire—as was so oft the case—then would I give battle un­to it; for neither my Joy nor my la­bours did serve to put warmth in­to my body; and I must surely come anigh to fire, or die.

			Then, as I kneeled up­ward among the moss-bushes, and made to lay a true course un­to the fire-hole, I per­ceived that there came a Be­ing along the Road un­to my right; and I went low in­to the bushes, and moved not; for truly I had seen that there drew nigh one of the Si­lent Ones.

			And I made a little place that should let me to see; and I spied out, with an ut­ter cau­tion; and lo! the Be­ing came on very quiet, and with no hurry. And in a time, it went by me on the road, and did take no heed to me; yet did I feel that it had know­ledge that I sto­opt there among the moss-bushes. And it made no sound as it went; and was a Dread­ful thing; yet, it did seem un­to my heart, as that it had no trouble of Wan­ton Malice to work need­less De­struc­tion to any. And this, I crave strangely that you to un­der­stand; for it was so to me that I had a quiet and great re­spect for that thing; and did feel no hatred; yet was very dreadly in fear of it. And it was Huge in size, and was shrouded un­to its feet, and seemed, maybe ten feet high. Yet, presently, it was gone on­ward down the Road, and I was no more troubled by it.

			Then did I make no waste of time; but set off un­to the fire-hole; and kept so much to shel­ter as I might; but was oft made to run over baked places, ere that I should come to more of the bushes.

			And I came presently nigh un­to the fire-hole, and made a pause, and crept un­to it, with a great care. And I found it to be in the bot­tom of a deep hol­low of the rock of that part. And the rock was clear look­ing of all liv­ing mat­ters, the which did make me to be glad. And I went round about the top of the hol­low, car­ry­ing the Diskos very hand­ily; but there was nowhere any liv­ing thing; and I feared not to go down­ward in­to the deep hol­low, and so un­to the fire-hole, which lay in the bot­tom, as you have per­ceived.

			And when I was come there, I made a close search of the rock, and found it was very sweet and warm; and there were no ser­pents, neither any sting­ing creatures; so that a cer­tain com­fort came upon my spir­it.

			Then stript I off mine ar­mour and gear, and af­ter­ward all my gar­ments, so that I stood na­ked there in the hol­low. Yet was that place al­most so warm as some mild oven, and I had no fear to suf­fer from the cold of the Night Land; but was un­easy lest that any mon­strous thing should be anigh to come to take me so un­awares.

			Now I wrung the gar­ments, and spread them upon the rock near un­to the fire-hole, where it was hot; and I did rub my body very brisk with my hands, so that I glowed in­to health and had no fear of a stiff­ness.

			And af­ter­ward, I did look to my food and drink, and to the mat­ters in the pouch; but there had no harm come to any, by reas­on of the tight­ness of the scrip and the pouch, that had kept off the wa­ter. And I eat and drank, there as I stood wait­ing for the gar­ments to come to dry­ness; and I walked about a little, as I eat; for I was rest­less to be in­to mine ar­mour swiftly. And now I did turn this gar­ment up­ward of the dry side, and now that; but did find them to steam, so that I turned them many times be­fore they were prop­er.

			Yet, in truth, they dried in but a little while, and I gat me in­to them very swift, and in­to the ar­mour; and I felt the strength and cour­age of my spir­it to come back in­to me, which had gone out­ward some­what when I did stand there so na­ked. And this feel­ing you shall all have un­der­stand­ing of; and know that you would have felt that way, like­wise, had you but stood there in that Land in so un­happy a plight.

			And when I had come in­to mine ar­mour, I put my gear upon me, and took the Diskos in­to my hand, and did climb out of the hol­low; for I would find a more se­cure place to my slum­ber, and did not dare to sleep in that place; for it was bey­ond sev­en and thirty hours since that I did have sleep; though as I do see by my count, I have made it to seem but as five and thirty; yet was a part con­sumed in di­verse mat­ters that I have not set down. And you shall mind how bit­ter had been my la­bour and wear­i­ness in all that time; and I did know of a surety that sleep must come heav­ily upon me; so that I was sorely in need that I should search out a safe place; for I should not be lightly waked, un­til that I had slept away the tired­ness of my heart, and the weari­ful achings from my body. And, in­deed, I should mind you how that I was not yet come per­fect from the bruis­ing which I had got­ten from the fight with the Yel­low Thing.

			And presently, when I had searched but a little while, I did find that a rock stood up­ward from a great clump­ing of the moss-bushes un­to my left; and I went over to the rock, and made a search about it. And I found that there was a hole in­to the bot­tom part of the rock, and I thrust the Diskos in­to the hole, and made the blade to spin a little, so that it sent out a light; but there was no thing in the hole, and it did seem a dry and safe place for my sleep.

			Then I turned me about, and went in­to the hole with my feet that way; and I found that it was so deep in­to the rock as the length of two men, and just so wide as I could lie in it without hav­ing it to pinch me. And there I made my bed in the hole, and went swift un­to my sleep, and scarce had but a mo­ment even to think upon Naani; and by this thing shall you know how ut­ter was my wear­i­ness.

			Now I waked of a sud­den, and was very clear and re­freshed. And I crept to the mouth of the hole, and lookt out; but there was all a quiet­ness round about, and noth­ing to threaten.

			And I found that I had slept ten hours; so that I made a haste to eat and drink, that I should go for­ward swiftly upon my jour­ney. And at that time, as in the time when I did eat, na­ked, in the hol­low, by the fire-hole, I eat four of the tab­lets; and this you shall un­der­stand to be rightly due un­to me, in that I had gone so long fast­ing in that my great jour­ney­ing to come safe from the Hound, and to come past the House of Si­lence. And this shall seem but a little thing to you; yet was it a won­drous im­port­ant mat­ter un­to me, that had gone so long with an empty belly, and was nev­er sat­is­fied. And neither should any be, that had eat so little as I did eat, and made to fill their belly al­ways with a drink of wa­ter. Yet, I doubt not but that it did keep my soul sweet and whole­some and no use­ful thing to the Powers of Evil of the Land.

			And when I had made an end of so great a gor­ging, and had ceased to be drunk­en with wa­ter, I gat my gear upon me, and took the Diskos in­to mine hand, and so went forth once more to­wards the North.

			And presently, I was nigh un­to the Road again; for it did curve some­thing West­ward a space bey­ond. And I was sore temp­ted to go upon the Road; for the ground was rough and the moss-bushes did catch my feet. Yet did I stay among the bushes, though the Road was true and smooth, by com­pare. And by this telling, you will per­ceive that I walked once more up­right, and had giv­en over to crawl between the bushes. And, in truth, this was so; for the Land did seem very quiet in all that part; and I had less of fear, now that I stood bey­ond the hor­rid un­ease of the House of Si­lence.

			Now, after that I had jour­neyed twelve hours, I saw that I was come upon the com­mence­ment of a great and mighty slope, as that the world did slope down­ward al­ways to­wards the North. And I went on again, after that I had eat and drunk, as I did like­wise be­fore this at the sixth hour of that day’s jour­ney.

			And presently, I per­ceived the Road to cease; and surely this did con­found me; as that a man of this age had come to a part where the world did end; for you shall know that the Road was that which had seemed to go on for ever; and you shall mind the way of my life up till that time, and so shall you the bet­ter con­ceive of my be­wil­der­ment, and as it were a feel­ing of great strange­ness un­to one that was over­prest, as you would be­lieve, with strange mat­ters.

			Yet, truly, was this all as the little book of met­al had told un­to me; and so should I have been some­thing pre­pared; yet are we ever thus need­ing eye-proof; and per­haps it is more prop­er that it be so.

			Yet, you shall per­ceive me adrift some­what as to dir­ec­tion; for I had steered be­fore this time so that I should come to the North of the House of Si­lence; and af­ter­ward had shaped my way by the Road. But now was I adrift, as it might be set down, in the wil­der­ness.

			And so did I stand and con­sider, and presently did look un­to the far Pyr­am­id, which was now a great way off in the night, and had seemed but small by that which I knew it to be. And lo! as I did look, I per­ceived that I could but see the high up­per-point of the light of the Great Pyr­am­id, where did shine the Last Light; and I was con­foun­ded afresh; yet in a mo­ment I saw that the great­ness of the slope did ac­count for this. But here I should tell to you that the slope was no­wise steep; but did seem as that it should nev­er cease. And may­haps this is clear un­to you.

			And I per­ceived surely that the time was come when I should make an ut­ter part­ing from the Great Re­doubt; and the thought came very heavy upon me. And in the same time I knew that the æth­er was stirred by the emo­tions of the Mil­lions; so that I had know­ledge they watched me with the Great Spy-Glass, and did send word down un­to the Hour-Slips; and by this did the Mil­lions know, and have a great think­ing upon me in that mo­ment.

			And you shall per­ceive how ut­ter lost and lone­some I did feel. And it was at that time that I did test the com­pass, to com­fort me, as I did tell be­fore this, and feared I must sure for­get, when I did come to the prop­er place; yet have I minded me, as I did de­sire.

			And I saw now that the Night Land that I did wot of, was hid from me by the slope. And I turned and looked down the slope; and surely all be­fore me was ut­ter wild­ness of a dark des­ol­a­tion; for it did seem to go nowhither but in­to an ever­last­ing night. And there was no fire down there, neither light of any kind; but only Dark­ness and, as I did feel, Etern­ity. And down­ward in­to that Black­ness did the great slope seem to go for ever.

			Now, as I did stand there, look­ing down­ward in­to the Dark, and of­ten back­ward un­to the shin­ing of the Fi­nal Light, and put to a hor­rid des­ol­ate­ness, be­hold! there came the low beat­ing of the Mas­ter-Word in the Night. And it did ap­pear as that it had been sent to give me cour­age and strength in that mo­ment; and did seem un­to my fancy that surely it did come up­ward un­to me from out of the mighty black­ness in­to which the Great Slope ran. Yet could this have been but a be­lief; for the æth­er doth have no re­gard un­to dir­ec­tion to show you whence the spir­itu­al sound doth come; and this did my know­ledge and Reas­on know full well.

			And I made that I would send back the Mas­ter-Word, send­ing it with my brain-ele­ments, and so give news un­to Naani how that I did struggle to come un­to her. Yet did I have cau­tion in time; for in ver­ity, had I sent the Mas­ter-Word, then had the Evil Forces of the Land wot­ted that I was out; and may­haps had come swift un­to my De­struc­tion; and so did I con­tain my spir­it and de­sire, and made to do wisely.

			Yet was I put in cour­age by the low beat of the Mas­ter-Word; and did listen very keen, that some mes­sage should fol­low; but there came none, neither did the weak throb of the Word come about me again, at that time. And be­cause that I was now grown more to my nat­ur­al state, and did feel that I should in­deed find the Maid, I looked once more un­to the Great Pyr­am­id, long and eager and with a sol­emn heart; yet with no sign or sa­luta­tion, as I was be­fore de­term­ined. And af­ter­ward, I turned and went down­ward in­to the dark.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				Down the Mighty Slope

			
			Now I went down­ward very quiet and slow in­to that Dark­ness; and did make but a cau­tious way; for now you shall know me truly wrapped about with such a night as did seem to press upon my very soul, and such as you shall nev­er have seen nor felt; so that I did seem lost even from my self, and did ap­pear as that I went presently in un­real fash­ion, and did pass on­ward for ever and for ever through ever­last­ing night; so that odd whiles I did make to walk with ran­dom, as that I stept no more upon this earth; but did go offwards in­to the Void. Yet was this fool­ish­ness of the mind set straight and prop­er each time that it did come about; for lo! I did kick against an up­jut­ting rock here, and fall upon a great and un­seen boulder there, and so was shaken very quickly to a sound know­ledge that I trode the hard and ac­tu­al earth; and had no true deal­ings with un­real mat­ters.

			And ever I did go down­ward; and by this only did I have a guide to my way. Yet, as you shall think, through reas­on of the ut­ter dark I made scarce a mile in an hour or even two full hours; and so grew bit­ter by reas­on of mine un­able­ness to go for­ward with a prop­er and free stride.

			But I did think me presently upon a thing that I should do to light my path; and to this end, I did make the Diskos to spin, odd whiles, and did look down the mighty slope, the little way that the strange glisten­ing of the Diskos did show, and so fixed my path in­to mine in­ward re­mem­ber­ing, and would go for­ward afresh, un­til that I was shaken once more by the dark­ness, and would fain to look once again upon the blessed­ness of light, and make me some know­ledge of my way.

			And, truly, the light from the Diskos did seem as­ton­ish­ing great, and this to be be­cause there was so mon­strous a dark­ness all about me there forever. And there­after would I go on­ward again, un­til the pain of my stum­blings did bid me surely to have that sweet shin­ing once more un­to my path.

			And so shall you per­ceive my go­ing; and sore and miser­able was it un­to the heart; and like to shake the cour­age of the spir­it; yet, in ver­ity, I had come through much, and did have in­tent to give way to no fool­ish­ness of thought.

			And you shall well be­lieve that I did make the light not more oft than I did surely need; for it was no pro­per­ness of wis­dom to use the power of the Diskos, save for mine ex­tremity.

			Now, presently, when I had done this­wise through six long and bit­ter hours, and it be­ing now bey­ond the twen­ti­eth hour since I did last slum­ber, I sat me down there upon the Mighty Slope, in the ever­last­ing Dark, and did eat two of the tab­lets, and made the wa­ter, and could but feel and hearken wheth­er I did this thing right and that.

			And when I had eat and drunk, I un­fol­ded my cloak, and wrapt it around me, and placed the scrip and the pouch un­der my head; and the Diskos I took to com­pany me; and so fell swiftly upon sleep; yet did think earn­estly but vaguely upon Naani, as I came un­to slum­ber.

			And I slept all but six hours, and did waken very sud­den there in the ut­ter dark; and I got me to mine el­bow, and did listen very keen; for I had waked im­me­di­ately, as that some­thing had touched me or come nigh un­to me; and I gript the Diskos, and listened; but there did not even a little sound come to me out of all that night.

			And presently I had more as­sured­ness that naught did make harm about me; and I sat me up in the dark, and reached for my scrip, and did eat and drink, there in that ut­ter night; and fumbled some­what, as you shall think. Yet I was done in a while, and got my gear upon me, and the Diskos in­to my hand, and so to my feet and for­ward.

			Now all that day, I did have a strange un­ease of the spir­it, so that I stopt oft to listen, as that my soul told of some­thing nigh un­to me that did fol­low very quiet. Yet did mine ears per­ceive noth­ing; and so I al­way to go down­ward again in­to the night that held the slope.

			And here should I tell how that in the early part of the sev­enth hour, after I had eat and drunk, and went for­ward as ever, upon my jour­ney down the Mighty Slope, I did have a very sore tumble against a sharp rock; for I put my foot sud­den in­to a small hole, and this did make me to pitch. And I was ut­ter shaked by the fall and lay very quiet for a time; for the rock had surely ript my body, but for the ar­mour.

			And after that I was some­thing re­newed of strength and spir­it, I made that I should go no more upon my feet, but upon my hands and knees; and thus should I feel the way that I went, and have a less need of the Diskos, which had not over­much use to light my way, in that I shone it not of­ten, and did guess more than I did per­ceive, as you may think.

			And so I crept all that day, which was a bit­ter way of travel; yet had I done many a sore mile thus through the Night Land. And when that I had gone down­ward for eight­een hours, and eat and drunk thrice, I ceased from my la­bour, and did feel about in the dark­ness, that I come to a level place for my rest; and so did find presently, a place not so bad, and did push and cast away such small boulders as had been like to irk me.

			Then did I eat and drink, and af­ter­ward com­posed me to my sleep, and had many a thought of Naani, as I did drift un­to slum­ber; yet also had I memor­ies of the strange half-fear that had been with me all that day, as though some­thing went con­stantly near me in the Dark. And be­cause of this, twice did I rise un­to mine el­bow, and listen; but heard no sound to trouble me, and af­ter­ward did trust that I did but fancy; and so came at last un­to slum­ber, that yet was not over-rest­ful, for truly I did listen even as I slept.

			And when I had been asleep scarce six hours, I waked again very sud­den, as I had done be­fore, and had be­lief that some­thing did be anigh un­to me; and I gript the Diskos, and did hearken; yet was there no sound that mine ears did wot of; neither aught that had power to be surely known of the spir­it.

			And all that day was as the day be­fore; save that about the eighth hour I came near to fall in­to some mon­strous pit in the Great Slope; but did only fall with my breast upon the edge, and so drew back, and presently did crawl all around it in the dark, and come safe un­to the lower side; yet shaken and put more in trouble of spir­it than be­fore, and fear­ful how I should go; for I knew not wheth­er I had come among such things, or wheth­er I had but few to sor­row me.

			And so you shall per­ceive that I went over-cau­tious for a great while in all that ut­ter dark; but did think at last upon a plan to go with more surety and speed. But to this I did need a cord, and surely I had no cord upon me; and if a boy be no boy that hath none such about him, shall not the same be said of any man! And this I did think, as I searched me; for the say­ings of that day had many that were like to this.

			Yet in the end I did com­pass my plan; for I did buckle the scrip and the pouch to­geth­er, and took one of the straps from the pouch; and this strap was long and thin, and well suited un­to my pur­pose. Then I fixt a stone in­to the end of the strap, and buckled it there, and after that, I cast the stone be­fore me, as I went upon my hands and knees; and I did hold to the hith­er end of the strap, and so was abled to have some­thing of know­ledge wheth­er there lay any great deep­ness im­me­di­ately be­fore me, and this­wise to strive that I fall not down some mon­strous cliff in the night.

			And so did I go, cast­ing the stone con­tinu­ally to my front, down the slope; and this you shall think to be a cum­ber­some fash­ion of travel; yet was I in bet­ter case than in all the time since I had be­gun to go down­ward of the Mighty Slope in the ever­last­ing dark­ness.

			And at the eight­eenth hour I did sleep; and was waked strangely be­fore the sixth hour, even as I had waked be­fore. And this did put al­ways upon me a new won­der and un­ease. Yet did no harm seem to come un­to me, and I did strive that I have no need­ful trouble of mind. But that some­thing was al­ways nigh un­to me in the dark, I do truly be­lieve; yet have I no know­ing that it was evil; for it harmed not me.

			And three days more I jour­neyed thus, and did nev­er cease to creep down­ward weari­ful upon my hands and knees; and the Diskos I had to my hip, and so shall you know how I car­ried it. And by this, as you do know, I had been on the Great Slope six days of ut­ter Dark; and did have no wot­ting but that I went un­to some dire and dread­ful place; for, surely, I had gone for ever down­ward a mon­strous way.

			And here, be­fore I tell fur­ther, I must set down how that the cold was much gone from out of the air upon the slope; and the air was grown, as it did seem, very heavy un­to my chest. And con­cern­ing this mat­ter I should say some­thing. For, if I do mind me, I have said not over­much con­cern­ing the air of the Night Land and the Mighty Pyr­am­id; for truly I have been so set to tell my story of all that I did truly see and ad­ven­ture upon. Yet, though I have said but little, you will surely have per­ceived that the air of that far and chill time was not as the air of this; but was thin and keen with­in the Night Land, and lay not, as I do think, to a great height above the land, but only nigh to the earth.

			And as you do know through my tellings, there was a won­drous dif­fer­ence between the air with­in the Mighty Pyr­am­id, and that which lay without around the base; for up­ward bey­ond that, I did un­der­stand that there was no out­ward air that any should breathe; and so was all the Pyr­am­id sealed in cer­tain wise in all the up­per Cit­ies for ever; and wheth­er it was sealed ut­terly from the out­ward air at the base, I do not surely re­mem­ber, if, in truth that I did ever both­er my head to such mat­ters.

			Yet, if I be set prop­er in memory and un­der­stand­ing, we did draw air from the Un­der­ground Fields; but wheth­er they gat any change or new­ness of air from the Night Land, I have no know­ledge; and do lament that I have no sure know­ing. Yet, as you shall be­lieve, I could surely write an hun­dred books upon that Won­der of the Fu­ture, and be still lack­ing in the half of all that there is to be told; and so do I try to have cour­age to this my task, and to have no over-trouble, be­cause that I do tell but a little of a Great Tale.

			And here in this place will I set down how that the Peoples of the Pyr­am­id were great­er to the chest, me­thinks, than we of this age; but yet do I have no over­surety in the mat­ter; for well it may be that the Reas­on of this age doth blind with­in me some­what the Know­ledge that I have con­cern­ing that; for, in ver­ity, is it not but a nat­ur­al thing to be­lieve those Peoples to be great of the chest, so that they should make a prop­er deal­ing with the thin air of that place and that time? And yet, as I do strive to make plain un­to you, be­cause that this thing should be, by the mak­ing of my Reas­on, I do the more dis­trust that Reas­on shall make fool­ish my Know­ledge; for even a fool should sup­pose that which I have told; and the truth may be even oth­er­wise.

			Yet that the Peoples of the Up­per Cit­ies had great chests, I do well know; for this was a com­mon know­ledge; even as we of this age do ac­know­ledge the Peoples of Africa to be of black­ness, or those of Pa­tago­nia to be of great stature. And by this one thing should any know a man of the Up­per Cit­ies, from a man of the Lower Cit­ies. And be­cause that there grew this dif­fer­ence among the Peoples, there had been once, as any could learn from the His­tor­ies, a plan whereby the Peoples should be moved up­ward and down­ward through the great height of the Mighty Pyr­am­id, from this city un­to that. Yet had it met with great dis­fa­vour; and was put out of force; and this is easy to be seen as the nat­ur­al way of the hu­man heart.

			And here it doth oc­cur un­to me that it was like enough to be a plan for health, be­side of train­ing of the mind, that each youth and maid was put to travel through all the cit­ies of the Mighty Pyr­am­id; the which did take three years and two hun­dred and twenty-five days, as I have told be­fore this. For by this plan, were they made to breathe the air of every height, and this, may­haps, un­to the good of their de­vel­op­ing. And they also to dis­cov­er that air which was best to their need.

			And con­cern­ing the air of the Night Land, you shall know that there was in all that Land no fly­ing thing, be­cause that the air was grown very thin; yet, as the Re­cords did show, there had once been mon­strous fly­ing-brutes, that went over the Land in mighty bounds; but this was in a long gone age; and we could but sup­pose that the Re­cords gave truth.

			And here you shall know that, when the Mon­struwacans did learn that I would jour­ney through the Night Land, in search of Naani, there had been some fool­ish and well-in­ten­ded talk among them that I take a small fly­ing-ship, that was in the Great Mu­seum be­side the mod­els of the Great Ships. For, truly, this ma­chine was yet sound to go; for it was made of the grey met­al of the Mighty Pyr­am­id, that did seem to have no power to cease. Yet, in ver­ity, I had no skill to man­age this, neither had it flown, through an hun­dred thou­sand years; so that none did know the mas­ter­ship of that art, which did be learned but by a con­stant prac­tice, and oft made un­easy by fall­ings that did wreck the ma­chine, as I did know from the Book of Fly­ing. And, moreover, as I have told, the air of the Night Land was grown over-weak to up­hold such a thing; which, I doubt not, had made the Peoples of the Pyr­am­id to cease from fly­ings, quite so much as that they did fear the Forces of Evil in the night.

			And if that there had been air and skill suf­fi­cient un­to this pur­pose of fly­ing, yet had I been wicked with fool­ish­ness that I should work to be hung up­ward in the night, for all the Evil of the Night Land to be­hold. And though I had gone up some great way, yet the ma­chine had surely made a great noise in the quiet­ness of the etern­al night, as you shall sup­pose.

			Now in­deed am I gone weary that I should need to tell so much con­cern­ing the air of that Time and Place; for surely I do seem to make this my story as that I did make a lec­tur­ing upon mat­ters of chem­istry; and so do I cast about, that I may not both­er to tell more upon this mat­ter. Yet, in truth, a little more of my think­ings and ob­servings had I bet­ter set down here, and so be done with it. But you shall have pa­tience with me, and know that had this, my story, been no more than an idle tale, I had been free to make no la­bour with such mat­ters.

			Now there doth a won­der come to me why that the Road Makers, who were of that far-off Age which was be­fore the Age of the Mighty Pyr­am­id, did not fly down­ward from the up­per world in­to the deep of the mon­strous val­ley; but did in­stead build a road.

			Yet it may be that the air of the up­per world had grown thin a great age, so that they had truly for­got that once man did have power to fly. But even if that they did have prop­er ma­chines to this pur­pose, surely it were a won­drous and fear­ful thing to fly down­ward an hun­dred great miles; for they surely to have a dread that they nev­er to rise again through so huge a deep.

			And, moreover, the down­ward world that was the bot­tom of the Great Val­ley, was full of mon­sters, as was told in the little met­al book. And the mon­sters were very strange and un­known; and for­eign to the whole world, that had nev­er come un­to the deep of the Val­ley. And the Val­ley had come, as you shall mind, when the earth did split; and this thing was, in truth, like to be thought that same End­ing of the World, which all Na­tions have been taught to be­lieve shall come. For in ver­ity, when the world did split and burst, and the oceans rushed down­ward in­to the earth, and there was fire, and storms, and a mighty chaos, surely it was prop­er to think that the End had come. Yet was it, in truth, but the be­gin­ning of hope of a new Etern­ity of Life; so that out of the End came the Be­gin­ning, and Life out of Death, and Good out of that which did seem a dire mat­ter. And so is it al­ways.

			Yet doth this go past my first won­der, which did con­cern the where­fore that they made not to des­cend in Things of Flight. Yet, maybe, shall my reas­ons stand to show why this was not.

			And again, may­hap it did chance that some were wild ad­ven­tur­ers, and did leap over the edge of the up­per world, hav­ing to ease their flight cer­tain con­triv­ings, like to para­chutes. And these you shall pic­ture, as that you watched them to leap; and so shall you see them go down­ward in­to the gloom; and you shall see them for maybe ten miles, and maybe for twenty miles; and af­ter­ward shall they be lost ut­terly in that Great Deep, and seen no more of any man for ever.

			But when the Na­tions be­came Road-Makers, and came down­ward slowly to the mon­strous Deep of the Mighty Val­ley that did split the World, then were they come there by mil­lions, and with power suf­fi­cient to fight against the Beasts; and af­ter­ward to grow back again to an an­cient Civil­iz­ing; and so to the build­ing of the great air­ships that were yet shown in the Great Mu­seum of the Pyr­am­id. And here shall I cease from these my think­ings on this mat­ter; for in­deed, who shall say what did be truly a Reas­on for those peoples and what was their Need? And so do I come to no surety by my won­der­ings.

			Yet, as you do know, all things do seem ver­ily to go in a circle; for, be­hold, in time, they of the Mighty Pyr­am­id, were like­wise held off from the glory of the air­ships; and so were gone back­ward a great way, ac­cord­ing as we do look upon this mat­ter. And so hath this been the way al­ways, as you shall know who have stud­ied and thought, and seen the true ways and go­ings of Life.

			And now will I go for­ward in my telling; and here will set down a sure thing that I did per­ceive, both by mine ears and by my fin­gers; for, as I did make clear to you but a while gone, there had come a change in­to the air as I did go down­ward of the Mighty Slope; and truly I was come to a great and new Deep­ness, even bey­ond that of the won­drous depth where did stand the Last Re­doubt. So that I was afar down and in a mon­strous night. And the air here was of a great thick­ness and abund­ancy, even as it might be the air of this our Age; or maybe more or maybe less; for who may com­pare two mat­ters with a sure guess­ing, that do have an etern­ity to keep them asun­der. And be­cause that the air was grown very strong and ap­par­ent, it shall be, may­haps, that it was by reas­on of this thing that the wa­ter, when I did make it, did fizz up­ward in a mo­ment very loud and plen­ti­ful, and did boil over­ward to the earth from out of the cup, and wet upon my hand. And surely this thought did come very keen to my Reas­on, as I did fumble, each time of mine eat­ing, there in the ever­last­ing night and lone­some­ness of the Great Slope.

			And so shall you have know­ledge now of this and that thing which did come upon my thought, and of the little and the big won­ders, and all shall help some­thing to give un­to you the ache of new­ness and be­wil­der­ment that was con­stant com­pan­ion un­to me.

			Now by this time, as I have said, I was gone down­ward ever for six great days; and I did seem as that I should presently come to the middle of the world; for of go­ing down­ward there was no end.

			And then, when it did be that I was near ready to be­lieve this, I per­ceived far off in the deep of the night a little shin­ing that was yet weak and un­sure. And I do not know wheth­er I can truly give un­to you the great as­ton­ish­ment and pain of hope that did come upon me; so that I grew sick in all my be­ing but to be­hold once again the blessed­ness of light, and to have help un­to my be­lief that I went not down­ward to an ut­ter des­ol­a­tion.

			And I stood up­ward from my knees, and did look very earn­est, and surely it did seem that a light was there afar down­ward in the night; and again it did seem that I must be plagued by my hopes and by my fancy, and that there was nowhere any light. And then again I did see it very clear, and not to be mis­taken, and I had a shak­ing to come upon me, and I gat me to a run, and made a great and mad speed down the dark slope. And lo! I was not gone any way, but I went head­long, and near brake my­self; and could but hold my teeth to­geth­er very fierce and quiet un­til that the pain was some­thing gone from me.

			And af­ter­ward, I gat me again to mine hands and knees, and went slowly, as be­fore; and so for a great hour or more, and did look oft; and al­way the light be­came more plain to my sight; but ever to come and go, oddly-wise. Yet did I go six hours, be­fore that I was come any­wise near to it. And by this shall you know how great a space off it had been. And lo! when that I did seem surely anigh un­to it, truly was it still far away in the night; and I came not in­deed near to it un­til that I was gone on­ward again for three hours more. And all that time did I yet go down­ward in­to the night; but the Slope now did not be so ut­ter dark.

			Now, presently, I made a pause, and stood up­ward to my feet, so that I should the bet­ter per­ceive the light. And lo! as I did look to­ward it, I heard a faraway sound in the dark, as that some­thing did set up a strange and mon­strous pip­ing in the night. And im­me­di­ately, I went to mine hands and knees among the stones of the Slope, and kept my­self low in the dark­ness, so that I should be the less plain to be seen, did any Mon­ster ap­proach.

			But there came noth­ing to trouble me, and I went down­ward of the Slope for yet an­oth­er hour; and all the time that I did go, the sound of the pip­ing grew more in the great etern­ity of the night upon the Slope.

			And by this time was I come truly near un­to the light; but yet did not be­hold it plainly; for it did burn bey­ond cer­tain mon­strous rocks that stood between. And I went to the left for, maybe, the half of a big mile; and all the while that I did go, the pip­ing made a migh­ti­er whist­ling in the Night; and it did seem presently as that the earth sent forth the sound and rev­elry of wild roar­ings. And I went the more si­lent; and later did kneel among three rocks, and peered forth for a while upon the place be­fore me.

			And now, be­ing come nigh un­to the light—though yet it was not un­hid from be­hind the great bar­ri­ers of the up­ris­ing rocks, I per­ceived that I crouched with­in the mouth of a mighty gorge; and the left side was a great way off, and I saw it plain at whiles when the light did rise; but the light was to the right, and it was so won­drous great that it did make clear to me that a moun­tain was to that side of the gorge, and went up­ward in­to the ever­last­ing night, as it did seem for ever.

			And afar down the gorge, I did see the shin­ings of strange fires, faint and a great way off. And so was I come at last to the bot­tom of the Mighty Slope. Yet the gorge also to go down­ward, but not so great.

			And presently I did go for­ward again; and so did open the point of the rocks, as the sail­ors do say. And I saw now that there gushed forth a great blue flame from the earth; and the mighty rocks stood about it, as that they were olden gi­ants groupt there to some strange ser­vice.

			And con­cern­ing this flame I was not over­much as­ton­ished in my Reas­on; for it had seemed to me as I drew anigh, that the fire and the sound should be made by the roar­ing and whist­ling of a burn­ing gas that did is­sue forth among the rocks. Yet, truly, though it did be a nat­ur­al mat­ter, it was yet a won­drous sight, and set amazement on my senses; for the flame did dance, and sway whith­er­ward mon­strously, and some­times did seem that it dropt so low as an hun­dred feet, and af­ter­ward went up­ward with a vast roar­ing un­to the ut­ter height, and did stand mighty and blaz­ing, maybe a full thou­sand feet, so that the far side of the gorge was lit, and surely it was sev­en great miles off or more; but yet did show plain and won­drous. And the light did show me the flank of the moun­tain, that made the right hand side of the Gorge, to go up meas­ure­less in­to the night.

			And so shall you per­ceive that I stayed awhile among the rocks that were in the mouth of the gorge, that I should gaze upon this thing; but af­ter­ward I lookt this way and that way, so that I should have a know­ing of the place where I was come.

			And it was a wild and stark and empty place, as you must per­ceive. And the far side did be great miles off, as I did say; and every­where there was abund­ance of rock and lone­some­ness. And be­fore me there went the great and dim length of the gorge, and there were lights here and lights there, in a great dis­tance, and oft—as it did seem—the quiet dan­cing of lights in di­verse places; but yet were these gone on the in­stant. And ever there was a strong and va­cant si­lence upon that place.

			And presently, after that I had looked once more un­to the mighty dan­cing flame, and per­ceived nowhere any life around it, I went on­ward down the quiet gorge. And for a great way as I jour­neyed was my path lit by the dan­cing of the blue flame; and oft should I seem to be go­ing but dimly among the rocks, and my shad­ow faint and long; and lo! the flame would leap, and all the gorge come to a won­drous bright­ness, and my fig­ure to shorten, and the shad­ows to be black and strong. And so shall you per­ceive how I went.

			And oft did I turn me about to be­hold the dan­cing of the Great Light; for it was sol­emn to my spir­it, even amid so much of Great­ness and Etern­ity, to think upon that Flame, and to con­ceive that it had an ut­ter age danced there at the foot of the Mighty Slope, un­seen, through lone­some Etern­it­ies. And this I do tell un­to you; that thereby may you have some know­ledge of the strange­ness and the bit­ter loneli­ness of that place; which, in ver­ity, did seem the ex­press­ing of all the lone­some­ness of my wan­der­ings.

			And all the time as I did go down­ward of the great Gorge, there soun­ded the blast of the roar­ing, that was presently afar to my back; and the moun­tain sides did catch it here and in that place, and sent it offwards with strange and im­prop­er echo­ings, as of a chill pip­ing, or oddwise as hushed whis­per­ings of mon­strous creatures; so that I did oft stoop to hide a little among the boulders; for truly I knew not but that some un­nat­ur­al thing called from the dark­ness of the moun­tain side.

			And for six hours I walked on­ward thus, and some­times did hide, hav­ing a sud­den fear, as I have told.

			And presently, in a great while, the roar­ing was sunk to a far and mon­strous pip­ing; but in the end to no more than a far and un­cer­tain whist­ling, that yet did catch strange echoes in the night. And in the end there was only a quiet­ness. And yet, as you do per­ceive, there had been al­ways a si­lence in that Gorge, as I have told, and this to the des­pite of the whist­ling. And I do hope that you have un­der­stand­ing with me in this mat­ter; for it was truly as I have told, and there is no con­trar­i­ness of telling in this mat­ter.

			Now in all this time that I had walked in the great Gorge, I had past four of the far lights that I did see from the bot­tom of the Slope; and the two first and the fourth were blue, but the third was green; and all did dance and quake, and sent fit­ful shin­ings in­to the belly of the Gorge. And there came also from them whist­lings, and from the second one a low and strange moan­ing noise; and I doubted not the gas did come oddly and with trouble. And I past these things with no great thought; for truly they were no mat­ters for no­tice, after that which I had be­held.

			Now, as you shall mind, it was surely in the early Third of the sev­enth day of my jour­ney down the Mighty Slope that I saw the first shin­ing of the mon­strous gas foun­tain; and from that time un­til now had there past maybe six­teen hours. And, as you do wot, I had eat not in all my travel since that I had seen the light; so that I was gone to a prop­er lack in­ward; and moreover, it was full nine­teen hours or more since that I had slept; and all that while had I la­boured.

			And I ceased me from wan­der­ing, and lookt about that I should come to a safe and prop­er place for my slum­ber; and this I saw very quick; for there was dry stone and rock every­where, and no fail­ing of holes and di­verse places to my pur­pose; so that I was soon in a little cave between two mighty boulders.

			And here I eat four of the tab­lets; for truly so many were my due, and I had not been vi­ol­ent had I eat more. And af­ter­ward, I made some of the wa­ter, and it did fizz up in a mo­ment; so that I per­ceived that but a good pinch made a great cup-full. And this I set to the count of the strong and heavy air, as I have told, which I did think to have a great­er power of chem­istry.

			And presently I slept, hav­ing my gear about me as ever, and the Diskos to my breast. And as I went in­to slum­ber, I thought sweetly upon Naani, as I had done, in­deed, an hun­dred times since I was come to the hope­ful­ness of the lights of the Gorge.

			Now, whilst I slept, I dreamed that the Mas­ter-Word did presently beat all about me in the night. Yet, as I do mind, I waked not; and be­cause that I con­tin­ued to sleep, I have no sure know­ing wheth­er this was truly a dream, or an Hap­pen­ing. And I minded me upon it, when I waked; but this was after that I had slept sev­en hours; and I could have no sure­ness any­wise of the mat­ter; but only that I was come safe through my sleep; though heavy with­in my head and limbs, as that the air did call me un­to a fur­ther slum­ber­ing, as is like enough.

			And after that I had eat and drunk, I put my gear about me, and the Diskos to my hip, for I needed both my hands to the task of jour­ney­ing amid the great boulders. And I set forth again down the half-light of the mighty Gorge, and through eight­een hours I made a strong go­ing, save when I did pause at the sixth and the twelfth hours to mine eat­ing.

			And by the eight­eenth hour was come, I was very ready to my food and slum­ber; and presently I was asleep in a place of the rocks. And that day had I past three and twenty of the dan­cing gas fires; and five been like a white fire; but the oth­ers blue and green. And all did dance and made a strange and un­cer­tain light with­in the great Gorge; yet was it a peace­ful thing un­to my spir­it that there was truly light, as you shall un­der­stand.

			And I slept six hours, and waked, and did want more sleep, as you shall think. But I eat and drunk and put my gear upon me, and went on down­ward of the Gorge.

			And at the sixth hour, after that I had eat and drunk, I came to a part where the big gas fires did cease to dance, and there was a cer­tain dark­ness upon that place. Yet was it not a prop­er dark; for there came the glim­mer of a flame here and the glim­mer of a flame there, as that little flames came up­ward between the stones, and did van­ish, and come up­ward in an­oth­er part. And so did light and die out con­stant and forever amid the stones and the boulders of that lone­some Gorge; and made a low-spread light, so that it did seem un­to me that strange shud­ders of light beat up­ward through the dark of that place.

			And I went on­ward, and a heavy fume did seem to hang in the air, and hor­rid gases to come up­ward from the earth in odd puff­ings; and anon a light would leap up­ward bey­ond the next stone, and af­ter­ward van­ish, and there would be an hun­dred thou­sand such upon every hand, run­ning to and fore; and af­ter­ward for a mo­ment an ut­ter dark, and again the little flames every­where; so that it did seem I went one mo­ment amid the heart of a strange coun­try of fire, and im­me­di­ately through a coun­try of ut­ter night. And this was to me strange and a pe­cu­li­ar mat­ter. Yet, as I do think, the gases did both­er me the more; for they did seem as that they were like to hurt mine health ut­terly; for, in ver­ity, oft did I seem as that I should choke and breathe no more, by reas­on of the pois­on that came up­ward from among the stones and the boulders.

			And all that time, as they came or went, did the little flames make small phlocks of sound in the Gorge as they did flash or die; and the sounds did seem, to my liken­ing, as stones cast in­to an ut­ter si­lent pool; for they but made ap­par­ent the ever­last­ing quiet of the Gorge.

			And af­ter­ward, I came bey­ond this place, and you shall see me go­ing very lone­some among the rocks of the Gorge, bey­ond. And by this, it was come nigh un­to the eight­eenth hour; and I did find a place prop­er to my slum­ber, and did eat and drink, and was quickly gone over un­to sleep.

			And here, I should tell how that I had not an over-fear of Evil Powers whilst I was in the great Gorge; for truly it did seem as that noth­ing that ever did live came anigh to that wild and si­lent place of stone and rock; but that I jour­neyed through it alone, and was surely the first that did go that way for maybe a mil­lion years. And this feel­ing that was upon me, I do hope you to per­ceive and take un­to yourselves, and thus have an un­der­stand­ing of my heart at that time.

			And as you shall know, I went al­ways un­to slum­ber with sweet and with troubled thoughts of the Maid. Yet, for a great while, I had been put so migh­tily to the la­bour of my way that my heart did suf­fer less at this time than should be thought; and truly it doth show me how I was drawn un­to that One with all my be­ing, that I did surely think so oft and sweetly upon her amid so many per­ils and mat­ters of hor­ror. And this doth seem some­thing strange to say, when that you do con­sider that I was ad­ven­tured un­to these same per­ils and hor­rors but only for the sake of the Maid.

			And in six hours did I wake, as I did strive al­way to set my­self to do; yet was I very heavy and slow for a little, un­til that I was more prop­erly come to wake­ful­ness. And surely, as I did think be­fore, this was like to be put upon me by the weighty air of the place; but yet it might be that the gas which did float in the Gorge was upon my lungs. And also, as you have per­ceived, if but you have at­ten­ded my way, the air was grown warm, and oft were the rocks pleas­ant to the seat, and all of these mat­ters did con­trive to make me slum­brous.

			Now, presently, the gas fires did cease ut­terly in the Gorge, and I lookt down­ward, along that great place, and saw only a grey­ness, but above the grey­ness there was, as it did seem, some­thing of a vague and ruddy shin­ing in the night. And this did wake me to won­der what new thing lay be­fore; so that I grew more eager among the boulders.

			And, later, when I had eat at the sixth and the twelfth hours, and gone on awhile, I came to a place where the Gorge made a quick turn­ing un­to my left, and at the end of the turn­ing was a red and glow­ing light that was very great and won­der­ful; so that I was ut­ter keen to come to that place, that I should dis­cov­er what made the shin­ing. And the place where I was come then, was very dark, be­cause that I was nigh un­der the mighty wall of the moun­tain of the right side of the Gorge. Yet above, as it did seem to me, there was a far red up­ward glow­ing in the night.

			Then did I go for­ward very fast, and presently, in a good while, I dis­covered that I drew near to a second great turn­ing, that went to the right. And about the sev­en­teenth hour, I came nigh un­to the second great turn­ing. And here did I put cau­tion upon me, and crept for a while among the dark rocks of that place, that I should come to a sight of that which made the mon­strous red shin­ing.

			And presently, I was bey­ond the corner of the moun­tain, and did look down­ward in­to a mighty Coun­try of Seas, and the burn­ing of great vol­ca­noes. And the vol­ca­noes did seem as that they burned in the Seas. And the coun­try was full of a great ruddy light from the vol­ca­noes. And so shall you per­ceive me there among the rocks that did all stand up­ward strange and bold and si­lent in the red and mon­strous glare of the light. And I, as it did seem, the one thing of life in all that des­ol­a­tion and etern­ity of rock and stone, there in the end part of the great Gorge.

			And I peered forth in­to the won­der of the light, and was full of thrill­ings and fan­cies that I was surely come to the place where the Less­er Re­doubt had been buil­ded. And im­me­di­ately I knew that this was not so, for surer had not Naani told how that they were in a land of dark­ness. And if this did be so, truly, how won­drous and dread a way had I yet to go, if that this Coun­try of Seas and mighty vol­ca­noes stood between.

			Surely, it did seem to me then as that I must wander search­ing un­to the world’s end. And so shall you be com­pany un­to me there with my trouble and my thoughts, and the im­me­di­ate won­der and strange glory of that mighty Coun­try.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				The Dark Pyr­am­id

			
			Now in two hours more I was come clear down out of the Gorge, and stood in that Coun­try; and for all that I did feel fresh troubled and be­wildered, yet was I re­joice­ful, as you may be­lieve, in the sur­pris­ing light and splend­our of that sud­den Land.

			And be­fore that I had come down out of the great Gorge, I had stood high with­in the mouth there­of, and lookt well out over the mighty Coun­try. And I had coun­ted sev­en and twenty great vol­ca­noes, and this doth not take heed of two mon­strous ranges of fire-hills that burned afar off, some­thing un­to my right. Neither doth it take ac­count of an hun­dred thou­sand less­er places of fire.

			And truly it did seem a very land of fire and wa­ter. For there was a small fire-hill stood with­in a sea, as it did seem no more than a little mile from that place where I did stand. And maybe a score to the back of it, spread all about. And here shall I do prop­er to tell con­cern­ing the seas. For there were of these, that I did count at that time, three that were small, and a mighty sea that went on­ward for ever in­to the red light of the fire-hills, so that it was gone ut­terly out of my sight, and did show no end­ing.

			And there rose up out of the seas, is­lands; and on the is­lands, vol­ca­noes. But in oth­er parts the fire-hills did come up­ward straightly from the sea. And over the near sea, as it did seem, there lay a plentitude of steam, as that the sea did boil at whiles and in di­verse places.

			And there did seem to me, as it were with­in the red at­mo­sphere of that place, as that there were a mut­ter­ing thun­der, low and con­stant, shak­ing the air, now from that dis­tance and now from this, and this did I judge to be the voices of the fire-hills, speak­ing with the fire that lived in them.

			And you shall con­ceive how ut­ter new was all this un­to me; for there was in that Coun­try a con­stant Voice of the En­ergy of Life, so that the World-Noise of this our Age was even there again, and with a keen and un­doubted ap­par­ent­ness; and the more so some ways, than now.

			And here shall I set down more closely the things that were ready to my gaze.

			And first, that it did much at­tract me, there was a huge and blackened moun­tain un­to the left of the mouth of the Gorge, and the moun­tain did go up­ward in­to the night, maybe fif­teen and maybe twenty miles. And there was a mighty peaked vol­cano that grew out from the side of the moun­tain so high up as five miles, as I did guess that height; and this was upon the far side. And above this there was a second, maybe nine or ten great miles up in the black­ness of the night that hung afar up­ward. And, as that this were not great won­der enough, there did burn and glow two oth­er mighty fire-hills, at an ut­ter height, upon the left crest of that black moun­tain; and these were up­ward so mon­strous a way, as that they did seem to make strange and smoul­der­ing suns with­in the night. And truly, as you shall per­ceive, this was a won­drous thing.

			And be­low these up­ward fire-hills there rose up from the earth vast moun­tains of ash and burned stuff, that had been cast forth by these perched vol­ca­noes, and had poured down­ward un­to the earth through­out Etern­ity, and so to build grey and sombre monu­ments un­to the dread­ful glory of Time.

			And to my right there was al­ways sea and sea and the red blaz­ing of the fire-hills; but un­to my left, there were mighty forests, and there rose up­ward here and in that place, as that they were bey­ond the great woods, mon­strous fire-hills. And so do you take from me some­thing of that first im­press­ing upon my brain and sense.

			And after that I had come down out of the mouth of the great Gorge, as I did tell a little while gone, I came upon a pause; for, surely, which way was the way prop­er un­to my search. And I lookt about for a great while, and af­ter­ward did climb back in­to the Gorge, and called my­self fool­ish, that I had not thought to map my way ere I came down.

			And when I was come up in­to the Gorge again, lo! I saw that there was but one way that I should go; for truly, as I have said, there was only the seas un­to my right; but un­to the left, where the shores did meet the seas, there seemed, so far as mine eyes did tell to me, a clear way for a space. And may­hap, when I had come so far, I should even find a fur­ther way to go for­ward. And so did I des­cend again un­to the Coun­try of the Seas, as I did ever call that red-shin­ing coun­try of wa­ter and fire.

			And by, that I was come again from the height of the Gorge, it was four and twenty hours since that I did last sleep; so that I was fain that I should put in­to some nook, and come to slum­ber, as you shall well be­lieve.

			And I found me a neat and prop­er place, where three great trees grew about a little basin of rock that was very dry and warm. And here, after that I had eat three of the tab­lets, and drunk some of the wa­ter—the while that my belly did yearn, as ever, for prop­er eat­ing-stuff—I made my bed in the little basin of the rock, and lay me down, and did be­gin to think awhile upon Naani; but was gone over to sleep be­fore that I was aware.

			And lo! I was sud­denly awake, and did find that I swam in a hot wa­ter; and a mercy, I did think, was it that I was not drowned as I did sleep. And I gat me to my feet, and the basin was full of wa­ter, hot and steam­ing, and pun­gent to the taste, as well I did know. And I per­ceived now that the wa­ter poured in from a smoothed slit upon the far side, and did come with a strange gurg­ling and bub­bling, so that I con­ceived some deep well to boil, and thus to drive up­ward this wa­ter in­to the basin; and glad was I that it did not boil as it came forth.

			And surely, now that I was upon the dry land, and did con­sider, I did quickly sup­pose that the wa­ter had poured forth at sea­sons in­to the basin for an etern­ity of time, and af­ter­ward did go back by fis­sures in the bot­tom of the basin; and this to hap­pen, as I soon did find, a little bey­ond the length of every hour; and, in­deed the basin to empty slow as I did watch.

			Now, be­ing much wet­ted, I stript off mine ar­mour, hav­ing be­fore this dipt out mine ef­fects from the hot pool, and so did come down to the na­ked flesh, and I found a place where the rock was hot, and here I did spread my gar­ments. And whilst that they came to dry­ness, I gat me in­to the hot pool, and had a very pleas­ant bathing, and did have no great fear of any dan­ger­ous thing; for, as it did seem, I had surely left all such be­hind, with­in the Night Lands. Yet did I have the Diskos upon the pool edge to my hand; for I had no prop­er as­sur­ance in this mat­ter. Yet, as it did prove, there were many mon­strous beasts in that Coun­try; but nev­er did I feel the near­ness and hor­rid power of any Evil Force; for these, as I do con­ceive, were con­greg­ate and gathered about the Mighty Pyr­am­id, be­ing at­trac­ted thereto by the great spir­itu­al es­sence of so won­drous a mul­ti­tude of hu­mans got­ten so close in one spot, even as sharks do come after the ship that hath bul­locks with­in. Yet, how that the Evil Powers were giv­en en­trance un­to this State of our Life, I have no sure know­ing; yet have I put for­ward cer­tain thoughts on this mat­ter in an earli­er place; and more than such think­ings is surely van­ity; for there is no cer­tainty in my Reas­on­ing con­cern­ing the thing.

			Now, presently was my cloth­ing dry, yet be­fore this, I had come out from that bath, which truly was nigh all gone back­ward in­to the earth. And I dressed me again, and got my ar­mour upon me, and af­ter­ward was I in a more light­some state of the mind; and yet very ready to come again un­to my sleep. And this I did, and had six hours more be­side the pool; and once was wakened some­what by the grunt­ling and bub­bling noise of the wa­ter, that was made as the pool did fill time and again.

			And when the six hours were gone, I waked very well fit­ted in my senses and feel­ings to go for­ward again through that red-lighted Coun­try, and this I did, after that I had eat and drunk.

			Now all that day I went for­ward at a great pace; and the name­less woods were un­to my left, and the shores of the seas un­to my right. And oft did I find that the trees grew even in­to the wa­ter, so that oft did I go for­ward among the trees, and a very won­der­ful thing was this to me, that nev­er had known be­fore in all my life, un­til I was come in­to that Coun­try, how that a glad and wild mys­tery doth live among forest trees. For there was no such strange wild­ness among the groves of the Un­der­ground Fields; though a sol­emn beauty in plenty. And the scent of the woods was sweet un­to my spir­it, as you shall wot.

			Now all the time that I did go, there was the shore un­to my right; but al­way to my left, and around me oft-times as I did say, the great forests. And as I did go, lo! there was life in all those dark­some woods, and liv­ing eyes did peer out odd whiles upon me, and af­ter­ward go back­ward in­to the dark; so that I wot­ted not wheth­er to fear, or to have no heed of trouble. Yet naught did come anigh to me, to make any hurt.

			And thrice in that day did I come to little fire-hills that burnt redly, and sent out fire and noise, so that I heard their trouble each time through the forest, be­fore that I was come to them. And about each was there a dead­ness and des­ol­a­tion, where the fire had killed the big trees; yet, as I did ob­serve, the quick life of little plants did grow more nigh, as that they were born and lived between the times of the fire-bursts. And this I do take it that you per­ceive.

			And in that one day I past thirty and sev­en boil­ing springs; but wheth­er they boiled truly, I do have no know­ledge; only that they sent out a great steam oft-times; and some did make a strong roar­ing noise; so that to hear them afar off in the forests was to think odd times that some wild beast roared strangely.

			Now, when the eight­eenth hour was come, I sat me down, as I had done upon the sixth and the twelfth hours, and eat two of the tab­lets, and drank some of the wa­ter, which here did fizz very rich and quick.

			And af­ter­ward I lay down to my slum­ber, for I was greatly wear­ied. And I had chosen a place against a great rock, which was so that no creature might come upon me from be­hind. And I came easy upon sleep; but yet I did fix it upon me that I slum­ber only with the body; for I did know, by the shin­ing of the eyes in the dark­some woods, that strange creatures abode in the mighty forests.

			And ere I was gone over to sleep, I thought upon Naani, as I had done much all that day, as though her spir­it did hov­er near un­to mine, and did strive pi­ti­ful to speak with me. And this I set out to you, that you shall know how it did seem un­to me in my thoughts and fancy­ings. And as I lay there, I put a bless­ing upon her, and a de­term­in­a­tion in­to my heart that I make a more des­per­ate speed of my go­ing, if that might be; so that I come the soon­er to that strange, and un­known place in the dead world where did stand the less­er Refuge. And I was then asleep in a mo­ment.

			And lo! sud­den I was awake. And lovely was the bright­ness of that Coun­try, that did show me in a mo­ment my danger, and did not keep me sus­pend in fear­ful Doubt, as did the grey dark­ness and strange shad­ows and lights of the Night Land. For I saw, on the in­stant that I got me to mine el­bow, how that cer­tain things did crouch with­in the bor­ders of the trees, no more than a score paces off. And I per­ceived in a mo­ment that my spir­it had been giv­en know­ledge, and had wakened me. And I stared, the while that I did grip the Diskos; and I saw that there were six squat men that were humpt at the neck and shoulder; and they did crouch all there in a row, and were some­thing hid by the shad­ows; and I per­ceived that they watched me; and the eyes of the men did shine like the eyes of beasts; and so shall you know some­what of the strange ter­ror that came upon me. Yet had I the Diskos and mine ar­mour; and though my heart did shake a little, yet was my spir­it as­sured to con­quer.

			Now I gat me to my feet, and had the Diskos ready with­in my hand; and be­hold! I could not see the Humped Men, for they were gone from that place; yet nev­er did I see them go, though I had kept my gaze very stead­fast upon that part where they did hide. And, as you shall un­der­stand, I was near ready to be­lieve that there had been noth­ing there with­in the bor­der of the wood; yet truly I knew that the men with the humps had been there, as I had seen.

			Now, I looked presently, and found that I had slept five hours; and I eat two of the tab­lets, as I did stand there, watch­ful; and af­ter­ward drank some of the wa­ter; and so was ready to go for­ward again; for I was grown very anxious to be gone from that place; and did have no know­ledge but that those strangely humpt Men were but a little way off, among the trees, and might come upon me in a mo­ment; or, fur­ther, that they did go to call an army of oth­er humped men to my de­struc­tion.

			And after that I was ready, and had my gear se­cure upon me, I set off at a great stride, and did hold the Diskos very handy, and lookt this way and lookt that way, and all the while made on­ward with speed; for, truly, I was grown so lean and hard that it did seem to me that I had power to out-pace those men or aught else of their kind.

			And all that day, through thirty great hours did I go for­ward, at that stride, and did al­ways watch; and at every sixth hour, I eat two of the tab­lets and drank a little of the wa­ter, and went on­ward again.

			And so did I hope that I was lost from those Humped Men. Yet, though I did hope, my faith was not this wise; for twice and thrice did it come to me that there went things through the woods to my left all that day, and did keep al­ways to a level with my speed; yet were al­ways hid. And, as you shall be­lieve, this did be a very shak­ing thing to my heart, and did make my hope of but little ac­count.

			Now, be­cause that I had no faith to com­pany my hope, I was not easy to have slum­ber, un­til that I was come to a place prop­er and safe. And so, as I have told, I went on­ward through thirty great hours; and, in truth, in all that while I did find nowhere that did seem to fit my need.

			And lo! about the end of the thir­ti­eth hour, I per­ceived that there was wa­ter ahead, be­sides the wa­ter of the sea that was ever to my right. And I thought, maybe, that the sea did go in­ward at that part of the land; but it was oth­er­wise; for when I was got­ten to that place, I found that a river came in­to the sea, and did come out of all the coun­try that lay un­to my left.

			And in the mouth of this river, there was a small is­land; and surely I did look across to the is­land, and think it a refuge from the Humped Men that did surely play dog upon my go­ing. Yet, truly, this was but an idle thought, and my need was that I should come to some way to cross over the river, that I go for­ward be­side the great sea, which did stretch on­ward, as it did seem for ever, be­fore me upon the far side.

			And I knew not how to go across; for I had no power to swim, and had I swum, there were surely mon­sters in that great and warm-flow­ing river, as you shall be­lieve.

			And I went up­ward of the river-bank, that I might come to some place where the river did nar­row; and surely I had been like to walk a mighty dis­tance to this pur­pose, but that I came soon to a second river that did enter the first, not a mile above the shore of the sea; so that, as you do per­ceive, there was the sea to one side of me, and this second river un­to the oth­er, and the first river be­fore me; and thus was I sorely per­plexed, as any had been truly that was in a like trouble.

			Yet, as it did chance, the need to go for­ward, and the danger of the Humped Men, put wit in­to me, so that I lookt about for a tree that was fallen. And there were many, yet great, so that I was much wear­ied and some­thing strained of the spir­it, be­fore that I gat two little trees un­to the wa­ter.

			Now, when this was done, I made me a rough pole of a young tree-plant; and af­ter­ward, I lashed the two trees to­geth­er with my belts and straps, and so had some­what of a raft.

			And you shall pic­ture that, all the time as I did go about this busi­ness, I was very heed­ful lest the Humped Men should come upon me, ere that I was gone free upon the wa­ter. And this con­stant heed­ing did double the la­bour of my work, as you shall per­ceive; yet, in the end, it was done, and I ready to ad­ven­ture over the river.

			And so I did push off with the pole, and I pusht and paddled maybe the half of an hour, for, in­deed it was all a clumsy con­triv­ing, and may­hap I the more so in my la­bours. Yet, presently, I was come so far over, that I drew nigh to the is­land; and it did seem a wise and prop­er thing that I should have my slum­ber there, and af­ter­ward go on­ward to the farther shore. And this I did; and after that I had eat and drunk, as ever, I lay down to sleep. And by this time it was three and thirty hours since last I did slum­ber; so that I was bit­terly awear­ied.

			And I had a great and rest­ful sleep; for, truly, the is­land did seem a very safe place; and, in ver­ity, I came to no harm, though I was as a dead man for nine great hours; and so shall you per­ceive my wear­i­ness.

			And when I was come prop­er awake, I eat two of the tab­lets, and drank some of the wa­ter; and af­ter­ward made an end of my voy­age, and then did take back my belts and straps from bind­ing the trees, and so for­ward again upon my way, and no more fear­ful of the Humped Men; for, surely, I did think I had left them all upon the far shore of the river; though af­ter­ward I minded me that they might grow like­wise upon the two sides; but yet was I only dis­covered by those upon the one, as you do know.

			And all that day I went very swift, and past many strange mat­ters and did coast upon won­ders oft. And at the sixth and the twelfth hours did I eat and drink, as ever; and between the eighth and the four­teenth hours did I come past two mighty fire-hills, that made all the Coun­try to tremble with their noise. And four times did mon­strous creatures pass by me; but I was swift hid, and came to no harm.

			And oft as I did go, were my thoughts upon the dear Maid that I jour­neyed to save from de­struc­tion. Yet, as you must see, al­ways were my think­ings brought sharply un­to my go­ing; so that scarce was I ever set off to pon­der upon Naani, but that there came some danger or won­der to give me heed to my way. And be­cause of this, as you have learned, I was more put to plan free of the in­stant trouble and per­il of my way, through all that mighty jour­ney, than to have quiet chance for thoughts of love un­to mine Own. Yet, truly, was not my jour­ney one whole thought of love un­to Naani? And, that per­il made oft dumb my brain, was but the truer song un­to my Maid.

			And at times I was among trees; but oft did go past un­numbered boil­ing springs and small fire-hills; and oft was the air full of the noise of the little fire-hills, and the roar of the boil­ing springs; but there came no harm un­to me.

			And a thou­sand times did I per­ceive things that had life; and I made a very cau­tious way; though with a great speed and clev­erness of go­ing that made my heart glad.

			And oft did I come to parts where a great life held the trees, and green stuff did flour­ish ex­ceed­ingly, and the air rich and full and won­drous sweet; so that I was fain to think how that in some far-off time, it might be that our chil­dren’s chil­dren should come down un­to this Coun­try, when the Up­per Val­ley of the Night Land was grown to an ut­ter chill and lack­ing of air; and here build them a new Refuge, if, in­deed any should come clear of the Evil Forces and the Mon­sters that did live about the Mighty Pyr­am­id in the Night Land. Yet, how should they come clear of those things; so that this is, as you do per­ceive, no more than a thought that did rise vaguely in me. And yet, again, who shall say what may be?

			And on­ward I did pass, and I do mind me how that I saw the lower fires of that Coun­try to burn very fierce; and this I set to the rich­ness of the air; but yet with no surety of know­ledge; and do but tell the same that you shall see the odd­ments of thought that went oft across my brain, and so have so much know­ledge as I, con­cern­ing this and that.

			Now, a little be­fore the eight­eenth hour was come, I came out from among the trees, and the sea was down­ward of a great cliff un­to my right, for I had gone up­ward for a long and weary hour. And I did see now a thing that made me to be cau­tious, and yet that did hold my heart to go swiftly to per­ceive the thing; for it was very strange.

			And I went for­ward quickly, yet with a wise care; and so was come presently more nigh. And I per­ceived that the thing was, in part, a high rock, very tall and poin­ted and maybe an hun­dred feet high; but af­ter­ward I did find it to be more. And there was a mon­strous great thing upon the top of the rock, that did seem very strange; and I stopt and lookt, and af­ter­ward went for­ward again; and so for a time, un­til that I was but a little way off. And now I saw that there did seem to be a mighty long rock laid across the top­most part of the up­stand­ing rock, and yet had a very strange and shapely ap­pear­ance; and did seem upon the un­der­part to be as that I had lookt be­fore upon it. And upon the up­per part, there grew trees and green things, even as these did grow upon odd ledges of the up­stand­ing rock. Yet, for the most, the rock was very stark, as that a blast had blown upon it, and made it bare.

			Now, when I had lookt for a while, I be­thought me that this should be a safe and prop­er place for my slum­ber, if that I had power to come safe to the top. And when I had thought this thing, I began at once to climb up the rock; and I found that the rock was very high; so that in a while I was come a great way off the earth, and yet was not come to the top of the rock. And be­cause that I was awear­ied, I lookt about for a safe place to mine hand, and lo! there was a shelf of the rock very nigh, that went in­ward a little to the side.

			And I gat me to this ledge, and did eat and drink, and presently I slept, and scarce had thought of Naani in the mo­ment of my slum­ber­ing; for a great wear­i­ness was upon me, the which I do think to have come by reas­on that I was not yet prop­er res­ted from the task of the day that was gone be­fore that one.

			Now I waked very sud­den, maybe sev­en hours after; and I had know­ledge with­in me that my spir­it did wot of some nigh danger. And I gat up­ward from the rock, very quiet, and had the Diskos ready in my hand. And I lookt swift about me in the mo­ment that I did wake; yet did see noth­ing; for there was naught on the ledge with me.

			And I crept to the edge, and lookt down­ward, and lo! I did see that there came up the rock two Humped Men; and they did climb very swift and si­lent; and I per­ceived that they smelled me, and came to des­troy me. And I made ready the Diskos to do battle, and ceased not to look down­ward. And I saw how that the Humped Men did seem to be humpt by reas­on of their be­ing so mon­strous thick and mighty of the neck and the shoulder, as that they had been hu­man bulls. And I saw that they were very strong, and by the speed of their climb­ing, I knew they were swift; and so did I make steady my at­ten­tion and my heart to the sav­ing of my life; for truly I did know that I should be dead in a little, or they.

			Now I stept back a space from the edge of the rock, and had the Diskos very ready; for it was need­ful that I should kill one of those brute men speedy, that I have no danger that one take me in the back, whilst that I fight with the oth­er.

			Then, in a mo­ment it did seem, there came up­ward of the rock edge, the great and bru­tish face of the man. And in that mo­ment that I slew him, I did note curi­ously how that he had large teeth upon each side of the mouth; and was aware that he had come so quiet as a great cat. And in the back­ward parts of my brain, I be­thought that even thus, maybe, was prim­al man, so that a strange and sec­ond­ary ques­tion­ing and won­der­ing did live in that part of me; and I did learn from these scarce con­scious reas­on­ings that I was of be­lief the thing was truly a man; but very crude and dan­ger­ous. And surely it is strange that I had all this thought in that little mo­ment; but in ver­ity so it was; though I doubt not but I bettered it with after thoughts, when a while had gone.

			Now the first man died ere his great haired breast was come up­ward over the rock; and he sank back, and sagged and fell dully, and I heard him bodge down­ward from rock to rock, very lum­ber­some; and so in a mo­ment was si­lence.

			Then did I look this way and that way of the ledge; for the second Humpt Man was not yet upon me; and I feared that the pause did mean a cun­ning mis­chief and strategy. And when a little time had past, and all the while I was ready with the Diskos, and naught did come up­ward to harm me, I stept very soft to the edge of the rock-ledge, and lookt down­ward; but there was nowhere any thing to see.

			Now, for a little mo­ment, I did think that the bru­tish man had run off, be­ing feared by the death that I did deal un­to the first; yet I put this from me at once; for I did wot that such a creature did not be like to fear in such wise; but was rather set to some hor­rid cun­ning of at­tack, as I did fear, and was some­where be­low me among the holes of the great rock.

			Then I did think sud­den that he might be gone up­ward, so that he should come down upon my back, and I lookt up­ward of the mighty rock; but did see naught; and af­ter­ward I sto­opt for­ward a great way bey­ond the edge, so that I should per­ceive wheth­er the man did hide be­neath. And, be­hold! he was there be­low me, and crouched un­der the rock-shelf, ready to his spring. And in that mo­ment, he made un­to me with so mighty a leap as any ti­ger should give. And he came half over the edge, and gript the Diskos by the handle, in an in­stant.

			And surely I had lost that trus­ted weapon, or been pulled over and cast in­to the depth, but that the Diskos did spin, and the Earth-Cur­rent did make live the handle—as was in­ten­ded—save where the “grip” was set. And lo! the man gave loose the handle very swift, for it had burned and shaken the creature sore. And I staggered back, with the ef­fort I had made to with­hold the Diskos; and the bru­tish man came up­ward again over the rock edge, and leapt at me. Yet he gat me not; for I sprang un­to my right, and made a blow with the Diskos, even as I did leap. And the blow came some­thing short; but yet harmed the Humpt Man with a gash upon the belly, very sore and hor­rid among the great brown hairs of the man. And im­me­di­ately he sprang after me; but I smote full at the face; so that he leaped back from the strange roar and blaze of the Diskos, and yet was harmed; for he gat not right free of the blow; but did be cut very sore on the mighty and haired arm.

			Now, see­ing that he was some­thing feared of the weapon, I ran in upon him, and smote again at the face; yet was the man gone out of my reach be­fore that the blow did reach; for, truly, he was quick as a pan­ther. And im­me­di­ately, he did leap un­to the end­ing of the ledge, where it did join upon the Rock; and he caught the liv­ing Rock between his two hands. And truly the Rock must have been split­ten there; for he tore out a mon­strous lump, so great near as my body; and did run upon me with the rock above the head of him.

			Now, I per­ceived I should be smashed in a mo­ment, if that I did not slay the man very quick. For so mighty was he, that he did leap this way and that way after me, as though the great rock did cum­ber him no more than it had been but a light mat­ter.

			And you shall per­ceive that I leapt this way and that way, to avoid the man; and twice did strike him; but yet was feared to brake the Diskos upon the rock, which the man did use as a shield each time that I did make a blow. And all the while, I did act to es­cape when that the man should cast the rock, as I did con­ceive at the first to be his in­tent. Yet, truly, it was as that he had no wot­ting that a rock may be thrown; for he strave only to come at me with the rock, that he should crush me, as with a mon­strous club. And, in ver­ity, what should a man do against so hor­rid an at­tack.

			And time and oft did I leap now to the right and now to the left, and again in a mo­ment, I did cut the Humpt Man; but the blow was some­thing turned off by the great rock in the hands of the man; yet so strange and mighty was the power of the Diskos, that it shore away a small por­tion of the rock, and did come to no hurt in it­self.

			And, surely I had presently failed in wind and limb, be­cause of the leap­ings and char­gings that I did make; and be­cause of the weight of the ar­mour, that was not over­much, yet to be con­sidered; but that I fain­ted not, was by reas­on of the won­drous hard­ness and lean­ness that I was grown to, with so con­stant a jour­ney­ing and strait liv­ing; for the tab­lets did keep the strength in a man, though, truly, they eased not the yearn­ings of the belly.

			And lo! even the bru­tish man did grow weary, and the hot breath and body-stink to come from him; and surely who shall won­der, for al­ways he did rush to and fro upon me, with the mon­strous rock to crush me. And sud­den, I leapt un­to the right of the man, think­ing with­in me that I did per­ceive a chance that I should cut him upon that side; but, truly, he was less awear­ied than I did know; for he came very sharp upon me, and had me between him and the wall of the Rock; and surely I had no room to make es­cape, and had died in a mo­ment, but that I made a sud­den sham to­ward the left with the Diskos, as that I should leap that way. And in the same in­stant, I did go to the right with a strong bound­ing; and im­me­di­ately did come in upon the Humpt Man from that side; and I put my for­tune of life to the stroke, and stood anigh to the man, and I smote him across the middle part, be­fore that he did wot of my in­tent. And the blow slew the man very surely, and did nigh cut the mighty creature in twain. And surely he fell, half leap­ing even as he died, so that the mon­strous rock that was in the hands of the bru­tish man, did crash down al­most upon my feet, and I leapt very high that I should es­cape the thun­der­ing of the rock; for in ver­ity, I was near slain in that last mo­ment of the life of the Humpt Man. But yet I lived and came free of death, and did have a re­lief of hap­pi­ness about my heart, as you shall be­lieve.

			Yet, truly, I was much shaken; and a little weak­ness took me, so that I was fain to go down upon the rock-shelf, that I have back my strength.

			And presently, I was grown steady again, and I took my gear, and did haste down the Rock, and so was come presently to the earth again. And I saw the first of the Humpt Men that I did slay, ly­ing very quiet a little off from the bot­tom of the Rock; so that I went round upon the oth­er side to avoid the man; for it was no pleas­ure to mine eyes or to my heart. And, truly, it did trouble me al­ways to make a death.

			And when I was come round upon the oth­er, which was the sea­ward, side of the Rock, I per­ceived that I was yet shaken; and I re­membered that it were wise to eat and drink and rest a little, be­fore that I did go fur­ther upon my way.

			Now, as I did sit there at the bot­tom of the Rock, I looked up­ward at the strange crown there­of; and un­til that time, I had been taken up with the fight and with gaz­ings this way and that to see wheth­er there came oth­ers of the Humped Men to work me an harm.

			But now that I was giv­en some ease of the mind and of the body, I saw plainly that I knew the thing that lay up­ward upon the Rock; for the shape had been some­thing strange and half-known to me even be­fore that mo­ment, as that I had a vague know­ledge con­cern­ing it; but yet with no surety. And now, truly, I did know in a little in­stant that the thing was one of the olden fly­ing-ships, the which, as you shall mind, there were cer­tain in the Great Mu­seum of the Mighty Pyr­am­id.

			And surely, I was ready to won­der why that I had not seen the thing plain be­fore that mo­ment; yet was this like to be be­cause that there was a shad­ow upon the oth­er side of the great Rock; but upon this side there was a little fire-hill a way off to the cliff edge, and this did throw a warm light that made a glim­mer upon the dull met­al of the ship’s bot­tom, which was un­covered to my sight, and was surely of that same death­less grey met­al that made the Great Re­doubt.

			And yet, as you shall be­lieve, even as I said this thing to my mind, that the strange mat­ter upon the top of the Rock was truly one of the olden air-ships, I did feel that I should be prop­er to doubt; for it was a very won­drous thing to per­ceive a thing com­mon to man, in that ut­ter strange Coun­try, and after that I was gone so far off from the Mighty Pyr­am­id. Yet, in ver­ity, I did know in my heart that it was in­deed that which I did per­ceive it to be; and I did stand and walk to and fore and look up­ward con­stant; for I was very keen that I look well upon it.

			And truly, as I did look from this place and from that place, it was scarce a thing for won­der that I had not wot­ted it to be an air ves­sel; for there were great trees and abund­ance of earth and liv­ing mat­ters upon the top­most side of the ship; so that none could easy per­ceive it to be aught save a great and des­ol­ate rock that did lie upon the oth­er rock. Yet, truly, it was as I have told; and presently I did make to climb up­ward of the great Rock, that I should come to the air ves­sel to enter it. But yet was this not prop­er; for I had surely no duty save to go for­ward forever, un­til that I found the Maid; but yet did I spend a little while to this search­ing of the ship; and I do but set down that which I did, and with a ser­i­ous spir­it. And truly, as it doth here oc­cur to me, I do be ever seem­ing a ser­i­ous young man, as you maybe shall have grown to think; but yet was I to a dread and ser­i­ous busi­ness, and the strain did be too great upon me and the trouble too much prest upon my heart to give me much of laughter, as you do surely per­ceive, and so you to give me your ear and your un­der­stand­ing. For, in­deed, be­fore that I did lose Mirdath my Beau­ti­ful One, I was not over-grave; but so young and joy­ous as any.

			Now it took me a great time to go up­ward of the Rock; for it was so mon­strous steep and high. Yet, presently was I come nigh un­der the bot­tom of the ship; and here I did per­ceive that she had been sore battered in that far-off age when she did come upon the Rock; for, surely, as I did per­ceive, the peak of the Rock was through the bot­tom of the ship, so that the met­al was burst this way and that, and very plain to be seen in some parts; but in oth­er places the earth and grow­ing mat­ters did make a hid­ing.

			And after that I had climbed this way and that way, I per­ceived that I must come to the top­most part by the plants that did hang over, and grow down­ward. And after that I had pulled upon them, to know that they were strong to hold me, I went upon them, and was soon to the top of the ship. Yet, truly, I might so well have been upon the earth; for the ship was covered above by the earth and dust of a mon­strous age of years; so that I was like to need much time to dig down­ward un­to the ship; and be­cause of this, I con­sidered a little while, and af­ter­ward made no more to search her; but did go down­ward again, that I should come once more to my jour­ney. Yet, as you shall think, it was with a queer thrill­ing of the heart, and with strange thoughts upon the end of those that did come, maybe, to a bit­ter and lone­some dy­ing in that ship of the air, in that far-off time when she did fly.

			And surely, it did seem to me as I went down­ward of the great Rock, how that the fly­ing-ship had been there for an hun­dred thou­sand years; and that may­haps the sea did live all about the Rock in that Age; and truly this was no im­prop­er thing to think, for it was like that the sea had been mon­strous high and great in those days; so that the Rock was but a little is­land in the midst of the sea; and now was the sea gone small from a great sea to less­er seas, and this through an etern­ity of years. And al­ways, as it doth seem to me, had the ship lain upon the Rock, and lookt quiet and si­lent over the change and won­der and the lone­some­ness of all that Coun­try of Fire and wa­ter, for ever.

			But how the air-ship did come upon the rock, how shall I know; save, maybe, it doth seem as that she might have flown low over the sea in that olden age, and come hard upon the Rock, be­cause, maybe, there was one to the helm that did steer un­wit­tingly. And again, it shall well be oth­er­wise, and I do but set down mine odd thoughts; and such as they be, they have no es­pe­cial use, save that they do show to you the dif­fer­ent work­ings of my mind at that time, as I did go down­ward. And so to set you the more in pos­ses­sion of all that I did have know­ledge of.

			And presently, I was come again to the earth, and did go for­ward with a great speed, so that I should waste no more of that day. Yet, oft did I think upon that ship hid there upon the mighty Rock, un­der the won­drous quiet ashes of etern­ity.

			And I went eight­een hours walk­ing, and in all that time I did see no more of the Humped Men; yet three times was I put in a sud­den danger, for there went past me thrice, between the four­teenth and the sev­en­teenth hours, great fly­ing mon­sters, that were winged very ugly, and did go, as I thought, in a great bound­ing, rather than that they did fly prop­er as doth a bird. Yet I suffered no hurt from these; for I was swift to hide between the great boulders that were very plenty in that part; but no trees. For I was gone now past the forests of trees; there be­ing none since that I had gone through a very shal­low river, that I came to about the thir­teenth hour. And this had I waded, and soun­ded my path with the staff of the Diskos; but I had kept mine ar­mour upon me, lest there be things, even in wa­ter so shal­low, that might bite and work harm upon me. But I gat through pretty quick, and had no hurt done me. Now I had eat, as ever, at the sixth and the twelfth hours; and by that the eight­eenth hour was come, I was nigh again un­to a forest, that came down to the shore that went al­way upon my right; and I to be very sore and wear­ied, as you shall know; for I had fought very des­per­ate after my wak­ing, and af­ter­ward climbed the great Rock, and then again to jour­ney, so that it was, by this, nigh to one and twenty hours since that I did sleep.

			And surely, I lookt this way and that way, con­stant, and did see no place prop­er to my slum­ber. But af­ter­ward, I con­sidered I did be a fool, to lack such; for truly the trees were plen­ti­ful, and I could climb a great one, and strap my body safe, and so have a sure bed for my rest. And I did this thing, and went up­ward in­to a great tree, and did tie my body to the tree, with my belts; yet I eat and drank be­fore that I went up the tree.

			Now when I was fast up­ward in the tree, and had made a bed upon a mon­strous branch, and had the Diskos ready upon my hip, so that it should not fall but be nigh to my hand, I lay a little while think­ing upon Naani; and I went not over to sleep im­me­di­ately, which was strange; yet may­haps be­cause that my bed was so un­cer­tain.

			And I con­sidered very gravely how that it was a mon­strous long while since that I did hear the Mas­ter-Word from the dear Maid; and truly I was come a dread­ful way from mine home, which was the Mighty Pyr­am­id; for I had gone on­ward for ever through five and twenty great days of travel, and was not yet come to any place that did ap­pear like to be that place where the Maid did abide.

			And it did seem that I might even wander on­ward in that great Coun­try of Fire and Wa­ter for a time bey­ond all that I had be­fore gone; and this thought did put a great weight of trouble and wear­i­ness upon my heart; for the Maid had been in sore need of me, and I did feel sud­den to be all adrift in the wil­der­ness. But be­fore this time, it had seemed as that I surely went aright. And may­haps your sym­pathy shall tell you just how I to feel in the heart.

			And after that I had lain there very awk­ward, and thought upon all mat­ters, I minded me that I would try the com­pass again upon the mor­row; but had no great hopes of the ma­chine; yet did be will­ing to try aught to see where I had got­ten to. And truly, as it did come to my mind, if that the com­pass did point a little as I did wot it was used to point in the Less­er Re­doubt, then, in ver­ity, I was surely come some­thing more anigh to that un­known place of the world than I did dare to be­lieve. And this to be plain to you.

			Then a little time did pass in which I did wake and sleep, and wake and sleep, a little; but with no surety of sleep; but as that I was very tired of the heart, and did but lie too wear­ied to come prop­erly to sleep.

			And odd whiles I did lie with mine eyes half to open, and did look very dream­ful up­ward among the dark branches of the tree, as they did show black and pretty against the red­ness of the shin­ing that came from the sea; for there was stood a great and bright-burn­ing fire-hill in that part of the sea that lay off the shore from me. And above the glar­ing of the fire-hill, there was the deep night that did brood for ever above in a mon­strous black gloom of etern­ity, and did make the red smoke of the vol­cano to show deep and mighty and thun­der­ous-seem­ing, afar up in the great dark. And the red and shin­ing smoke did but show the ut­ter huge­ness of the night, that had been upon the world through the great ages.

			And, in ver­ity, as I did lie there so dream­ful, it did come to me afresh how won­drous strange was mine ad­ven­ture; and how that I did lie warm and alive in a Coun­try of red light and smoking seas. And, truly, as I did re­mem­ber and con­sider, there was a great and lost world above me, up­ward through the dark … maybe an hun­dred and fifty great miles up in the grim night.

			And this thing did strike me very sol­emn, as I did lie; and I do trust that you con­ceive how that there was, in truth, afar above in the etern­al and un­known night, the stu­pendous des­ol­a­tion of the dead world, and the etern­al snow and star­less dark. And, as I do think, a cold so bit­ter that it held death to all liv­ing that should come anigh to it. Yet, be­think you, if one had lived in that far height of the dead world, and come upon the edge of that mighty val­ley in which all life that was left of earth, did abide, they should have been like to look down­ward vaguely in­to so mon­strous a deep that they had seen naught, may­haps, save a dull and ut­ter strange glow­ing far down­ward in the great night, in this place and in that.

			And surely, as you shall have seen, I have set the Great Deep of the Val­ley to be, maybe, an hun­dred and fifty miles of night; for, as you do mind, it was con­ceived that the Val­ley of the Night Land was an hun­dred miles deep, and may­hap to be more; and I had come from that Place down­ward of the Mighty Slope, and of the Gorge, a very great way. Yet, in ver­ity, I do be­lieve in my heart this meas­ur­ing was ut­ter wrong; for I think the deep to have been mon­strous, bey­ond these miles that I do give; yet have I no prov­ing of this be­lief, and do set it down for no more than it is.

			Now, presently, I had ceased from these vague think­ings and half dream­ings, and was gone truly to sleep. Yet, no­wise did I sleep very strong; but did seem to come anigh to wake­ful­ness, this time and that. And, as it did chance, this was may­haps a very good thing for my life; for I did presently come awake more surely, and did turn on the great branch; for there was a noise in the air, that was not the noise of the great fire-hill.

			And the noise did grow, very heavy and lum­ber­some. And, in a mo­ment, there came sev­en Humped Men, run­ning among the trees, as that some mon­strous thing did pur­sue. And im­me­di­ately they were be­neath the tree in which I did lie; so that a great fear came upon me, and I loosed the belt from the branch, that I should be free to fight.

			And, dir­ectly upon this, I saw that the men did leap up­ward in­to the tree, be­neath me; but not as that they did wot of me or make to come at me; but as that they did pay a great heed to some creature or hap­pen­ing that was far off among the trees. And surely, the noise did seem to come from that part, and did grow loud and mighty, and the Humped Men did all crouch very si­lent, and did make no noise or mo­tion one to the oth­er; but were quiet upon the lower branches.

			And, as I did look now more to my ease, I per­ceived that they had each a great stone, and bloody, that did seem as that it were split to a cer­tain sharp­ness, even as a stone doth break very nat­ur­al. And they car­ried the stone un­der this arm or un­der that arm, so that they had their hands free to all mat­ters.

			And, al­way the noise did come the more anigh, and I saw that a Humped Man did come run­ning from among the trees, and did run be­neath that place where the sev­en Humped Men did be on the branches. But they made no sign to the man, to save him; yet truly it was very plain that some mon­ster pur­sued the man.

			And im­me­di­ately I saw how this thing was; for the Humped Man upon the ground, did not run so fast as might be; and I con­ceived that he did act to make some creature to come after him, to pass un­der the men with­in the tree. And surely this thing did prove to be; for there came very quick, a great and ugly thing, that had an ugly way of put­ting down the feet, and did have sev­en feet to each side, which was very strange; and the back was as that it were horny, and the belly of the thing did seem to brush heavy upon the earth, and it grunted, as it went, and shook the earth with the weight of it; so that a mon­strous noise came from it, upon so hasty a jour­ney. And I did wot that it was not such a thing as did prop­erly pur­sue after mat­ters of food; but did rather eat of that which did need little haste, but a mon­strous strength, to gain. And that it did so make after the man, was in truth be­cause that it had been wounded and made fierce; for, in­deed, there came blood from the creature from great wounds upon the back; but how these were made, I could not know in that in­stant.

			And it did go un­der the tree in which I was hid; and in that mo­ment when it past un­der the tree, the sev­en Humped Men did leap out of the branches, and did catch to the brute by the great horns of the spine; and I saw that the wounds were in the joints of the spine, as was plain when the back did work, with the go­ing of the creature. And the sev­en Humped Men took the sharp stones from un­der their arms, and did strike very bru­tal in the wounds that were in the joints of the spine; and the creature roared and cried, and went on­ward in­to the trees at a great speed; and in all the time that it ran, the Humped Men ceased not to strike with the stones.

			And sud­den, when it was gone a dis­tance off, it did roll very swift over upon the back, first to the right, as that it would go that way; so that the Humped Men did leap off upon the oth­er side. And im­me­di­ately the creature rolled to that side; and there ran clear of the brute only four of the Humped Men; so that I knew that three were slain. And af­ter­wards, they that lived, ran bey­ond the beast, and gat up in­to a second tree, and the one that was chased, did en­tice the creature to fol­low, and so did tease it once more to pass be­neath the oth­er men; and they very swiftly again to the back of the creature; and so from my sight, strik­ing with the great stones, and the beast bel­low­ing very loud and piteous. And how many of the Humped Men there were to the be­gin­ning of that strange hunt­ing, I know not; but surely there were few that lived to the end.

			And surely there were such things as this thing in the be­gin­ning of the world, and again was it thus in the end; and I did pon­der this a little while, as I did sit upon the great branch, and hearken un­to the sound of the hunt­ing, that was now gone a great way off, and was presently bey­ond my hear­ing.

			And af­ter­ward, I gat me to the earth, and did look this way and that way, to see that no beast was anigh, neither any of the Humped Men; and af­ter­ward, I eat two of the tab­lets and drank some of the wa­ter.

			And when I had gat this far to a read­i­ness for my go­ing, I minded me that I should try the com­pass again, as I did in­tend. And surely the ma­chine did point between the North and the South, upon the West­ward arc, even as Naani had told un­to me; yet, as it did seem, with some­what more of a South­ward point­ing than she had made me to think. And be­cause of this telling of the com­pass, a great ease came upon my spir­it; for, surely, was not this but a sure sign that I did go dir­ect un­to that hid­den place of the world where the Less­er Refuge did abide; but yet was not come over-close, so that the pull of the Mighty Earth-Cur­rent of the Great Re­doubt was some­thing stronger than in the place where was the Little Pyr­am­id.

			And all this did I think very swift to my­self, and had a glad up­lift­ing of the heart, as you do per­ceive; so that I went for­ward upon my jour­ney, with a great stride, and did scarce fear any strange thing that all the Coun­try did hold, in that mo­ment.

			And I went all that day at a strong pace, and did be oft temp­ted to send the Mas­ter-Word un­to Naani; yet did keep from so fool­ish an act­ing, the which, may­haps, had brought straight­way upon me an Evil Power, and had giv­en me to De­struc­tion when that I was near come to the suc­cour of the Maid. And it was this quick and con­stant fear of the Evil Forces of the Night Land, that did keep me ever from call­ing un­to Naani, lest that they should dis­cov­er me, and fol­low after; and this, I doubt not, you to know by now so well as I.

			Now, by the sixth hour, I was come in­to a part of the Coun­try where there were an ex­ceed­ing abund­ance of steam foun­tains and spray­ings and great up­boil­ings of wa­ter in basins of rock; and the air did be full of the sounds and the roar­ings of the boil­ings and the spout­ings, and of a hot mist and spray; so that, truly, I had scarce the power to see to my front, nor to any side.

			And here, presently, I made a pause, and did eat and drink, and af­ter­ward went for­ward again; and I did keep the shore of the sea al­ways to my right, and so did go prop­er to my way; yet with no great ease; for the sea also did steam very strong in that part, and be­cause of this great fog of steam, I was surely much la­boured to make a great speed, lest un­see­ing I go head­long in­to an hole of the boil­ing wa­ter.

			And in the ninth hour, I did go clear of the hot boil­ings, and was come again free of the mist and the steam, and might look with mine eyes to my go­ing. And, surely, as I did per­ceive, I was come to the end of the great sea that had been ever to my right; for it did go against the feet of great and mon­strous moun­tains, that went up­ward for ever in­to the night, and did seem as that they were the hith­er wall of that strange Coun­try of Fire and Wa­ter. And so was I stood there very much taken upon doubt; for how should I go farther.

			And after that I had been there a while, in a be­wil­der­ment of doubt and of wit, I went to the left, along the feet of the moun­tains; and truly this but of com­mon sense; for how might I go any oth­er way, save I go back again!

			And at the twelfth hour I eat two of the tab­lets, and drank some of the wa­ter, and went for­ward once more. And lo! at the fif­teenth hour, I was come to a place between the moun­tains, even an up­ward gorge, very dark and gloomy, and without light for a great way.

			And, in ver­ity, I did not want to go up the gorge, in that it was so dreary a place and nar­row and hor­rid and drear-seem­ing, after the light and wide­ness of the Coun­try in which I did yet stand.

			And presently, I did go past the mouth of the gorge, that I should learn wheth­er there went an­oth­er way out of that Coun­try. And this­wise, for a great hour more, along the feet of the moun­tains, and did presently come to a mon­strous black river, that was, maybe, a mile wide. And it to be very shal­low, and seem­ing as that the wa­ter scarce to cov­er the mud of the bot­tom. And here and there a great steam did come from it, and spirt­ings and mound­ings-up of the mud in many places, and mon­strous bab­blings and puff­ings-up of strange smoke, as that a great heat went be­neath it in this place and in that.

			And surely it went back­ward in­to the coun­try for a mighty way, so far as my sight did go; and I did think it to be no river, but truly a fur­ther sea. And there was no way across; for there were no trees anigh, to make me a raft, neither might I wade across; for it might be shal­low here and deep there, and the mud be in all places. And, moreover, I had been like to be caught in one of those up­burst­ings of mud, even did I have a raft to go upon. And be­cause of all these things, I gat me back again to the Gorge, and presently I did go up­ward in­to the dark­ness.

			Now, I went up­ward very steady, save that I did stumble oft, and did go through six great hours. And truly it did seem that I went in an ut­ter dark, be­cause that I had been awhile in so con­stant a light.

			And, by that I had been six hours in the Gorge, I was gone right away from the Coun­try of the Seas, and did be as that I was back in­to some place that was like to the dread­ness of the Night Land. For there were in this place and in that place of the Gorge, red fire-holes, even as in the Night Land. Yet not many un­til that I was come a great way up of the Gorge. And there did be life of hor­rid things about the fires, as soon I did wot; so that I made to keep off from them. Yet, as you shall per­ceive, I must come oft pretty near, be­cause that the Gorge was nowheres scarce an hun­dred good paces across, and did oft come very nar­row, so that I did come oft anigh to the fire-holes, wheth­er that I did heed to or not.

			And all that time, and ever, did the Gorge go very sharp up­ward, so that it was a very weary thing to make great tri­al of speed, as you shall know. But yet I went so fast as I could do; for I was grown sud­den very ex­cited about the heart, and to feel as that I did surely draw anigh to that strange and hid place of the world, where was the Less­er Refuge.

			And when I had gone up­ward through six great hours, as I did say, I took cau­tion for a place prop­er to slum­ber; for I was surely very wear­ied.

			And I saw a place presently, afar up­ward of the dark side of the Gorge, upon the right, where a ledge of the Rock did show in the glar­ing from one of the fire-holes that made a gloomy light in that place. And I climbed un­to this ledge, and did find it to be se­cure, and awk­ward to come upon. And presently, after that I had eat and drunk, I did com­pose my­self un­to sleep, the which came very speedy upon me, whilst yet I did be­lieve I thought only upon the sweet­ness of the Maid. And truly it had been some­thing over three and twenty hours, since last I did sleep; so that I was greatly awear­ied.

			And in six hours I waked and did eat, and did climb down­ward again to the Gorge, and so un­to mine up­ward jour­ney.

			Now, as you do per­ceive, when that I was come prop­erly a great way up the Gorge, and had come among the fire-holes, there was no more an ut­ter dark­ness, for the dull red glare of the pits beat up­ward upon the black sides of the rock-moun­tains, that did make the sides of the Gorge; so that oft I did see both sides very plain in the lower parts; yet of the height of the Gorge, who might know aught; for the black sides did go up­ward for ever in­to the ever­last­ing night.

			And be­cause of the light from the fire-pits, I did see, time and oft about the fires, hor­rid mon­sters, both that were snakes, and oth­ers like to scor­pi­ons so great as my head; but no more than these for a long while. And af­ter­ward I per­ceived that surely oth­er mat­ters did move among the rocks of the Gorge; so that I did keep the Diskos very ready in mine hand; yet had truly no use for it all that day.

			Now I eat and drank at the sixth and the twelfth hours, and went on­ward at a very strong speed. And at the six­teenth hour, I did seem as that I knew the æth­er to be stirred about me, and the beat of the Mas­ter-Word very faint upon mine in­ward ear. And im­me­di­ately, a won­drous great and lovely thrill­ing did wake all my be­ing; for surely, I said, this was the spir­it of my love, call­ing un­to me with her brain-ele­ments. And, in­deed, this was a very prop­er and sens­ible think­ing; for had the Mas­ter-Word been sent from the Mighty Pyr­am­id, I had been like to hear it very plain, by reas­on of the force of the Earth-Cur­rent which was with them and to their com­mand. But, as you do know, the Earth-Cur­rent was nigh gone from the Peoples of the Less­er Refuge; so that they were over-weak to make any prop­er call­ing. And this I have spoken of be­fore this place.

			Yet, in a little while, as I did stand very hushed, that I should hark the bet­ter, I was come to doubt wheth­er that I did truly hear the Mas­ter-Word. And one mo­ment I did say that it had surely beat in the night about me; and im­me­di­ately would I be just so un­sure; and so in a while I gat once more to my jour­ney, and had doubt in my heart; yet, as you shall con­ceive, more of hope. And be­cause of this thing, I went on­ward for thirty great hours from the time that I did wake; for my heart was ex­cited with­in me. And when that I had gone so long for­ward as this, I did see how that I did fool­ishly; and I lookt about for a place for my slum­ber; and I found a small cave that was clean and empty, as I did dis­cov­er by the shin­ing of the Diskos which I made to spin a little time. And the cave was in the cliff of the moun­tain that made the right side of the Gorge, and was nigh twenty good feet from the bot­tom of the Gorge, and hard to ap­proach.

			And when I was come se­cure in­to the cave, and sure that it was prop­er to my pur­pose, I eat four of the tab­lets, as was just and nice to my belly, and did af­ter­ward drink some of the wa­ter, and so to my slum­ber; and all the while, very sweet and strong in my thoughts upon Naani; so that surely I was a little time be­fore that I had my­self rightly un­to sleep.

			And I slept six hours, and did wake, for I had set my spir­it hard un­to such waken­ing; yet was I still greatly yearn­ing for sleep. But this did go some­what, when that I had fought a little with my need. And af­ter­ward, I eat two of the tab­lets, and drank some of the wa­ter, and did gat my gear upon me, and was presently down un­to the Gorge; and so again to my jour­ney.

			Now in all that day I did go with a very stern speed; for it did seem as that my soul did know for surety that I was truly come some­thing nigh un­to that hid place in the night where I should find mine Olden Love again. And the sweet hope that was bred of the call­ing that had seemed truly to sound about my spir­it, was in all my be­ing, and more sure on that day, than be­fore that I had slept.

			And I went thirty hours in all, even as be­fore, ere that I did come again to sleep, and I eat and drank at every sixth hour, so that my strength should abide with­in me. And by that I was come to the end­ing of the thirty hours, I was sorely awear­ied, and gat me up­ward of the mon­strous cliff that did make the left side of the Gorge, hav­ing per­ceived in a place a great ledge of the rock, that did seem very prop­er for my pur­pose of slum­ber.

			And when I was come up­ward upon the ledge of the rock, I saw that there did seem some­thing, like to a mighty spider, that did stay half without of a hole in the back part of the ledge. And I smote the thing gently with the Diskos, so that it was very quickly dead; and af­ter­ward I searched well about; but did gladly per­ceive that there abode there no oth­er hor­rid creature.

			And I eat two of the tab­lets, and drank some of the wa­ter; and did af­ter­ward make me ready for slum­ber, as ever. But now I did put the cloak well about me; for truly there was grown a chill in­to the air of the Gorge; and here also will I tell how that it did seem un­to me that the air was gone some­thing from that great thick­ness and strength which had been with me in the past days of my jour­ney­ing.

			Now I was gone so tired, that I fell upon sleep in a mo­ment, yet with a dear thought and anxious, con­cern­ing Naani; but was so starved of the body for slum­ber, that even mine anxious­ness kept me not awake. And I was then so fast with sleep that I knew naught for eight hours of very sound slum­ber. And then did I awake, and very thank­ful of the heart that no evil beast or creep­ing thing had come upon me whilst that I was so ut­ter lost in sleep.

			And now, truly, was I some­thing fresh and ready; and I ate and drank, and had my gear once more upon me, and so down in­to the Gorge. And af­ter­ward, I went upon my jour­ney for eight­een hours, and did pause but a little while at the sixth and the twelfth hours that I should eat and drink.

			And when the eight­eenth hour was nigh come, I per­ceived that the nature of the Gorge was grown very hor­rid and dank. And in ver­ity, I did feel as that afar up­ward in the night the black moun­tains that did make the sides of the Gorge had come to­geth­er, and did make a mon­strous roof un­seen in the ut­ter height.

			And this thing I do tell, only as of my be­lief; for I have no very sure proof. Yet, truly, my reas­on doth say like­wise; for there did oft drip wa­ter upon me out of the dark­ness, even though I walked in the middle way of the Gorge; and how should this thing be, save that there went an over­reach­ing of the sides, that should let the mil­dew down upon me.

			And in this place, and for more than el­ev­en great hours, there were fire-holes and fire-pits only in this part and in that, and each a great way off from an­oth­er. And they burned very dull, and did seem to throw a fume of sul­phur in­to all the air, as that there was no free­dom above for the stink to pass away. And in every place were the rocks of the Gorge very thick and slip­pery with strange growths; so that it was a sor­row to walk upon them. And all that time was there an heavy wet­ness and slow­ness in the air; and a smell, be­side the stink of the fire-pits, as that I did go for­ward through a place where dead things did be.

			And for a great time there was a hor­rid dark­ness, as it had been that the air was grown thick with the fum­ings of the fire-pits, as I do be­lieve; and be­side this thing there was, as I have said, but a dull fire here and an­oth­er there; so that it was like that there should be a heavy dark. And be­cause that it was so ut­ter black, and be­cause that there were growths upon the rocks in the bot­tom of the Gorge, I did go but slowly, and with pain of stum­blings; and al­ways with the stink of that place to trouble me half un­to a sick­ness.

			And sud­den, as I did go past one of the fire-pits, I saw that the fire made a dull shin­ing upon some mon­strous thing that did move be­fore me, upon the far side of the fire. And I came in one mo­ment un­to a swift si­lence, and hid among the rocks of the bot­tom of the Gorge. And I lookt very cau­tious at the thing that moved bey­ond the fire, and surely I had seen no thing so mon­strous since that I had come free of the Night Land; for it was as that some huge Creature, like to the hull of a great ship did move down out of the dark of the up­per way of the Gorge. And it went by the fire-hole, and on­ward in­to the dark of the lower way of the Gorge; and I had per­ceived some­what of it, as it did go past the fire, and, surely, it was black and be­slimed, and ut­ter great in height and in length, and it went al­ways without noise, so that I had not known it to be there, but that I saw it plain with mine eyes. And, truly, if I do say that it was some­what as that I had seen a mon­strous slug-thing, surely I should use wise and prop­er words to make known to you this hor­rid brute.

			And I stayed very quiet a time, and af­ter­ward I went up­ward again of the Gorge, and did use a new cau­tion to my way, and saw that the Diskos was free upon my hip; for even thus I did carry the weapon, be­ing that I must use both hands to my way, and to save me in my stum­blings and slid­ings over the slip­pery rocks.

			And once it did seem to me that some great thing moved in the dark­ness, and I went down­ward among the rocks, and stirred not my body for a great while; and sure am I that there went some liv­ing mon­ster past me, that did stink as a loath­some grave. And af­ter­ward, I went on again.

			And three hours did I go thus, and came at last to a place where a fire-hole did shine more ruddy; and I did look well about me, that I should per­ceive that part of the Gorge the bet­ter. And as I stood there, very quiet, away off from the fire, so that it did show no great light upon my per­son, I did note how ut­ter still was that place; and this to take me anew, as though it had come fresh upon me. And here, there would be the drip of wa­ter, and again in that place, and again else­where; and all very sol­emn and very dis­mal. And the si­lence to be con­stant.

			And presently, as I lookt, now to this way and again to that, I saw that there was a mon­strous slug-thing laid up­ward against the black side of the Gorge, as that it had stood up on end; and the one end of the mon­ster went up­ward bey­ond the light from the fire-pit; but the oth­er part did come down and trail in­to the Gorge, as a long hil­lock, very ugly and black and be­slimed.

			And I near sweat with a dis­gust and hor­ror of the thing; but af­ter­ward I had more cour­age, and spied well upon the brute. And surely, it moved not at all, any more than the side of the cliff of the Gorge; and I con­ceived that it stood not up­ward upon any feet; but clung to the rock, even as you shall see a slug to go. And for a great space I was very quiet and moved not, neither did I make to hide, but stood there very stu­pid.

			Yet, in a time, I had more of cour­age which brought strength un­to my heart, and I began again to go upon my way, but with an ut­ter cau­tion, and I then to creep for a weary time upon my hands and knees among the dank and weari­ful rocks and boulders that lay in the bot­tom of the Gorge. And thrice between four hours was I passed by hid­den and mon­strous things in the hor­rid dark places of the Gorge; yet with no noise, save, as it might be, the odd rattle of a rock in this place and that; but with an ut­ter and dread­ful stink­ing. And I to be quiet as they went, as you shall think.

			And each time now that I did go by the fire-pits and fire-holes that lay odd-ways in the Gorge, I did pause and search about me with mine eyes, very cau­tious, and oft now did I per­ceive how that the mon­strous slug creatures did lie in this place and in that against the cliffs of the Gorge. And I did go then ut­ter still, from this space to that space among the rocks, and oft upon the flat of my belly, and with a con­stant heed that I make not mine ar­mour to knock against the boulders.

			And al­ways as I did go, there was a mon­strous stench, and the chok­ing of sul­phur­ous smoke very oft. And here and there, as mine heart doth be­lieve, there were ut­ter great cav­erns with­in the moun­tains to the right and to the left; and of this thing I have some small proof; for once I did go by a place where a fire did burn, as it should be a fire-hole, afar in­ward of the moun­tain side upon my right; so that I saw in a mo­ment that I looked in the dark­ness through the mouth of a mighty cave-place; and I went past very quick and si­lent, for I knew not wheth­er any hor­rid thing should come forth out of that place to slay me.

			And, truly, as I did think, if there did be one such place, there were like to be many; and may­haps the slugs came forth from those cav­erns, where, as I did con­ceive there was naught save an etern­al drip­ping of wa­ters and the foul growth of things in all parts. Yet is this last but a thought, as I do say, and you shall wisely take it for no more than that.

			Now, I came clear of the dark­ness and the slime and the stink­ing in about twelve hours after the time that I did think the moun­tains to be a roof un­to the Gorge; and the air was now free and did seem as that some life and health did abound in it; and the fires did be more plen­ti­ful, and burned very bright and clean, and threw all their fum­ings up­ward, so that there was no more any bit­ter pain of sul­phur with­in my throat.

			And surely, it was with a thank­ful heart that I went on­ward, and with a good speed; for there was much of light all about me, in that there burned an hun­dred fire-pits here and in that place; so that I saw clear be­fore me and be­hind, and con­ceived that the slugs did abide only in the closed part of the Gorge. And oft I did take the air very full in­to my lungs, for the sweet­ness of it, after the hor­rid stench­ings that I had abode all those hours.

			And presently, when I was come free of the roofed part of the Gorge, maybe some three good hours, I lookt for a place prop­er to slum­ber; for it was surely some­thing over three and thirty hours since that I did last come upon sleep; and I was ut­ter worn and lost of strength with so much of creep­ing and hark­ing for mon­sters, as you shall be­lieve; moreover, about that time I had gone bit­ter long whiles between slum­ber­ings through more than an hun­dred hours, as you shall have per­ceived from my tellings.

			Now, presently, I saw a small cave that went in­ward of the side of the Gorge. And I lookt in­to the cave, and found it to be sweet and clean, and very dry. And there was a small fire-pit off from the mouth of the cave that did throw a good light for my pur­pose; so that I saw there was no creep­ing thing or hor­ror in the place; and I went in, and made to pre­pare for my slum­ber.

			But truly, when I was come to look upon my­self, I was ut­ter soiled and did seem as that I stank with the slime and dis­gust of the dark part of the Gorge, where I had gone upon my hands, and upon my belly. And be­cause of this, I was set that I should not eat or come to sleep, without I washed me.

			And I went out from the cave, and there was a spring near to the fire-pit, as was oft in that part of the Gorge. And the spring was hot and did fill a hol­low of the rock, very quiet and with a fum­ing of sul­phur, as I did bend above it. And I washed mine hands and face and mine ar­mour and gear, in the hot spring, and did dry me with my pock­et-cloth; and so was sweetened and put to hap­pi­ness of mind.

			And I went back in­to the cave, and did sit in the mouth of the cave, with the Diskos to mine hand; and I eat four of the tab­lets, for I was gone a mor­tal long while without, and af­ter­ward I drank some of the wa­ter. And as I did eat and drink, I lookt out upon the light­ness of the Gorge be­fore me, and with a cheer­ful and com­posed heart.

			And I saw presently that there came cer­tain creatures out from their holes, even as it might be that they were part rats; but very strange look­ing, and not prop­erly such. And some did lie about the fire-hole, and some did hunt about in the rocks; and one came presently, and had a snake by the neck. And it stood upon the snake, and did eat it, even while that the snake did lash about upon the rock. And the snake did lash un­til that it was nigh all eat; and a very strange thing this was to see, and some­thing trouble­some to the pity. Yet was I glad to per­ceive that there were en­emies to the ser­pents of that place.

			And when the rat creature did make an end of the snake, it made across to the spring, and did drink the hot wa­ter a while; and af­ter­ward back un­to the fire, and there laid down anigh to the edge, and seem­ing very sweetly com­for­ted of the belly, which, in truth, was much oth­er­wise with me. And, after that, I saw many creatures that went about the fire, and did have warmth from the fire and drink from the spring; and surely I did pon­der that the Peoples of this our Age should say, if they had stood with me, that Provid­ence had made nigh to­geth­er the warmth and the drink that were need­ful un­to life (for it was grown to a bit­ter chill now in the Gorge). But rather did this thing seem to me oth­er­wise, that these creatures did be but of their cir­cum­stance, and if that it had been an­oth­er way, then had they grown of their wits to meet it to their means of life. Yet, as some would say, the ar­gu­ments do but meet, and be the same thing. And neither way do I care in this place; but do no more than to show un­to you the work­ing of my brain, in this way and that, as I made my jour­ney.

			Now, presently, when I was done eat­ing, and come very ready to fall upon sleep, I went out from the cave and gat me cer­tain boulders, the which I did carry in­to the cave. And when I was come back for the last time, I put them very se­cure in the en­trance-way, that no small sting­ing creature come at me as I slept. And after that, I made ready, and went to my sleep, hav­ing sweet thoughts and slum­brous, of the Maid.

			Now I slept very quiet that time, and was not over troubled with the chill of the Gorge, which was but little in that place, both by reas­on of the fire-pit and be­cause that the cave did help to keep my warmth to me. And I had a deep slum­ber for eight hours, and waked then pretty tired, but strong to go upon my way. And after that I had sat a little while, I came full to wake­ful­ness and af­ter­ward did eat two of the tab­lets and drink some of the wa­ter, the which I did, sit­ting in the mouth-part of the cave, after that I had cast free the boulders.

			And af­ter­ward, I gat my gear upon me, and I went again upon my jour­ney. And the Gorge did con­tin­ue very light and cheer­ful, with the shin­ing of the fires; and oft there did be a little steam that did hiss from this part or that of the bot­tom of the Gorge and did blow very quaint and noisy in the quiet of that place. And oft there did be hot pools, and every­where the great boulders in the bot­tom way, and to the right and to the left the black and mighty sides of the Gorge that did go up­ward for ever in­to the ever­last­ing night.

			And so I did go, and had eat and drunk at the sixth hour, and gone on­ward again. And, lo! at the eighth hour, I did thrill sud­den with a won­drous great thrill­ing; for, in ver­ity, it did seem to me that the Mas­ter-Word did beat softly about me, out of all the night of the world. And all my heart did throb with great glow­ings of joy; yet was the beat of the Word un­sure, so that I knew not truly wheth­er my spir­it had in­deed heard aught, for there was im­me­di­ately a si­lence, as ever, about mine in­ward be­ing. Yet, as you shall be­lieve, there was a new hope and strength of cour­age in all my body and soul.

			And I went for­ward very swift, and all re­newed, as it were; and my strength and hope did make naught of any ter­ror that should lie to bar my way, neither did I have fur­ther heed of the boulders that lay al­ways upon my path, but did go over them with quick leap­ings, and a won­drous and thrill­ing eager­ness of the heart with­in me.

			And, sud­den, in the end of the tenth hour, I per­ceived that the mighty walls of black­ness that made the sides of the Gorge did be no more there, and that I was come truly upon the end of the Gorge. And I near trembled with hope and as­ton­ish­ment; for when I was gone a little way on, I had ceased to go up­ward any more, and was come clear out from the mouth of the Gorge, and did peer forth across a mighty coun­try of night.

			And it did seem to me as that I was come to a second Land of Strange mat­ters, even as the Night Land where did lie the won­der of the Mighty Pyr­am­id. And surely, I did think with­in my heart that I was come at last to that far and hid­den place of the world where did be the Less­er Re­doubt. But yet was there no place in all that night where did tower the shin­ing lights of the Less­er Pyr­am­id, the which I did hope vainly to per­ceive. And be­cause that I saw them not, a great heav­i­ness came upon my spir­its for a time; but af­ter­ward the heav­i­ness did go; for I put Reas­on to help my cour­age, and did plan this cause and that to show why that I was not come to sight of the shin­ing em­bras­ures of the Less­er Re­doubt. But yet was there left an ache of doubt­ing, as you shall well con­ceive.

			Now this Land was very new and strange, and had a great light in this part, and a won­drous grim dark­ness in that. And I did pause a great while to de­term­ine how that I should go prop­erly. And presently I be­thought me of the com­pass, and did draw it forth, and set it upon the earth, that I should see how it did act. And truly it did go al­most as Naani had told to me; so that I was very sure in all my be­ing that I was in ver­ity come anigh to the hid­den Refuge. But yet did the com­pass give me no prop­er guid­ing to my way; so that I was no more wise to this end than be­fore, only that I had the com­fort of that which it did seem to as­sure.

			And, in a little while, I went for­ward in­to the Land, and did hope that I should come presently to some mat­ter to help my choice. And I went first to­ward a cer­tain great glow­ing of fire that lay be­fore me, and did seem joined to an­oth­er great glare that went afar to my left.

			And I found the ground of that Land to be very fair for my feet, and to have in this place and that cer­tain bushes, even as it did seem to me, of the kind that we named moss-bushes in the Night Land, as you do know. And I made a very good speed, and went thus un­til I had gone for maybe six long hours. And by that time, I was come anigh to the glow­ing of light; and did keep now a strong cau­tion to my go­ing; for truly, as I did know from the tellings of the Maid, there were very hor­rid and dread­ful Powers in that Land, and I did well to re­mem­ber that I was come again to parts where might be the de­struc­tion of the spir­it. Now I made a pause, and lookt to­ward the glow­ing light; and it seemed to me that for a mon­strous way un­to the right and un­to the left, there did be surely a great, hid val­ley in the earth be­fore me. For the shin­ing did seem as that it came up from out of a val­ley, as that there burned a deep light in such a place; but yet was I all un­sure, and had no prop­er know­ing wheth­er in­deed there did be any val­ley there, but only a strange and lu­min­ous shin­ing that did come up­ward from the earth.

			And I made no great haste now to go un­to that place; but went down sud­den in­to the bushes, and lay upon my belly, and had a new great fear upon my spir­it. And presently, I par­ted the bushes a little, and made a place for spy­ing.

			And I looked a great time un­to the place of the light, and now to this part and now to that. And sud­den, I saw, as it did seem, a mon­strous head with­in the glow­ing; for the glow­ing did seem at whiles as that it swept to and fore, as should a shin­ing smoke that went obed­i­ent to a quiet wind: and so to hide and again to un­cov­er. And in a mo­ment I lost the great face, and was all un­sure that ever I had seen aught.

			And lo! in a little minute, I did see it again; but wheth­er it did be the shape of some ut­ter mon­ster of etern­ity—even as the Watch­ers about the Mighty Pyr­am­id—or wheth­er it did be no more than a carven moun­tain of rock, shaped un­to the dire pic­tur­ing of a Mon­ster, I did have no know­ing. But I made that I should get hence very quick, and I did turn me about in the bushes, and went upon my hands and knees; and so came at last a great way off.

			Now, presently, I came again upon my feet, and did take a new look around that Land. And I had the mouth of the Gorge to my back, and this I per­ceived by the shin­ing of the fire-pits that made the place shown to me.

			And to the left of the Gorge was an ut­ter black­ness, as I did con­ceive of black and mon­strous moun­tains, through which the Gorge did come. And to the right side of the Gorge there were many low vol­ca­noes, that went al­ways along the feet of the great moun­tains that made the right wall of the Gorge. And I saw the feet of these dark moun­tains, be­cause that the light from the little vol­ca­noes made a glare upon the lower slopes.

			And so shall you have some know­ing of that part of this second Land of Night.

			And a good way off, was the shin­ing that I had jour­neyed un­to, and the shin­ing went in­to a dis­tant light through a part of the Land that lay afar to my left, for it stretched a great and strange way to­ward me, out of the left­ward gloom, and came un­to my front, and so away in­to an ut­ter dis­tance. Yet, though it was so great, you shall not think that it made any huge light in the Land; but was rather as that it had a shin­ing made un­to oth­er ends; for it made not a great light­ness in the Land.

			And you do now per­ceive some­thing roughly how the Land did seem to my back part and un­to my left, and some­what be­fore my face. And be­cause that I did think to have no profit to my search, if that I went to the left, I made at­ten­tion un­to the Right. And here there was much of dark­ness; yet oft the shin­ing of fire-holes in this place and that amid the dark­ness. And, as I did look, it grew very plain upon me how great was the spread and drear wide­ness of that Coun­try of Night; and how that I did be an ut­ter lone­some per­son in all that dark. And so shall you be with me in sym­pathy of the ut­ter great­ness of my task, and know of the fear that did breed, odd whiles, that I should search un­til I die, and nev­er find. And you to give me good hu­man un­der­stand­ing.

			Now I made no more to delay, but went un­to the right, and did keep the chain of the little vol­ca­noes some­thing level to my course; though a great way off. And I went thus with a strange grow­ing of hope, and an ex­cite­ment, for ten hours, and had eat not then for more than twenty hours, and surely not since the sixth hour of that day and this be­cause that I was so ut­ter shaken from my calmness of go­ing.

			And at the tenth hour, I went ut­ter weak, and did seem surely as that I must swoon. And lo! I be­thought me how that I was gone so long without aught for my belly. And surely, when I was quiet a time, I eat four of the tab­lets, and in a good while did feel all re­newed, and would rest no more, after that I had drunk some of the wa­ter, but went on­ward; for, in ver­ity, my spir­it did be as that it had slain me, if that I had lain down at that time. And this be­cause hope was so fierce in me; for I to feel in­deed that I was come near to the Maid.

			And I went ten hours more, un­til that I did truly tot­ter upon my feet, with ut­ter and dread­ful wear­i­ness; for I had gone now through some­ways of forty great hours, and had been fool­ish in mine eat­ing and drink­ing, as you have per­ceived; but yet was this to be for­giv­en; for I was as that I should come any little minute upon the won­der of the Less­er Pyr­am­id, shin­ing afar in the night. Yet, truly, there was nowhere any­thing that might be likened un­to it.

			And I lay down there, just as I did be, and with no prop­er heed to my safety. And I was gone asleep in one mo­ment, as it did seem; and waked not for twelve hours; and then did come sud­denly un­to know­ledge; and thank­ful was I in the heart that no mon­ster had come upon me in that dead-time of slum­ber­ing. And I eat four of the tab­lets, as was surely due un­to me, and drank some of the wa­ter, and so gat for­ward again in­to the night.

			And truly I was mor­tal stiff and did ache for a great while, and this did be in part be­cause that I had wrapped not the cloak about me, ere I slept; for the Land was bit­ter cold and did make the blood very chill.

			Now when I had gone on­ward through six hours, I ate and drank; for I did mind now to be wise and keep my strength good with­in me. And I went on­ward again at a very great speed, and full of an ex­cite­ment. And surely, I did be glad at last that the tab­lets were so easy gone in the mouth, and un­filling to the belly; for I had been without power and pa­tience to eat prop­er victu­al.

			And at the tenth hour, I saw that there rose a red-shin­ing out of the Land be­fore me, as that it came up­ward from a mighty pit. And I made slow my way, and so, when I was gone on for two great hours more, I saw that mon­strous fig­ures went about, against the red glare of the shin­ing. And I gat me down in­to the bushes which were very plen­ti­ful in that part.

			And I stayed there for a cer­tain while, and made a watch upon the red-shin­ing and the fig­ures; and, truly, it did seem to me that there were hor­rid gi­ants in that Land, even as in the Night Land. And af­ter­ward, I crept away, and went out­ward from the little vol­ca­noes, in­to that part of the Land that was dark, save, as you do mind, for the glare of fire-holes in this part and that.

			And I went now with an ut­ter care; for the gi­ants had put a new cau­tion in­to my heart, and I did surely mean that I should live to res­cue mine own Maid, and have joy through all my life. And there­after, I went with the Diskos in my hand, and at each hour that was the sixth, I eat two of the tab­lets, and drank some of the wa­ter, and so did keep my strength very good with­in me.

			Now, presently, I was come to a place where the Land did go down­ward a great slope, and there was a dif­fer­ence in the earth that went be­neath my feet, and no great plenty of the bushes; but only one in this place and one in that, and nowhere any fire-hole.

			And I gat me down and did feel the earth with my hands, and lo! I did find presently smooth stones, and af­ter­ward olden shells. And im­me­di­ately, a great de­light took me; for Naani had told how that the Less­er Pyr­am­id stood some­thing nigh to the shore of an an­cient sea, that was long dried up in the years of etern­ity. And surely it might be that I was come down in­to the dry bot­tom of that same olden sea, and should presently have sight of the Little Pyr­am­id.

			And be­cause that hope was put so fresh in­to me, I went for­ward through, maybe, thirty hours, across the olden sea-bed; but in all that time I had no sight of the lights of the Less­er Re­doubt. And a great trouble began to take me; for, in­deed, Naani had not told me how great was the sea; and it might be that I should wander a weari­ful age across it, be­fore that I come to the far side.

			And it did come to me, presently, how that I should be wise to see that my way was very straight, so that I waste not my strength in use­less wan­der­ings. And I had a great care now to ob­serve that the red-shin­ing did be al­ways upon my right, to my rear; and by this reas­on­able cun­ning did I make to steer very nicely through the great gloom of that place.

			Now, as I did go across the bed of the great sea, I heard strange sounds, now in this part of the dark­ness, and now in that; and oft did there be a noise, as if things did run this way and that way in the bed of the sea. And once, afar off in the night, there did be a strange and hor­rid scream­ing; so that I did know truly that the mon­sters of that Land were out, and did go about in the dark.

			And, as you shall per­ceive and un­der­stand, I was all un­know­ing of the lore of that Land; so that I knew not what to think of this strange sound or that, neither knew I what they might por­tend, but only that, as I did say, there were Mon­sters abroad. And I could do no more than have my way for­ward with an ut­ter care al­ways, and be very ready with the Diskos, or to hide, each as maybe ac­cord­ing to the need.

			And, surely, I went one-and-forty hours that day, and eat and drank after every sixth hour. And be­fore this, in the sev­en-and-thir­ti­eth hour, I heard a great roar­ing and bel­low­ing in the night, com­ing nigh un­to me; and af­ter­ward the thud­ding of mon­strous feet, as that a gi­ant ran past me in the dark­ness, and did make a chase of some creature. And the thud­ding of the feet and the roar­ing went far off in­to the night; and there did seem presently to come back to me from a great way, a little scream­ing; but of this thing I had no surety; and I abode very hushed in a clump of bush, un­til quiet­ness was come again all about; for there had been an ut­ter fright­en­ing sound in the hor­rid voice and in the thud­ding of the great feet.

			Now, in the one-and-for­ti­eth hour of that day, I came upon the farther shore of the olden sea. But lo! there was nowhere any light to tell me aught of the Less­er Refuge. And truly, a great doubt and be­wil­der­ment took me; for, in­deed, I could not per­ceive how it might be that I saw not the lights of the em­bras­ures of the Less­er Pyr­am­id. And a great des­pair took me; so that I sat down there upon the shore of the olden sea, and had no heed of any­thing for a while.

			But af­ter­ward, I ate and drunk, and went in­to a clump of bush, and wrapt the cloak about me, and so went fast un­to sleep, with the Diskos handy to my breast. And, in ver­ity, the pain of the des­pair and the be­wil­der­ment of mine heart did make rather for sleep, than to keep me wake­ful; for, in­deed, I was half stunned of the brain and of my cour­age; and did seem now the farther off from the end­ing of my search than ever I had been.

			And I slept six hours, and waked then, sud­den. And I leaned up upon mine el­bow in the bush, and harked very quiet, per­chance some noise had shaken my sleep from me. But, in­deed, there was noth­ing, only that I was wake­ful, and did mind me of my trouble of fail­ure. Yet now, I did in­vent this thing and that thing to make nat­ur­al ac­count that I was not come to the Less­er Re­doubt; and so had hope again with­in me; yet much also of doubt and be­wil­der­ment.

			And I eat two of the tab­lets, and drank some of the wa­ter, and again to my jour­ney. And I made that I should keep along the shore of the sea, the which I did through twelve hours, and was then still so much in doubt as ever.

			And I ceased from my jour­ney­ing, and lookt about me over the Land, and lo! I did note how that a weak and strange shin­ing was in the air of the Land, at a great way; as it had been that a far spreaded and faint glow­ing made a little glare in­to all the night un­to my left and be­fore me.

			Now I ate and drank, and made to steady my spir­it; for I did fear lest I should feel ut­ter lost in all the night of the world, and to know not where to make any more my search, and so to grow des­per­ate in des­pair. And this thing you will un­der­stand.

			And af­ter­ward, I did make across that Land, un­to the place where it did seem that the dull shin­ing was some­thing bright. And I went thus through eight­een hours, and did make pause at each sixth hour, and ate and drank very res­ol­ute; though, in ver­ity, it did seem as that even so small a mat­ter as the tab­lets did be like to choke me. And by this is it plain to me how great an an­guish was come upon my spir­it, lest that I was all astray, and should have no joy to suc­cour mine Own.

			And thrice in the time that I did go, there did be a run­ning of feet amid the dark­ness; and odd whiles strange and hor­rid cry­ings in the night; so that I put a force upon my des­pair, and hid me; for, in­deed, I had no right to lose care of my life, if there did be any chance yet that I find the Maid.

			And lo! in the eight­eenth hour, which was truly the thir­ti­eth of that day, I found the shin­ing in the night to be grown very plain, and an ut­ter stink­ing of sul­phur; and truly I did be aware that the Land went up­ward.

			And I made up­ward through sev­en hours, and the light did grow more plain, and was of a dull red­ness, very sombre and heavy. And in the end of six more hours, I ceased to go up­ward, and did know of a strange low sound, that did be like to no oth­er sound that ever I did hear; and was like to a dull roar that did nev­er have ceased through etern­ity.

			And I went for­ward un­to the light, and the Land to be now as that I went over an up­land plain. And I did go thus through five hours, and the low roar did grow ever upon mine ears. And truly! even as I did shape my thoughts to take a cau­tion for my body, I went up­ward again a little, and came out upon the edge of a mighty cliff, and the low and con­stant roar did moan up­ward against me with an ever­last­ing mut­ter­ing. And I lookt down­ward a mon­strous way, and surely there was spread out a mighty sea, as it did seem, of dull fire, as that a red-hot mud did lap very deep and quiet be­low me in all that night.

			And I lookt out­ward across the strange sea, and the far side was hid from me; for, surely, there were dull and sol­emn clouds that came off the sea, and hid the dis­tance from me. And the clouds to glow a little redly; and so to rise, and presently to black­en in­to the night. And I lookt to the right and to the left, and it was plain that the black cliffs did stretch out both ways, and did go down­ward ever in­to that mon­strous sea of slow fire. And there were great head­lands that went out in­to the fire, as in­to a sea; and the fire did lap very quiet about these, and where the fire lapt about them, there did shine and spirt out green flames and va­pours at di­verse times.

			And, in­deed, as I did per­ceive, I was come to an up­ward sea of fire, as it were the deep in­wards of a low and ut­ter mon­strous vol­cano, that was flat of the top and ut­ter big across. And, in ver­ity, I did look down­ward in­to the fires of the in­ward earth, and a very won­drous sight was it, to stand there alone upon the cliffs of that ever­last­ing sea. And a great heat came up­ward from the dull and grim fire of that gloomy sea, and a reek of sul­phur; so that I was like to be choked, and did go back­ward from the edge of the cliff.

			And surely, I was come to the end of that Dark Land upon that side, and had nowhere per­ceived the Less­er Pyr­am­id in all the night of my travel. And a new des­pair came upon me; for, in­deed, it seemed I was come all astray in the night of the World, and did no­wise have any know­ing wheth­er I stood near to the Coun­try of the Less­er Re­doubt, or wheth­er that I was gone half across the World un­to a strange place.

			And, then, as the des­pair troubled my spir­it and dulled the beat­ing of my heart, a sud­den thought did light up a fresh hope with­in me; for, in­deed, as you do know, I was come up­ward of a great height, and did surely have a huge view over all that Land; and may­haps the Less­er Pyr­am­id did lie some­where in a val­ley, if, in ver­ity, it did be any­wheres at all in that Coun­try. And I turned me from the cliffs, and lookt back­ward over all the night of the Land; but there was nowhere in all that Coun­try the shin­ing of the Lights of the Less­er Pyr­am­id.

			And lo! of a sud­den I did know that there was some­thing in the night. And I stared, with a very keen and anxious look. And be­hold, there was the black shape of a great pyr­am­id afar off in the night, that did show against the shin­ing of the dis­tant light; for it did stand between me and the far-off fires. But un­til I was come to that place, whence I did look, I had not stood to have it plain against the shin­ing upon the oth­er side of that Land.

			And how I did feel in that mo­ment, I have no words to set out un­to you. But surely was my heart gra­cious with thank­ful­ness, and I ready to leap with joy and hope, and all my body thrilled with an ex­cite­ment that would not have me to be si­lent; so that, sud­denly, I began to shout fool­ishly across the night. But I came soon to wis­dom and si­lence, as you shall think.

		
	
		
			
				X

				The Maid of the Olden Days

			
			Now, as you shall per­ceive, all mine ut­ter des­pair was turned in a mo­ment in­to an huge glad­ness and a great hope; so that it did seem to me that I should be with my dear One in but a little while. Yet was this an over-hope and ex­pect­a­tion, and was not like to have a swift sat­is­fy­ing; for, truly, I was made aware of naught, save that I did per­ceive the shape of a great pyr­am­id, go­ing up­ward in­to the night.

			And I knew that the Pyr­am­id did surely stand upon an hill in the midst of that dark Coun­try, for only so might it show so great and high. And I set me to run swift down­ward in­to the Land, so that I should make a strong go­ing un­to the Pyr­am­id.

			And I ran for a few little minutes, and lo! I fell head­long, and did truly feel as that I had brake my neck with the hard­ness and pain of my fall. And I had no power to go for­ward any more for a great while; but did just be there where I did fall, and very help­less and moan­ing a little; so that any creature had been able to slay me, if that it had come upon me in that time.

			Yet, presently, I was able to sit upon the earth, and did hold my neck with my hands, and af­ter­ward the pain went away; so that I gat once more to my feet. But now I went for­ward very wisely, and had, moreover, an anxious­ness in my heart; for, in­deed, how did it be that the Pyr­am­id was so ut­ter dark, if that it did be the Less­er Refuge, in truth. And im­me­di­ately there did rise in me a fear that it should be some House of Evil in the dark of that Land, or some wicked Force work­ing a Pre­tence and a be­wil­der­ment upon my sight. Yet, truly, the thing was plain now against the far-off fires of the Land; and I did have little thought but that it should be, in ver­ity, the Less­er Refuge.

			Now in the first mo­ment that I did per­ceive the dark Pyr­am­id, I had been without wit, save to run very quick and blind un­to the place; for you to re­mem­ber how long I had made so great a search. And af­ter­ward, I had been minded to call un­to Naani with my brain-ele­ments, send­ing the Mas­ter-Word, and my speech after to tell how that I was come un­to her. But now I did heed to have cau­tion, and to dis­cov­er what this dark­ness should truly mean.

			And so did I go down­ward again in­to the night of that Land, at the first with a care­ful­ness; but presently with a fierce eager­ness and ex­pect­ing of the heart, the which had been dulled a little time with the hor­rid shak­ing and pain of my fall.

			Now I had climbed un­to the up­per plain of the great vol­cano in, maybe, thir­teen hours; but I went down­ward of that great Hill in ten, and had made a great­er speed, but that I was sore shaken and un­sure, by reas­on of my fall.

			And in the end of the tenth hour, I per­ceived that I was come again to the great Plain of the Land; and I had no more any prop­er sight of the Refuge, be­cause that it was up­ward afar in the dark­ness of the night. Yet was I abled now to see that there went a bulk between me and the far shin­ings, and did know that this great thing was surely the hill on which the Pyr­am­id did stand.

			And I went four hours across the Land, and did pass in this place and that, fire-holes that made a little red-shin­ing in the night; and be­cause of the fires in those far parts and a-near, there was not an ut­ter dark.

			And when I was gone four hours to­wards the Pyr­am­id, I could no more see the dis­tant shin­ings, for the bulk of the hill-bot­tom stood up between, and made all a black­ness that way. And by this thing, I did guess that I was come nigh un­to the hill; but yet was a great hour more be­fore that I came to it. And in that five hours, since I was come down from the great Vol­cano, there had past me thrice and again, the sounds of things run­ning in the night, and once there did be a sound as of a gi­ant roar­ing afar, and a strange and hor­rid scream­ing.

			Now I began to go up the hill. And, at the first, an ut­ter ex­cite­ment took me in the heart; so that I could have shouted the name of the Maid aloud in the night, with vain hop­ings that she should hear me and make an an­swer. But this state went from me very swift, as I did go up­ward, and there came a cau­tion again about me, and a cold­ness of fear, as that my spir­it did wot of some­thing that my heart did not per­ceive.

			And, presently, I was come up­ward al­most to the top of the hill, the which took me nigh three hours. And surely, when I was come that I could see the grim­ness of the Pyr­am­id, go­ing up­ward very des­ol­ate and si­lent in­to the night, lo! an ut­ter shak­ing fear did take me; for the sweet cun­ning of my spir­it did know that there abode no hu­man in all that great and dark bulk; but that there did await me there, mon­strous and hor­rid things that should bring de­struc­tion upon my soul. And I went down­ward of the hill, very quiet in the dark­ness; and so in the end, away from that place.

			And I was four great hours be­fore that I was come clear away from the hill, and I did feel that there was not any safety for my spir­it in all that Land. And surely I went a little blindly, in the first, and did go with no heed un­to my way.

			And presently, I was upon the shore of the olden sea, and had no know­ing how that I was come there; for, surely, I did think it to be a great way off. But now I do think that the dry bed of the sea did curve around un­to that place, or that there did be two, or more, olden seas in that Coun­try of Night.

			Now, presently, I sat me down, very weak and be­wildered; for it was as that my heart did lie dead with­in me. And, in ver­ity, you shall per­ceive how this thing was, for I did know by the tellings of my spir­it that there abode evil things in the dark Pyr­am­id upon the hill; and I doubted not but that de­struc­tion had come upon the Peoples of the Less­er Pyr­am­id, and that evil creatures and Powers did now abide in that place. And if this thing did be truly so, I was come over-late to the sav­ing of the Maid; and with this thought I was very glad that some evil thing should come that I should fight with it and die quickly; for there was naught then in all the world to make me glad to have life.

			And so shall you know the ut­ter des­ol­a­tion that was in my heart; and, truly, I can per­ceive both the wise­ness and the un­wis­dom of my reas­on­ings; for, in­deed, I did have no sure know­ing that the dark Pyr­am­id did be truly the Less­er Refuge. But yet, in ver­ity, my spir­it did know with a cer­tain sure­ness, and there was no doubt con­cern­ing this thing, in all my be­ing.

			And, after that I had sat there awhile, I did mind me sud­denly that I should send the Mas­ter-Word through the night; for, in­deed, how else might I ever know wheth­er Naani did yet live; though, in truth, I had little, save des­per­ate hope in this mat­ter; but yet did re­mem­ber how that I had seemed odd times of my jour­ney to hear the beat of the Mas­ter-Word with my spir­it, out of all the dark of the world. And, in ver­ity, if Naani answered not to the Word, but there came in­stead an Evil Power to des­troy me, I should but cease me of mine ut­ter heart-ache.

			And I stood me upon my feet, and looked out­ward about me in­to the black­ness of that Land. And I sent the Mas­ter-Word with my brain-ele­ments; and im­me­di­ately I called Naani, thrice, send­ing the call with my brain-ele­ments.

			And lo! in a mo­ment, as it did seem, there broke around me out of all the mys­tery of night, low and sol­emn, the Mas­ter-Word, beat­ing in the night. And im­me­di­ately there did sound with­in my brain a far, small voice, very lone and faint, as that it had come from the end of the world. And the voice was the voice of Naani and the voice of Mirdath, and did call me by mine olden love-name.

			Then, in­deed, I did near to choke with the ut­ter af­fright of joy that did take me in the heart, and also I was shaken with a mighty ex­cite­ment, and my des­pair was gone, as that I had nev­er known it. For, in ver­ity, Naani did live and did call un­to me with her brain-ele­ments; and surely I had not heard the voice of mine Own for an ut­ter age of grim la­bour and dread.

			And the voice was, as I did say, as that it came from one that did be in a far place of the earth. And, in ver­ity, whilst I stood dazed with a great joy that the Maid did live, I knew with­in me, con­cern­ing the fear that she was ut­ter far off; and what per­il might come anigh to her, be­fore that I should stand to her side, to do battle for her life and well-be­ing and mine own joy.

			And lo! in the same mo­ment, and be­fore that I made fur­ther speech un­to Naani, I did wot that someone did be a little way off from me, in the bushes, where a fire-hole did burn anigh to me; and it was as that my spir­it knew this thing, and told of it un­to my brain. And I made no an­swer un­to the Maid, across all the dark of the world; but went very swift in­to a great bush that was nigh to the fire-hole, upon this side.

			And I lookt through, in­to the open space that did be about the fire-hole. And there was a little fig­ure that did kneel, sob­bing, upon the earth, be­side the fire-hole; and truly it was a slim maid, and she did seem as that she harked very des­per­ate, even whilst yet she did sob. And surely, mine own soul did Know, all in one white mo­ment of life. And she there, un­know­ing, and hark­ing un­to a cry of the spir­it, that she did think to come through all the des­ol­a­tion of the night—even from the Mighty Pyr­am­id. For oft, as I did per­ceive, had she cried un­to me in all that lone­some month, and known no an­swer; neither that I was mak­ing a des­per­ate way un­to her; for, in­deed, her weak­ness was great, so that she had no power to throw the Word strongly afar, neither to make plain her spir­itu­al cry­ings through any mighty space of the æth­er.

			And lo! I drew in my breath, and set my teeth a mo­ment, to steady my lips; and I said: “Mirdath,” out of the bush where I did be, and us­ing nat­ur­al hu­man speech. And the Maid ceased from her weep­ing, and lookt this way and that, with an ut­ter new fear, and with a frightened hope that did shine with her tears in the light from the fire-hole. And I di­vided the bush be­fore me, and went through the bush, so that I came out be­fore her, and did be there in my grey ar­mour; and I did pause then, and was all adrift in my­self; for my heart said that I should take this Maid in­to mine arms again; for that I was come again to be with Mirdath after an ut­ter lost Etern­ity. But yet was I all paused; for truly she was Naani and she was Mirdath, and she did be a stranger in mine eyes, and very dainty and pretty and shaken with woe and sore trouble and grief.

			And in that same mo­ment of my com­ing un­to her out of the bush, she screamed and fell back from me, and strove weakly to gain un­to the hith­er bushes; for, truly, she knew not what was come upon her in that first little mo­ment. And im­me­di­ately she saw that it did be an hu­man man, and no mon­ster to slay her, and in that in­stant I said the Mas­ter-Word un­to her, aloud, that she should have know­ledge of peace and help. And I told my name, and said I am That One. And she knew this thing, even as my lips made the sounds. And she cried out some­thing in an ut­ter broke voice, and ran un­to me, and thrust her two small hands in­to my charge and keep­ing, and fell thence in­to a great sob­bing and shak­ing, so that I was all in trouble to ease her; but did keep a si­lence and held fast her hands, for I had not on mine ar­moured gloves.

			And she leaned against me, very weak, and seem­ing won­drous like to a child. And lo! in a while she ceased to sob, and did but catch her breath this time and that, but said no word. And I be­thought me that she did suf­fer of hun­ger, for I per­ceived that she had been long wan­der­ing and alone, and was come un­to the end of hope, when that I did come.

			And the Maid stood there yet si­lent, for she might not yet com­mand her mouth to speak. And she trembled as she stood. And I opened my left hand, and lookt at the hand with­in my palm, and surely it was ut­ter thin and wasted. And I made no more pause, but lif­ted mine Own and set her easy upon the earth, with an hump of smooth rock un­to her back. And I stript off my cloak very quick, and put it about her, for she was scarce covered with her clothes that had been all torn among the bushes; so that part she shook with an ut­ter chill, and part be­cause of weak­ness, for she was nigh to be starved un­to her death, and des­troyed with her grief and lone­some­ness.

			And I took from my back the scrip and the pouch, and I gat a tab­let from the scrip, and brake it in­to my cup, and with the wa­ter I made a little broth very swift upon an hot rock that was to the edge of the fire-hole. And I fed the broth un­to the Maid, for truly her hands did shake so that she had spilt it all, if that I had done oth­er­wise.

			And she drank the broth, and was so weak that presently she did fall again to sob­bing, yet very quiet; so that I strove not to be troubled in the heart; for, in­deed, this thing was but reas­on­able, and not cause for me to have an anxious­ness. But I put my hands un­der the cloak and took her hands in­to mine and held them strong and firm; and this did seem to bring some­thing of peace and strength un­to her; so that presently the trem­bling and the weep­ing went from her. And, in­deed, the broth was surely help­ful in this mat­ter.

			And presently, I knew that her hands did stir a little with­in mine, and I loosed some­what of my grip; and im­me­di­ately, she graspt my hands with a weak and gentle grasp; but lookt not yet at me; only did stay very quiet, as that she did gath­er her strength with­in her. And, in­deed, I was con­tent; save that an anxious­ness of the heart did stir me this time and that, lest some mon­ster should come upon us. And be­cause of this trouble, I did hark about me, now and oft, and with a new and strange fear­ful­ness of danger, be­cause that now mine Own was giv­en un­to my charge; and surely my heart would break, if that there came any hurt un­to her.

			Now, of a sud­den, the Maid did make as that she would rise, and I loosed free from her, to give help. And she gat me by the hand, and slipt sud­den to her knees, and did kiss my hand, and did be­gin again to weep. And surely I was so ut­ter abashed that I stood very stu­pid and let her do this thing. But in a mo­ment I drew free from her; for this thing might not be. And I gat me to my knee like­wise be­fore her, and took her hands, and kist them once, newly humbled, as it were; and thus should she know all that was in my heart, and of mine un­der­stand­ing. And she did but sob the more; for she was so weak, and ut­ter moved un­to me, be­cause that I had come to her through the night of the world. And this thing I knew, though no speech had yet past between us. And I gave up her hands, lest she need them for her tears; but she left them to lie in my palms, as she did kneel there; and she bowed her head a little over her weep­ing; but did show that she was mine, in ver­ity, un­to the very es­sence of her dear spir­it.

			And I took her in­to mine arms, very gently and without caress; but presently I stroked her hair, and called her Naani and Mirdath, and said many things un­to her, that now I scarce do wot of, but she did know them in the after time. And she was very quiet in mine arms, and seem­ing won­drous con­tent; but yet did sob on­ward for a great time. And oft did I coax her and say vague things of com­fort, as I have told. But truly she did ask no more com­fort at that time than that she be sheltered where she did be. And truly she had been lone­some and in ter­ror and in grief and dread, a great and hor­rid time.

			Now, presently, she was grown quiet; and I made to put her com­fort­able in the cloak against the rock, that I should have free­dom to make her more of the broth. But yet she did nestle un­to me, with a little sweet wist­ful­ness, that made warm my heart in a most won­drous fash­ion; for surely she was mine Own. And she to be­gin to say odd words to me. And so to have gentle obed­i­ence, and to rest quiet against the rock, the while that I did make the broth. Yet ever her gaze did fol­low me, as I knew; for I must look oft her way.

			And I took the broth to her, and she drank it, us­ing her own two hands; and I sat by, and eat three of the tab­lets and drank some of the wa­ter, for truly it was a fool­ish great time since last I had eat.

			Now, in a while, the broth did make bright the eyes of the Maid, and she did be­gin to talk; and at whiles had pauses, be­cause that she lacked of strength, and there was more to be told than an hu­man may have the heart-strength and cun­ning to make plain. And twice she did come again to sob­bing; for, truly, her fath­er was dead and the Peoples of the Less­er Re­doubt all slain and dis­persed through the night of that Land.

			And I learned that an Evil Force had made ac­tion upon the Peoples with­in the Less­er Re­doubt; so that some, be­ing ut­ter weak by reas­on of the fail­ing of the Earth-Cur­rent, had opened the Great Door, and gone forth in­to the night. And im­me­di­ately there had come in­to the Less­er Pyr­am­id, great and hor­rid mon­sters, and had made a great and bru­tish chase, and had slain many; but some had es­caped forth in­to the night.

			And with these had come Naani, after that her fath­er, the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan, had been slain by a shaggy man, very bru­tal and mon­strous. And there had been three maids with Naani, when that she made es­cape in­to the night; but there had come cer­tain creatures upon them, as they did sleep among the bushes, and had stolen two, and the oth­er maid had run off, as did Naani, and they had neither met the oth­er any more.

			And this dread­ful hap­pen­ing un­to the Peoples of the Less­er Re­doubt, had been a great while gone, as it to seem to her; but she had no means to tell me how long this time should be; for, in ver­ity, how should she make a count. Yet had it been a dread long while un­to her; and I found presently, that she had been lost through all that time that I did make my jour­ney un­to her; for, in­deed, this thing I dis­covered by ask­ing con­cern­ing my call­ings un­to her. And she had heard none that did come to her, in any time since she had es­caped out of the Lost Refuge in­to this dread­ful Land.

			Yet, in ver­ity, oft had she cal­len un­to me, un­til that her heart did grow sick with the des­ol­a­tion of her lone­some­ness and her ut­ter for­sake­ness. And her call­ings had told un­to the Evil things of the Land that she did be in this part and that; for there had come things and beasts in search for her; but hav­ing the gift of the hear­ing, she had known of their ap­proach, most whiles, and had come free from them; yet oft-times with piteous and fear­ful run­nings and hid­ing among the rocks and the bushes, so that she had grown af­ter­ward to make no call­ing un­to me, save odd whiles, lest she bring the mon­sters upon her. And, in­deed, as you do know, naught had come plain un­to me, for she was so ut­ter weak that she had no power of her brain-ele­ments to send the Word afar or the tellings of her spir­it.

			And be­cause that she was so sorely chased, she had come nigh to be na­ked, even as I found her; for the bushes and the rocks had torn her gar­ments from her, and she had naught with which to make any prop­er mend­ing of them. And for food she had eat the moss upon the rocks, and odd strange ber­ries and growths, and had drunk of the wa­ters of the hot springs; and oft had she been made ut­ter sick, be­cause of the sul­phur, or some­what, of the wa­ter and, maybe, the pois­on of odd plants. Yet, as I did think, it was like that the first did save her life from the second; but in this thing I do make only a guess­ing.

			And in all that dread­ful time, since that she had come to be quite alone, she had heard a score drear things; for there had been once the slay­ing of a young maid nigh un­to her, by some Brute out in the dark­ness of the Land; and thrice and more had she heard the feet of people run­ning this way and that, and the tread of gi­ants pur­su­ing. And by this telling I did un­der­stand those things which mine ears had told to me as I did go across that Land, and surely a new pity and sor­row and hor­ror did come up­ward with­in me. And the Maid told me how that she came once upon cer­tain of the Peoples of the Less­er Re­doubt, as they did hide among the bushes; but they ran, with no heed to her call­ings that she did be hu­man, even as they; and by this is it plain the sore and dread­ful pan­ic that was upon the hearts of such.

			And the bit­ter chill of the Land had made her to strive al­way to be nigh un­to the fire-holes that were very plen­ti­ful; but even as this did be need­ful un­to her, so was it a thing that drew the Mon­strous Brutes of that Land, even as I had found in the Night Land, and in the Up­ward Gorge. And be­cause of this, she was oft made to stay afar off in the ut­ter cold of the night.

			Yet, in truth, odd whiles she did be so des­per­ate, that she would make the ven­ture, and so may­haps have a time of warmth; and be­cause of this, she had been nigh slain in her sleep, twice and thrice. Moreover, there were snakes about the fires, though not over-plen­ti­ful in all parts, and there did be spider-crabs and mon­strous scor­pi­ons.

			And, in­deed, even as she had lain by the fire-hole, very weak and seem­ing near un­to her death, even this time when my call had come un­to her to stir her un­to life and bit­ter know­ledge of des­pair, even then was she all sur­round by creatures that were like to crabs, that did squat all about her, and did but wait for her to die; so that she had been feared to sleep, lest they des­troy her in her slum­ber.

			And by this thing, she had known that her death was surely nigh; and lo! out of all the night of the world had come the beat of the Mas­ter-Word, strong and power­ful, beat­ing as a low and spir­itu­al thun­der out of all the dark of the night. Yet had she thought of me, only as speak­ing from the far-off Mighty Pyr­am­id; so that the cry had brought naught of hope un­to her, but only a new­er and more known des­pair. And, be­hold, in a little minute, there had come her name, spoken surely with the tongue; and a name that was dif­fer­ent from the name that my spir­it had said after the beat of the Word. And im­me­di­ately, I had come out of the bush, and she had fallen back in a sud­den great fear that a mon­ster was stolen upon her; and then did see a young man in grey ar­mour, and did know in one in­stant that I was that olden one of her memory dreams, and the one that had spoken un­to her in the spir­it across half of the dead world, as it did seem. And now was I come through all that un­known des­ol­a­tion and af­fright, to suc­cour her. And she was im­me­di­ately safe; but yet all broken be­cause of her weak­ness and her ut­ter joy and her sweet hon­our for me.

			And this is the chief of that which she did tell un­to me; and the way that she had seen and did re­gard the mar­vel of this our com­ing to­geth­er. But, surely, no man was made ever to be worthy of the way that she did look upon me, or of the words that she did say un­to me in her weak­ness and hap­pi­ness. Now, with the Maid hav­ing speech con­cern­ing the spider-crabs, I lookt presently well around, and surely, in a minute, I saw that they were not gone away; but did be a circle of si­lent and stead­fast watch­ing and im­pudence and hor­ror all about us. And surely this thing put an an­ger and dis­gust upon me; so that I gat to my feet, and went un­to the bor­der of the light, and I spurned this little mon­ster and that, and did truly kick maybe a dozen, be­fore that they were con­tent to be gone. And by this thing shall you know of their calm and fool­ish as­sur­ance; but yet were they seem­ingly without cour­age; for they made not to at­tack me. Yet a true crab of this day been wish­ful to pinch me, had I put my toe forth un­to it.

			Now, I went back to the Maid, and she did laugh with a little, weak glee­ful­ness; so that I per­ceived that she was like to be a very joy­ous maid­en, if but I did have her in health. And I made her an­oth­er cup of the broth, and she drank it very easy. And af­ter­ward, I made a very stern and play­ful or­der that she must sleep, and, in­deed, she to need it sore, for she was gone again from her ex­cite­ment, and her weak­ness upon her; yet very happy and con­tent and without fear.

			And I made a smooth place for her, and put the pouch and the scrip to be for a pil­low, and I did lay her there very quiet and sweet in the cloak, and covered her feet; but, in­deed, I saw first that they did be sore cut and without any gear to them; so that I per­ceived that Mine Own had worn out her foot-gear ut­ter in her lone­some jour­ney­ings, and in run­ning from Brutes that did come to find her. And so I to know more in the heart, some­what of the true dread­ful­ness and fear that had com­pan­ioned Mine Own. And I was minded then that I would wash and bind up her feet; but yet was she so ut­ter worn, that I did prefer that she sleep so soon as she might, and af­ter­ward, when she was come wake­ful again, then should I take a prop­er heed of her feet. And truly, they were very small and shapely.

			And presently, she slept; and, surely, I doubt wheth­er she had slumbered so peace­ful and prop­er for a great month; for she nev­er to have known when any evil thing should come upon her in her sleep. And this to be a very dread­ful feel­ing, as you do know well; for you do know how I had been in this same mat­ter.

			Now, while Naani did sleep, I stript off mine ar­mour, and took off mine un­der-suit, which was named the Ar­mour-Suit, and a very warm and prop­er gar­ment, and made thick that it should ease the chafe of the ar­mour. And af­ter­ward, I put on the ar­mour again; but the suit I fol­ded, and laid be­side the Maid; for, truly, she was nigh un­clothed, by reas­on of the bushes and the rocks, that had rent her gar­ments all-wise.

			And I stood watch for the Maid, the while that she did slum­ber; and surely she went ten long hours. And I walked upon this side of the fire-hole and now upon that, and did oft cease, that I might hearken both with mine ears and with my spir­it; for, truly, I was all wakened to a new care and de­light, and did have a fresh and doubled fear of any Hor­rid Creature or Force of Evil. And this shall be very plain to you.

			And in the end of ten long hours, the Maid wakened, and I ran to her all joyed that she was come again to know­ledge and to be that I could talk with her.

			And she sat up­ward and looked at me, and there was new light and move­ment in her, so that I knew her strength was come back in­to her. And for a little minute, she said naught un­to me, the while that I did ask how she did be; and she lookt at me very keen, so that I wondered some wise in a daze, what was in her mind.

			And she askt me, of a sud­den, how long it did be since that I had slept. And hav­ing not thought to put away her ask­ing, be­cause that the ques­tion was over sud­den, I said four-and-eighty hours, which should be three days and the half of a day of four hours and twenty; and this thing I knew, be­cause that I kept al­way a very care­ful count­ing of the hours, lest that I get all adrift, and know not how long I was taken to come to this place and that.

			And, truly, even as I told this thing to the Maid, I was grown very quaint in the head; for, in­deed, I was gone a won­drous while without slum­ber, and had done much and bit­ter work in that time; and be­fore then had been much lack­ing of rest, as you do know.

			And, sud­den the Maid cried out some­thing, and tost the cloak from her, and had me in­to her arms, and did heed not to have any fool­ish shame of her na­ked­ness. And, in ver­ity, I knew not how I was gone so strange; but do see now that I was nigh to swoon for lack of slum­ber and rest.

			And she kept me very steady for a little, and af­ter­ward helped me to be laid upon the ground; and she put the scrip and the pouch un­der my head; and so I did lie very calm and rest­ful, and did be the more so, be­cause that I was grown so tired in the heart, the which did make my head to be very husht, as that all the world was grown very quiet in a mo­ment.

			And the Maid did mind then that she did lack to be prop­erly covered, and she gat the cloak, and put it about her, and did af­ter­ward sit a little be­side me, and did rub my hands. And presently, I was some­thing more to my­self, and she did grow more happy of her mind, and made to give me some­thing for my stom­ach; for, in­deed, I was grown those late hours to be fool­ish and to have no wise­ness to prop­er eat­ing.

			And she did lift my head, the while that she did take the scrip from un­der, and kept me very sweetly upon her knee, and so un­til she had gat free a pack of the tab­lets, and the flask and the cup; for I had put all mat­ters back in­to the scrip be­fore Naani had gone un­to sleep, and be­cause of this, I had not been able to eat or drink aught, save by waken­ing her, as you per­ceive; for, in­deed I had put the scrip and the pouch un­der her head for a pil­low, as I have told.

			And she would not bide that I should do aught; but only did ask con­cern­ing the mak­ing of the wa­ter, and was won­drous amazed to see how the powder did fizz up and be­come wa­ter; and in­deed, she had too much in­to the cup, for, truly, it rose up and ran to the ground. And when she had done thus, and ceased to mar­vel, she put three of the tab­lets in­to the wa­ter, and made me a broth, even as I had made a broth for her; but, in­deed, I was in no need, and had done very well to eat the tab­lets and drink the wa­ter. Yet, truly, I was not wish­ful to lack the love of her way, as you may think.

			Now while I did drink the broth, I did be very rest­ful upon the earth, and mine head against mine own Maid; and I did mind me now that I tell her con­cern­ing the Ar­mour-Suit that I did mean for her wear.

			Yet I said not that I had stript it from me, for then she had been like to say nay, and to trouble that I was like to come to a chill, as is the way of a wo­man. But, in­deed, I might so well have told her, for truly, she did know on the mo­ment, and set to a little un­to weep­ing; yet very gentle and sweet, and did kiss me as I lay there, and say such things as should make a young man the bet­ter to have heard, if but that his own dear Love doth say the same.

			And she would no­wise wear the gar­ment; but yet in the end I pre­vailed by gentle reas­on­ings and be­cause that I was her mas­ter, as I was born to be; and moreover, her own sweet sense did show that I spoke for wis­dom; for how should she come through all the bit­ter way be­fore, if that she had not a strong and close-made gar­ment; and as you do mind, her cov­er­ings did be in ut­ter rags, as I have told; yet very sweet and clean, as I had known; so that I ween she had stript oft in the lone­some night, and washt her gar­ments in this or that hot spring of the sul­phur wa­ters and oth­er mat­ters.

			And, in ver­ity, al­way she was much giv­en to wash­ings, as I did soon per­ceive.

			Now, presently, I did be very well again; but with a sore slum­ber that did press upon my head. Yet, ere I should sleep, I did mean that I bathe her feet and bind them with oint­ment and with my pock­et-cloth; and truly her feet were very small and pretty.

			And I sat me up, talk­ing my head from her knee; and told her of mine in­tent. But, in ver­ity, she did but throw her arms about my neck and give me one lov­ing kiss, and laught so hearty that I did think to do this thing when in­deed she was the bet­ter able to mind it, and I the bet­ter suited to have me to my rest. And, surely, this was very true, and I made no ado, save to give her the oint­ment; but lay back, and did be quiet.

			Now I did be upon my right side, and she went to my back, and took the cloak from about her, and spread it upon me, and af­ter­ward sto­opt over very dainty, and kist me, and bade me to go very swift to my sleep, for that she did mean to make her toi­let and to get in­to mine Ar­mour-Suit.

			And I made no fool­ish­ness in this mat­ter; yet told her to ease the cloak a little about me, so that I should have room to take the Diskos from my hip; and this thing I did, and took the Diskos to my breast, as was my habit; and surely I saw that her eyes did look at me with a little shin­ing, be­cause that I had so strange and fierce a bed-mate.

			And I made her to prom­ise that she keep a very keen hark­ing, the which was like that she should do, and to call me on the in­stant that she did per­ceive any un­ease in the night. And after that, I shut mine eyes, that I should not shame her, and put out mine arms, and kist her once and turned from her un­to my slum­ber; and she away to my back that she might be mod­est to her needs.

			And surely, I was asleep in but a little mo­ment, and with a great love and de­light in my heart and in all my be­ing.

			And, truly, I waked not for twelve great hours. And when that time was gone, lo! I came awake, and surely the Maid did sit be­side me, so bonny, and so win­some and pretty that mine arms went un­to her in a mo­ment, and she in­to them, and gave me a lov­ing and tender kiss; and af­ter­ward slipt away from me, very sens­ible and lov­ing; and did stand up and turn about to be lookt at. For she did wear the Ar­mour-Suit, and surely it was loose upon her; but yet very pleas­ing, be­ing close-knit. And I to my seat, from ly­ing, that I might see the Maid the bet­ter. And, in ver­ity, I must kiss her again; for she did be with her hair all about her, that she look pretty un­to me; and her little feet did be bare, and so that they made my heart new tender to look upon them; for truly she was ut­ter lost of foot-gear. And I to my knee to her; and she, not to deny me, did come to be kist again.

			Now when I found how great a time I had slept, I did scold Mine Own; but yet, as she did say, I must have long slum­ber if that I go so long wake­ful, else should I lose my strength. And I askt how oft she had eat, and she told me but the once, and that six hours off.

			And on this I did scold again; but surely she put a very pretty fin­ger sud­den upon my lips, so that I might do naught but laugh, and kiss that same fin­ger.

			And, after that, we did eat and drink, and made plans. And once I did com­fort the Maid; for, in­deed, her sor­row did rise in her, be­cause that her fath­er was come un­to his death, and the Peoples of the Less­er Re­doubt all des­troyed, and adrift in the night amid the mon­sters of that Land.

			And, in ver­ity, I was set that we go quickly out of that place, ere there came an hor­rid De­struc­tion upon us; and, surely, there should scarce be any hu­man, be­side, in all that Land; for there must have come death upon the chief of those that did make es­cape.

			And after we had eat and drunk, I did count the packs of the tab­lets, and was thank­ful in all my be­ing that I had been care­ful and denied my belly; for I did per­ceive that there were left enough for our needs, if that we made a good speed, and did not fear to be empty. And of the wa­ter-powder, as it might be named, there were left two full flasks, and some­what of that one that I had drunk from, all my jour­ney­ing. And by this thing you shall per­ceive that we did not be like to die for the need of such mat­ters.

			And here, as it doth oc­cur un­to me, I do pon­der how it did be that we had no thought to slay any small creature for our food; but, may­hap, we had no know­ledge this way; for surely, they did not this thing to my know­ing in the Mighty Pyr­am­id. But yet, as I have said be­fore this, I have not all know­ledge of the do­ings of the Peoples. But, in ver­ity, I nev­er saw joint meat in all the time of that far Life that I do wot of. Yet, had we but slain some­what for our hun­ger in that great wan­der­ing, we had been less empty in the belly.

			Now, be­fore that we should do aught be­side, we must con­trive that Naani have some gear for her feet; and to this in­tent, I did make a search in­to the pouch, and surely I found that there did be a change pair of in­ner shoes, that were made to go with­in mine own shoes of the grey met­al.

			And at this I was won­drous glad, and did make the Maid to sit upon a little rock, while that I made a fit­ting of the shoes. And, surely, they did be ut­ter big and clumsy upon her little feet; so that I was in sur­prise to know how great is a man, be­side a Maid. But in the end I had a cun­ning thought, for I cut off all the side of a strap, through­out the length of the strap, very thin and care­ful, and so had a lace to tie the boots around the tops, which were soft and easy for such a pur­pose. And after that, I stood away to look at the Maid, and neither she nor I were truly pleased; for, in­deed, she was too pretty to be so hid and muffled. Yet were we glad oth­er­wise; for now she might go without hurt to her feet.

			And af­ter­ward, we packt our gear, and she did make a bundle of her torn gar­ments; for, truly, they might be prop­er some­wise to our need. And so we to be­gin the way out of that Des­ol­ate Land.

			And we went for­ward to­geth­er across the Land, and the jour­ney was no more a wear­i­ness, but of a close and sweet joy; yet did I have a new anxious­ness, as you do per­ceive, lest that any mon­ster come to harm Mine Own.

			And we went twelve great hours in the bed of the olden sea, and did eat twice in that time. And surely the Maid did grow ut­ter weak and weary; for she was not come prop­er un­to her strength; yet did she make no odd say­ing to tell me of this thing. But in­deed, I did know; and I stopt in the thir­teenth hour, and took her in­to mine arms, even as I should carry a babe; and I went for­ward with her, and did hush her protest­ing with a kiss, and af­ter­ward she did but nestle un­to me and shel­ter against my breast.

			And I bade the Maid to sleep; but, in­deed, she had no power to this end, for her body did ache very sore; but yet did she strive to give me an obed­i­ence in this thing. And in the eight­eenth hour, when that I stopt to have food and drink, surely she did be awake, yet had she been ut­ter si­lent; and I made to scold her; but she gat from mine arms, and did go up­ward upon her toes, and put her fin­ger against my lips very naugh­tily. And af­ter­ward she did be im­pudent un­to me, and did deny me to kiss her. But she went un­to my back, and did open the scrip, and gat me to my food, even as a quiet and prop­er wife should go. As she did be so sed­ate that I knew she had mis­chief her heart of harm­less kind.

			But af­ter­ward this did pass sud­den in­to weep­ing; for she had a quick and sore memory of her fath­er and of the De­struc­tion; and I took the Maid in­to mine arms, and did let her be there very gentle, and made not to kiss or to com­fort her; but yet to give com­fort.

			And presently she ceased from weep­ing, and did slip her hand in­to mine, and I to keep it with­in, very soft and quiet; and af­ter­ward, she began to eat her tab­lets, yet al­ways she did be very husht; so that I did be quiet also, and feel as that my love did be round her as a shield. And I knew that she had know­ledge of this thing in her heart.

			And oft I harked in­to the night of the Land; but there was nowhere any sound, or dis­turb­ing of the æth­er, to trouble me. And the Maid in mine arms did know when that I harked; for in ver­ity, she had the Night-Hear­ing and the un­der­stand­ing spir­it that doth be need­ful to such. And odd whiles did I look down to her through the gloom that did be about us; and presently I did per­ceive that she lookt up to me, out of mine arms.

			And I kist her.

			Now, in all that day, we had come nowhere upon any fire-hole in the bed of the olden sea; and truly I did ache to be nigh un­to the warmth of such; for I did feel the cold of the Land, be­cause that I was weary, and be­cause that I had not the thick­ness of the Ar­mour-Suit be­low mine ar­mour to warm me.

			And the cloak did be about the Maid; for I had feared that she should grow cold as I car­ried her. Yet, now she did know subtly that I was come to feel the ut­ter chill of the Land; and she gat from mine arms, and put the cloak about me, and af­ter­ward came again in­to mine arms. And I let the cloak bide there, and drew it for­ward to be around her, also. Yet, truly, I was joy­ful that I did be cold, as you shall per­ceive. For it was sweet to the heart to bear some­what of that dread chill for Mine Own; and she half troubled and like­wise with un­der­stand­ing of my heart, be­cause that I was less clothed than I had been.

			Now, in a little while, the Maid did pack the scrip; and so we did make ready again to go for­ward, for I was grown anxious, as you may sup­pose, that we should come to some fire-hole, that we have a place for sleep that had warmth and light; for, truly, the cold of the Land did be drear and hor­rid.

			And I sto­opt to take the Maid in­to mine arms, that I should carry her; but she did say nay, that she did be well res­ted. And I not to gain­say her, for she did mean the thing, as I per­ceived, and I had no de­sire to force my way upon her, save when I saw truly that she did seem to go un­wisely. And, in­deed, when such did be the case I did strive with her, only with a nice reas­on­able­ness, as you shall know.

			And the Maid walkt by my side, and won­drous si­lent; but yet very nigh to me, so that I knew she did be very full of love to me, and of that quaint and sweet humble­ness that love doth breed odd whiles in a wo­man when she doth be with her man, if but that man be also her mas­ter. And presently, I per­ceived that the cloak did be over mine own shoulders, and I took it and would have put it about the Maid; but truly she did not al­low this; and when I did be stern with her, that she obey me in this mat­ter, she did stand upon her toes, that she might kiss me, and pulled my head down, and surely she kist me and coaxed me that I wear the cloak, else should I give pain to her, in that I did surely be cold be­cause she did wear the Ar­mour-Suit.

			Yet, I would not hark to this thing; so that the Maid did be truly in trouble. And first she made a threat­en­ing that she wear but her olden gar­ments that did be only rags, if that I did per­sist. But this I saw to be fool­ish­ness and scarce-meant, and did as much need to smile at her as that I did think to scold her; but I did be firm that she wear the cloak.

			And lo! she went sud­den in­to cry­ing; and this had been bey­ond my thoughts. And truly, it set me all adrift; for I per­ceived that she did be greatly dis­trest con­cern­ing this mat­ter, when I had con­ceived that she did but mean this thing for ten­der­ness’ sake. But mine heart helped me to un­der­stand, and I saw how she did be truly shamed, in her sweet wo­man­hood, if that I helped her not in this mat­ter; for she did feel that she was made to do hurt un­to that one that was her Love. And this thing I do pray you to think upon, that you un­der­stand; for, in­deed, un­til that I was made to think, I had not seen it this­wise, for her.

			And in the end, I came to agree­ment with the Maid, that we wear the gar­ment hour by hour, in turn; and she to wear it the first hour and I to wear it the second hour; and so to go for­ward.

			And truly, this did be an happy ar­ran­ging; but yet she stampt her foot a little, as I put the cloak about her. And thrice in the hour did she ask me con­cern­ing the time that was gone; and surely, when the hour was but up, she had the cloak off in a mo­ment, and went to my back and cast it upon my shoulders, and after to my front, and made it fast upon my breast; and so eager and naughty was she to this, that I took her by the shoulders, and shook her, some­what, even as she had made to stamp at me; yet may­haps with more of laughter. And she to take no heed at all; but to but­ton the cloak and be very sed­ate. Yet, in ver­ity, I caught her up in­to mine arms, and kissed her, for a sweet and naughty Maid; and she very will­ing, now that she had got­ten some­thing of her way.

			But yet in an hour, I did have the cloak about her, again; and so did straiten mat­ters, as you shall con­ceive.

			Now, when we had gone for­ward, through five great hours, I per­ceived that the Maid did be ut­ter worn, but yet did make pre­tence that she was un­wear­ied. And be­cause I saw how she did be, I did heed and be anxious only that we come to some rock, to be for our safe refuge, and may­hap there to find an hole or cave, that should be some­what to keep our heat about us; for there was nowhere any fire-hole anigh in all those hours.

			And presently, we came to a part where there did be rocks, and we went to and fro in the gloom, and came in the end to a place where the rocks did go up­ward in­to the night, as that it had been a small and an­cient cliff.

			And surely in a while I found a hole that did go in­wards of the rock; and the hole did be above mine head; yet when I was come to it, and had made the Diskos to spin therein, that I should have light to see wheth­er there did be any creature or creep­ing thing in the hole, I was well pleased; for truly it did be sweet and dry.

			Now the Maid had cried out a little to see the sud­den shin­ing that did come from with­in the hole, when I made the Diskos to spin, and be­cause of the low roar of the weapon. But I answered her that there did be naught to have fear con­cern­ing; and so was she peace­ful again, but yet a little trem­bling when that I came down to her; for, in­deed, the Diskos did make al­ways a strange sound­ing and a quaint and drear shin­ing, as you do know; and she did be feared for me that some Evil Force had come upon me out of the cave; for she had neither know­ledge nor con­ceiv­ing that ever there did be so won­drous a weapon in all the world.

			And I gave the Maid an help up­ward to the little cave, and came after, my­self; and so we did be in a very nice and cosy place, that did not be eas­ily got­ten at by any mon­strous thing. And surely I was ut­ter glad for such a place, so that both should have safety that we might sleep in the same hours.

			And, in truth, this was a need­ful plan; for if one had stayed wake­ful to keep a watch for the oth­er, then had our sleep taken us double hours; and this thing might not be, else should our food be done, and we to be twice so long as need be, ere ever we did come un­to the refuge of the Mighty Pyr­am­id; and I ut­ter wear­ied and anxious of the heart and spir­it that I bring Mine Own soon un­to the safety and glory of my Mighty Home, and so free from the De­struc­tion that did hang above our two souls for ever in that Land, and the per­il that did be every­where, save in the Last Re­doubt.

			Now when we were come in­to the hole of the rock, the Maid did slip the scrip and the pouch from my shoulders; and she gat out the tab­lets, and made some of the wa­ter, and did be very swift and natty, and all to the des­pite of the gloom that did be ut­ter in that little cave.

			And we eat each of us two of the tab­lets and drank some of the wa­ter; and I made jest with the Maid how that the tab­lets did be prop­er for strength, yet very lack­ing to fill the belly; though, in­deed, I named it oth­er­wise.

			And she to agree, and did pat mine arm, and did tell me how that she should cook me a mon­strous tasty and great meal when that we were come un­to the Mighty Pyr­am­id. And im­me­di­ately af­ter­ward, she did make to laugh upon me, and to name me im­pudently for so much thought un­to my feed­ing; and af­ter­ward again to si­lence, and to pat­ting my hand.

			Now, when that we had made an end of eat­ing and drink­ing, I was very ready for sleep; for, truly, it was six and twenty great hours since that I did last slum­ber; but for the Maid it did be eight and thirty great hours; for, as you do mind, she had made no sleep­ing when that she did lie in mine arms for six hours of our jour­ney­ing.

			And I made how we should sleep; and put the cloak about the Maid; but surely she did re­fuse, very piteous, and seem­ing to have also some­what of doubt and puz­zle­ment. But in this thing I did be very stern and in­tend­ing; for she did not be over-warm clad, as you do know, and moreover, she was but a little One, while I did be won­drous hardy.

			And, in ver­ity, I made her to obey, and gave her the scrip and the pouch for her pil­low; and she, as it did seem to me, to sob to her­self a little in the gloom of the night. But yet did I stay my heart a little stern to mine in­tent. And I wrapt the cloak about her, and set the scrip and the pouch very nice be­neath her head; and af­ter­ward, I knelt over to kiss her, be­fore that I came un­to mine own slum­ber. Yet did she turn her mouth from me, and did put her hand above her face to ward me off, the which did grieve me; for truly, I did heed al­way that I should nev­er thrust my love upon her in her lone­some­ness; but only let it be to her for a shield and for all com­fort un­to her heart.

			And I turned my back, and went a pace away and lay down; for truly there did be no way else but to be near un­to the Maid, for it was but a little cave. And I lay very husht, be­cause that I was so sore in the heart. Yet, truly, I could not come un­to my slum­ber, for I was so dis­turbed in my love; and I stayed very quiet maybe for a great hour; and did fight that I shake not mine ar­mour to jinglings with the ut­ter cold that did make me to tremble. But the Maid did sleep very sweet and calm, as I per­ceived by her breath­ings.

			Yet, in ver­ity, the Maid did be so much awake as I, and with some sweet and naughty in­tent of the heart, as my spir­it did sud­den per­ceive. And I lay very husht, and did wait to dis­cov­er what this thing might be.

			And I made my breath­ing to seem as the breath­ing of one that did sleep, even as that naughty Maid did make pre­tend­ing. And surely, in a while I did know that she moved very quiet, and came un­to me; and I made yet that I slept very sound and strong; though the cold did nigh to con­quer all my quiet­ness.

			And in a mo­ment I per­ceived the in­tent of the Maid; for I did feel the cloak spread over me with a won­drous gen­tle­ness; and af­ter­ward there did be a soft kiss put upon my hand; and the Maid back then to her pil­low; yet, as I did hear, she brought it some­thing more nigh to me; as that she did crave to be near un­to me that was her own Love.

			And I sat up, and I put forth my hands sud­denly and took the Maid in­to mine arms; and she to nestle un­to me so that I did be word­less, be­cause that I loved her so ut­ter.

			And presently, I felt her to stir in mine arms; and I loost her some­what; for I did be al­ways very mind­ful that I im­pose not upon her dear liberty of maid­en­hood. Yet she made not to go from me, but only to gath­er the cloak about her; so that we did both be in the cloak. And she askt why this might not be; for surely it did be mad­ness that one should starve and the oth­er be very nice in warmth. And, in­deed, this did be but wis­dom; yet it might not come the first from me.

			And I said to Mine Own that this thing should be; and she reached out, and brought the scrip and the pouch, and placed them for a pil­low for my head, and told me that I should put my head there­on. And I askt her how this did be right; for she did need a pil­low the more than I. But she bid me to bide, and to have obed­i­ence in my turn. And when I was so, she spread the cloak over me, and af­ter­ward crept un­der, and did lie down be­side me, and did seem as that she was asleep in one mo­ment.

			Yet, though she did be so sed­ate and mat­ter-of-the-fact, as we do say, while that she was wake­ful, she did yet nestle un­to me very sweet and child­like in her sleep. And surely I did want to kiss her; but yet did re­frain from my love; for, truly, I did well that I treat her very gently, at such a time, as you do per­ceive. And, in ver­ity, such a Maid doth make a rev­er­ence in the soul of a man.

			Now, presently, I was gone over un­to sleep; and in sev­en hours I waked; and in that time had the Maid slumbered through eight hours; yet did I in­tend that she be not dis­turbed, un­til that we were aready to the jour­ney. And I slipt from un­der the cloak, and put it round her, very gentle. Yet it to be as she did miss me, even in her sleep; for it to seem to me that she put out her arms in the dark­ness, and she made a little moan­ing in her slum­ber. Yet, in a mo­ment, she did be quiet, and af­ter­ward I put the cloak about her again.

			And I went then to the open­ing of the little cave, and put forth my head, and lookt well about, and harked a long while; but there stirred noth­ing in the night there­about; neither did my spir­it wot of any mat­ter for trouble un­to us.

			And presently, I gat out two of the tab­lets; for, as you do know, the Maid had giv­en me the scrip and the pouch to be my pil­low, so that I had power to come at these mat­ters, without awak­ing her; but for her own part, as I did learn after, she had used her torn gar­ments to be for a pil­low; yet had made no ex­plain­ing, as you do mind; and surely this was one of her naughty whim­sies; and may­hap she had been so full of a play­ful hap­pi­ness—as doth take the heart be­times—that she had made a little mys­tery where there did be no mys­tery; and this but to re­lease her joy, and so to say mas­ter­ful things un­to me, out of her im­pudence; and af­ter­ward had meant that she tell me; but yet was gone un­to slum­ber, ere that she did mind her.

			Yet, since that time, a new thought hath come un­to me that she did mean in the first that she should come in­to mine arms to sleep, and thereby need no pil­low. But af­ter­ward, it may hap that she saw with a sud­den olden wis­dom, all in one mo­ment; and af­ter­ward did act lov­ingly, yet with un­der­stand­ing. And so did change from her in­tent; yet with no im­pro­per­ness of mod­esty; but only with a nice­ness of Sense, which she did make no talk of; but yet did have. And surely, how oft is a man thus wisely ordered, un­know­ing.

			And to cease from these think­ings, and to go for­ward, I eat two of the tab­lets, and af­ter­ward made some of the wa­ter. And lo! the fizz­ing of the wa­ter waked the Maid; and I knew that she reached out very sud­den to me; but af­ter­ward knew in a mo­ment what did make the sound, and that I did be up and mak­ing ready for the jour­ney­ing.

			And she gat up in the dark­ness, and said my name, and came un­to me, and kist my fore­head in the dark; and im­me­di­ately she ran her hands gently down­ward of my left arm, and when she came to the cup, she took it from me, and slapt my hand, very dainty. And af­ter­ward I knew that she took a sip from the cup, and then did turn that side to me, and so gave me to drink, and did scold me that I had not waked her to tend to my needs; for surely she did be Mine Own, to have her du­ties to me.

			And after that I had drank, she took the cup, and did fin­ish it; and she gat two of the tab­lets, as I did think, and came af­ter­ward and sat upon the rock to my side, and did nestle some­what against mine ar­mour, and took mine arm and set it about her; and so did make to eat.

			But first she put her tab­let un­to my lips, in the dark, that I should kiss it; and surely this was an olden way of Mirdath My Beau­ti­ful One; so that I did be all shaken of the heart. And I kist the tab­let; and im­me­di­ately she nestled un­to me, and did be­gin to eat.

			And truly it was as that Etern­ity had been rolled back­ward; for I had dis­covered the soul of mine olden Love in this dainty Maid to my side. Yet, in looks had Mirdath been of an ut­ter dif­fer­ing; but, in ver­ity Naani was won­drous lovely. But, though I to be so stirred, I did be si­lent; for my heart was very full of memory.

			And as the Maid eat, she slipt her fin­gers between mine, curl­ing them softly; and surely her fin­gers did be very little; and she stirred mine olden memor­ies again in this thing. And surely I was dumb be­fore my Memory.

			And presently, she put up the second tab­let, as I did think, that I should kiss it; and I kist it, as be­fore. Yet, ere she did be­gin again to eat, I did wot sud­denly that she hid some in­tent from me.

			And I caught her hand very quick in the dark; and her fin­gers did close upon the tab­let, very guilty; so that I per­ceived that I had guessed aright. And I opened her fin­gers; and I found that there did be but the half of a tab­let with­in her hand. And surely she had taken but that one tab­let, and had giv­en me the one end to kiss, and af­ter­ward the oth­er; so that I should sup­pose she did eat two prop­er and com­plete tab­lets.

			And I per­ceived that she had done this thing secretly, be­ing minded that if she eat al­ways but one tab­let, then should I nev­er lack, even if that we did be over-long com­ing un­to the Mighty Pyr­am­id.

			And I askt how oft already had she eat but one, for two. And she con­fessed in a very quiet voice that this did make the fifth time. And I was so angered, that I took her hand and whipt it thrice, so hard that she had screamed if that she had been any cow­ard. And she said noth­ing to me, neither went away.

			And she began again to eat the half of the tab­let, and did eat it from the oth­er hand, as I to be aware, be­cause that her left hand did be hurt. And she wept not, but was very quiet by me; and presently I knew that she kist the whipt hand secretly in the dark.

			And af­ter­ward, I put mine arm again about her; and she did be there in it, very sober and happy. And when she had made an end of the first tab­let, I gave her the second, and she eat it very quiet and con­tent.

			And presently I talked with her, and showed her how that this thing did hurt my heart, even as she had been hurt that I did be cold gar­men­ted, the while that she did be warm. And I showed her the wicked­ness that she had done, that she did play so fool­ish with her life and strength; and well might she be weak and all a-lack.

			Yet, did I think a little sweet im­pudence came in­to her, as I told her con­cern­ing her wicked­nesses. And I took her then in­to mine arms, and I showed her how that I knew all the un­selfish­ness and won­der of her heart; and I kist her, and truly her lips did have a lovely glad humble­ness as they came un­to mine; so that it was as that I had not kist her truly un­til that mo­ment. And I made her to prom­ise that she nev­er de­ceive me in such mat­ter again. And in­deed she prom­ised; but yet with no ready tongue.

			And af­ter­ward, we made prop­er for the jour­ney; and when we had got­ten our gear to­geth­er, I went down­ward of the rock, and gave the Maid help to come down. And when we did stand at last upon the bot­tom of the rock, I askt Naani how she did feel, and wheth­er her feet did hurt. And she answered that she did be very well and had no sore­ness in her feet.

			And we went for­ward then, and she close un­to me; and odd whiles with low speech, but more oft with si­lence, be­cause that we did need that we hark al­way for any danger or hor­ror; and also there did be so ut­ter a si­lence upon that part of the Land, which did be the bot­tom of the olden sea. And we eat and drank at the sixth and the twelfth hours; and in the fif­teenth hour, we came upon a great slope of the earth; and lo! it did be the far side of the sea. And we went up­ward for a long hour; and so came to the up­ward part, and did be able once more to look over the great­ness of that Land.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				The Home­ward Way

			
			Now, truly, it did seem very light, after the hor­rid and lone­some gloom that did lie all-ways in the bot­tom of the olden sea; and I saw that I was come out upon a part of the Land that did be surely to the right of that place where I made entry in­to the sea-bed, on mine out­ward go­ing. And there did be a great plenty of fire-holes, so that mine heart was warmed to see them; yet did I mind to be wary in com­ing un­to them; for, as you do know, there did so oft be life of this kind and that about these fires.

			And I lookt now down to the Maid, and she up­ward to me, and did come more anigh to me, and truly she did be most won­drous pretty and sweet; yet did seem very awear­ied and pale in the face; so that I made blame upon my­self that I had over­walked her; for, in ver­ity, I do think that I was so strong and hard as that I had been made from iron; and she but a dear and tender Maid. Yet did she re­fuse that I should so re­proach my­self; and did but stand anigh to me and look at me with eyes that were very beau­ti­ful. And so I put mine arms about her, and kist her; and af­ter­ward lookt again over the Land, that I should shape out our fur­ther jour­ney­ing.

			And from that place where I did stand, there spread out all be­fore me the blue shin­ing that I had seen from the mouth-part of the Up­ward Gorge; yet did it be a great way off. And, in­deed, I should tell you in this place, that it was by the glim­mer­ing of this shine with­in the sky of the night that I had steered, as we did come across the olden sea-bed. And, truly, it was but a broad thing to go to­ward; but yet did serve me, in that it told me that I went to­ward the far side of the sea-bed, and made not to go all about in blind circles in the night.

			And after that I had con­sidered a while, I did know some­what where the Gorge should be, and per­ceived that I should go un­to my left; but not over­much, for in­deed I saw the red-shin­ing of the gi­ants’ hole that lay at a great space that way; and surely I must go so that I missed the place of the gi­ants so much as I might, and in the same go­ing, come not overn­ear un­to the blue-shin­ing that lay be­fore me, across all the far part of that Coun­try; for, in ver­ity, I mis­trus­ted the place where that shin­ing did be.

			Now when I had gained some­what of know­ledge where should be found the Mouth of the Up­ward Gorge, I put mine arm about the Maid, where she did stand so nigh to me, and very husht, the while that I had lookt about. And I poin­ted out­ward over the dark Land un­to my left, and told her that the Gorge did be some­where that way, a great dis­tance off; yet ut­ter out of my sight, and only to be known that it did be some­wise there by the things that I did mind of, con­cern­ing my way after I came in­to the Land.

			Now the Maid, hav­ing stood very quiet, had lookt all that time about her; and so had come to some know­ing of the place where she did be in the Land, for she to know the land some­ways, as you shall think. And she askt me how I did mind to go; and truly I said, so straight as we might; but yet so that we come neither too nigh to the shin­ing nor to the great red fire-pit of the Gi­ants.

			And the Maid bade me to look in the way that I did mind to go; and I lookt, but yet there was noth­ing save, as they did seem, cer­tain fire-holes that had a green-shin­ing about them. And she set out un­to me then, how that there did go a tract of bad gas in that part of the Land, that should be ut­ter pois­on­ous un­to any; and this had been well known in the Less­er Re­doubt, by the read­ing of their in­stru­ments. And where the gas did go, there was there a green-shin­ing about the fire-holes.

			And she showed me how that the Place of the Gas went a great way un­to the North-West, so that I learned now some­what how the land did lie, as we do say in these days. And it was in all the North-West that the great blue-shin­ing did burn. And I askt Naani how they named this, and she told me by no name, save but The Shine.

			And Mine Own made very earn­est to warn me, re­gard­ing The Shine; and urged that we go no more that-wards than should be need­ful to our lives—the which, in­deed, was no wish of mine. And her reas­on to be that the Fixed Gi­ants did be with­in the bor­ders of The Shine, and all hid in the light there­of, save when the burn­ing mist did roll this way or that. And I took a great heed of this thing, and did guess that these Fixed Gi­ants were some­what even as the Great Watch­ers that were about the Mighty Pyr­am­id, as you do know. And im­me­di­ately I minded me of that ut­ter mon­strous face that I did see amid the bright smoke of The Shine, when that I came first in­to the Land; and surely this had been one of the Fixed Gi­ants, that Naani told me were Forces of great and very hor­rid Evil.

			And I askt Mine Own how far the Place of the Gas went across the Land; and she poin­ted and made fur­ther ex­plain­ing. And, in ver­ity, in the end, I saw not how I should come that way to the mouth of the Gorge, if that I would keep off-wards from The Shine. Yet, in a mo­ment, Naani askt me how I did come across the Land, when that I searched for her. And, truly, as I showed her, I had walked then by a sweet chance, or guid­ing, al­way upon the far side of the Place of the Gas, and so un­to the Olden Sea bed; and was in this way come free of the gas, and all un­know­ing of it.

			And at this telling, the Maid said that we go down­ward again in­to the bed of the Olden Sea, and walk some great hours be­low the shore, but in the way that should take us un­to the South-West, and so un­til we were come bey­ond the Place of the Gas. And af­ter­ward up again in­to the Land, and then to have an ut­ter cau­tion that we es­cape the watch­ing of the gi­ants who did be ever about the Great Red Fire-Hole. And by this plan very speedy to the en­ter­ing-part of the Up­ward Gorge.

			And, truly, this did be very good and sound, and such as I should have planned in a mo­ment; for, in­deed, I am not over-slow in such mat­ters; only the Maid did be very eager and quick; and it was very sweet to me that she should thus plan; for, in ver­ity, I loved al­way the sound­ing of her voice, and to hear her have speech and to plan and think, and so to show me the work­ings of her in­ward self and her dear qual­it­ies and hu­man nice­ness. And to have part and lot al­way with me in all things and think­ings.

			And, we shaped to this plan that Naani made; but at that time, as you do mind, it was some­what of sev­en­teen hours since last we had slum­ber; and the Maid was sore wear­ied, as I did see. And I showed to her how that it did be wise that we have our rest very soon, and so for­ward again in new strength and abil­ity.

			And the Maid did soon agree with me; for in­deed she was very weary; and we made it that we should ven­ture un­to one of the fire-holes that lay no great seem­ing away, a little upon our right, which was the North­ward-way of that Land.

			And we went to­ward the fire-hole; and, truly, it did be fur­ther off than we had thought; for it was a good hour be­fore that we came anigh to it; and, in­deed, it to prove a very great and red-glow­ing shine that went up­ward in­to the night, out of the hol­low place where it did burn among rocks.

			And when we were come near un­to it, I made a sign to the Maid that she be ut­ter husht; and I took the Diskos from mine hip, and went for­ward be­fore her; and af­ter­ward to my knees and hands, and beckoned back­ward to Mine Own, that she do like­wise.

			And we came this way to the edge of the hol­low-place where the fire-hole did burn; and so were able in the end to look down­ward. And truly it was a great fire that burned in the earth in that place; yet, as I per­ceived very swift, there did seem nowhere any mon­strous thing about the fire, the which set some peace upon mine heart; but yet not over­much; for it was come fresh upon me that we did well to stay afar off from the fires of the Land, in that it was about the fires that all liv­ing things did con­greg­ate.

			And I lookt a great time, and the Maid crept un­to mine el­bow, and lookt with me; and af­ter­ward we harked, very keen, in­to the night; but there was nowhere any trouble of the air or of the æth­er of the Land. Yet I spoke quiet with the Maid, and showed un­to her how that we did well to stay off-ward from the fires; but, truly, she was so ut­ter cold and chill, that she did beg that we go down by the fire-hole, even should it be that we stay no more there than should put a warmth through the ut­ter chill of our bod­ies.

			And, in ver­ity, I was so bit­ter cold that I was all weak to go be­side the fire; yet, truly, I do think that the shiv­er­ings of the Maid was that which did force my heart, to go against the teach­ings of my head; so that in the end, we came down in­to the hol­low, and very swift un­to the fire.

			Now, truly, it doth seem a strange thing to be so di­verse-minded as this, when that, as you do know, I had been so long a-search for a fire-pit; and may­haps you shall per­ceive the bet­ter how my heart and brain did be con­trary, when that I tell to you, now, how that I have be­lief that my spir­it did even then be subtly set to warn me. And, also, as all do know, it doth be easy to for­get this warn­ing and that of ex­per­i­ence; by which say­ing, I do mean that, oft as I had come to know the dangers that did be al­way about the fire-holes, yet when I did be far off from them, and Mine Own broken and a-shiver with the chill of the Land, the danger did seem but a small thing and afar off from my mind, and un­real; but the cold to be doubly real. Yet, when we did come even un­to the fire-hole, then did come again all about my heart the truth of those dangers that had seemed, but a while gone, so little. And, in­deed, I do hope you per­ceive me in this thing, and how that I strive al­way to set un­to you the ut­ter truth, so that you shall go with me all the way, and lend me your nice un­der­stand­ing.

			Now, when we were come down un­to the fire-pit, I went this way and that among the rocks that did be in the bot­tom of the hol­low, so that I should per­ceive wheth­er there did be any liv­ing creature there hid, that should may­hap come out, un­known, to work us harm.

			But, in­deed, I dis­covered noth­ing of any great­ness; yet I saw three snakes, and there were, be­side, two scor­pi­on-creatures, as I did name them, that neither went back­ward from me, nor came against me; but did bide where I saw them, each in an hole of the rock.

			And be­cause I had seen these things, I saw that we should not do wise to sleep nigh un­to the fire-hole; for the creep­ing things did mor­tally like the heat, and should be like to come upon us in our slum­ber. And, in­deed, this did but up­hold my cau­tion, that we should be well ac­tioned, if that we chose some oth­er part to our rest.

			Yet, as you shall sup­pose, I said naught un­to the Maid con­cern­ing the creep­ing and the pois­on­ous things; for I did mean that she have rest and hap­pi­ness the while that we did stay be­side the fire-hole; and af­ter­ward, I should tell her, and so she be the more ready to see the pro­per­ness that we go else­where to our sleep. But, as you to un­der­stand, if that she not to see wisely and be still in­tent to the fire-hole, I should have her to obey; for surely she was Mine Own, and I did love her and did mean al­way to have her to safety.

			Now, presently, the Maid was some­thing warmed, and af­ter­ward, she slipt the scrip from my shoulder, and so had food and drink very swift to my need.

			And we sat to­geth­er, and eat and drank; and the Maid very sweet and quiet, as she did be­gin to eat her second tab­let; and, truly, I had know­ing that she did re­mem­ber in all her body that I had whipt her. And, in­deed, she did be ut­ter mine.

			And oft as we did eat and drink, I lookt this way and that, so that no creep­ing thing should come anigh to us; and presently, when we had made an end of our food, the Maid saw that I did look about, and she then very swift to catch some of mine un­ease, and to stare over her shoulder. And, in­deed, in a little while she saw a snake go among the rocks; and she then to be very eager that we find some place that should be se­cure from creep­ing things. And we to be­gin then to look for such.

			But in the end, we stayed in the hol­low, for we found a little cave that did be in an up­stand­ing rock of the hol­low, and the up­stand­ing rock was, may­haps, an hun­dred good feet off from the fire; for the hol­low was very great. And the cave did be a hole that was thrice my height up from the bot­tom rocks; and it was dry and sweet and with no creep­ing thing with­in it, neither did there be any place to hide such therein.

			And when we were got­ten in­to the hole, surely it did be very sweet and cozy; for the shine of the fire-hole did shine therein; and surely we had felt it a very haven, but that there was ever the fear of the Land upon our hearts; and upon mine the more than upon the Maid; for, truly, Mine Own did seem to trust me ut­ter; and to seem that she feared not any evil mon­ster, but to have surety that I had power to suc­cour her in all ways. And truly this trust had been very sweet un­to my heart, if that I had lacked some­what of my ter­ror for the safe home-go­ing of Mine Own.

			And we slept that night as we had done be­fore, and shared the cloak over us; for truly, the fire-hole made no great warmth un­to us; yet was it less bit­ter in that part than in the dark­ness of the Land.

			And by that we had come un­to sleep, it was twenty good hours since last we had slum­ber; and truly we did be very wear­ied; but yet came un­to our rest with our spir­its set anxious to harken on danger the while that we did sleep.

			And we slept sev­en hours, and did know sud­denly of some mat­ter that had need to waken us; and lo! in a mo­ment I did wake, and the Maid in the same in­stant of time; and there was a great scream­ing and cry­ing out in the night, that surely af­frighted us both; yet did hurt our hearts the more; for it did be the ut­ter cry­ings and ter­ror of poor hu­mans in the night of that Land. Yet might I do naught; but only wait that I learn more of the mat­ter; for my duty was un­to Mine Own, and I had no leave of rash­ness any more.

			Yet, as you do sup­pose, I was all shaken to go down­ward of the rock, and af­ter­ward to climb out from the hol­low, that I should give some help un­to they that did need help; but yet might I not leave the Maid.

			And im­me­di­ately, there was a great roar­ing in one part of the night, and again an­oth­er roar­ing in an­oth­er part of the night; and lo! in a mo­ment the roar­ings did be answered; and the roar­ings were the sounds of big and husky voices; so that it did seem that we harked to men so big as houses that did run and shout in the night.

			And the Maid did be­gin to shake, and I put mine arm about her, and drew her back­ward in­to the hole so that she did be in­to the shad­ow; and she to tremble like one that was broken in cour­age; for, truly, she had heard those sounds oft in the night in all the long and dread­ful month that she had wandered.

			And, in­deed, I was all shaken in my cour­age; for it did be the shout­ing of gi­ants that I heard; and you do know some­what of the ut­ter hor­ror and ter­ror that did be al­way in the heart that did harken un­to those mon­strous voices, for you do know my tale.

			And there came in a mo­ment, a dread­ful scream­ing out in the night, and the scream­ing did be the scream­ing of a young maid that doth be slain very bru­tal. And my heart sickened, be­cause of Mine Own; but my spir­it did swell with a strange and ut­ter an­ger, as that it should burst my body. And the Maid to my side broke in­to an ut­ter sob­bing.

			And the scream­ing of the maid afar off in the dark did end very sud­den; but in a mo­ment there did be oth­er scream­ings in di­verse places, and the hoarse shout­ings of the great men and the thud­ding of mighty feet that ran this way and that, a-chase.

			And the cry­ings of the hu­mans came near­er, and the thud­dings of the great feet. And, in ver­ity, in a little minute, it did seem un­to me that the sounds did be right upon the hol­low; and I crept for­ward, and peered out. And I felt the night to be full of people run­ning; and im­me­di­ately there passed by the hol­low a clus­ter­ing of hu­mans that ran ever, and screamed and gasped and wept, pant­ing, as they ran. And the shin­ing of the fire-hole made them plain seen and clear, and they did be both men and wo­men, and were but in rags or ut­ter na­ked, and all torn by the rocks and the bushes, and did seem, in­deed, as that they had been wild things that did go by so swift and lost.

			And mine heart troubled me with the pain and long­ing that it did know; so that I had gone in a mo­ment after those people, but that I should leave Mine Own and put her to per­il. And even while that I felt so ut­ter in this thing, there came a great thud­ding of mon­strous feet; and there ran four great men out of the night, and went past the hol­low very quick. And three did be dull col­oured and seem­ing much haired and bru­tish; but the oth­er did be an hor­rid white, and liv­id-blotched; so that it did seem to my spir­it that there went by, a thing that did be a very man-mon­ster filled of un­whole­some life. And surely they did be gone from out of the shine of the fire, in one mo­ment, as we do say; and again in­to the night to their dread­ful chas­ing.

			And when the thud­ding of their feet had gone a long way off over the Land, I heard them bel­low­ing, and af­ter­ward a far away scream­ing, that did have a death note in it; and I knew that those dread­ful brute-men did be tak­ing the life from some poor wild hu­mans; and af­ter­ward there did be the si­lence again.

			And, surely, it did come to me with a fierce im­pa­tience of sor­row, that those people did be without spir­it of cour­age; else had they turned them upon the gi­ants, and slain them with their hands, even if that all had died to com­pass that slay­ing; for, truly, they should all die any­wise by the gi­ant-men; and they had died then with some­what to com­fort their hate.

			Yet, as I do know, the Peoples of the Less­er Re­doubt had long been born of par­ents that were starved of the Earth-Cur­rent through an hun­dred-thou­sand years and more, and be­cause of this thing, they did surely lack some­what in all ways. Yet was Naani oth­er­wise; but this not to prove aught, save the rule, as we do say.

			Now, sud­den, as I stooped very husht and troubled in the mouth of the little cave, I knew that Mine Own sobbed dryly in the back part of the cave. And I had gone to com­fort her, but that in the same mo­ment, I saw a na­ked maid run very swift over the edge of the hol­low, and did look over her shoulder, as she ran. And she came to the bot­tom, and crept in un­der a ledge of rock that did be in that place; and she did seem ut­ter worn, and gone of the spir­it, and des­per­ate. And I per­ceived in the same in­stant why that she did go stealthy and swift in that fash­ion, and to cower, as for her very life; for there came a squat, haired man, so broad as a bul­lock, who did come si­lent down in­to the hol­low, look­ing this way and that, even as a wild beast doth peer, very sud­den.

			And the Squat Man had in­stant know­ing of the place where the maid did be; and ran in upon her, with no sound.

			And I paused not; but leaped all the great way un­to the bot­tom of the hol­low, which did be, may­haps, twenty good feet and more; for mine an­ger was upon me, and I did mean that I save that one, though I did be power­less to give suc­cour un­to those oth­ers.

			And I fell strong upon my feet, and had no harm of my limbs, for all that the leap did be so high. And in that mo­ment, be­fore that I had time to save the maid, the Squat Man ript her; and she cried out once with a very dread­ful scream, and was sud­denly dead in the hands of the Brute-Man.

			And my heart made my blood to burn with wrath in mine eyes, so that I had scarce power in that in­stant to see the Squat Man, as I ran upon him. And the roar of the Diskos filled all the hol­low, as I made it to spin, as that it did rage with an an­ger, and to be glut of the Man.

			And the Man came round upon me; and thought, may­haps, to deal with me, as it had dealt with that poor maid, but not all that­wise, as you must know. And I swung the Diskos, and it did seem to sing and to cry eager in my hands. And I smote at the Squat Man, even as it did leap si­lent upon me, as a ti­ger doth leap, mak­ing no sound. But I gat not home the blow; for the Man dropt sud­den down upon the hands, and the blow went over­wards. And the Brute-Man caught me by the legs, to rip me; and I cut quick with the Diskos, and it did have but one mon­strous talon left un­to it. And im­me­di­ately, it cast me with the oth­er, half across the hol­low, and I fell with mine ar­mour clanging migh­tily, and the Diskos did ring like a bell.

			And by the gra­cious­ness of all good things, I was harmed not by that mon­ster throw; but was to my feet in one in­stant, and had not loosed the Diskos from my hand. And the Beast-Man did be upon me with two quick bound­ings; and I stood up to the Man, and it made no sound or cry as it came at me; and there did a great froth of brute an­ger and in­tent come from the mouth of it, and the teeth came down on each side of the mouth, very great and sharp. And I leaped and smote, so that my blow should come the more speedy, and the Diskos took away the head and the shoulder of the Squat Man; and the dead thing knockt me back­ward, with the spring that it had made; but it harmed me not greatly. Yet af­ter­ward I did know how sore and bruised I did be, in all my body and be­ing. And I came back very swift against the Man; but it did be truly dead and greatly hor­rid.

			And I went from the dead mon­ster, and did go, all heart-shaken, un­to the dead maid. And I took the torn body of the maid, very sor­row­ful, and cast it in­to the fire-hole.

			And I turned me then that I should look un­to the cave, that I should know that all did be well with Mine Own, and wheth­er she did have seen the hor­ror, or be gone in­to a swoon.

			And lo! Mine Own did run to­ward me; and she had in her hand my belt-knife which I did give her, be­fore that time, to be a weapon for her de­fence. And I per­ceived that she had come to be mine aid, if that I did need such. And she did be ut­ter pale, yet very stead­fast and not seem­ing to tremble.

			And I made to take her from that place; but she went bey­ond me, and lookt at the mon­strous bulk of the Squat Man; and was very si­lent. And she came back un­to me; and still so si­lent. And she stood be­fore me, and said no word; but my heart knew what she did be think­ing; for I am not fool­ish, to have lacked to know what did be in her heart; though mine ef­fort had not shown it­self that way un­to me, be­fore that mo­ment. And I had no pre­tend­ing of mod­esty, but re­ceived with glad­ness and a strange­ness of humble­ness the hon­our that her eyes did give to me; for, in­deed, she did be so, that she might not give word to her joy of me and her glad re­spect­ing, the which is so won­drous good un­to the heart of all men that do be lov­ing of a dear and hon­est maid.

			And she said noth­ing, neither then nor af­ter­ward; but I did be hon­oured all my life after, when that I did any­time mind me of the way that Mine Own lookt up­ward at me in those mo­ments.

			And af­ter­ward she did need and al­low her­self to come un­to mine arms, that I hold her from the trem­bling of heart which did come to her, after that there did be no need for cour­age; for surely we had both seen a very dread­ful thing, and there was a great hor­ror upon us.

			And I climbed up­ward again to the little cave, and did help Naani; and when we were come there again, we did rest awhile. And presently we eat, each of us, two of the tab­lets and drank some of the wa­ter, and in­deed we were both ut­ter thirsty.

			And in about an hour, after that we had harked very keen a time, we came down­ward again from the cave, and had our gear with us; and we came up out of the hol­low, and set for­ward with a great cau­tion un­to the olden sea-bed. And we came there in two long hours; for we went very slow and with con­stant hark­ings; for the fear of the mon­strous men was upon us. But there came no harm anigh, neither did we per­ceive any dis­turb­ance in the night of the Land.

			And we went down an hour in­to the olden sea-bed, and did go now the more swift; for our fear was some­thing eased from us, be­cause that we had come away from that place where we had per­ceived so great and dread an hunt­ing. But yet had we all care about us; for the gi­ants surely to be every­where in that Land; but yet, as I do think, they to roam more oft anigh to the fire-holes; for the hu­mans did surely wander in such parts, that they have warmth of the fires.

			And after we had gone down­ward an hour in­to the sea-bed, we turned some­what un­to the South-West, and went for twelve great hours, and did nev­er be any huge space from the shore; for it did run that way, as you do know. And I made to steer by the shin­ings of the Land, and with ad­vices from Mine Own.

			And in the end of the twelfth hour, I did count our dis­tance, mak­ing that we did walk some­what of a cer­tain speed; and by the tellings of the Maid, we did be surely come bey­ond the place of the Land where the Pois­on Gas did lie.

			And by this, it did be some­thing after sev­en­teen hours since we did sleep; and surely we did be very ready to have rest; for we had gone for­ward strongly, and with anxious­ness; and truly my hurts did be come upon me, so that my whole body did ache; for the quick fight had been bit­ter, and I had been thrown very hard and bru­tal; and, in­deed, it was won­drous that I had not been all smashed, only that the ar­mour did save me.

			And this doth show truly how hard and strong I did be; and Naani did speak upon this, and was oft a-won­der, and at that time did beg me that I make some rest to cure my hurts; for she had not con­ceived that a man did grow so strong and hardy; and, in ver­ity, the men of the Less­er Re­doubt did be soft-made and lack­ing of grim­ness, as I did per­ceive, both through my reas­on and from her tellings; for they did lack the strong life that doth breed where is the beat of the Earth-Cur­rent, as we to have in the Mighty Pyr­am­id. And this thing I have said some­wise be­fore this time.

			And be­cause that we did be so wear­ied, I said un­to Naani that we find a place for our slum­ber, and she very will­ing, as I have shown, and to coun­sel me like­wise.

			Yet did we search about in that gloom for a great hour more, and found no cave or hole to give us a safe refuge for our sleep.

			And when that we could not find such, I told Naani that we should put the boulders to­geth­er, some­what, and so have them about us, that we be greatly hid; and, in truth, even as I began to tell her my plan, she did have the same words in her mouth, so that we caught our little fin­gers, there in the dark of that grim Land in the end of the world, even as she and I had done oft in the early years, be­fore that etern­ity, when that she did be Mirdath the Beau­ti­ful. And we did both be si­lent, and after that we had wished very sol­emn and earn­est, we said each a name; even as lad and maid shall do in this age; and so to laughter and kist one the oth­er. And truly, the world doth seem not to al­ter in the heart, as you shall think. And this was what I did find.

			And we set-to, and gathered to­geth­er the boulders which did be very plen­ti­ful in that part. And she carry those that did be thin and flat, and I to roll those that did be great and round. And I made a place that did be long and nar­row; and af­ter­ward, I set the flat stones round the sides, that there be no little hole by which any creep­ing thing should come in­ward to sting us in our sleep.

			And af­ter­ward we gat in­side; and surely it did be very cozy, as we do say; but yet not so se­cure as I did wish, only that I could not shift to plan aught bet­ter. And, in­deed, it should keep off from us any small thing, and should be like to save us from any mon­strous Brute tread­ing upon us; but oth­er­wise, it did be but a poor af­fair.

			Now we eat two of the tab­lets, each, and drank some of the wa­ter, even as we had done in the sixth and the twelfth hours; and af­ter­ward we shared the cloak for our slum­ber; and we kist very sed­ate and lov­ing, and charged our spir­its that we wake if that any hor­rid thing should come anigh to us in our sleep; and af­ter­ward we did be gone very swift to slum­ber­ing, and suffered no harm.

			And I waked sev­en hours after, and surely I did ache very bit­ter, as I did move my body; for the bruis­ings did be got­ten hold of me.

			And I slipt away from the Maid, very gentle; for I had mind that she sleep a while more, as I did mean that we make a great jour­ney that day.

			And after I had harked a while, and per­ceived that there was no evil thing anigh, I went out­ward of the stones. And I walked to and fore and moved mine arms, that I be eased some­what of the stiff­ness and ache; but surely it did seem that many hours must go ere I should make any speed of travel; for I did be all clumsy and slow and nigh to groan with the pain of go­ing and aught that I did.

			And I minded me that I should do some­what to ease this thing, lest that I cause us both to come to an harm by stay­ing over-long in that Land.

			And I went back in­to the stones, and gat an oint­ment from the pouch, that I did carry. And surely the Maid did yet sleep. And I went out­ward of the stones, again; and stript off the ar­mour, and all my gar­ments; and I rubbed my body with the oint­ment, and surely the pain did be so that I groaned at this time and that; but yet must I rub good and strong so that I die not of the cold of the Land; and be­side I was greatly anxious to cure my­self.

			And sud­den, as I did rub very strong and sav­age, and heed­ing so well as I might that I groan not, the Maid did speak close be­side me. And, in­deed, she could see me but dimly, and had waked sud­den to hear my groan­ing, and I was not to her side. And im­me­di­ately she had thought that some evil thing harmed me, and was come in an in­stant that she be with me.

			And she cared not that I did be na­ked; but was ut­ter in an­ger that I strove to do this thing alone, and with none to aid me, and all un­covered to the chill of the Land. And she ran back in­to the stones, and brought the cloak and put it about me; and was so angered that she stampt, and had no im­pudence, but rather as that she did be minded to have tears.

			And she sent me back in­to the shel­ter­ing of the stones, and gathered mine ar­mour, and brought these things after me. But the Diskos I took in my hand. And she took the pot of the oint­ment from me, and made me to lie, and she rubbed me very strong and tender, and kept me warm with the cloak; and surely she was a wise and lovely Maid, and ut­ter Mine Own.

			And in the end, she askt me how I was, and I said that I did be dif­fer­ent; and she hur­ried me that I be clothed very quick; for she did be sore afraid that I should come to a chill.

			And when I was got­ten again in­to mine ar­mour, she came to me, and showed me where I did lack wis­dom, and spoke very straitly and gentle and ser­i­ous; and af­ter­ward kist me, and gave me my tab­lets, and to sit be­side me. And we eat and drank; and I with a new lov­ing­ness un­to Mine Own; and she some­what as that she did moth­er me; but when I put mine arm about her, she did be only a maid. And we did be thus, with but little talk and a great con­tent.

			And af­ter­ward, we gat our gear to­geth­er, and went from that little refuge that we had made; and in a while we did go up­ward out of the olden sea-bed.

			And when we were come again to the top of the shore, the which we did in two good hours, I lookt over the Land, a time, with Mine Own anigh to me. And I per­ceived that the Great Red Fire-Pit of the Gi­ants did be no mighty way off un­to the South and West; and surely in a little mo­ment, we saw that there went mon­strous fig­ures against the shine of the mighty fire-pit; and we sto­opt un­to the earth; for it did seem that the light did be like to show us stand­ing there, though truly we did be afar off, as you per­ceive. Yet, may­haps, you do share with us the ut­ter hor­ror and dis­tress that those hor­rid Men did cast about the heart, and so have a kindly un­der­stand­ing of our fear.

			And over all the Land, in this place and that, there did be the small shin­ing of little fire-holes and pits, that did be al­way red, save in that part where the Pois­on Gas did lie, the which we had now come safe past.

			And bey­ond the fire-holes, was the great Shine, that lay from the West un­to the North of all that Land; and, in ver­ity, we did need that we steer so that we come not anigh to it, neither un­to the Great Red Fire-Pit of the Gi­ants; neither un­to the low vol­ca­noes, which were bey­ond the Great Red Fire-Pit, as you do know, and some­ways un­to the Mouth of the Up­ward Gorge.

			And the way of our jour­ney was between the West and the South-West of that Land; and to be made with cun­ning and wis­dom, that we come clear of all un­seemly danger un­to Mine Own. And I askt her con­cern­ing this thing and that of the Land; and surely she told me so much of ter­ror that I was half in a won­der that ever I did live in the end to come un­to her.

			And it was be­cause of the things that she set out to me, that I per­ceived how we must come no­wise anigh to the low vol­ca­noes that were upon this side of the mouth of the Up­ward Gorge; for it had been known al­way in the Less­er Re­doubt that there went very hor­rid men in that part that did be called wolf-men; but wheth­er there did be any such thing in that age, she had no know­ing; for she told me the things that did be set down in the Re­cords and the His­tor­ies; and truly no man of the Less­er Re­doubt had found heart in a thou­sand great years to make a jour­ney­ing through the Land, for the de­sire of glad and dread­ful ad­ven­tur­ing, such as our young men did be oft set to; though it was not all such that went.

			And be­cause there did be no ad­ven­tur­ing for so mon­strous a space of years, there was no cer­tain new know­ledge of the Land of that age. And this thing is plain to you, and need­ing not of many words, which do so irk me.

			And Naani set out to me how that The Shine was con­ceived to be a land where Evil did live for ever, and whence came all those Forces of Evil that did work upon the Less­er Refuge. And af­ter­ward, she did quiet; so that presently I per­ceived that she did weep to her­self, be­cause that her memory was all new-stirred by my ques­tion­ings. And I took her very gentle in­to mine arms, as we did be there kneeled upon the earth.

			And after that time, I askt her no ques­tion, save as it did be need­ful to our health and life; yet oft did she tell me this thing and that of her know­ledge, to be for mine help and guid­ing.

			Now we went for­ward, go­ing a space to­ward the North-West, so that we come the more clear of the place where did be the Great Red Fire-Pit of the Gi­ants. And we jour­neyed with a care al­way that we show not ourselves over-plain un­to the light that shone over the Land from the great Pit; and oft we did creep a while over this stark place and that; and went nimbly amid the bushes that grew oft in great parts.

			And we made six hours this way, and did then have pause, that we eat and drink; and truly it was nine hours since first I did wake; yet had we made no paus­ing, be­cause that we were so set to our jour­ney­ing to come clear of the place where did be the Gi­ants.

			And after that we had eat and drunk, we went on­ward again; and made now un­to the South-West; for we did heed that we go no more un­to the North-West, be­cause that should bring us over-near to The Shine.

			And in the four­teenth hour of that day’s travel, we came to a part where the Land dipt down­ward in­to a broad val­ley; and surely it did be very dark down there, and did be seem­ing shal­low, yet truly of a great deep­ness; but we went that way, be­cause that it did be a weary long jour­ney to go around the place where the val­ley did be.

			And the Val­ley had a dif­fer­ent dark­ness from the gloom that went al­way in the olden sea-bed; for the gloom of the sea-bed did be ever of a grey­ness; but the gloom of this Val­ley had a great­er dark with­in it; yet did the air seem more clear.

			And we went down­ward three hours in­to the Val­ley, and stopt then that we eat and drink; and truly I had not paused then; but that Mine Own did in­sist; for our meth­ods did be like, else, to go all adrift, and we to be lack­ing of prop­er strength.

			And this was wis­dom of the Maid; but I to be a little irked-like and rest­less; and this may­hap be­cause that my blood did itch me, be­cause that it did be so full of the pois­on of my bruises.

			And it was gone now of sev­en­teen hours since last we did sleep; but yet did we be ready to go for­ward, that we come so quick as maybe out of the dark of that Val­ley; for there did seem nowheres any fire-hole to make a light; only that in this place and that, there did be a little blue shin­ing, as that there burned a strange gas in this part or that.

			Now, in two hours after the time that we did eat, we stopt, both of us, very sud­den; for there did be some vague and curi­ous sound in the night. And we went very swift to the earth, that we be hid, and harked. But did hear noth­ing.

			And in a while, we to go on­ward again; yet there did be an un­ease upon our spir­its; for our spir­its did per­ceive some­thing afar off in the night; but yet had we no surety in this mat­ter.

			And we went for­ward through a great hour more; and did pass in that time, two places where the blue-shin­ing did be; and truly it seemed as that a low gas hung to the earth in this part and that, and made a slow burn­ing, hav­ing neither noise nor spurt­ings; but slow, as that it did smoulder and be all to shine and lu­min­ous. And oft there did be a strong smelling of a bit­ter gas, very hor­rid in the throat.

			And in the end of an­oth­er hour, while that we were a space off from one of those gas-shin­ings, there went past us at a dis­tance, as it did seem people, run­ning in the night; as that they did be lost spir­its; yet with a rust­ling very soft; so that they did be like to be bare­foot.

			And I thought may­hap that these did be some of the Peoples of the Less­er Pyr­am­id; yet did they be only as that shad­ows went among the blue-shin­ings. And I pondered a mo­ment, wheth­er that I send my voice over the Val­ley, to ques­tion what they did be; but yet had cau­tion, and harked through the ut­ter si­lence of the night; for I had no surety of aught.

			And, surely, in that mo­ment that we harked very keen, there did be a sound afar off in the night of the Land; and it was as that we had heard the sound be­fore; and, in ver­ity, our spir­its had per­ceived the sound, those two hours back; and now our bod­ies did wot, and per­ceived that we had known it subtly be­fore that mo­ment. And the sound was as that some­thing went spin­ning in the night.

			And a very great ter­ror came upon the Maid; for she did know the sound; and the sound was that which did show that one of the great Evil Forces of the Land did ap­proach; and the sound had been known al­way in the Less­er Refuge to show this thing. And, in­deed, mine own spir­it had been half to know that a Power of Evil did come through the night; but yet was the as­sur­ance very ter­rible; for how should I pro­tect Mine Own.

			And the spin­ning came to­ward us, and was presently in the Val­ley; and it came swiftly across the dark of the Val­ley. And my heart was all broken with­in me, be­cause that there had been hap­pi­ness with us, but a little time gone; and now there did be our death anigh.

			And Mine Own gave me the knife that I had giv­en to her; mean­ing that I slay her, in the last mo­ment; for she did heed even in that mo­ment that she be not gashed hor­ridly by the ter­ror of the Diskos. And I took the knife. And I kist not Mine Own; but stood there, very shaken and des­per­ate, and gript her fast un­to me, scarce heed­ing the hard­ness of my gripe; and al­way I lookt un­to the way of the com­ing of the Sound. And presently did un­bare my wrist where the Cap­sule did be.

			And the sound of the thing Spin­ning came anigh, across the Val­ley; and my heart did dull and my spir­it go black with my des­per­ate­ness, be­cause that this thing must be, and be­cause that I could nowhere see hope that I should save Mine Own.

			And, of a sud­den, the Maid put up her arms, and pulled me down­ward, and kist me once on the lips; but I wot not wheth­er I kist her; for I did burn with des­pair and was all adrift in my be­ing. Yet was there a sharp com­fort that mine own dy­ing did be so nigh.

			And the Maid stood gently against me; so that she did be con­veni­ent un­to my hand. And af­ter­ward I re­membered this thing; and do you pray that you be nev­er to have such a mat­ter on your hearts! But, in­deed, there was a won­der in this thing, be­side the hor­ror; so that my memory doth be al­way know­ing of this won­der; and may­hap you do see with me, and love Mine Own also in your hearts. And in the mo­ment that the Maid stood thus, as I have told, I per­ceived sud­den that there did be a little glow­ing in the night, and the glow­ing was pale and hor­rid. And there was no more any sound of the Spin­ning; only there did be, as it were, the trunk of a great tree, that did show in the glow­ing; and the trunk of the tree came to­ward us across the dark­ness.

			And I turned the Maid from the Tree, and she did flut­ter a little in my hands, as I did know, scarce-know­ing; for she per­ceived that she did be go­ing to die in that mo­ment. And I had my body thus between the Evil Thing and the Maid. And lo! the Tree came no more anigh to us; but went back­ward, and the pale glow­ing did fade, and the Tree no more to be seen.

			And I cried un­to the Maid, very husky, that we did live; for that the Evil Power was gone off from us; but she answered not, and did be heavy against me. And I held her, and lookt al­way about us, lest the Tree come in upon the oth­er side.

			And, as I lookt this way and that, I saw naught; and af­ter­ward, in a mo­ment, I searched the night above, lest that the Thing come from above. And, be­hold, I saw that there abode over us a clear light, as it were a clear burn­ing Circle, above us in the night. And my heart did leap with an holy joy and an ut­ter great thank­ful­ness; and I was no more in fear of the Tree; for, in ver­ity, there fought for our souls one of those sweet Powers of Good­ness, that did strive ever to stand between the Forces of Evil and the spir­it of man; and this mat­ter have I shown to you, be­fore this time.

			And con­cern­ing this holy De­fense, I have thought that it should not, may­hap, to have had so strong a power to save us, if that we had shown an over-weak­ness and fear, but be­cause that we did rather stand so well as we might to make battle of es­cape from so dire a De­struc­tion.

			And, surely, this doth seem but a sane think­ing un­to me; but yet without proof, and to be said to you, only as the shap­ings of my thoughts. And this the chief end of that hap­pen­ing, that the holy Circle did truly de­liv­er us, and burned through twelve great hours above us; and by this, do I know that the Evil Power hovered anigh, to des­troy us, all that while; for, in­deed, it doth not be prop­er of reas­on to sup­pose that such an ut­ter won­drous thing did be need­lessly over us, save to be a Shield of Great and Lovely Force against a wait­ing Evil Thing. And surely you do see this­wise with me?

			And, truly, so soon as my Spir­it and Reas­on per­ceived that we did be no more to suf­fer from the Evil Thing, I re­membered that I did know that Mine Own had swooned. And, in ver­ity, you shall mind how that she did face her death so ut­ter sweet and brave, and had giv­en no cry, but made quietly to help me in that dread­ful mo­ment, and did stand brave and gentle to the stroke. And so fell in­to a swoon, as you have seen, be­cause that she did suf­fer an hun­dred deaths as she did stand so brave, wait­ing to be slain, for the blow did be so long delayed, yet to come in any mo­ment.

			And I gat her to come-to un­to her life again, and I set the lovely tale very swift to ease her, and surely with love and warmth, and kist her with a great joy. And I showed how I did hon­our her for her good cour­age.

			And she to weep a little, with the ease come so sud­den upon her; and af­ter­ward to kiss me upon the lips an hun­dred times, and to need that she be very safe in mine arms, be­cause that I had meant that I do so dread an of­fice to her. And surely I do won­der wheth­er you per­ceive all that did be then in her heart.

			And the holy light that did be over us, she did watch with a sweet­ness of awe; and rest did come more great upon her in the heart, as she did learn how sure was the seem­ing of that Lovely Power to de­liv­er us.

			And, presently, we made for­ward again in the Val­ley. And did go stead­fast, and newly-lov­ing each to the oth­er, and so through twelve great and body-weary hours; but our hearts could nev­er be done singing with­in us, nor our hands to cease from the hands of the oth­er, be­cause that we did so crave each un­to the be­loved.

			And in the ninth hour, a mon­strous way off in the dark of the Val­ley, there did seem as that there went a far and dread­ful scream­ing in the night. And it did be as that our spir­its per­ceived the sound of some­thing Spin­ning in the night; yet faint and a great way off; but yet had we no surety that we did truly hear the sound of the Spin­ning; only we did be so shaken in the heart, for truly there was some hor­ror done un­to hu­mans, down­ward in the mighty dark­ness of the Val­ley. And to think upon the sound of the Spin­ning, was to be in a shak­ing trouble of the spir­it; and to bless the quiet and holy light that went above us in all that time; and to ache only that it should stay to be to our pro­tect­ing. And surely it did be plain that there were the signs of great Forces in that Land.

			And three hours after that time when we did hear the far-off scream­ing, we were come up over the edge of the Val­ley, and did be once more un­to such light as did be gen­er­al in the Land; and truly it did seem a won­drous light­ness, after so ut­ter a dark.

			And we did be all ex­haust, and Mine Own drew her feet so weary that it was as that she must go no more, un­til we did rest; for in­deed it was three and thirty hours since last that we had slept; and a bit­ter trouble and work there had been in that space, as you do know.

			Now we had eat some of the tab­lets a few hours back, as we did walk, and had drunk some of the wa­ter; but had made no rest; for we did crave only that we come free of that Val­ley. And now it was need­ful that we rest, if but a little time.

			And I minded that we find some place where I should have a hot pool, that I be able to bathe Naani’s feet. And, surely, we came in a while to a hol­low-place, and there did be two dull-burn­ing fire-holes in this place, and a hot-bub­bling spring, the which did seem to be a rare thing in that Land; so that we were the more for­tu­nate to per­ceive it.

			And I made Mine Own to sit, with her feet in the hot-spring; for it was not over-hot, and did seem pretty nat­ur­al to my taste, as I did prove in the first. And also I did search about the hol­low, lest there be any harm­ful creature near-by; and this you will have truly sup­posed, be­cause you do know the meth­ods of my jour­ney­ing. But yet did I not have so much care as did be prop­er; for I was so dull in the mind, by reas­on of my wear­i­ness; but, in­deed, there came naught to work us any harm; and so we came to no suf­fer­ing, through mine aches and dull­ness.

			And I sat be­side the Maid, and made her to eat a tab­let, and saw that the cloak did be nice about her, and her head to rest against my knee, and I laid the palm of my hand to be as a pil­low, be­cause of the ar­mour, to ease the hard­ness.

			And I eat with the Maid, and we both drank after; and so there came back some­what of our strength. Then I took the Maid’s little feet, and rubbed a por­tion of the oint­ment from the pot all about them, very gentle and con­stant; and so did they be new-res­ted and eased; and she presently fit again to the jour­ney; for I was strong set that we go quickly hence out of that Land, and stay no more there to sleep, lest we come un­to De­struc­tion.

			And when we had res­ted an hour, I put the shoes again upon the Maid, and made them se­cure; and so gat my gear about me, and made to the jour­ney.

			And lo! as we did leave the hol­low, I lookt up­ward un­to the Holy Light; and be­hold it was gone from us, and by this thing I sup­posed that we had come free of in­stant danger; but yet did there be to me a seem­ing of na­ked­ness and un­pro­tec­tion, as you must per­ceive.

			And be­cause that the Light was van­ished, I was the more set that we come speedy out of the Land. And we went for­ward at a strong speed, and had the Great Red Fire-Pit of the Gi­ants to our rear un­to the left, and a mighty way off in the night; but yet I did wish it the fur­ther. And be­fore us, was a small ridging up of the dark Land, as I did judge, be­cause that our view of the lights and the shin­ings was bounded; and to our left at a great way the low vol­ca­noes, and some­what to our right, across all that part of the Land went the cold and hor­rid glare of the Shine.

			Now, in a little while, I felt that the ground did be sloped up­ward be­fore us a little, and by this thing I saw that I had known aright, for that there did be a ridge that hid the Land some­wise over un­to the part where I lookt to find the mouth of the Up­ward Gorge. And we went up this slope at a strong pace, be­cause that I was so eager that I find where we did be in near­ness un­to the mouth of the Up­ward Gorge.

			And surely, I was some­thing for­get­ful, in mine eager­ness, and came some­what ahead of Mine Own, who did make to hide from me that she did be­gin to lag, be­cause that her new strength was near gone from her.

			And sud­den there did be a very dread­ful cry, to my back; and I came round in one in­stant, so quick as a light doth flash; for it was the voice of Mine Own, and all my be­ing did sud­denly burn with fear that kindled through me in a mo­ment of thought.

			And lo! Mine Own did struggle ter­ribly with a yel­low thing which I per­ceived to be a man with four arms; and the Man had two arms about the Maid, and with two did make to choke her un­to death; for she cried out no more.

			And I came un­to the Man with a quick leap­ing, and stopt not to pluck the Diskos from my hip; and surely I did be very strong, and mine an­ger and rage to make me mon­strous; for I caught the two up­per arms of the Man, and brought them back­ward in an in­stant, so fierce and sav­age, and so wrencht upon them, that I brake them in the shoulders of the Man.

			And the Man roared and shriekt, even as a wild and dread­ful Beast should cry out, and came round upon me with the two lower arms. And surely it was a mighty and bru­tish thing, and so broad and bulkt as an ox, and the lower arms were huge and greatly haired, and the fin­gers of the hands did have the nails grown in­to hor­rid talons, as that they should grip very bit­ter.

			And it caught me by the thighs, to rip me up­ward, as I did fear; but yet this did not be the in­tent of the Man; for in a mo­ment it caught me round the body; and on the in­stant, I gat the Man by the great throat, and the throat did be haired, and so great as the neck of a bull. And I strove with mine ar­moured hands that I choke the Man, and surely I made it to suf­fer great trouble; yet, I could not harm it in the life.

			And so I did be an hor­rid minute, and fought with the Beast, with no more than the strength of my body; and it was as that an hu­man went with his hands to slay a mon­ster so strong as an horse. And the breath of the Man-Beast came at me, and did sick­en me; and I held the face off from me; for I had died with hor­ror, if that it had come more anigh; and surely the mouth of the Man was small and shaped so that I knew that it did nev­er eat of aught that it did slay; but to drink as a vam­pire; and in truth, I did mean that I chop the Man to pieces, if that I have chance to the Diskos.

			And I did sway this way and that, as we did struggle; and surely it was as that the Man had nev­er made to use the lower arms, save to hold un­to prey, the while that it did use the up­per arms to strangle, as I do think. For all that weary minute of the fight, the Man made not to loose from me, that it should tear my hands from their grip to the throat; but made vain wag­gings with the arms that I brake, as that it would use these to the at­tack; but surely they had no more power to do hurt.

			And sud­den, it put forth an ut­ter power about my body, so that mine ar­mour did be like to crack; and truly I had died in a mo­ment; but for the strong­ness of the ar­mour. And the man hugged me thus for an hor­rid time, the while that I did hold off from me the bru­tish face, and gript very sav­age in­to the haired throat.

			And lo! the creature did work slow in the brain, and in the end loost from me, ab­rupt, and went back with a leap, so that my hands did be ript from the throat of the Beast. And in one in­stant it did be back un­to me, and gave me no mo­ment to free the Diskos. But I made anew to fight, and shaped as I had learned in the Ex­er­cises of mine Up­bring­ing; for truly I had been al­way deep in prac­tice of such mat­ters. And I slipt from the great hands of the Man, as it did try to take me by the head; and I hit the Man with mine ar­moured fist, and put a great power and skill to the blow. And I went in­stant to the side with a swift step­ping, and evaded the Man, and I smote the Man again, and took him very sav­age in the neck; but all the while grown very cold and bru­tal and cruel; for I was set to the slay­ing. And the Man-Beast came round on me; and lo! I slipt the gripe of the great hands, and my body and my legs and mine arms did work to­geth­er un­to that last blow; so that I did hit so hard as a great ham­mer. And I gat the Beast in the throat, and the Beast went back­ward to the earth, even as it did think to hold me.

			And lo! in a mo­ment, I was free, and I pluckt forth the Diskos from my hip. And the Yel­low Beast-Man grunted upon the ground; and it rose up again to come at me; and it stood and did grunt, and did seem as that it was gone mazed; for it did make oth­er sounds, and an hor­rid screech­ing, so that truly, by the way of it, I con­ceived that it cried out un­known and half-shapen words at me. And in a mo­ment, it came again at me; but I cut the head from the Beast-Man, that was in ver­ity an hor­rid mon­ster, and the Man died, and was quiet upon the earth.

			And truly, in that mo­ment, the dis­tress of mine ef­forts and mine ut­ter tired­ness and the ache of the bruises took me; so that I do surely think I rockt as I stood; but yet was my head strong to think and my heart set in anxious­ness; for I wot­ted not how great an hurt had been done upon Mine Own.

			And I ran to her, and came to where she did be upon the ground; and surely she was all huddled, and had her hands very piteous to her throat, that did be so pretty. And it did shake me in that mo­ment that she was truly slain; for she was gone so ut­ter still and as that she did be broken un­to death.

			And I took her hands from her throat, and surely it did be a little torn; yet not to be much, or so that it should loose her of her dear life. And I strove that I steady the trem­bling of my hands; and I gat free of mine ar­moured gloves; and made that I feel wheth­er her throat did be deadly hurt; and, in ver­ity, it seemed not so; only that my hands did so shake, be­cause that I was so frightened for Mine Own, and be­cause that I was but new come from the battle; and be­cause of this, I had not power of touch to as­sure me.

			I made then that I quieten my breath, which did yet come very full and la­boured; and I put mine ear above the heart of the Maid, and lo! her heart did beat, and the hor­rid­ness of my fear went from me in a mo­ment.

			And I had the scrip from my back very speedy, and some of the wa­ter to fizz, and I dashed the wa­ter upon her face and upon her throat; and surely there did be a little quiv­er­ing and an an­swer­ing of her body.

			And I strove with her for a while more; and she came un­to her life again; and in the first, she was all a-lack, as you may think; and im­me­di­ately she began that she re­membered, and she then to shake.

			And I told her how that the Four-Armed Man was surely dead and could harm her no more; and she then to weep, be­cause that she had been put to such shock and hor­ror, and held by so bru­tish a thing. But I took her in­to mine arms, and so she did come presently to an ease; and I per­ceived in all my be­ing that she was as a little ship that doth lie in har­bour; for she did cling and nestle un­to me; and did be safe with me in all her heart and body and be­lief. And surely she was Mine Own, and I to have glory in that know­ing.

			And presently, I put her from mine arms, to lie; yet so that she might not per­ceive the body of the Yel­low Beast-Man. And I made clean the Diskos, from her sight, and af­ter­ward I put on the scrip; and I took the Maid to mine arms again, and had the Diskos in my hand be­side her.

			And she made protest that she should truly walk; for that I was all a-weary, and she come to her strength again. And, in­deed, I car­ried her a cer­tain way, and did then put her down to her feet; and truly her knees did so tremble that she had not stood, let be to walk! And I caught her up again; and I kist her, and I told her that I did be surely her Mas­ter, in ver­ity, and she mine own Baby-Slave. And truly you shall not laugh upon me; for I was so hu­man as any; and a man doth talk this way with his maid.

			And she did be quiet and sweet and to obey wisely; for she was gone very weak. And this­wise we did go; and I to say lov­ing words, in the first; but af­ter­ward I did heed more of my go­ing, now that she was some­thing eased and at rest with­in mine arms. And I did peer every­where about, lest that some oth­er evil thing come out­ward of the bushes, to have at us ere I did ware. And, truly, the bushes grew here and there in that place, very plen­ti­ful, in great dump­ings.

			And presently I was come to the top part of the ridge; and lo! a great glad­ness took me, and some amazement; for there did be the lights that did be in the mouth of the Up­ward Gorge, and they did show me that I was come anigh to that place. Yet had I feared that we were surely a dozen great miles off; and now I to learn that we did be scarce of two or maybe three, as I did judge.

			And I told this thing to the Maid; and she re­joiced in mine arms, with a deep and quiet thank­ful­ness. And I set for­ward then at so good a pace as I might; and I was come in­to the mouth-part of the Up­ward Gorge in about an hour; and surely I did be very weary, for it was bey­ond six and thirty hours that we had gone since last we did sleep; and there had been sore la­bour and ter­ror to our share in that time, as I have told.

			And I turned in the mouth of the Gorge, and told Mine Own, very gentle, that we did take our last look upon that Land. And she askt that I put her down to her feet; and I put her down. And there­with we stood in that place, and mine arm about her; and so did I sup­port the Maid, the while that she lookt si­lent over the dark of the Land.

			And presently she askt me in a very husht voice, wheth­er that I knew where the Less­er Pyr­am­id did be in all that Dark­ness; for she was all adrift of her bear­ings, and was as a stranger, be­cause that she had nev­er lookt upon the Land from that place, be­fore then. And I showed her where I thought the Pyr­am­id to stand hid in the ever­last­ing night; and she nod­ded, very quiet, as that she did think that­wise, also.

			And so a time did pass, and I knew that Naani said good-bye forever un­to all that she had known of the world in all her life; and she did be whis­per­ing a good­bye in her soul un­to her Dead.

			And I was very husht, and deeply sor­row­ful for the Maid, and did un­der­stand; for in ver­ity, there should no oth­er hu­man look upon that Land of ter­ror through all the quiet of etern­ity; and the Maid did lose all her young life in­to that black­ness, and the Fath­er that was her Fath­er; and the grave of her Moth­er; and the friends of all her years. And there went death in the Land, even then, after those that did live.

			And Mine Own shook a little with­in mine arm; so that I knew she strove that she be brave, to weep not; but af­ter­ward, she made not to cease from her tears; and truly I was there, to be her un­der­stand­ing; and she did be sweet and nat­ur­al ever with me; for she was Mine Own, and did be hourly the more so.

			And presently, I moved a little, to sign that we go down­ward of the Gorge; and she stayed me one mo­ment, that she look once more over all that Land; and af­ter­ward, she sub­mit­ted, and turned with me, and did break in­to very bit­ter sob­bing as she did go stum­bling be­side me; for the sor­row of memory did fill her; and she was truly a very lone­some Maid in that mo­ment, and had come through much dread­ful­ness.

			And in a minute, I sto­opt and lif­ted her; and she wept in mine arms against mine ar­mour; and I very si­lent and tender with her; and car­ried her down­ward of the Gorge for a great hour more. And presently she was grown calm, and I knew that she slept in mine arms.

			And in this­wise we made farewell of that dark Land, and left it un­to Etern­ity.

		
	
		
			
				XII

				Down­ward of the Gorge

			
			Now I car­ried the Maid an hour down­ward of the Gorge, as I did say; and I was then grown so weary that I near fell, as I walked, and stumbled every­while, be­cause that I had lost some­what of guid­ing in my feet, the which did show mine ut­ter alack­ness.

			And I saw that I must come very swift to a place for slum­ber, or that I did be like to fall head­long with the Maid; for I nigh slept as I walkt.

			And I began that I give at­ten­tion to the sides of the Gorge; and surely I had gone that hour all in a dream; for I was fresh-waked, as it were, in that I did give my will to per­ceive aught; and when I did come to have power to at­tend, I knew that I had gone, even as a sleep-walk­er; for the Gorge did seem a fresh mat­ter un­to me, and as that I had come awake sud­den to find my­self a-walk in that strange and nar­row place.

			And presently, I saw some­what where I did be; for I minded the memory of mine out­ward jour­ney, and truly I have a good power to know and re­mem­ber a way that I have gone. And I saw that there was a great and ruddy fire-hole anigh to me; and I was all sure that I had per­ceived cer­tain caves in the wall of the Gorge, near to that fire, as I past it on mine up­ward way; and I had been giv­en a mighty long­ing of heart at that time, that it be giv­en to me that I should bring safe Mine Own out of the per­il that be­set her, and have her un­to just such a place for her slum­ber, on the way of our jour­ney back­ward.

			And surely I tell you this thing as a child in pleas­ure; for, truly, it was a won­drous happy mat­ter that my de­sir­ing should be like to have a true end­ing; as, in­deed, it did seem was truly to be, if that my memory had set me aright.

			And I went on­ward some­what; and lo! I to be right, for the little caves did be there, a little past the great fire-hole; and there were sev­en of them in the left side of the great cliff of the Gorge; and one did be as that it were very cozy and a place of sure safety, if that we could win un­to it.

			And truly, as I did con­ceive, we had come safe from the Evil Forces of that Land; but yet did I mind that there was no surety in this thing; and neither did I know but that some Mon­ster should come down­ward of the Gorge, out of that Land; and so work our deaths, as we did sleep; if that we have no sure place for our slum­ber. And, in­deed, I had wished that we were come a great­er way down­ward of the Gorge, but this might not be; for I was all adrift with wear­i­ness. And truly, if that we gat up­ward to the top-most cave, there did be few Mon­sters that should have power to come at us, ere we be warned of their com­ing. And af­ter­ward they should be like to come up­ward against the Diskos; and this should be in­deed a thing dif­fi­cult, as you shall con­ceive.

			Now it did be need­ful that I wake the Maid, and I kist her, as she did be in mine arms; and surely that dear One did kiss back again in her sleep, and was yet asleep. And truly I did love her with all my be­ing; and I kist her again, and shook her very gentle, and so had her to wake­ful­ness, and told how we did be come to a place fit for our slum­ber.

			And she to look about, very sleepy, as I set her to her feet; and then to up­braid her­self that she did over to slum­ber, the while that I did la­bour with her car­ry­ing. And, in ver­ity, I kist her again, as she did stand mak­ing to steady her­self, and look­ing so pretty with the sleep that did lie yet in her eyes. And she to kiss me very dear and all mine; and even then scarce prop­er come to wake­ful­ness; and did say with some­thing of a little dear aban­don, that she did love me ut­ter and forever.

			And af­ter­ward, I climbed to the top­most of the caves, and told Mine Own the while that she walk up and down a little; so that she come to a full awaked­ness; and this I was care­ful to, be­cause that she should have a need of all her powers that she come safe up­ward un­to the cave.

			And when I was come to the cave, lo! it did be so sweet and dry, as did make glad my heart. And there did be a warmth in the cave, as that there went a fire some­where through the rocks anigh. And the light from the fire-hole did make a re­flec­tion in­ward, and so this did seem a place safe, and fit to our slum­ber­ing.

			And I came down­ward un­to Naani, call­ing that the cave was very prop­er for our use; and presently I gave her mine aid to the climb­ing, and so we came in the end safe in­to the cave; and truly we did feel very safe and happy.

			Yet, be­fore we did sleep, I set free the scrip and the pouch, and took the straps and went down­ward again in­to the Gorge; and I gat a good boulder, so heavy as I might carry, and strapt it to my back, and came up­ward again to the cave, and the Maid very grave and anxious, lest that I slip to my hurt. And when I was come to the cave again, I set the boulder in the mouth of the cave, and did bal­ance it so light upon the edge, that a touch should send it rolling down­ward.

			And by this de­vis­ing, I con­ceived that any Beast or Mon­strous thing that should climb up­ward whilst that we slept, should be like to set the rock adrift, and may­haps the rock to work an harm to such, but the chief end to be that I should be swiftly waked by the noise.

			And then I did turn that we go to our slum­ber; and lo! the Maid had spread the cloak upon the rock, that we should sleep upon it; for truly there did be no need that we have it now to our cov­er­ing, be­cause that the cave did be so warm as I have told be­fore.

			And surely, there did be no cause either that I should have the cloak for a bed; for how should I per­ceive any soft­ness from the cloak, through all the stern­ness of mine ar­mour; but yet did I see that the Maid had made a couch that should be for the two of us, and did be so sweet and nat­ur­al, and to lie by me; but yet to pre­serve her sweet mod­esty, and to do the thing with no thought, save that it was nat­ur­al to our hearts; and that she did long al­way to be anigh to me; but yet, may­haps, scarce full con­scious that her heart did prompt her in this thing.

			And, in ver­ity, I loved her very dear.

			And surely, Naani showed me the where that I should lie upon my side; and when I had obeyed, she kneeled, and kist me on the lips, very sober and lov­ing; and she lay down then upon the cloak be­side me; and truly we had both gone to sleep in one little minute, as I do think.

			Now I did be waked twelve great hours after, by the fizz­ing of the wa­ter; and lo! when I lookt, the Maid was not be­side me; but did make ready our simple eat­ing and drink­ing. And she laughed at me, very sweet and tender, be­cause that she loved me so, and did be so glad to have me awake to her; and she came over to me, and kist me, very bright and lov­ing upon the lips.

			And after that she had kist me, she kneeled be­side me, and lookt at me, very dear and tender; so that I knew in a mo­ment that she had waked a while gone, and watched me, some­wise moth­er­like, as I did sleep. But how I knew this thing, I am not sure, save that my spir­it did know, or that her thoughts did have tongues un­to mine.

			And truly I needed that I be so loved, and all of you to say like with me; and I put up mine arms to her, as I did yet lie; and she not to deny me, but came in­to mine arms, and did snuggle there so sweet and happy and gladly, and with so true a de­light, that it did be plain how she did love in all her body and spir­it to be anigh to me, as I to her. Yet, truly, as you do mind, the ar­mour did be upon me; so that I feared to take her very strong in mine arms, lest I hurt the dear Maid; and surely the ar­mour did be a stern mat­ter for her to nestle un­to; but yet, may­haps, did the stern­ness some­thing please her wo­man-heart, and yet, again, may­haps to lack.

			And presently, she made that she would go from me, and I loosed mine arms from her very ready, be­cause that I did heed al­way that she have full sweet liberty of her dear Maid­en­hood; and I to be watch­ful suf­fi­cient un­to this end, yet al­ways hon­est and whole­some and not over-pon­der­ing even in this my care; and this prop­er in­tend­ing you shall ever per­ceive, if that your hearts do strive to hearken un­to my heart, which doth speak al­way be­fore you.

			And the Maid went from me, over to where she had put the cup of the wa­ter, and the tab­lets; and I to make to rise, that I look that the boulder did be safe un­touched in the mouth of the cave. But she called un­to me that I lie back­ward; for that she did mean gently to spoil me that once; and that I have no heed to the boulder or wheth­er there did be any Mon­ster or Beast anigh in the Gorge; for that the boulder did be safe as I did bal­ance it; and nowheres any Creature to sight in the Gorge; for she had lookt oft, since wak­ing, to this end.

			And truly I obeyed, and lay back, and did like that I should be spoilt, as we do say. And Naani brought the cup of the wa­ter, and the tab­lets over to me; for she gat them from the scrip be­fore I had it to my pil­low, in that while when I had gone down­ward for the boulder. And surely, even when she brought the cup, she would not have me to rise; but took my head upon her knees, and kist me once very dainty on the lips, and I very happy to be so loved, and wish­ful no oth­er­wise.

			And she took a tab­let and kist it and gave it to me; and af­ter­ward touched an­oth­er to my lips, and had that to be for her own. And so we eat and were very glad and happy, some­ways as chil­dren are happy, and our hearts all at ease.

			And presently, we eat each our second tab­let, in the same wise as the first. And truly I did be kist more than once. And af­ter­ward, we drank each of the wa­ter.

			And when we had made an end, Naani told me that I move to stand; and surely I wondered; and I stood up, and lo! I near cried out with the pains of my bruis­ings; for I was all gone stiff in my sleep, and as that I did be more sore than ever; and this to be be­cause I had fought again, as you do know, and surely had been hurt more by the Four-Armed Man than I had known.

			And I per­ceived then that Naani had sup­posed that I should be thus pained, and had giv­en dear thought to the mat­ter; and truly she had the pot of the oint­ment, ready, if that I did be very bad, that she rub me.

			And she gave me aid with mine ar­mour, and af­ter­ward eased me with my gar­ments; and surely I did be ut­ter bruised in the body, by reas­on of the vi­ol­ence of the Yel­low Beast-Man. And the Maid had some­what so tender and sweet in her eyes as she looked upon the bruis­ings, that I did be very happy and to glow with con­tent­ment.

			And she had me to lie, and made me in com­fort with the cloak, so lov­ing and grave, so that I was as a child that doth be cared of by his moth­er. And she did rub me very skil­ful and gentle for a great hour, un­til I was all re­freshed. And in ver­ity she was a lovely wise maid.

			And as the Maid min­istered un­to me, I lay al­way very rest­ful, and harked to the low sound of the mut­ter­ing of the fire-hole that did be in the bot­tom of the Gorge; and al­way I did feel as an happy child that doth be clothed in love and guided in wis­dom.

			And presently, when that the Maid had ended her dear care, she put by the oint­ment, and gave me her hands very dainty, that she mean to aid me to rise; and surely when I was come again to my feet, I was all eased, and to have move­ment with no great pain; and truly this made me won­drous pleased and to feel new cour­aged; for I had been troubled that I should be so help­less, in that I did be the Pro­tect­or of Mine Own.

			And when I had tried my limbs, and found them to be in com­mand and ready, I lookt about for my gar­ments. And lo, the Maid brought me my spare body-vest, from the Pouch, and had it upon her arm, to give to me. But surely she denied me a mo­ment, of the vest, and stood be­fore me, and had an ad­mir­ing and won­der, very sweet and hon­est, be­cause that my arms did be so great and hard with muscles.

			And, in­deed, I did be very strong, as you have per­ceived; for I did be al­way in af­fec­tion of the Ex­er­cises that were taught in the Up­bring­ing of all the Peoples of the Mighty Pyr­am­id; and by this ex­plain­ing, you shall un­der­stand that I was like to be strong; but in­deed, I owed the straight­ness and shap­ing of my body to the Moth­er that bore me. And af­ter­ward, in all my life, had I taken pride of my body to be of health and to have strength; and surely this is a mat­ter very fit for pride; and to be told bravely and with hon­esty.

			And the ad­mir­ing of the Maid was very sweet to me; and, in ver­ity, I did be to de­ceive, if that I said oth­er­wise. And in a mo­ment, she dropt my body-vest, and put out her hands to me that I take her in­to mine arms.

			And I took the Maid in­to mine arms with a great glad­ness and with some­what of humble­ness that I was no­wise good enough to hold her, for my heart was young, and I loved her very dear and youth­ful. And she did lie there very quiet and happy, a little; and surely I did find presently that she kist the great musc­ling of my breast, very sweet and sly, where her face did be press against it. And lo, in a mo­ment, she came free of mine arms, and gave me an aid with my gar­ments, and af­ter­ward with mine ar­mour.

			And when that this was done, she stood off from me; and she lookt at me, half shy and half of sweet­ness and naugh­ti­ness. And she came then in a mo­ment, and put her hands up­ward to my shoulders, and so stood her eye­lids some­thing down over her eyes; and did steal a little look up, this time and that. And lo! in a sud­den mo­ment, be­fore I did wot, she was to her knees be­fore me, and did weep; and I down very swift to kneel with her.

			And I askt not why she wept; for I per­ceived that she did have joy and glad hap­pi­ness and sweet trouble of her man; and that she did be a true wo­man, and one part of the wo­man did wor­ship, so that she did be strangely humble and nigh to be shy; and an­oth­er did love, and need that she be anigh to me; and a third to have a calm wis­dom. And all did now be a-tremble, to­geth­er in her heart; and I knew that I did be truly an hero to her, though but usu­al to all oth­ers. And my heart was won­drous proud and won­drous humble, so that I was in the same mo­ment up­raised and to feel dreadly un­worthy. But I made no pre­tend­ing to dis­cred­it my­self to her, but only did re­solve that I win al­way her dear re­spect; and I did be nat­ur­al and truth­ful of my man­ner and without fool­ish deni­al of her sweet wor­ship, for she was ut­ter Mine Own, and it did be a pi­ti­ful thing if that I seem oth­er­wise than an hero un­to her.

			But of you I ask kind un­der­stand­ing, and to call me not a thing of con­ceit be­cause that I did un­der­stand; for truly I knew my faults, even so well as you, that do know all of my go­ing. And you to look back­ward upon the love-days, and to mind how that your maid did ever to make you great in man­hood with her dear be­lief and up­look­ing; and so shall you con­ceive of all my feel­ings; for we do be all so hu­man in this mat­ter, and to meet on a dear nat­ur­al ground, as you will say.

			And, truly, in a little time, Mine Own did be stead­ied, and wiped her pretty eyes, and nestled to me a while, very husht and to need that she be close. And I to have her gentle against mine ar­mour, and to be in my heart as that I did be her fath­er and her lov­er in the one man, and surely to be si­lent and joy­ful that I lived.

			And presently I slipt her shoes from her little feet, with my right hand, the while that she did rest with­in my left arm; and I con­demned my­self that I had thought not more swift to this end; but in­deed I had thought upon it while that Naani rubbed me, and had in­ten­tion this­wise; but af­ter­ward for­gat, as you shall un­der­stand, that have been with me al­way. And truly Mine Own did be hurt that I say aught to my blame; and I to cease, but yet to feel re­proached by my heart.

			And when I had lookt to the Maid’s feet, I tied on her shoes again; and we gat to­geth­er our gear. And af­ter­ward we came down from the cave, with a great care, be­cause that it did be so high up in the cliff of the Gorge.

			And af­ter­ward, we made down­ward of the Gorge, and had a good care to our go­ing, and so much of speed as we could make, that we come some­thing off from the Dark Land of the Less­er Re­doubt, so quick as we might.

			And in six hours we had gone very well, and we stopt then that we eat and drink; and af­ter­ward, I lookt again to the feet of the Maid. And I bathed them in a great rock basin of warm wa­ter that did be anigh to the place of our eat­ing; and af­ter­ward I put the oint­ment about them very thor­ough and gentle and for a good while; and so she had some ease and com­fort.

			And af­ter­ward, we made on­ward again; but now we did go pretty easy; for I had con­sidered the not­ings of mine out­ward jour­ney, and so did per­ceive that we should be but six or sev­en hours off that part of the Gorge, where did be the Slugs.

			And I was minded that we rest and sleep, ere that we make through that dire and dread­ful place; for that we should be twelve great hours, and more, to go through, and to have no rest or pause, un­til that we did be safe out­ward again, as you shall think. And so did we need to be strong and well res­ted, and this to be wise also for the feet of the Maid.

			Now surely the Maid did be in de­light of the fires of that part of the Gorge where we were come, and she had be­side a rest of the soul, in that she had feel­ing that there did be no Evil Force to trouble us to our de­struc­tion; and I bothered her not yet awhile with tellings of the hor­rid place that we should to jour­ney through in a while, as you do know.

			And so we did go, and al­way with a good cau­tion, lest that some Beast or Creature should come upon us; and al­way with the fire-holes be­fore and be­hind, and in the air of the Gorge the little whist­lings of steam that did spirt out in this place and that; and a good warmth in many parts, by reas­on of the fires; and odd whiles a smelling of sul­phur; but not greatly, nor to our trouble. And al­way the low mut­ter­ing of the fire-holes and pits, and the red lights, and the dan­cing of the shad­ows when that we did go by a fire-pit where the fire did frisk and burn lively. And upon either side, the grim walls of the Gorge go­ing up meas­ure­less in­to the night.

			And so we were gone presently, pretty com­fort­able, for six good hours, since last that we eat; and we made halt, and eat and drank; and I showed the Maid how that we should make a short jour­ney that day, and sleep, and so be ready to the hor­rid jour­ney through the dark part of the Gorge, where the Slugs did be.

			And we made search then, that we have a safe place to our slum­ber; and surely I per­ceived where we did be; for we came upon that same cave where I did sleep after that I was come free of the Slugs; and that we were come no farther, doth show how easy did be our present go­ing, and this you do know. And there did be the spring where I washed, and the fire-hole anigh, and truly they were not like to be gone away, as you shall say! Yet did we ex­claim, very nat­ur­al; for the Maid did be so deep in in­terest of the mat­ters of my com­ing, and to be at once that no oth­er place should serve for our rest and slum­ber.

			And, in­deed, this was a nat­ur­al thing, and the place so good as any, save that I did wish it had been up­ward un­to a high place of the Gorge, as you shall un­der­stand. But yet might we block the mouth-part of the cave with boulders, some­wise as I did be­fore, and so to have a de­fence against any thing that should make to enter upon our sleep; or at the least to be waked by the fall­ing of the boulders.

			Now Mine Own went in­ward of the little cave, which did be very light from the fire-pit that was to the front; but be­fore that she did go, I made a swift search of the place, that there should be no creep­ing thing; and truly it was sweet and free. And the Maid did be strangely taken that she should come to the ver­it­able place where once I did lie on mine out­ward way; and truly I do un­der­stand, and so shall many that do have these feel­ings about mat­ters. And af­ter­ward, we went un­to the hot spring that was in the hol­low of the rock, anigh to the fire-pit. And I saw that there did be no snakes, neither any of the rat-things anigh; and so I had the Maid to sit very com­fort­able on the side of the pool, and I freed her shoes, and bathed her feet, and af­ter­ward rubbed them very steady with the oint­ment; and so for a good time, and al­way to keep a look­ing out upon the Gorge.

			And presently, when that I had taken a lov­ing care of her pretty feet, I tied the shoes again upon the Maid, and so back to the cave; and the two of us to carry boulders, ac­cord­ing to our strength. And when we had a suf­fi­cient, we buil­ded a rough and clumsy wall, after that we were gone in­to the cave; and the wall rose nigh to fill the mouth of the cave, and made us to be some­wise in dark­ness, but yet to feel in safety. And I had a good heed to make the chinks of the wall very close in the bot­tom, so that no small creep­ing thing should come through un­to us whilst that we slept.

			And af­ter­ward, Naani set the scrip and the pouch to be for my pil­low; but had the bundle of her torn gar­ments to be for her own pur­pose.

			And I per­ceived that she had the wa­ter-powder and a pack of the tab­lets to her hand for our wak­ing, that she might pre­pare our food, and may­hap to wake a little be­fore me, so that she have all ready to greet me from my sleep. But, in­deed, I said naught to show that I knew; for I saw that this thing did give her a dear pleas­ure, and truly it was very sweet to have her to these gentle du­ties, that did be to her so sure and quiet a de­light.

			And Mine Own bade me that I lie; and she put the Diskos upon the out­ward side of me, to mine hand; and with a dainty and fear­ful touch; for the weapon did be very dread­ful un­to her thoughts; but yet a com­fort­ing thing to abide for our de­fence. And af­ter­ward, she covered me with the cloak, and kist me very sed­ate upon the lips; and then to her own side, and to come very nice and happy un­der the cloak, and so to her rest.

			And presently she did sleep, as I per­ceived by her breath­ings; and surely it did seem to my spir­it that she had an ut­ter and dear con­tent in this ar­ran­ging of our slum­ber, so that she did be all at peace in all her be­ing, be­cause that she did be nigh un­to me, that did be her Own Love.

			But, in­deed, I could not sleep for a time; and surely, in a while, Mine Own did nestle un­to me in her sleep, so sweet and dear as a child, and like­wise as that it did be her right to be so anigh un­to me; and I to be that I should put mine arms about her, but in­deed I moved not, neither did I kiss her, as I did wish; for truly I should be very manly with mine own maid that did be so trust­ful and ut­ter mine in her sleep.

			And presently I was over un­to slum­ber also, and stirred not for eight good hours, and did wake then to the hiss­ing of the wa­ter, so that I knew Mine Own was awake be­fore me, as she had planned, and was mak­ing ready that we eat.

			And when she saw me move in the half-light, she gave out a little word of joy, that I did be again to know­ledge of her; and she came over, and put her arms about my neck, and kist me very lov­ing, thrice upon the lips. And, in ver­ity, it came to me in that mo­ment that I had been kist a while gone in my dreams, but scarce to know it; yet I per­ceived now that Mine Own had taken a naughty ad­vantaging of my slum­ber, that she kiss me to her own pleas­ure; yet did the Maid say no word of her naugh­ti­ness; and I to be like­wise; but to re­solve that I waken, may­haps, on the next time, and so catch her in her sweet and secret de­light of me.

			And, truly, this doth sound quaint; but to be true.

			And I rose, and took down the half of the wall that did be across the mouth of the cave, and af­ter­ward lookt out; but there was no sight of any hor­rid thing in the Gorge, save that one of the rat-things did slum­ber, very gorged-seem­ing, upon the side of the little fire hole.

			And af­ter­wards, we eat and drank; and the Maid then to rub me, as be­fore; for I was greatly stiff on my wak­ing, as you shall think; but she came not in­to mine arms presently, as I did hope; but only kist my shoulders, when that she had fin­ished, and so bid me to dress.

			Yet, after that I was drest, and had mine ar­mour full upon me, she must come un­to me, and she slipt her two small hands in­to the one of mine, and so stood by me, very si­lent. And sud­den she put up her lips very quiet and pas­sion­ate, that I should kiss her; and she kist me once, as it did be as that her spir­it kist mine, and all her be­ing came un­to me; and she gave me but that one kiss, and af­ter­ward slipt her hands very gentle from mine, and made to the gath­er­ing of our gear.

			But truly, I that loved her so great, knew that a tu­mult of love did be hid in her heart. And, in­deed, she looked once at me in such wise, that I grew near to a true humble­ness of heart be­cause of the hon­our and love that did be in her eyes.

			And surely, it is a very little thing to die for such an One as Mine Own did be. And by this say­ing, shall you per­ceive my heart in that mo­ment, and that I did pant, as it were, that I do some deed of love to show my love. And truly this is but a nat­ur­al de­sir­ing and hu­man, and the cause prop­er to the up­lift­ing of man­hood. And surely you shall all mind you of such feel­ings in the past love-days, that I do pray should be nev­er past.

			And when we had our gear to­geth­er, I left it in the cave, and took Mine Own over un­to the hot pool that was anigh to the fire-pit; and she to ex­claim upon the rat-thing that did be yet a-slum­ber upon the side of the fire-pit; and I to say that the thing did be no cause for fear, but rather, in­deed, a good friend, in that it was a de­vour­er of snakes, as you shall mind.

			And while that we talked, I bathed the little feet of Naani; and surely, as I dried them upon my pock­et-cloth, I was taken that I should kiss them; and surely I kist them, and they did be very shapely and dainty, and all eased of travel by the care that I did take to this end.

			And af­ter­ward I rubbed them with the oint­ment for a good while, and so had them again in­to the shoes, and the Maid very quiet, after that I had kist her feet that did be so dainty, but yet with a sweet naugh­ti­ness in her way, as my heart per­ceived, though she did noth­ing, neither said any­thing, to this end; and was truly very obed­i­ent, and or­derly to all my wishes.

			And we went back then to the cave, and the Maid put the pot of the oint­ment back in­to the pouch, and she buckled the pouch and the scrip upon me; and the Diskos I had upon my hip; for I went no­wise any­where, without it, as you shall sup­pose. And she had the little bundle of her cloth­ing for her bur­den, and truly, I was ready that she should carry so much; for we did be to act wisely, and she well able to carry so small a thing, and I bet­ter to have my hands al­way free to the Diskos and to the needs of the way.

			And we went down­ward of the Gorge at a strong speed, for there did be some­wise of fif­teen hours good jour­ney, ere that we come out upon the far side of that place where the Mon­sters did be, and this did be three hours to the up­ward be­gin­ning of that place, and twelve hours jour­ney then, in the least, that we should take to go through again in­to the light of the Gorge be­low. And this I did reck­on from my not­ings of mine up­ward jour­ney, as you do know.

			And I made all clear to the Maid, of the thing that did be be­fore us, and made not to hide the danger and hor­ror, but yet to make not over­much of the same. And she to walk close be­side me, very sweet and trust­ful, and to say that she feared naught, so that I should be there to have care of her; but only that she did fear harm for me; and yet to have con­fid­ence that I should slay all hurt­ful things that should be like to trouble us. And, truly, I did kiss her for her dear be­lief and love.

			Now, in the middle part of the third hour, the air of the Gorge did be­gin that it was heavy, and to have a seem­ing of fumes that stang some­thing upon the throat, odd whiles. And there were presently less of the fire-holes, and soon, as we did go the more down­ward, the be­gin­nings of a great gloom, and to have smoke therein that made us to feel husky.

			And in the end of the fourth hour, we were come truly far down­ward with­in the gloom; and to be as that we groped in a fog of dis­taste; and to know not how we went with any surety; for oft there did be an ut­ter dark­ness about us; and awhile the shine of a dull-glow­ing fire-pit upon our sight, that did show us the gloom and dread of that place.

			And we went al­way very husht, and the Maid to my back; but I did halt now and this time, and make to know how she did be; and surely she whispered very brave to me through the dim­ness, and once did slip her hand in­to mine, and I to take off mine ar­moured glove for a little mo­ment, that I hold her hand, and give her nice as­sur­ance. But, in ver­ity, there was ter­ror in mine heart, that did be a ter­ror far bey­ond the trouble of mine up­ward way; and surely I was shaken newly with every danger, lest that I should lose Mine Own, or she to come to any hurt. And, in­deed, you shall per­ceive how I did be; for so should you be in a like case, and, in truth, it doth be an ut­ter anxious­ness and suf­fer­ing.

			Now when we had been two hours in the dark part of the Gorge, I smelled of the dread and hor­rid stink that you do wot of. And surely a great fear came upon me; for I per­ceived that we did come among the Mon­sters, or that one came anigh to us.

			And I whispered un­to the Maid that she halt; and we stood very husht a while, and surely the stink did grow, and to be very dread­ful in the nos­trils, so that I felt Mine Own Maid to shake some­what with the fear and dis­gust that this thing did make in us. And presently the stink­ing did ease some­what from about us; but wheth­er there had gone past us a mon­ster Slug, I have no sure know­ing; for there did be no fire-pit anigh to that place; so that there was a great dark­ness all about.

			And surely there was a great slow­ness and wet­ness of the air, and dis­mal drip­pings that made des­ol­a­tion in the si­lence; and the feel of strange growths upon the boulders, as you do know, and oft an hor­rid slime and dank­ness; and the stink to be every­where, so that we knew a con­stant dis­gust and fear. And al­way the fum­ings of sul­phur, that did seem, in ver­ity, to beat down upon us, ut­ter heavy and sore upon our lungs.

			And so went we on­ward amid the smell that did be as of dead things; and oft did we make pause and hark, and had a great care as we did go by the dull fire-holes and fire-pits, that we should make no show­ing of ourselves in the light.

			And sud­den, as we did go by a great pit that burned very deep and red, I reached back and caught Mine Own by the arm, and I set her gaze un­to the right side of the Gorge, which was bey­ond the fire. And the Maid went very still, as she did see the thing that was there; for in ver­ity it was ut­ter mon­strous, and did shine very wet-look­ing in the light of the fire. And truly it moved a little with the head, this way and that, stretch­ing through the dark and the shad­ows, as you shall see a slug to move, and with no speed or sound, and no­wise seem­ing heed­ful of aught. But yet did I fear that it smelled us, if this might be; and this, as you shall think, to be a very nat­ur­al fear.

			And al­way, as I do mind, it seemed to go blindly some­wise, or to have that slow and strange mov­ing that doth make one to think of a blind­ness; but wheth­er it did be truly blind, how shall I say; only that it was an ut­ter Mon­strous Brute, so great as the black hull of a ship, and very dread­ful un­to our hearts.

			And we moved not for a while, save that I pulled Mine Own down in­to the hid­ing of the boulders of that part; and she to put her hand very anxious un­to me; yet not to be com­for­ted, as I did half to think, but to per­suade me, lest that I go to some ad­ven­tur­ing that should set me in a surer danger. And this I per­ceived in a little mo­ment, and loved her for her care.

			But, in­deed, I had no mind to aught, save that we come clear of that place; and I watched the Mon­ster, through places between the boulders; and surely, in a little while, it swayed the great head very slow and quiet un­to the cliff that did make that side of the Gorge; and the Brute set un­to the Cliff, and began that it went up­ward with a strange mov­ing of muscles that did go wave­wise un­der the wet and hor­rid-gleam­ing hide.

			And so, in a little time, it was gone quiet against the cliff, and the head-part did be up­ward in the dark­ness above, so that it did be from our sight. But the mon­ster body did be plain for a great way, and was seem­ing clung to the cliff, and to come down­ward out of the dark, as that it did be a great black ridge of soft and dread­ful life upon the face of the cliff; and the tail was some­thing less bulked, and to taper, and did trail out­ward in­to the Gorge upon the boulders.

			And surely the thing did seem as that it slept, but that odd whiles the tail did lift a little off the boulders, and curl some­wise, and af­ter­ward come down again upon the boulders, may­hap in this place and may­hap in that place, as we did watch, all hid.

			And it was as that our sense and our Spir­its did as­sure us that the thing had no wot­ting of us; but surely our fears did nigh to equal the com­fort of this sweet reas­on, and to make us think oth­er­wise.

			Yet, in a time, I made that we go for­ward to­geth­er through the spaces that did be among the boulders. And I went creep­ing, and the Maid to fol­low like­wise.

			And oft I did pause, and made a watch­ing upon the mon­ster; but truly it moved not, save as I have told; and I kept a great heed upon the Maid, that she fol­low al­way close un­to my feet.

			And in the end we came safe from that place where the mon­ster did be clung un­to the great cliff in the night.

			And we went then for two great hours without ad­ven­ture, save that once the Maid touched me that we pause; for that some­thing went by us where we did be in an ut­ter dark place of the Gorge, and no fire-hole anigh.

			And I knew that the thing did be near, even as the Maid toucht me. And caught I the Maid in the dark, and thrust her un­der the side of a boulder; and I crouched then be­fore her, with mine ar­mour, that I should pro­tect her from any Bru­tish thing. And the Diskos in my hand, and af­ter­ward an hor­rid time of wait­ing.

			And the stink of that part of the Gorge grew very dread­ful, so that it did be as that we should not breathe, with the hor­ror of the stink. And there went past us some hor­rid and ut­ter Mon­ster, that made neither sound nor any­thing, save that there seemed a strange noise that might be the breath­ing of a great thing; but yet did be all un­cer­tain, in that the sides of the Gorge cast the sound this way and that, in an hor­rid whis­per­ing of echoes; so that we did not know wheth­er the sound be made nigh to us, or afar up­ward in the etern­ity of the night, where I did sup­pose the moun­tains to be joined over the Gorge in a mon­strous roof in that part.

			And presently, the strange nois­ings died in the up­ward height, and all about us; and the ut­ter dis­gust of the stink went from us; so that we knew that the Mon­ster had gone past us, and did make down­ward through the dark Gorge; and may­hap then to some lone and dread­ful cav­ern of the world, as I did think.

			And, in­deed, as I do mind, I had a sud­den won­der at that time, and oth­er whiles, as it did chance, wheth­er this way did be truly the olden way that the Peoples of the Less­er Refuge did travel in the Olden Days. And surely, as I did sup­pose, they had come some oth­er way, or the Gorge to be dif­fer­ent and less dread­ful in the far-off years. And this thing you shall agree with me to be a reas­on­able think­ing.

			And after that the Mon­ster had gone a good while we went on­ward again, and with a great cau­tion; and dread­ing al­way lest that we come upon that Mon­ster, in the dark­ness; but yet did we know by smell, and by all our con­scious­ness, wheth­er that we came nigh un­to one of the mon­ster Slugs.

			Then, in the end of the fifth hour in the dark part of the Gorge, we came by the mouth of that great cav­ern, upon our left; and you to re­mem­ber the same.

			And I made pause in the dark­ness, and had the Maid very gentle by the arm, that she should look with me. And I whispered how that I past this place, to my right, upon mine up­ward way, and how that I did think there to be aplenty of mon­ster cav­erns with­in the moun­tains that made the sides of the Gorge, and that, may­hap, the Slug-Creatures had there an home in such places, or came up, it might be, from some ut­ter strange deep­ness and mys­tery of the great world.

			And the Maid did bide very close un­to me, and si­lent, whilst that I whispered; for the ter­ror of the place did be on her, yet not to make her lack­ing of cour­age, but yet to put a mon­strous awe upon her and a great and nat­ur­al fear; and I like­wise, as you do know.

			And we stayed there, where we did be, a little mo­ment, and looked down­ward in­to the bowels of the mon­ster cav­ern; and the shine of the fire-hole beat over the cav­ern in the near part; but there did be an ut­ter mys­tery and deathly dark bey­ond the shin­ing of the pit that did be with­in, as you shall re­mem­ber.

			And, in ver­ity, as we stayed but to glance, I per­ceived that there lay humped things about the fire, and some to be black-seem­ing, and some to have a seem­ing of white­ness, but with no sure­ness in the col­our to mine eyes.

			And there came a mov­ing in one of the humpt things, so that it did be as that an hill did wake un­to an hor­rid life. And im­me­di­ately I knew that the humps did be some ut­ter mon­sters, may­haps even the great Slugs, a-slum­ber about the fire-pit that did burn in that strange deeply cav­ern. And I saw that I did ill for our lives, that I should pause even for a little mo­ment to such star­ing.

			And im­me­di­ately I whispered to Mine Own that we go with all our speed; for, in­deed, I knew not wheth­er that our near­ness had waked that Mon­ster, or wheth­er that it had but waked by chance. And truly, I was ut­ter eager that we be gone from that place, so swift as we might.

			And we went on then through all of the sixth hour that we did be in the Slug part of the Gorge, as I named it un­to my­self. And in all that hour, there did noth­ing harm­ful come anigh; only, as I did know presently, there came an un­ease upon our spir­its, but yet to be very little at that time, and we to be scarce know­ing of it. And al­way, as we went, there did be dark­ness for the most, and odd-whiles a vague mur­mur­ing of the night far above, as it did seem; and presently the dull glare of a fire-pit to shine out far off be­low us in the Gorge, and to seem very dim and un­real un­to us, by reas­on of the smokes and the fumes that made a haze and a dis­taste in the Gorge.

			And presently, the mur­mur­ing of the night to grow some­what, and, af­ter­ward, the sound of the mut­ter­ing of the fire-pit to come un­to us; and the mur­mur­ing to die un­to our ears that did be hear­ing now only the dull mut­ter­ing, and so we to know that the mur­mur­ing of the night did be truly the far-off mut­ter­ing of the fire-holes, and our eyes to guide our hear­ing, and our reas­on to ex­plain and knit the sounds; and so we to pass by the fire-hole with a great quiet and cau­tion and ever with watch­ful­ness, as you shall sup­pose. And af­ter­ward again in­to the dark; and presently again the mur­mur­ing, to tell that we came un­to an­oth­er of the fire-pits, that was yet afar off in the Gorge, and made dim echoes in the night.

			And al­way we went very watch­ful, and in grim fear; but with stead­fast­ness and good in­ten­tion to win forth out of that des­ol­a­tion and hor­ror, and hav­ing al­way so great a speed as the dark­ness and the dangers and the trouble of the way did al­low.

			And in this place I will make ex­plan­a­tion why that I speak some­whiles of fire-pits and oth­er­whiles of fire-holes; for the holes did be those fires that burned nigh to the brim of the holes; but the pits were those places where the fire was deeply in the earth. And this thing I give for your en­light­en­ment, even on a small mat­ter; so that you shall have a clear know­ledge to abide with me all the way; and you to agree of this for wis­dom, and I to be pleased that you so agree.

			And here also, I should tell that there did not come a mut­ter­ing from all of the fire-holes and the fire-pits; but may­hap from this one, and may­hap not from that one, ac­cord­ing to the way of the fire therein. And this shall be plain un­to you.

			And so shall you see us go, and the smoke and the bit­ter­ness of the sul­phur to be all about us; and oddwhiles the mur­mur­ing of a far-off pit, and oft the ut­ter si­lence; and to pass this time a lone­some fire-hole; and af­ter­ward the ut­ter dark, or the half-gloom, all as might chance, ac­cord­ing to the near­ness of the fires. And up­ward in the ever­last­ing night, the grim moun­tains to make a roof over us, as I did sup­pose.

			And all this while did the un­ease, of which I have told, make upon us; so that, presently, Mine Own whispered un­to me the thing that already my spir­it did half to per­ceive, that there came after us through the night some harm­ful thing, that did be surely no great way off, as I did feel with­in me, and the Maid to have a like­ways be­lief.

			And, truly I thought at once upon that Brute that did wake down­ward in the mighty Cav­ern, where did be the great in­ward fire-hole, as I have told; but wheth­er this did be true know­ledge that we did be chased in the dark by that thing, or wheth­er there came after us some oth­er Mon­ster, I could have no sure­ness; but only that we did be chased, and of this I had as­sured­ness.

			And I set the Maid be­fore me, that I have my­self ready to the danger that fol­lowed; and we made for­ward again then, so quick as we were abled; and she went very wisely; for she had good wit and had noted the ways of my lead­ing.

			And we went thus un­til the end of the sev­enth hour. And surely, in that time, we heard the mur­mur­ing in the night which told of a fire-hole some­wise be­fore us; and soon to have the red glare plain to our eyes, and the noise of the mur­mur­ing to die away in­to the near­er mut­ter of the fire; and so presently to be anigh; and we to make for­ward with a good speed, be­cause that we feared ut­terly the thing that made quiet chase of us through the night.

			And oft I did look back­ward, and smelt the air, that I know wheth­er it did be a mon­ster Slug-beast that chased us; but there did be no worse­ness of the smell, to tell me aught.

			And al­way, I did be fret­ted in the heart, that we could make no great­er speed; but, in­deed, as you shall per­ceive, our go­ing did be but a slow thing in the dark places, and even thus we had many a sore tum­bling and bruis­ing.

			And by this, we were come al­most un­to the fire-hole; and im­me­di­ately, I saw that I knew the place, for there went up­ward be­side the fire, a great jag­ged­ness of rock, that I had seen upon mine up­ward way.

			And surely, I caught the Maid in an in­stant, and bent her, and she quick to obey with her body. And we were both im­me­di­ately hid down­ward among the boulders. And this I did, be­cause I minded how that there did be many of the Mon­sters nigh to this same fire-hole, as I did go upon mine up­ward way.

			And we went for­ward then with an ut­ter care; but yet to keep on­ward, be­cause that there did be some­what in chase of us. And, in ver­ity, when that we were come op­pos­ite un­to the fire-hole, I saw that there did be sev­en of the mon­ster Slugs against the far side of the Gorge, and did be all set upon their bel­lies against the cliff, and their hor­rid heads to be hid in the up­ward dark, and their tails to lie very great and soft-seem­ing in the bot­tom of the gorge, upon the boulders.

			And, lo! the Maid toucht me, and she drew me to look upon the near cliff of the Gorge. And truly there did be three of the Bru­tish Things laid up­ward there, and a fourth did be humped some­what upon a great ledge that did be up­ward of the Gorge, and just to be plain to our eyes.

			And surely, it was as that we did be all sur­round by such Mon­sters, and to make the heart sink, and fear to lie upon our hope­ful­ness. But, in­deed, the Maid showed a good spir­it, and I to have fierce de­term­in­ing that we come free of that Gorge, and af­ter­ward, in time, un­to our Mighty Home.

			And we made for­ward again, and did go creep­ing among the rocks and the boulders; and so came presently past that place, and had not waked the Mon­sters, if that in­deed they did truly sleep.

			And I made halt a mo­ment upon the far bor­der of the light from the fire-hole, and I lookt back­ward up the Gorge, per­chance that I should see the thing that fol­lowed us. But, in­deed, there came noth­ing out of the dark of the up­ward Gorge, so that I knew that there did be some safe space to our backs, which did be truly a com­fort­ing thing.

			And here I should tell how that there was no great stink­ing in that place where did be so many of the Slug-beasts, and this to puzzle me; and in the end to make me think that some of those hor­rid things did stench more great than oth­ers; but yet I to have no cer­tainty in this mat­ter, as you do per­ceive. And, truly, this thing troubled me; for I had been com­for­ted that my nose should tell me when that the thing that made chase of us should draw nigh in the dark­ness; and now, in ver­ity, I knew not what to have for as­sur­ance; for the awared­ness of the spir­it was but a vague thing, and no more in such a mat­ter, than a feel­ing as of an in­ward warn­ing.

			And we went on­ward then for a great hour, and with an hor­rid un­ease upon us; and thrice we did go by fire-pits in the dark­ness; and al­way I made pause upon the far side of the light, that I should look back­ward; but did have no sight of aught; yet did my spir­it or my fears warn me with new fear, and a great­er sense of near­ness; and the Maid to con­fess also to this thing.

			Now, we saw not any of the Slugs for a long while, neither had there been any about the three fire-holes; and the air of the Gorge was grown some­thing sweet and free some­what of the stench of dead-seem­ing things; but yet to be very bit­ter with fum­ings and smoke and sul­phur stinks.

			And lo! in the middle of the tenth hour, as we did go, pain­ful and with anxious­ness in a very dark place of the Gorge, there came un­to us again the smell that told to us that one of the Mon­sters did be anigh. And surely we had both a great fear, in that we had be­lief that it did be a sign that the thing that made chase, did draw near upon us. But yet did I to use my Reas­on also, and to know that the stink might be from some Mon­ster that we were come nigh to in the dark­ness of that place; and I whispered this un­to the Maid, and she to say, very husht, that it might be so; but to have no be­lief; and I to be like­wise, as you do see.

			And we pusht for­ward at a new speed, and had many bit­ter falls, so that we did be all bruised; but not to know it at that time, be­cause that our fear did be so keen. And oft we made a little pause and harkt; but there did be only the dis­mal drip of wa­ter from on high; and presently the mur­mur of the night, that told that we drew near un­to a new fire-pit.

			And surely this was a great ease­ment to our spir­its, in that we should have light to per­ceive our danger, and may­hap to win free. But to be in that ut­ter dark, was a thing to break the cour­age, and to breed be­lief that we did be ut­ter help­less, and all wrapt in hor­ror and des­pair.

			And the stink grew ever, as we made for­ward; so that I knew not wheth­er there did be great Mon­sters be­side the fire-pit that was to our front, as I have told, or wheth­er it made plain the ad­van­cing of the Pur­suer. And we only to be able to make our best speed, and to be weary with hope that we rush not blind in­to death; and al­way to be chilled in the back with the be­lief that the thing that made chase did be very close in that ut­ter dark, and to gain upon us.

			And we knew not wheth­er to make our be­lief to be the tellings of the spir­it or the ut­ter­ings of our fears; and so shall you per­ceive our plight; and we but to be able to make for­ward. And, in ver­ity, the dread­ful­ness of that time doth shake me now to think upon, and you also, if that you have got­ten my tellings to your hearts, so that your hu­man sym­pathy doth be with me.

			And there came presently to our ears the far mut­ter of the fire-pit, so that very soon the mur­mur­ing was lost to us in the night, and only the slow mut­ter to be plain. And the dull loom­ing of the fire shone afar off, through the night and the smoke and fum­ings; and we to a great speed, and to pant with fear; but yet with a fresh­ness of hope again to sweeten us.

			And we came nigh to the fire-pit, and lo! the smell did be grown very drear and foul; but there did be no Slug-Beast near the fire. And by this, we per­ceived that we did be truly in an ut­ter danger, in that the Pur­suer did be upon us, and the stink­ing to tell this to be truth, and our spir­its to have warned us very strong and prop­er.

			And I stopt near to the fire-pit, which did be great, and very red-glow­ing; and I lookt up­ward of the Gorge, in­to the night of the Gorge that we did come from; but the Mon­ster was not yet upon us to work our death. And I lookt to the sides of the Gorge, and the Maid to have the same thought that did be mine, that we climb the moun­tains that made the sides of the Gorge.

			And I lookt very keen first to this side, and then did run over­ward, that I look more close upon the oth­er; and af­ter­ward back again; for it did seem that we should have a great­er ease upon the side that we did be.

			And I askt the Maid wheth­er that she did be pre­pared; and she to be very white and wear­ied, and all be­smirched with the dank­ness and growths upon the boulders and the hid­den pools of the Gorge and the drip­ping of the wa­ters; but yet did she be sound in her cour­age, and to show that she had all be­lief and abid­ing in me, and her judge­ment like­wise to be with mine, in that her own Reas­on did ap­prove.

			And I took the bundle of her torn cloth­ing from her, for it did be at her girdle, and like to trouble her mov­ings; but she to re­fuse, very de­term­ined, in that I did be already over-burdened. And I to be firm in my de­cid­ing, and to make her to yield the bundle, the which I hookt un­to the “hold” of the Diskos, where it did be to mine hip.

			And the Maid to be there, a little fig­ure, and white in the face, and strangely angered, and her an­ger mixt with hid­den ac­know­ledge­ment that I did be her mas­ter, and half to be minded that she move not from where she did stand, and part to be reas­on­able and fear­ful of the hid­den Beast; and in part also to thrill in her wo­man­hood un­to the man that did be so mas­ter­ful un­to her. And all to pass in a little mo­ment, and we to be to the Gorge side, and busied very eager to the climb.

			And the Maid to be first, as I did heed, and I to fol­low, and have con­stant look­ing to the task and to her safety, and al­way to be bit­ter anxious for our speed to be good, and to be anxious the more then, lest that Mine Own should slip; for there did be an hor­rid wet­ness upon the sides of the Gorge, as you shall have guessed, and hor­rid growths that blotched the great rocks migh­tily, and made an ut­ter slip­per­i­ness, if that they did be trod upon; and we to have to come so clear of all such mat­ters, as we might, and yet to be speedy for our lives, and like­wise to lack no care and thought to the set­ting of our hands and of our feet in places fit­ted to the lift­ing of our weight.

			And truly you shall see that we went very des­per­ate, and I to give word to the Maid that she look not down­ward, the which I was ur­gent upon, lest that she come giddy in the heart. But I, as you shall think, could scarce to keep from fear­ful peer­ings be­low, so that I learn speedy wheth­er the Pur­suer did come yet in­to the light of the fire-hole, be­neath.

			And presently, the Maid did gasp very weak and troubled with the sore­ness of the climb; and I came high­er, and set mine arm about her, as we did be there upon the face of the cliff; and she stopt very still a little while, and an ease did come to her, and an as­sur­ance of safety. And surely, I kist her there where we did be in that up­ward place, and her lips did tremble un­to mine; and her cour­age and strength to come back in­to her, so that in a minute she did make once more to the climb­ing.

			And we came presently to a place where a great ledge did be, that jut­ted out from the mighty cliff, and was surely a huge way above the Gorge bot­tom. And the ledge sloped, and there were on the ledge, great stones and boulders that did make lodge­ment there through etern­ity.

			And I lookt very care­ful to our way, and saw that we did be in the path of a mighty rock that was over-nigh un­to the edge of the shelf-place, and did put fear upon me, in that it seemed that it should come down with great thun­der­ing upon us, if that we but shook the place where it did be.

			And I caught the Maid very swift and gentle, and shaped our path un­to one side of that great rock, and did presently lose my fear, when that we did come safe from un­der it.

			And in a minute after, we were come up­ward upon the ledge, and a very safe place it did seem, and surely as that no mon­ster should be abled to come up­ward upon us. And this I did try to make for com­fort un­to ourselves; but that we both to know how that the great Slugs could lie up against the sides of the Gorge, and surely it did be like that they should be able to come up­ward clear of the Gorge, and so to the place where we made to have safety. And I had no thought to deny this thing, when that it was clear to my brain; but set rather that we should have some way to fight the Mon­ster, if that we did be dis­covered.

			And I thought in a mo­ment upon the stones that did be about; and the Maid in the same mo­ment cried out that we should push the big rock down upon the Slug that we be­lieved to have chase of us, and in­deed, the rock to be a great weapon, if we could but stir it, as you shall think.

			And al­way, as we talked, very hushed, we lookt down­ward in­to the deep­ness of the Gorge, un­to the up­ward end of the fire-light; but there came no thing yet un­to our know­ledge, only that the stink­ing did rise up to us through that great dis­tance.

			And the fire-pit to seem now a very small burn­ing, and to give no great light up to us; and we neither to be abled to see very clear of the Gorge bot­tom, in that the haze of the fumes and the smoke was in the air of the Gorge, and made un­cer­tainty; and we to be no­wise prop­er free of the smoke, even where we did be.

			And we watched, very set with anxious­ness and fear­ful ex­pect­ing of the mon­ster; and did be both yet lost of breath, and the Maid that she made her words some­thing broken for a little while.

			And lo! in a mo­ment, Naani cried out very low and sharp that the thing did come; and I to see a mov­ing of some­what, in the same in­stant, in the Gorge that lay upon the up­ward side of the fire-pit.

			And im­me­di­ately I saw the great and mon­ster head of the Beast come for­ward in­to the shine from the pit; and the head did be of a blotched white, and to have the eyes upon great stalks that came from the for­ward part of the head; and the stalks to be set down­ward, so that the eyes lookt upon the bot­tom parts of the Gorge. And surely this doth be very hor­rid-seem­ing to the mind of this age, but yet to have a less strange­ness un­to the two of us that had seen many hor­rid sights, as you do know.

			And as the Mon­ster came for­ward the more in­to the light, I saw that the great and ut­ter mighty bulk did be all of that same white­ness, that did be so set over with blotch­ings and a seem­ing of un­health. But, truly the col­our was prop­er to a creature that did abide in so great a dark­ness, as you shall say, yet had those Slugs that we did see, been black and shin­ing, for the most, as I have told; and this to be as I saw, and I not to heed here that I try un­to ex­plain­ings in this place; else should I be nev­er eased of my task, as you do see.

			And the Mon­ster Slug came on­ward, and as it did go, it set the stalks of the eyes in among the boulders, as that it did search; swayed now this way and now that way, from side to side of the Gorge, and al­way it pushed the stalks of the eyes in­ward among the boulders; and so to go for­ward, search­ing. And truly it was very dread­ful to see the thing make search for us, and to go so stead­fast to so dread a pur­pose.

			And, in­deed, I saw it not so plain as might be, be­cause of the haze of the fumes and the smoke that did lie in the air of the Gorge, as I have told, and made some­thing vague the sight at this time and that; but yet we did both see a strange thing; for when that the great white body did be come half in­to the light, the Slug-Beast set out a big tongue among the boulders, after that it did peer there­un­der; and the tongue did be very long, and white, and some­thing thin-seem­ing; and the Mon­ster lapped in­ward in a mo­ment a great snake from among the boulders, and the tongue did hold upon the snake, as that there did be surely teeth or rough­ness upon the tongue; but yet the dis­tance to be too great for any surety of the sight, as you do know; and moreover, there did be the un­cer­tainty of the haze with­in the air.

			And the Slug took the snake in­ward, all as it did lash and wriggle, and swal­lowed it in a mo­ment; and, in ver­ity, that snake did be a big and hor­rid creature, else had it been not so plain to our sight; but it did be as a worm un­to the mon­ster, and gone in­stant.

			And im­me­di­ately, the Slug-Beast went again to search­ing, and the head to sway from this side un­to that side of the Gorge; and by the wide­ness and ease of this sway­ing shall you per­ceive the ut­ter great­ness of the Beast.

			And al­way, as it did come down­ward of the Gorge, it thrust the stalks of the eyes in­ward among the boulders, look­ing all ways; and oft the breath did come from it, as a cloud; and the stink to rise up un­to us, very plain and an ab­om­in­a­tion. And again, we saw the Beast set the tongue in among the boulders of the Gorge bot­tom; and it lickt forth a snake that did seem so thick as a man in the body, and the snake to thrash in the great white tongue, and to be im­me­di­ately drawn in­ward, and gone ut­ter.

			And surely, as the thought did stir in me, there did be a great Mercy over us, in that we did not die by such a ser­pent in some dark and hor­rid place of the Gorge. But yet, as it is like to be, may­hap the snakes did be only anigh to the fire-holes; yet doth it be any­wise a won­drous thing that we had come so free of them al­way; and truly to learn, was to be giv­en a new ter­ror.

			Now the Mon­ster was come fully in­to the shin­ing of the fire-pit, and was upon this side; and the fire to make a shin­ing against the side of the Slug, so that odd whiles I did per­ceive very plain the huge wrink­lings and musc­lings of the skin, as the Beast made on­ward. And al­way it did search, thrust­ing in the eye-stalks among the boulders.

			And sud­den, it made pause, and did be­gin that it brought all the mighty body to­geth­er, and humpt it­self, and brought the head-part round un­to the bot­tom of the cliff that made this side of the Gorge. And it gathered it­self, and af­ter­ward did lengthen up­ward against the cliff, and be­gin to climb. And lo! I saw that the Beast did scent of us, and made to come up­ward to des­troy us.

			And as the mighty hill of the body did come in­to length against the great cliff-side, the Beast set the eye-stalks in­to this cave and that, as it did go, and in­to all cran­nies; and so lengthened up­ward very straight and mon­strous and dread­ful un­to us, and did be as a white and mil­dewed hill, that had an hor­rid life. And the stink to come up, so that we did be like to lose our breath with the dread­ful­ness of it, as you shall think.

			And surely, for a mo­ment, I looked un­to the rocks upon the ledge, and this way and that way, and up­ward un­to the ever­last­ing dark­ness that did be above us, and again un­to the great rock that did seem to quiver upon the edge, as I have told. And I was grown ut­ter des­per­ate in a mo­ment; for, truly, it did seem in that in­stant that there did be no power in the world that should slay so ut­ter mighty a Mon­ster.

			And im­me­di­ately, even as I did des­pair, I had run very swift un­to the great rock, and the Maid with me, both very strained and shaken with the hor­ror of the thing that did make up­ward un­to us so sure and in­tent.

			And I set my strength un­to the rock, and heaved; but in­deed the rock gave not from the place where it did be; so that I had a dread­ful des­pair; for I saw that it did be more se­cure than had seemed. And the Maid lent her strength un­to mine, and we heaved to­geth­er, with sore pant­ings, and little cries to guide our en­deav­ours and be­cause we could not be con­tained in that mo­ment.

			And surely it seemed that the great rock moved, and lo! as we strove to­geth­er to the task, there came a vast and sud­den grind­ing, and the rock to cease from our shoulders, and to be gone from us, or scarce we did wot of the hap­pen­ing. And the rock went over, and rushed down­ward upon the Mon­ster, and with mighty crash­ings, as it did grind and crush the face of the cliff-side with a quick and con­stant thun­der­ing. And I caught the Maid, as she did stag­ger upon that dire up­ward edge be­cause that she had set her strength so ut­ter to the en­deav­our, and the rock to be gone so sud­den, as you do see, and she to be like to fol­low after. And she clung un­to me, and I to hold her very safe as I lookt down upon the fall­ing of the Rock. And be­hold! the Great Rock smote the Mon­ster in the humpt part of the back, be­low of the head, and did enter in­to the Mon­ster, even as a bul­let doth strike, and was gone in­stant from my sight in­to the Vi­tals.

			And there came a mighty sound of an­guish from the Mon­ster; and the Mon­ster did loosen from the cliff, and to crumple, as it did seem, and sink back­ward. And a great steam of dread breath­ing to go up­ward from the Beast, and a reek; and it made again the strange and hor­rid noise of pain, and the Gorge to be yet full of the echoes of the Rock thun­der­ing, and with the noise of the rock there was now mingled the hor­rid sound­ing of the death-cry­ing of the Beast. And the Gorge to be filled with dull and dread­ful echo­ings, as that an hun­dred Mon­sters died in this place and that of the dark­ness in the Gorge, and all to be bred of the noise of that mil­dewed hill a-dy­ing.

			And the echoes ceased not for a while, even after that the Mon­ster did be ut­ter quiet; for truly they came presently from far up­ward and down­ward of the Gorge, out of all the etern­ity of the night, and to be as that they came back­ward very faint out of lone­some miles, and out of the strange deep­ness of un­known cav­erns of the world. And so in the end to si­lence; and the far bot­tom of the Gorge to be filled with a white and hor­rid hill, very dread­ful, and that did yet quiver to show the slow­ness of Death. And al­way a dread­ful reek and stink­ing to fill all the air, even un­to the height, as of the grave.

			And I stood up­ward in that far, high place, and held the Maid very strong and tender; and she to have covered her ears from that dread­ful cry­ing; and to be yet shaken with the great­ness and hor­ror of the dy­ing of the Mon­ster, and the near­ness that she did come un­to fall­ing, as you have seen.

			And presently she came less to tremble, and did weep very ease­ful, even as a babe doth weep; and I, may­hap, to be not over-steady, as you shall think; but yet to have a great glad­ness set in my heart, and a tri­umph, and an ut­ter grace of thank­ful­ness.

			And I held Mine Own, very tender and sure, as I did say; and she very soon to be eased of her trouble, and the shock to be some­thing gone from her. And she lookt up at me, and slipt her arms up­ward about my neck, and pulled me down­ward un­to her, that she might kiss me.

			And we to talk then, of the go­ing down; and surely this did seem a great and dan­ger­ous task; for, truly, we had come up­ward pretty easy in the ex­cess of our fear; but how we might go down, with our blood cool, I did be all in doubt.

			Yet, be­fore that we did aught else, I led the Maid up­ward on to the safe part of the ledge; and we sat there, very quiet and weary, and she did be leaned against me. And we eat, each of us, two of the tab­lets, and I to scold and coax Mine Own to this end, and she to obey and to be bet­ter af­ter­ward, be­cause that she had eat. And we drank some of the wa­ter, and did rest a time longer.

			And presently, our cour­age and strength was come back in­to us; and we packt the scrip again, and the Maid set it fast to my back; and we went then to the edge of the shelf, and lookt down­ward, this way and that; and surely, there did be no way to go, save the way we came; only that we might shape our down­ward climb­ing to bring us a little be­low that place where the dead Mon­ster did be.

			And I saw by mine own heart and by the pale­ness of the Maid, that we should do well that we con­sider the thing no more; but make to the task.

			And I went im­me­di­ately over the edge of the shelf, upon my belly, and I bade Naani to fol­low. And we began then that we go down­ward; and, in ver­ity, we went down­ward for, may­hap, a great hour; and I gave help al­way un­to Mine Own, as I could; and she to come after me very brave, and made that she hold back her fear, and come down­ward of that cliff, that did be oft like to a mighty wall. And surely, even as we came down, I mar­velled how we did ever go up­ward, even though fear did aid us; but, in­deed, I do think it doth be easi­er to climb safely, than to come back­ward; for this is how I have found.

			And we made rest thrice upon ledges of the cliff. And af­ter­ward came down­ward again; and al­way very slow and with ex­ceed­ing heed where our hands and our feet did go, that we slip not sud­denly to our death.

			And once, as I did see, the Maid was lost of all her strength, and did be go­ing to fall, be­cause that she did be all gone in­to a sud­den weak­ness of the head in an in­stant. And she did be si­lent, even in that mo­ment, the which doth be mar­vel­lous un­to me, and to give me a strong pride of her, as you shall un­der­stand, if that ever you have loved. And surely, I came up­ward, in a mo­ment, that little space that was between, and had mine arm about Mine Own very swift, and held her hard and fierce against the cliff; and this I did that she should feel how that she could nev­er fall; and im­me­di­ately, her strength and her dear cour­age came back in­to her; and I kist her, there against the mighty cliff; and af­ter­ward she did have power again to come down­ward safe.

			And presently we were come to the Gorge bot­tom, and maybe an hun­dred paces down the Gorge from that place where did be the dead Mon­ster, all sunk in­to an ugly and hor­rid heap, so great as a small hill.

			And a dread­ful stink­ing did hang in all that part of the Gorge, by reas­on of the Slug; and signs of dis­gust, as you shall think; and the great and mil­dewed body of the thing yet to settle and twitch, as I did look, as it did come prop­erly un­to death in all that mighty bulk. And every­where, the skin of the Beast did be set in­to great wrink­lings, and hor­rid blotch­ings to be upon the im­prop­er white­ness there­of; and truly I did be in haste that I turn the Maid away from that thing, and that we haste down­ward of the Gorge.

			And we went then for two good hours, and al­way I did hearten the Maid, and she to go very husht and trust­ful by me; but truly I did be in an an­guish of heart, be­cause that I was newly aware that there did be such great and dread­ful ser­pents in that part of the Gorge, as you do also know. And I was not over-feared for my­self, but for the Maid that did have no ar­mour to pro­tect her dear body. And be­cause that I was so set with this trouble, I took the Maid presently in­to mine arms, that I carry her, and so to have her clear of aught that should lie among the boulders.

			And, in ver­ity, Mine Own did show an an­ger very sur­pris­ing and de­term­ined; for I said not why I should carry her—fear­ing to give her a great­er un­ease—but only that she did be weary, and I very strong and will­ing.

			And, in­deed, I could not bring her to reas­on, without I told her, which was not mine in­tent; for she did re­fuse me to carry her; and said that truly I had need of no ad­ded bur­den un­to my la­bours.

			And when she saw that I would not be moved by her reas­on­ings, she made to win upon me by her lov­ing ways; but, in­deed, I only kist her; and went for­ward with her in mine arms. And she half naughty, that I did be so heed­less of her wish­ings, and some­wise hurt also; and so to be si­lent in mine arms; yet may­hap to be some­thing stirred in her nature, that I did be stead­fast to mine in­ten­tion, des­pite that her will did be con­trary.

			And this I do be­lieve to be truth, be­cause that, af­ter­ward, I do think that she lay there in mine arms, only as a wo­man that doth be in the hands of her Mas­ter that hath all her love.

			And in this­wise we went for­ward.

			And in the end of the two hours that we did go, there was come the end of the dark part of the Gorge; and we to be out­ward of that mighty roof of the moun­tains, as I do think it to have been; and the air to be free of the stink of the Mon­sters, and the fire-holes to be very plenty, and their smokings to go up­ward very prop­er; so that we had no more the bit­ter­ness of their fum­ings in our throats.

			And there did be a pretty good light, to go by the con­trast of the past hours; and I set Mine Own again to her feet, and made that she keep to my rear­ward, so that if there did be any ser­pents to our path, they should come first un­der my feet, and this­wise to work no harm to me, be­cause of mine ar­mour, neither to Naani, Mine Own Maid.

			Now by this time, it was some­what of nine­teen great hours since we did sleep; for we had been a long while mak­ing that we come safe from the Slug; and, in­deed, we had come down­ward with a less speed than I did go through upon mine up­ward way, as you shall mind; and this to be that Mine Own did not have the hard strength that was in my body to the en­dur­ing of great la­bour and stress; and this surely all to be plain un­to you that have been with me in all my jour­ney. And, moreover, there must be kept to mind the three hours that we had gone, ere we were come prop­er in­to the dark part of the Gorge; and so all to be re­membered un­to you; and also you to mind that we did be wake­ful a time, ere that we set for­ward upon that day’s jour­ney­ing.

			And we did go al­most in joy­ous-wise, be­cause that we were come safe out of that dread­ful place; and surely, odd whiles I did feel the hands of Mine Own Naughty One to be hookt very pretty and sly in­to the back­ward part of my belt, as that she did make a pre­tend­ing that she drive me be­fore her; and surely this doth be a strange thing to tell upon; for there did be no know­ledge of the olden horse in all the etern­ity of that dark world; but yet, maybe, some dear olden memory-dream did set her hands un­con­scious to this pretty work.

			And, in ver­ity, once I turned very sud­den, and had her swift in­to mine arms, as she did pre­tend to drive me; and she to laugh with a sweet and joy­ous gurgle against mine ar­mour; and I to heed that I hurt her not, be­cause I did be like an iron man that should put arms about a tender maid.

			And we lookt al­way now for a place that should be prop­er to our rest and to our sleep; and when it did be close upon the end of the twen­ti­eth hour of that jour­ney, the Maid showed me a cave that was, may­hap, fifty good feet up­ward in the right side of the Gorge.

			And I lookt about, and saw that there did be two fire-holes anigh, and a warm spring to make a basin of wa­ter, that did lie between the fires; and all very well set to our need, as I did per­ceive; for, in­deed, we did be ut­ter be­smirched with the filth of the Slug part of the Gorge, and to need that we be nice and fitly washed, be­fore that we have any com­fort of our selves.

			And I bade Naani to wait a little minute; and I lookt well up the Gorge and well down the Gorge; and lo! there did be no thing to set me in un­ease; and I told Mine Own that she keep a sharp and stead­fast watch­ing, and not to heed me; and this I said, be­cause I knew she did be like oth­er­wise to look at me and be over-anxious, as I go up­ward to the cave; and, in­deed, she to be bet­ter any­way in watch of the Gorge, and to cry out to me, if that any­thing came anigh, whilst that I went up­ward.

			And I made up­ward to the cave; and was come there pretty quick; and truly it did be good for our pur­pose, and fresh-seem­ing and dry, and to have no holes that I could see for the hid­ing of creep­ing things.

			And I called down gently to the Maid that the cave did be prop­er; and she to show her glad­ness, and to be look­ing up­ward at me, in­stead of the way of the Gorge, as I set her; and truly she did be a dear and hu­man little Maid, and ut­ter Mine; so that I did find a new joy in each small lack of wis­dom, and this just so much as that she had done a won­drous prop­er thing. And truly, you shall say, there was some pro­per­ness to her heart, in that she could abide not but to watch me.

			And I went quickly down to Mine Own; for there was al­way an un­ease upon me, save when I did be nigh to her, in chance of trouble.

			And when I was come down to her, the Maid did be seem­ing a little in thought; and af­ter­ward showed me how that she did be all in a pi­ti­ful dis­gust of the dirt and slime and the drip­pings of the Gorge, that did be on her, and had made her gar­ment ut­ter wet and be­mired, so that she did feel that her very body was a re­pulse un­to her.

			And I saw how it did be with Naani; and I went to the warm pool, and felt that it did be not over-hot, and af­ter­ward found the deep­ness, by the handle of the Diskos, and this to be scarce of three feet, and the wa­ter very clear to show me the bot­tom, so that it was surely a nice and prop­er place to be for such a pur­pose as I did think. And I set some of the wa­ter to my mouth, us­ing my hand; and truly there did seem no hurt­ful chem­ic­al in the wa­ter; and there­fore was I eased that the Maid should have the de­sire that I did see to be in her mind.

			And I saw that I should be help­ful to Mine Own, if that I make the ar­ran­ging of things to be in mine own hands. And I went back un­to the Maid, and told her that the pool was very nice to be for a bath-place; and that she to haste to wash her­self, whilst the Gorge did be free of any Creature or Mon­ster.

			Now I saw that Naani was troubled, and feared that I did be go­ing to leave her, and yet did be paused a little in her words, to show me all that she did wish.

			And surely, I sto­opt and kist her, as she did look so wist­ful in her little puz­zle­ment; and im­me­di­ately I re­moved her trouble very nat­ur­al, and told that I should stand guard anigh to her, the while that she bathed. And, truly she did be at ease on the mo­ment, and may­hap some­thing sur­prised to know where­fore she had been some­thing a-lack to ask me. But, in truth, it did be very nat­ur­al.

			And I told her to be so quick as she might, which was a need­less thing to say, yet to start her; and she to go quietly to obey me; but first to take the cloak out of the hold upon my shoulders, and to un­fold it, and so to the pool. And I to stand with my back that­wards, and to lean, ready, upon the Diskos.

			And presently she did be in the wa­ter, as I knew; and I to be her man, very sure and gentle to her and sed­ate. And truly, as you shall think, I did love that I be to stand guard to her in her dear maid­en­hood; and she, after that she was cheered and warmed by the de­light of the wa­ter, to sing very low and happy to her­self, where she did be to my back.

			And, sud­den, the singing to cease, and the Maid screamed; and I to have no thought of im­prop­er mod­esty but turned in­stant to the Maid. And in a mo­ment, I saw what did trouble her; for there came a ser­pent out of the wa­ter; and the Maid to be all adrift with nat­ur­al mod­esty, and with her fear of the ser­pent. And I was come in­to the pool in a mo­ment, in mine ar­mour, and did lift the Maid, na­ked and wet in­to mine arms, and had her in­stant from the wa­ter, and upon the side of the pool; and there I wrapt the cloak about her; and ran very quick and killed the ser­pent, as it did go offwards among the boulders. And surely it did be so thick as mine arm, and to have come from some hole that did be hid in the bot­tom of the pool.

			And I came back then to Mine Own, and took her in­to mine arms, and set the cloak well about her; and she to cry and to tremble with the shock and dis­turb­ance of the thing; but soon to be eased, and ready to laugh with me.

			And so she was come prop­er to her hap­pi­ness again, and I very gentle and joy­ous with her, for truly my heart had been sick that she had come so nigh to that hor­rid danger.

			And I eased the scrip from me, and opened it, and made her to take two of the tab­lets, and she to re­fuse to eat, save I com­pany her also; and in­deed I did be very will­ing, for truly my belly was al­way empty. And she to be very glad to eat, be­cause she did be clean now, and to have no more dis­gust of her­self. And af­ter­ward, we drank some of the wa­ter. And soon we did be fin­ished, and she to ask for her girdle that I did give her with the knife, as I have surely told. And she belted the cloak very grace­ful about her; and lookt very dear and pretty with her little bare feet; and her hair very lovely upon her shoulders, for she did wear al­way in the Gorge the lin­ing of my head-piece, and so had her hair dry and sweet.

			And, in ver­ity, I did mind now, how that she did look very beau­ti­ful in her bath, as I had gone to suc­cour her from the snake; and I to be nicely whole­some in this re­mem­ber­ing, be­cause of my love, but yet to be know­ing that I was sweetly stirred to new things; and did not know be­fore that a maid lookt in the same mo­ment so holy and so hu­man. And af­ter­ward, in odd whiles, I re­membered; but nev­er to think over­much, be­cause that I did feel in­wardly that I should be gently wise in such things; and you to un­der­stand my heart in this, if that ever you have loved.

			And surely, the Maid brought me from my dream­ings very sens­ible, in that she had me to stand; and she was gone about me very swift and natty with her pretty fin­gers, that she ease me of mine ar­mour.

			And af­ter­ward, she bade me to strip and wash, whilst that she keep watch for me of the Gorge. And she took the Diskos, and leaned upon it, very brave and prop­er; but yet, as I do think, with some­what of roguish­ness with­in her, very deep hid, and scarce known un­to her­self.

			And I warned her to be very wise with the great weapon; for it did fit only to fight in my hands, and did be like to cause harm to any that should meddle with it or make to use it, save me.

			And Naani to nod that she did hear me, and to be half in fear of the thing, and half to feel that it did be friendly to her; and so to stand guard for me; and truly to seem a very sweet and slender maid, des­pite the big­ness of the cloak; and the great weapon to seem more great in her small hands; and to mind me how strong I did be. And surely you shall think me in con­ceit; but truly I did be glad to be so strong; and a prop­er thing for pride, if that there be no scorn for oth­ers therein. And you to agree with me in this thing, or to be lack­ing of sym­pathy and good hu­man un­der­stand­ing.

			Now I washt me, not by go­ing down in­to the pool; for in­deed I did not wot wheth­er there be any more snakes hid there in some oth­er hole. And the way I washt, was that I dipt my head-piece in­to the hot pool, and poured the wa­ter over me, and rubbed my body very strong with my hands; and there to be, surely, some cer­tain chem­ic­al in the wa­ter that aided mine ef­forts; for the wa­ter went very smooth un­der my hands.

			And when I was done, I washt my pock­et-cloth very speedy in the pool, and wrung it, and did then wipe my body so dry as I should; and af­ter­ward I wrung the cloth again, and set it about my loins, and so to be as prop­er as I might.

			And I did call to the Maid that I was prop­er, and she to come then and kiss me; and she gave back to me the Diskos, and set me that I stand anigh to the near­er fire-hole, and so to be that I should guard her, and in the same time be come free of the chill of the Gorge, which was not great in that place.

			And surely I did mean that I help her; but she would have no help in her work that she did say to be her glad right; but bade me that I to mine own work to be her dear pro­tect­or, as she did call me. And I to lift that Wil­ful One in­to mine arms, a mo­ment, and to give her a very lov­ing hug, and for that time to have no fear that I harm her, be­cause that I was freed of the hard­ness of the ar­mour about me, as you do know.

			And surely she to feel very dear and pretty in mine arms, and she kist me the once with a little pas­sion of love; and im­me­di­ately to want to go from me; so that I freed her in a mo­ment, as was ever my way. And she then to pause a small space off from me, and lookt at me with a light in her eyes, and half to put out her arms that she be taken again in­to mine; but so to cease, ere she yield to her heart; and turned from me im­me­di­ately to the task of the wash­ing.

			And she took first my body-vest, and washt it very quick and clev­er in the pool, and af­ter­ward came over by me, and spread it upon the hot flat rock anigh to the fire-hole.

			And she got then my change body-vest from the bundle of her torn gar­ments, where she did put it to be washt on op­por­tun­ity, even as now; and may­hap to like that it should lie in her bundle with her own gar­ments, for so, as I do mind, the thought came to me very nat­ur­al; but she to say naught to lead me thus; yet to be a very hon­est and dear Maid, and to have little secret ways of love, as I did per­ceive, that I did not be told of.

			And she washt the second body-vest, and set it to dry by the first; and af­ter­ward did like­wise with all my gar­ments, and came then to the wash­ing of her own.

			And lo! as she spread it also to the dry­ing, there came to mine heart that the Maid did have only this one rough and thick gar­ment, that did be the ar­mour-suit, as I have told. And surely it did be dread­ful that she have the hard­ness of that strong knit­ted and fibrous gar­ment to be next to her dear body, and I to be in com­fort with the soft­ness of my body-vest.

			And I was all angered in a mo­ment, that she had gone this­wise, while that I had been gentled, as it might be. And I bade Naani take the second vest to her own use when it did be dry. And she to look up­ward from where she did turn the gar­ments upon the hot rock; and to mean in the first to deny me. But in­deed she was quick to see that I did be truly in an­ger; and mine an­ger to come be­cause that I was hurt that this did be, and be­cause that I was shamed that she had gone so rough-clad, the while that I had no thought to the mat­ter. And moreover be­cause that she had known her lack, and did not tell me of the thing.

			But yet I did have a great ten­der­ness in the back­ward part of mine an­ger, be­cause that I per­ceived all the un­selfish­ness and de­light of her love that did be about this little mat­ter, as you shall see, if you have gone al­way with me.

			But mine an­ger yet to be some­thing hard, be­cause I did see that I have need to watch the Maid, that she put not her dear body to pain, that I might come un­know­ing to some little pleas­ur­ing or ease, as did be now as I have shown. And truly it did be sweetly done in love; but to be some­wise lack­ing of judge­ment; and so shall you know some­what of the way that I did be angered, and to have un­der­stand­ing with me; but if you have not, you shall think it to be naught, and that the Maid did need only that she be kist, and to be shaken a little in play­ful­ness, and warned to heed that I did be earn­est; and may­hap you to be some­wise right, and not to guess far off from the in­ward deep­ness of my heart. But yet it doth be ver­ity that I was truly angered, and fit to shake Mine Own, and in the same mo­ment to be ut­ter tender un­to her. And surely this doth be all a con­tra­dic­tion, and the hu­man heart to be a way­ward thing, wheth­er it doth be of a man or of a wo­man.

			And Naani, as I do think, to have loved the chafe of that rough gar­ment for love’s sake, and to go very humble and lov­ing, as I lookt at her; but in ver­ity to be nev­er gone from the sweet naugh­ti­ness that did be al­way in her heart, and to plan even in that mo­ment some new and secret ser­vice un­to me, that should be for her quiet joy, and to be hid from me, un­til that my wit should come upon it to un­cov­er it. And in ver­ity a young man doth want that he whip his maid and kiss her, and all in the one mo­ment. And, in­deed, he to have de­light in both.

			And she obeyed me that time, as al­way when I did be earn­est, without more word. And surely that Naughty One did know how I loved her.

			And the Maid washt then her torn gar­ments that did be in the bundle, and had got­ten soiled by the slime of the dark part of the Gorge. And she put these to dry, and af­ter­ward washed mine ar­mour and the scrip and the pouch and the cloak-hold, and all such mat­ters of our gear; and so to be presently done.

			And she was heed­ful then that she turned the gar­ments upon the hot rock; and af­ter­ward did at­tend to my bruis­ings. And when she did rest, I lookt to her pretty feet, and rubbed them very gentle and con­stant with the oint­ment; and surely they did be pretty well; but I to like that I should tend them, and to have joy to feel their lit­tle­ness with­in my palms, and surely she did know how it did be with me; for presently she took her feet in­ward un­der the cloak; and I, maybe, to look some­thing woe­ful; for she put one out presently, when that I did the least ex­pect, and slipt it very cosy in­to my hand; and surely I kist her naughty toes; and she then to be very sed­ate.

			Now, presently, when Naani found the gar­ments to be prop­er dry, she gave those to me that were mine, and bid me to turn my back and be drest very speedy. And lo! in a little time, when I was nigh done, she came over and stood be­fore me, and was drest again in the ar­mour-suit, and to look very slender and dainty. And she lookt at me, so that I put out my hands, that I kiss her; but she went from me, very prop­er, and brought mine ar­mour, and gave me help with it, and al­way very grave and quiet; but yet to have naugh­ti­ness un­der­neath, as I did be­lieve.

			And when I was full armed, she took my hand, and set mine arm about her waist, and she leaned her head against my breast, and put up her lips to be kist, as that she did be a child maid­en; yet when I kist her, she did be a wo­man, and to kiss me very dear and lov­ing, and to look at me then from un­der her eye-lids; and sud­den to make a dainty growl­ing, and to pre­tend that she did be a fierce thing that should be like to eat me; and I to be ut­ter feared, as you shall think, and to be scarce able that I kiss Mine Own Pretty Fierce One, be­cause that I did laugh so hearty, and to be so taken with a sur­prise that the Maid did show this new play­ful­ness; and in the same mo­ment to be stirred and waked anew that she did be so lovely and grace­ful in mine arms, and to make her naughty growl­ing so pretty that I did be eager that she make it again; but she to do this play­ing only as her mood did stir her.

			And she made then that she would go from me, and I to loose her, as ever; and she bade me that I guard her the while that she washt the out­ward part of the cloak; for the in­ward did be clean, and the cloak proof to wa­ter; but the out­ward part to be some­thing need­ful of wash­ing.

			And surely, when this was made clean, it dried very quick, be­cause that the wa­ter went not in­to it; and whilst that it dried, I gave Mine Own an aid up­ward un­to the cave, and af­ter­ward I passed up the gear, and the cloak when it did be dry; and so came up­ward also my­self, and brought with me a boulder, that I bal­anced very light in the mouth of the cave, so that it should fall, if that any­thing toucht it; and this plan you do know of; for I used it be­fore, as I have told.

			And truly we did be ut­ter wear­ied, and the time to be some­thing bey­ond three and twenty hours, since last we had slum­ber. And the Maid had the scrip and the pouch set to be for my pil­low, and the bundle of her torn gar­ment to be for her own. And she to have me to my pil­low, and to tuck the cloak about me, and the Diskos to my hand; and af­ter­ward to kiss me very sed­ate upon the lips, and then to come in un­der the cloak, with a quiet and lovely hap­pi­ness, as I did know; and to be gone to slum­ber very con­tent and sweet.

			And I waked eight good hours after, with the fizz­ing of the wa­ter in mine ears; and lo! Mine Own did be waked and to make ready our break­fast; and I came up­ward upon mine el­bow, to see wheth­er that the boulder did be un­moved; and in­deed it was not touched.

			And Mine Own saw that I was come awake; and she ran to me, very dear and glad, and kist my lips very eager and lov­ing. And surely, as she kist me, I did feel that she had taken again a naughty ad­vantaging of my slum­ber, and had kist me as I did sleep; but truly I said no word of my thoughts; for I did mind that I should wake sud­den one time, and so to catch her in this, and to call her then Mine Own, and that she did be a rogue; and all as you shall know, that have loved.

			And I scol­ded the Maid a little, in that she had not waked me; but I said not that I would at­tend to the du­ties that she did heed to; for I knew that she had joy of these things, in that she did love to do aught that should be done un­to me. And when I scol­ded her, she to make but a little mouth at me, as we do say, and to put her tab­lets to my lips, that I kiss them, and she to kiss mine; and so to our break­fast.

			And when we were done, we gat to­geth­er our gear, and went down­ward from the cave, and began again to jour­ney. And we went eight­een hours that day, and eat and drunk at every sixth hour, as ever.

			And in the four­teenth hour, I per­ceived that I did be like to over­travel the Maid, though I made al­way to have a less speed than did be nat­ur­al un­to me. And surely then, I took her up in­to mine arms; and she to re­fuse, and to be troubled that I should so carry her; for she did think that I was like to be wear­ied by the task.

			And I to take no heed to her protest­ings; but to laugh gently with her, and to carry her, even as a babe in mine arms; and she to love that she be in mine arms, if but she be able to have as­sured­ness that I come not to wear­i­ness through her. And truly it did be a dear love task, and to be set un­to the need­ing of mine es­pe­cial heart.

			And I car­ried Mine Own then for four hours; and in the eight­eenth hour we were come to that part of the Gorge where did be the ledge where I killed the spider, ere I slept, as you shall may­hap to mind. And here I aided the Maid to climb, and we had the same ledge that night to be our refuge; and did sleep very happy and un­harmed, and al­way with our spir­its set to warn us, if that harm did make to come nigh to us.

			And we went then through three days of eight­een hours’ jour­ney each; and al­way I did carry Mine Own, from the twelfth un­to the eight­eenth hour of each jour­ney­ing; and this to be very dear un­to me, and to give me a new re­joicing that I did be strong and easy to carry Mine Own; and she to lie in mine arms very con­tent, when that she per­ceived how that I did be so glad to go this­wise and that I had no wear­i­ness by the car­ry­ing.

			And thus I did rest her feet, and wore not her dear and slender body over­much with the vigour of my go­ing; and was abled to make a very good speed.

			And Mine Own, this time and that, to make say­ings of im­pudence un­to me, and to hide her naughty lips, when that I should kiss them; and to have quaint nest­lings un­to me, and odd whiles to kiss me very dainty when that I did be go­ing thought­ful of the way. And surely nev­er did there be so dear a maid as Mine Own; so that I did go many a mile, and to be scarce that I knew that I was gone any way, be­cause of the stir­rings of my heart and the con­tent of my spir­it.

			And oft as we did go, there were great scor­pi­ons in the path, and odd whiles they to have no heed to go from my way; but to be so great as my head, and very fat and lazy, so that surely I kickt a good num­ber, from my path, even as you shall kick a ball with the foot; and three I burst in this way. And truly it did be well that I had on me mine ar­mour, else had they been like to sting me very quick un­to death; for they were so great.

			And like­wise, in this place and that, there were snakes; but none to come anigh to me; and I to choose al­way the open go­ings; for I did think there to be many hid snakes and less­er mon­sters in the dark places between the great boulders. And al­way, when the Maid did walk, I to go be­fore, that I see clear her way, and this thing to be but a mat­ter of wise­ness, as you shall think.

			And odd whiles, as I did carry Mine Own, she to talk a little with me of her memory-dreams of the olden days; and may­hap you to think it strange that we said not over­much on this wise; but the way of our jour­ney to have been so ut­ter bit­ter, as you have seen; and we to be more of that far age, than we did be of this present age; and this present life to seem but a dream of Memory, and we to be set then with the real­ness of that life. And this telling, in­deed, to be a plain thing to your un­der­stand­ing. Yet did we have a great­er talk to these ends, when that we were come free of the Gorge; but yet, oft there to be an odd say­ing and a sweet memory, like to an olden and for­got fra­grance of dreams, to pass between Mine Own and me. And do you to set your sym­pathy of un­der­stand­ing with me in this thing, and to know how holy these things did be, and far off, and to hold memory, as a mist that doth shine with golden lights, that did make an holy pain upon the eyes of the spir­it, even as a quiet dawn of this day doth set a pleas­ure of vague pain upon the heart.

			And once, as I did carry the Maid, I saw that she wept a little, very husht un­to her­self; and I to say naught; for I saw that it did be a nat­ur­al sor­row for her fath­er, and for the dead Peoples of the Less­er Re­doubt; that did be left for ever un­to the des­ol­a­tion of Etern­ity. And so, be­cause I did be wise to leave her be, she to be eased presently, and to wipe her eyes, quiet and secret, and may­hap to think that I did not per­ceive; and then to nestle un­to me; and so to be the more Mine Own.

			And about the middle part of the second day, we came past the cave where I did sleep on the up­ward jour­ney; and I to tell Naani, and she to look up­ward to the cave, and to wish that she might come a mo­ment in­to it; only that it did be twenty good feet up­ward, and I to de­sire that she run no risk of her dear life, when that there did be no need.

			And so to go on­ward; and odd whiles to see strange things a-lurk among the boulders; but none to come anigh to us; yet did I keep the Diskos very ready in my hand, as you shall think; and had mine eyes al­way to look upon every side, and mine ears to be wary; and to use my spir­it al­way to mine aid.

			And surely, as we did come lower in the Gorge, the Maid was all a-wondered at the warm­ness that did grow, and some­thing dis­turbed in the first, by the new thick­ness, as it did seem, of the air. And she to waste some of the wa­ter, be­cause that it did fizz up so quick, even as I, un­til that she was come used to this new­ness. And all this to be very plain un­to you.

			And in the end of every jour­ney, we slept eight good hours in a safe place; and so to go on­ward again; and the Maid to grow very eager as I did tell her this thing and that of the Coun­try that we did come down­ward un­to.

			And she askt me ques­tions, time and oft, and much I told her, and she to think upon it with a grow­ing won­der and de­sire, even as a glad­some child that hath nev­er seen the sea, and doth be told that it shall presently be there. And this to be but to shad­ow the way that Naani did be; for truly she did be a very live and eager maid, in all things.

			And we to be still with­in the Gorge, and to go con­stant by the fire-holes and the fire-pits, and to see the flames leap up­ward in this place and that, so that the mighty walls of the Gorge would show very plain in an in­stant; and im­me­di­ately to come the shad­ows again, and af­ter­ward the leap­ing of the flames. And so did it be forever. And oft the mut­ter­ing of the fire-pits; and oft the ut­ter quiet and the shad­ows.

			And this time and that there did be a snake to go by us, and the scut­tling of the mon­ster scor­pi­ons; and may­hap a mov­ing in the shad­ows of the great boulders, that did tell me there went maybe some pe­cu­li­ar mon­ster in that place; so that I did be very wary, and to have the Diskos al­way ready.

			And when the fourth day was come, I showed the Maid, in the sixth hour, the ledge that did be my first sleep­ing place, when that I was entered in­to the Gorge.

			Now presently, in the el­ev­enth hour, after that we had gone five hours in a gloom, there did show afar off a shin­ing; and I caught the Maid, and I poin­ted; and she also to per­ceive that it did be surely the shin­ing of the light of that great Coun­try that I did tell upon.

			And im­me­di­ately we did be­gin to run down­ward, and with sore stum­blings in this place and that; but not to halt us; for we did be so mad as two chil­dren for the glad­some light.

			And we came down presently in the twelfth hour of that jour­ney in­to the warm light and won­der of the Coun­try of the Seas.

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				Home­ward by the Shore

			
			Now we came presently out of that sad and dreary place that did go in­ward of the great moun­tains, and which I have named the Up­ward Gorge; and we to halt soon between the feet of the moun­tains, bey­ond the mouth-part of the Gorge.

			And Naani al­way to look every way about her, and to breathe very quick, and her eyes to be gone bright with won­der and the see­ing of new things, and the com­ing of free­dom from so great a dread.

			And she turned, now, and did look up­ward in­to the dark of the Gorge, and to spy upon the great mouth there­of, and to be feared then, and must run a great­er way down­ward in­to the light­ness of the Coun­try of the Seas; and to come once more to pause, and to look back­ward, and with an awe and a re­lieved soul; and so again to the won­der of the spreaded Coun­try and the great Sea; and did near to laugh and cry in the same mo­ment, with the amazement and glad­ness and great as­ton­ish­ment that did be upon her. And she to turn con­stant this way and that, and to be nev­er ceased of look­ing, and of deep breath­ings of the wide air; for nev­er in that life had she been in a broad place of light, as you shall have per­ceived.

			And we to feel, both, that there did be no more need to talk husht, as we did al­way in the gloom and nar­row dark of the gorge. And surely she to shout, as a child that doth try an echo; and her voice to go very pretty in­to the dis­tance, and to be lost afar off in that Coun­try.

			And lo! in a mo­ment, an echo to come out of the dark moun­tains to our backs; so that we lookt round very sud­den; but wheth­er the echo did be truly an echo, or some strange­ness, or some un­nat­ur­al call to come down­ward out of the gloom and hor­ror of the Gorge, we did be all un­sure; and in­deed must run down­ward a while more, un­til that we did be all breathed, and to halt presently where we did feel to be ut­ter free of the Gorge and of the strange­ness that did seem to our minds, in that mo­ment, to lie up­ward in the dark­ness of the great moun­tains.

			And surely we did look about for a flat rock to be for our use, and we came presently to a place nice to our pur­pose, that did be yet up­ward over the Land; and we climbed up on to the rock and sat there­on to have our food and drink.

			And as we eat and drank, we did sit very close and happy; but yet to have a wise look­ing about anigh to us, so that we be caught by no danger of the Humpt Men, or by any oth­er danger that might be.

			And al­way, the Maid did ques­tion, and did stare afar over the Coun­try, and to have a shin­ing won­der and joy of the sea, and to be stirred in all her be­ing, so that she was pained with vague and sud­den memor­ies, that did be as strange dreams, and all mixt with pleas­ure and pain. And, in­deed, she sud­den to weep­ing, and to need that she be in mine arms, un­til that she know her­self once again; and so to her dear nat­ur­al joy and way.

			And oft did Mine Own speak upon the clear won­der of the air, as it did seem to her; and to me it did seem like­wise, that had lived my life also in a Dark Land, as you do know.

			And she to break sud­den from her rap­ture, and to set back her speech an Etern­ity with vague words, and memor­ies so olden and englam­oured that they did be as moon­light that once hath shone. And in a mo­ment she to be for­ward again in­to that far fu­ture time and speech, and all her be­ing to be close un­to me, and oft in a sol­emn si­lence of the heart.

			And the great­ness of the sea to call un­to her with an olden voice, and to half waken her; and I with her to be thus half-wakened, yet had I been not thus as I did come mine out­ward way; but truly I did stir to the stir­ring of the Maid, and all mine olden thoughts that did be my memory-dreams, to come afresh upon my spir­it.

			And so we two to sit there all shaken with dream­ings that did con­cern hap­pen­ings of the olden world that did lie up­ward in that dread­ful night which made a mighty and deeply roof over that Coun­try. And surely I am dumb, in that I have no speech to make known to you all the troub­lings and stir­rings of our spir­its that we did know in that mo­ment.

			And far off, by miles, bey­ond the feet of the moun­tain, where went the shore of the sea, upon our left, there was a great mist and steam; and this to be that mist and steam that I did come through on mine out­ward way; and Naani to ask con­cern­ing it, and I to tell her so much as I knew, and how that we must in­deed come presently through it, upon our jour­ney.

			And she to be in won­der of the vol­ca­noes that did burn in the sea, and in this place and that of the wide Coun­try, and the height and grand­ness to ex­alt her, and in the same time to give her a strange humble­ness of her mind; so that presently I did take her in­to mine arms, for I must kiss her, be­cause that she did be so ut­ter a sweet maid­en, and lovely with in­terest and nat­ur­al­ness. And truly she to kiss me in turn; and to make her ques­tion­ings between her kiss­ings; and this to be be­cause she did yearn for a great­er know­ing of the Coun­try; but also, as I do half to think, be­cause she did be sweetly im­pudent un­to me; and this to be of her joy.

			And presently, she to kiss me thrice very pas­sion­ate and warm upon the mouth; and im­me­di­ately to take my shoulders, with her small hands, that did seem so pretty upon my broad­ness and upon the met­al of the ar­mour. And she to strive thus that she shake me to a speedi­er an­swer­ing; and she, all that while, to be full of a dear naugh­ti­ness, and to need that she be kist very hard.

			And I to an­swer her; but after mine own fash­ion which did be a word between each kiss that I gave to her. And she very quick and naughty to put her hand between our lips; and I then to kiss the palm, that did be in my way, and did be very small and pretty. And she, when I had no thought, to open her fin­gers very quick, and kiss me through between the fin­gers, and im­me­di­ately to shut the fin­gers, so that I did be stopt from the same.

			And af­ter­ward, I made her to stand upon the rock, and I set free her hair over her shoulders; and I took then the boots from her, so that her little feet did show bare and pretty. And she, at the first, half to re­fuse me; but af­ter­ward to stand very dear and obed­i­ent that I should have my way with her; and to be a little shy, and the more pretty be­cause of her sweet blush­ings.

			And surely, when that I had her to my lik­ings, I stept back a little pace, and lookt at her. And she to look again at me, very quaint and naughty; and then to turn her about, very grave; and to make pre­tend that she did be a dummy fig­ure. And, surely, when she did be come right round, and to face me again, and had a very sed­ate look, she stretched out her pretty foot, all in a mo­ment, and put her pink toes sud­den upon my lips; and I to be so in sur­prise, that I had not wit to do aught, ere she had them back swift from me. And she then to make one glad spring in­to mine arms, and to want that she be hugged, and to be loved very great. And I to laugh, all tender; for I loved her so ut­ter, as you do know; and I to tell her, as you sure like­wise to have told your maid, that I wanted a pock­et suf­fi­cient, that I might have her therein al­way anigh to my heart; and this thing I to say to her, as a man that doth love, shall say it; and you to know the way of it so well as I. And she to laugh very mis­chiev­ous, and to tell me that she should truly tickle me, if that I car­ried her that­wise; aye and to pinch me, too. And I to have no an­swer, save that I shake her, very gentle, but in­deed she to kiss me very naughty on the mouth, in the midst of my shak­ing; and truly, what shall a man do with such an one.

			And she then to want to be more sed­ate and to be set down upon the rock; and she to make me to turn around, so that she should come at the pouch, which did be upon my back.

			And she gat thence the comb that was a fit­ment, and did comb her pretty hair, and I to sit and talk with her, and to jest, with a heart that did be so light as it had not been for a great while; for though I did dread the Humpt Men and the mon­strous an­im­als of the Coun­try of Seas, I had not any abid­ing hor­ror of aught that I had seen in that Coun­try; for there seemed a nat­ur­al­ness in all things, so that I did have no loath­ing; neither any fear of an Evil Force.

			And presently, when that the Maid had combed her hair, she to bind it upon her head; but I to ask that she leave it upon her shoulders, be­cause that it did be so pretty; and she to smile at me, and to be happy to my pleas­ur­ing.

			Now we did be truly sed­ate, and to set our gear to­geth­er; and I to put the boots upon the Maid; and af­ter­ward we to be­gin again to jour­ney down­ward in­to the Coun­try of the Seas.

			And we went at a good pace; but not to bring us to any great wear­i­ness; for it was mine in­tent that we rest for our slum­ber upon this side of the place where did be the steam of the boil­ings, that was anigh to the shore of the sea, as you shall mind.

			And we at this time to be passing along the feet of the moun­tains, un­to the place of the steam; and to go this­wise for six good hours, and still to be a great hour off that part; for we went not so fierce as did be the speed of mine out­ward way, which was ut­ter strong, as you do mind, that have gone with me in all my jour­ney.

			And so, when we had walkt six hours, we did be gone some­thing bey­ond the eight­eenth hour of that day’s jour­ney­ing; and to be very ready to our slum­ber.

			Now, presently we found a tall rock, very hard to climb, that had a flat top so great as may be twice my length every­ways; and this to be very good to our pur­pose. And when we were come safe to the top, we to eat and drink, and presently to sleep, and to have the cloak un­der us, as did be the will of the Maid; for the Coun­try did be ut­ter warm and nice, so that we had no oc­ca­sion for cov­er­ing.

			And surely, we waked, both of us when that we had slept sev­en good hours; and we sat up­ward, and lookt newly each at the oth­er; and to be as that we did each see the oth­er anew in that good light, and to have a fresh joy each in the look of the oth­er. And she to come in­to mine arms, and to kiss and to need that she be kist; and truly, we both to have our need; but yet to be some­thing the more hungry of the oth­er, for the hav­ing.

			And Mine Own then to make our break­fast; and the wa­ter to fizz very strong and sur­pris­ing; and we to eat and drink, and to be ut­ter happy each with the oth­er, and to talk on this thing and that, and the Maid to look about, as we eat; and she to look afar off at the won­ders and the new­ness of the Coun­try to her know­ledge; but I to look near, lest there be any danger that might be anigh.

			And in a while, Mine Own to draw my gaze to the Moun­tains that the Gorge came through. And, in ver­ity, now that I did look in ease, I to see with her how that they did be truly mon­strous, even as a mon­strous wall that did go up­ward for ever un­til that they were gone out of the light of that Coun­try, in­to the dark night of the deathly Up­per World, that did be lost an etern­ity. And I to mind that I had some vague thoughts this­wise, on the out­ward way; but now I to have ease, and the Maid to speak with, and so to per­ceive odd mat­ters the more. And I to tell you this little thing, so that you shall per­ceive the way that rest­ful­ness did be upon me, by com­pare with the Out­ward Go­ing.

			And, truly, we had no great speed with our talk and with our eat­ing; but in the end did make some­what to hurry, be­cause that we did be con­scious that we leaned to slack­ness. And in­deed, we came down then pretty speedy from the rock where we did sleep; and had for­ward to our way at a good pace.

			And when we had gone a while, we to be­gin to hear the far hiss­ing of the steam and the noise of the up­ward burst­ings of wa­ters that did boil; and the sound to be very strange; but I to have heard it be­fore, as you do know; so that it to trouble me the less than the Maid. And I to as­sure her; and she to come nigh to me, and this­wise we to enter presently in­to the steam.

			And we went then for more than three hours; and I had the Maid to my back, that I should be the first; and this I did, that she have no danger to walk in­to a boil­ing pool in the maz­ing­ness of the steam, which was every­where. And I to be some­thing guided in my path by the shore of the sea which did be un­to our left al­way; only that we could see neither the sea nor oth­er­wise, ex­cept that we go so close that we near in­to the wa­ter.

			And, truly, the sea to seem to boil in parts, and there to be hot pools in all places; so that who should say with ease wheth­er we did go by one of the great hot pools or by the true sea. And this, our con­stant puzzle, shall be like­wise to you; and you to per­ceive how that we did go ut­ter wary.

			And about us from every part there did come the strange burst­ings and shriek­ings and whist­lings of the boil of the wa­ters break­ing up­ward from the deep world. And odd whiles the sounds to be as of great mon­sters; and the earth to shake un­der us; and oth­er-whiles there to be a hush and only the steam about us, and some­where in the dis­tance and un­cer­tain­ness a low pip­ing of some steam cranny, very strange and lone­some-sound­ing.

			And when it did be some­wheres nigh upon the fourth hour, we came out of the thick steam; and the pip­ings and the roar­ings to be to our rear­ward; and soon the steam to be gone thin, as but a mist, and the noises to be very far-seem­ing; and presently we to be come clear out in­to the air of that Coun­try.

			And the Maid now to per­ceive the trees, which did be in great forests un­to our right hand, while that the shore of the sea did go al­way upon our left. And she to be ut­ter in won­der of the trees; and to need that she pluck branches, and smell of them and look at each leaf; and so to be all stirred; for nev­er in that life did she to have seen such a mat­ter as those great trees did be; but yet to be all stirred by vague memor­ies that did seem no more than dreams. And you to think but a mo­ment, and to per­ceive how the thing did be with her; and you to have been like­wise stirred, if that you did be so strangely waked in a corner part of the heart; though but a little mat­ter to wake you.

			Now when the sixth hour did be full come, we made a halt in a wise place, and had there our tab­lets and the wa­ter; and af­ter­ward, the Maid bid me that I take her un­to a warm pool that did be near by, and to ask that I turn from her, but yet to be anigh for her Pro­tect­or, as I did be ever.

			And so she to wash and to make her­self happy with a sweet clean­ness that did be prop­er to her; and af­ter­ward, when she did be done, she to act watch whilst I to mine; and to help me in all mat­ters, that she was able; and truly, I to be happy in­deed that she did so have de­light to at­tend upon me and to treat me moth­er-wise; yet truly with her maid-heart not all hid, as you have per­ceived, this time and that.

			And surely thus did we go al­way in these mat­ters; and oft that I have not space to have told; and oft that you shall re­mem­ber, if that I do be too full of oth­er hap­pen­ings to give heed to tell upon.

			And af­ter­ward we to our jour­ney­ing again; and to talk upon this thing and that thing; and I to be watch­ful as we talked, and to tell the Maid that she keep her eyes wary, but yet not to be of un­ease.

			And when we did go this­wise for sev­en good hours, we were come nigh op­posed to the bright-burn­ing fire-hill that did be offward in the sea, and had made me a warm light in that time when I did sleep in the tree, as you do re­mem­ber. And truly, as I shall here mind you, we did be past sev­en hours com­ing to this place, from the part where the steam did be; yet had I gone that space upon the out­ward way at a speed that was great­er; but truly I might not set so great a pace to the Maid, save, may­hap, odd whiles; and this thing I beg that you have al­way in your mind, and so to un­der­stand why that we did be oft long upon this part of the jour­ney and that, by com­pare with mine out­ward go­ing.

			And, in ver­ity, I had set off our hour for food, be­cause that I saw we did come nigh to the place where the tree did be; and I to know that the Maid should like to eat and drink anigh to that place, and to know that I did sleep there.

			And surely I took her to the tree, and when that I told her, she to beg me that I in­dulge her and that we go up­ward to that branch where I did sleep, and there to eat our tab­lets.

			And I to be will­ing, and to enter in­to her wish­ing; for, in­deed, there was no danger in the climb, and I to go al­way be­low her, so that I could be surety for her safe­ness. And we came up to the great branch; and she to make how we should sit, and I to have to show just where I did lie, and she to look very close, and to see that my weight had surely marked the hard­ness of the ar­mour upon the bark; and she then to be upon that branch alone, as she did eat and drink; and to look out­ward at the light from the fire-hill, and to be very husht, and to think, and I not to dis­turb her with speech.

			And when she did be done, she gat from the branch, and kist the place where I did lie; and lo! in a mo­ment a thought came in­to her, and she drew her knife, and cut out a piece of the bark, and put it in­to her breast to be for a keep­sake; and so to seem some­wise con­ten­ted.

			And truly, I told her about the great beast, when we were come down again to the earth; and she to cry out and to show me that there did be yet the mark where the belly of the mon­strous beast did brush upon the earth, as it ran, and moreover the broken places of the foot-marks; and she by this to see how great a beast it did be; but yet did it be a little thing be­side the Slug; only that it did be a thing of horn and hard­ness of skin, as you have per­ceived.

			And truly, I do mind how that the ob­servings of the Maid did bring very keen to me how that there had past but sev­en­teen days since that I did go on­ward from this place; and this to seem very strange and scarce cred­ible un­to me; for I had thought it, some­wise, as a great time; and truly this to be be­cause it was so marked by stress of the mind and great hap­pen­ings; and you to agree in this thing. But yet, also, we shall truly mind that those times that I have called days, did hold oft the hours of two days, and may­hap three, as you do re­mem­ber. Now we went on­ward then to our jour­ney­ing; and I to make to carry the Maid, as ever, after that she had walked twelve hours, though she did walk thir­teen hours this time as you have seen. And she to say that she go now upon her own feet through the next six hours, and so to ease me from the la­bour that did be need­ful to carry her.

			But I to know how that she did be like to be all gone of her strength this­wise, in but a day or two, and we to make the bet­ter speed, if that I keep to my way, and to have her to walk twelve hours of every jour­ney, and af­ter­ward to come in­to mine arms; for, truly, she did be bred less hardy than I, as you shall think from all that I have told con­cern­ing the Peoples of the Less­er Pyr­am­id; and moreover she was yet some­thing weakened, as I did think, by the dread­ful month of her lone­some­ness and es­cap­ings, be­fore that I was come to suc­cour her.

			And truly, as I did carry her, the Maid did make re­mark of her won­der­ment con­cern­ing me, in that I did be so hard of my body and set in the de­term­in­a­tion of my mind. And, in ver­ity, I did be ex­ceed­ing strong and of great hard­ness of body; and may­hap my will did be some­what this way also, else do I think I had nev­er borne to come un­to Mine Own through so much des­ol­a­tion. And I to smile very happy upon her; for I did love that I was so strong, and very truly in de­light that Mine Own Maid did take glad­ness in this thing. And you to mind how you did be also in the love-days; and so to have nice un­der­stand­ing of my nat­ur­al­ness and hu­man pride.

			And surely the Maid did nestle un­to me, as she did talk; even, some­wise, as a Child shall come nigh to the Moth­er, but yet also as a Maid doth love to be nigh un­to her Man, if that she doth truly love. And I to lift her more nigh to my lips; but she to re­fuse to kiss me, and to be a Sweet Im­per­tin­ence that did lie in mine arms; yet when I did make to lower her again to the way that had her easy to carry, she to slip her pretty face very snug un­der my chin, and to kiss me there, after her own fash­ion; and af­ter­ward to be will­ing that she be as usu­al in­to mine arms.

			Now, as I set the Maid again com­fort­able, it seemed to me that she was some­thing tender; and sud­den it came to me that may­hap the ar­mour to be very hard and pain­ful un­to her; and I to ask this thing of her, in a mo­ment; and she to see that I would not be put off; and so to tell me. And, truly, I was ut­ter angered with my­self; and some­wise also with her, in that she did not waken mine un­think­ing­ness to this thing.

			And I set her in­stant to the earth, and made her to bare her shoulders to me; and truly they did be much bruised where that she had lain so oft in mine arms, against the hard­ness of mine ar­mour.

			And I to be so angered that I near shook her, and she to see how I did be, and that she did be nigh to be shaken, be­cause that I was grown so angry that she should let her­self come to this fool­ish hurt, that yet I did know was very dear un­to her secret heart. And, in truth, she put up her lips to me, very sud­den, and with a strange naugh­ti­ness, that she have her own way with me to tempt me from mine an­ger, that yet she did half to like. And, in ver­ity, I near slapt her then upon her pretty shoulders, but that she ceased from her tempt­ing of me; and in­stead she turned her shoulders to me, even as a child, that I but­ton her gar­ment for her.

			And surely, when I had buttoned her gar­ment, she came round un­to me, and closed her hand, so that it did be a little fist, even as I did love her to do, be­cause that it was so small be­side my great hand.

			And she slipt her shut hand in­to mine; and surely I let it stay with­in, very quiet, and made not to close upon it, as I did wont. And the Maid did move her hand around in mine, that she make me to take no­tice upon her, and to grasp her little fist. Yet I did be very stern, for I was truly angered; and neither did I put her hand from mine, nor made to hold it; but only to let it bide; yet, truly, I to be some­thing stirred in the heart-part by her pretty ways.

			And in a little while, she took her hand from out of mine, and did have dar­ing to be cold un­to me. And mine an­ger then to be quaintly re­newed, and to think that she did well need to be whipt. And she made a naughty and fool­ish im­pudence upon that which I said to her; so that presently I did say that she did need such as should make her to heed her man­ners; but yet, as you shall con­ceive, I to know in­wardly all that time how that even this true naugh­ti­ness did not stir me to prop­er an­ger; but more that it made me mas­ter­ful and to lack not that I make her to know truly that I did be her Mas­ter; and in the same time to be strangely touched in a very deep and secret place of my heart. And truly love doth have strange act­ings upon the heart.

			And the Maid to ask me in a very saucy fash­ion that did be in­ten­tioned to an­ger me, what I did mean that she to need. And truly I said that she did go the way to earn that she be flogged like any boy, and I to mean ac­tu­al all that I did say, which doth some­thing amaze me now; but, as I do know, I yet to be con­stant stirred in­wardly by her be­loved quaint­ness that did be al­way so dainty, even when that she did mean her naugh­ti­ness to be truly to an­ger me.

			And lo! when I told the Maid this thing, that she did well go to earn a sharp re­proof, she turned in a quick in­stant, and came close to me, all tender and small and to need to be nigh to me. And she slipt both her closed hands in­to the one of mine, and truly they did be little fists. And be­cause I could be no more stern with Mine Own, I put mine arm about her, and she did nestle to me, so that all my be­ing did want to be a shield about her.

			And she to hark very quiet and humble to my coun­sellings; and in the end did be so strangely husht that I lookt down to where her pretty face did be hid against mine ar­mour, as she did love to do, when that I did be those odd whiles a little stern with her. And I held her face away from mine ar­mour; and surely she did be smil­ing, very quiet and naughty; so that I per­ceived that she did be good only for that time, and did be like to show again this wrong­ful and im­pudent spir­it. Yet I not then to be in trouble of the fu­ture; but to hope only that I do wisely, if that she show again this way­ward­ness. And, truly, I to per­ceive now that I did be very young; but, any­wise, as you do know, I to act al­way from the nat­ur­al telling of my heart.

			And I shook Naani a little, for this naughty spir­it which did not be gone from her. For I per­ceived that my man­hood had but stirred the wo­man in her to that strange quick humble­ness that had seemed to be a quench­ing of her way­ward un­wis­dom; and truly it had not been stilled, but only sunken for a little mo­ment in the up­ris­ing of her dear nature, which had re­spon­ded un­to me.

			And the Maid to look at me from un­der her lids, as I did shake her with gen­tle­ness; and I to know that Mine Own did be a won­drous maid­en, full of all life and spir­it, and to be held wisely and to be loosed wisely, all as did be for the best to bring out the ut­ter­most of her good­ness which did be in all her be­ing, and to be very lovely; and to make me feel as that I did be a gi­ant that held a white flower very tender; but I to feel also that I did be her Mas­ter. And this may­hap you to un­der­stand, if that you look in­to your hearts.

			And by all my telling, you to know that I did be very dainty with Mine Own Maid that did be all of dainti­ness; but yet I to be mas­ter­ful, as did be my nature, and a very prop­er way it did be with the Maid, so that she did be al­way reas­on­able in the main; and this to come out of her love, which did have pleas­ure to know that I did be Mas­ter un­to her, all in the same while that she did fight to show that I did be oth­er­wise. And truly, and in part by this same show­ing, you shall per­ceive that her naugh­ti­ness to come like­wise from her love, and the way that my nature did work upon her.

			Now I to shake the Maid very gentle, as I have said, and with much that did be of play, but in the same wise there to be also some­what of tender re­proof. And surely, that naughty maid to spring very light upon her toes, and had kist me sud­den and dainty upon the mouth, be­fore that I did wot.

			And I to put mine arm about her, and to give her a little hug; and im­me­di­ately then to mat­ters that did be prac­tic­al; for I was eager to have come across that stony part of the jour­ney, that did be be­fore us, as you do know, be­fore that we look for a place for our slum­ber. And this eager­ness of haste to be, be­cause of the great bird things which I had seen to go bound­ing over that waste, when that I was upon mine out­ward way.

			And, surely, after that I had thought a little mo­ment, I bid the Maid that she dress in her torn gar­ments, so that these should be over the top of the ar­mour-suit, and this­wise to make a soft thick­ness upon the top of the ar­mour-suit, that should act for a cush­ion between mine ar­mour and her dear body.

			But in­deed, the Maid would no­wise to do this thing; and I not to make her, be­cause that my heart per­ceived how it did be with her. And her reas­ons to be some­ways mixt, as doth be prop­er in all hu­mans, and the more so when that it doth be a maid that hath reas­ons, as you to know, if that you have ever held such dear per­verse­ness in your arms.

			And she, as I could know, to be strangely in love that her gentle body be bruised by the hard­ness of mine ar­mour; and if this might not be, she to be not wish­ful that she wear her torn cloth­ing upon her neat suit and so to seem care­less and to lack to be dainty in mine eyes; for, in­deed, she did be al­way to wash her­self and to make tidi­ness; and she to have a way now that she did set the ar­mour-suit upon her, that had it to seem dif­fer­ent, and she to have set a little sprig from the trees upon her breast, and in her girdle, and so to seem the more of a maid; and surely a man doth know and love these things; but not al­way to have full know­ing how that they be done. And, in­deed, you to be like­wise with me in this thing. And we all to think we know, but some­wise to be just a-lack when that it doth come to the proof.

			And, in ver­ity, the Maid to find a way that she be eased of the hard­ness of the ar­mour; and I to have come to the same thing in the same mo­ment; but truly I do think she had been able to think upon it a long while, if that she had been so de­sired.

			And truly, this was but that I fold the cloak very thick across mine arms and breast, and to take her then in­to the little nest that did be pre­pared.

			And, surely, now that the Maid might no more have her secret wish that she lie close against mine ar­mour, she to be help­ful, and to have the cloak fol­ded so in a very quick while; and so to be in­to mine arms again; and we to be once more upon the jour­ney, and she to nestle to me, as that she did hun­ger to be nigh to me; and she to talk with me, odd whiles, and odd whiles to be si­lent.

			And once, I to think that she wept a little; and to know that she did be like to think upon her fath­er and her own Peoples; but she to have her face turned to me, so that I could but guess upon this thing; and she very soon to be husht again of this sor­row, and to lie con­tent in mine arms.

			And once, when that I had car­ried her for three hours, she to ask me that I kiss her; and truly I did kiss her, very gentle and with rev­er­ence, be­cause that my heart did un­der­stand the holi­ness that did be in her heart in that mo­ment.

			And, surely, as I kist her, she to kiss me very tender; and I to know that some olden memory did be like to stir in her. And in a mo­ment, she to take her lips from mine, where she had let them to nestle very light, and did whis­per mine olden love-name; and I then to look at her, and her eyes to shine as the olden stars that did shine in the olden sum­mers.

			And I to be too shaken even that I kiss her. But she to put her arms about my neck, and to look stead­fast in­to mine eyes. And im­me­di­ately, after that she had lookt awhile, and I to have ceased from walk­ing, she to put her hands upon each side of my face, with­in the met­al of mine head-gear, where the guards did come down at the sides; and she to kiss me very sober upon the lips; but yet to mean ut­ter by that kiss. And I not to re­turn the kiss; for I saw that it did not be her need.

			Now, in the be­gin­ning of the fourth hour, as I did go with the Maid, I to see afar off one of the half-bird mon­sters, that I did see be­fore upon this place where there did be naught save great stones and boulders for a great way that did be many miles.

			And truly, I to hide very swift with the Maid, where two great boulders did come to­geth­er; and surely the bird-creature to go past at no great way, and to go with a great bound­ing, that did be half of flight and half of leap­ing, as that it did be too weighty in the body to make to fly prop­er.

			And, in­deed, I to have a sud­den memory how that there did be a pic­ture in some book that I did read in the Mighty Pyr­am­id, where it did show such a bird-thing as this; and to make re­mark in the book that these things had been seen no more in the Night Land for a score thou­sand of years, or more; and to be ex­tinct, as we do say.

			But, in­deed, now I do think that they did be come down­ward to that warm Coun­try, a great while gone, and so to have new life and to breed through a great age, and this way to have set a pat­tern un­to the Hu­mans. And, in ver­ity, it might be that in some age that did be far after that time, the Hu­mans to find some way to jour­ney from the Pyr­am­id, and to build a new Refuge in that deep Coun­try; and may­hap the Hu­mans this­wise to have a new space of life, after that all the Night Land did be dead and lost in the bit­ter frost of Etern­ity. But this, in­deed, to be no more than an odd thought; for how might any great mul­ti­tude pass the Mon­sters; and I to ask that you take it for noth­ing of fact, but only as of my sup­pos­i­tions; and this­wise to come back again to hap­pen­ings.

			Now, when the bird-thing did be gone a long way off, I to go for­ward again with Mine Own, and to have a new care, and to look very swift and fre­quent every­way.

			And, truly, it did be as that the creatures did in­hab­it that part of the Coun­try; for in an hour after that, I to see a good score. And, I to free the Diskos from my hip, and to have it ready in mine arms be­side the Maid; and so to jour­ney.

			And many times I to have to hide with Mine Own, and to crouch low among the rocks and the boulders; and this way to es­cape free of all for a great while.

			Yet, when that the fifth hour did be nigh gone, I heard a noise sud­den to my back, as we did go over a clear space. And, in ver­ity, there did be one of the mon­sters that came up­ward over cer­tain rocks that were to my rear­ward; and surely it to have been stayed hid there, or rest­ing, and to have heard us or to have smelled us; but any­wise then to have know­ledge of us, and to come with low and bru­tish heavy bound­ings, very lum­ber­some, after us.

			And I lookt every­way in a mo­ment; but there was nowhere any shel­ter anigh. And the Maid to leap sud­den from mine arms, that I be free with the Diskos; and I to look swift to her, and to see that she have her knife ready in her hand, that she might chance to aid me. But surely I might not fight in ease of mind, if that Mine Own did be need­less in danger; and I caught her very quick by the waist, and set her upon the ground between my feet. And she to make half to re­fuse; but I to have no time for ex­plain­ing, and to be sharp that I have her safe; so that I gave her a little shake that did sud­den to make her feel the strength in me; and she then to be in­stant quiet in my hands, and to let me that I set her upon her face, and to cast the thick cloak above her; and in a mo­ment to be stood over her, and to set down the vi­sor of mine head-gear, lest that the bird-mon­ster strike me in the face.

			And surely, the bird-thing did be scarce an hun­dred good paces off; and to make two lum­ber­ing and mon­strous bounds, and to come at me.

			Yet, truly, it made sud­den a pause, be­cause that the Diskos did roar and send out fire, as I made it to spin; but in an in­stant the great thing to come in at me upon the left side, and to strike me very hard with the bill, that did be so long as mine arm, and had surely gone through my body, if that I had been na­ked. And the bill of the mon­ster rang upon mine ar­mour; and it smote me twice this­wise, so that I staggered very sick and shaken. But in a mo­ment, as it made to draw off, that it should come the more hard upon me, I swung the Diskos very sure and quick, and I smote the Bird-thing above the place where the great seem­ing-leath­ern wing did join upon the right side, as it should be the shoulder of the Bird-mon­ster. And, in ver­ity, the mon­ster gave out a mighty squark­ing, and went back­ward this way and that, and beat all about upon the stones, and did strike with the great bill at the place where it did be hurt. And I heeded that I end it swiftly; and I ran in upon it, and the creature to strike at me with the great bill, very sav­age. But I jumpt speedy to this side, and again to that, and so in a mo­ment to have chance to come in surely. And truly I split the skull of the Bird-thing, so that it died very quick and was gone from pain.

			And the Bird-creature lay all spread upon the stones and the rock of that place; and surely it did be as that it were leath­ern, and made some­wise as a bat doth be of this age, in that it did have no feath­ers.

			And, truly, it lookt mighty, where it did be spread; and in­deed the body to be full so big as the body of a young horse; and the bill to be very deadly and sharp and cum­brous, as you to have guessed. And I to be all and ut­ter thank­ful that it did be there, dead, in the stead of mine own body. And the thing yet to twitch and stir a little, as the life did go from it.

			And surely I was back then very speedy to the Maid, and she to be kneeled up­ward to watch me. And I took her in­to mine arms, and lookt well about; and made then for­ward again.

			And about the middle part of the sixth hour of cross­ing that rocky land, I saw that we did draw near un­to the shal­low river, that you shall mind I came over, after that I had done with the olden fly­ing ship. And in all that time, since the Bird-mon­ster to come after us, I had seen but two more, and they a great way off, so that I guessed that I was come bey­ond that part where they did go very fre­quent.

			And I to wade over the river, and to carry Mine Own upon one arm, the while that I did sound my way with the staff of the Diskos; and truly I came across very easy, save that I did have to go around some­what, where that the river did seem to have a deep place.

			And when that we had crost the river, it did be full one and twenty hours since that we slumbered, as you shall know, if that you but count a little; for you do mind that we spent a cer­tain time with­in the tree, as I have told; and this not to have been prop­er coun­ted in­to the time of our jour­ney­ing.

			And surely, the Maid to have been very quiet, since that I did show my strength a little to her, when that I made her to lie, that she be safe from the bill of the Bird-mon­ster. But she not to be any­wise in an­ger upon me; but only, as I do think, that the wo­man in her did be some­thing fresh waked un­to me; and she to be very con­tent that she be quiet in mine arms.

			Now the place that we were come to, was much spread with boulders; but yet to have the be­gin­nings again of the forests, as you to re­mem­ber; for I to have made some small re­mark of the land in this part, upon mine out­ward way. And we lookt about for a fire-hole, that I should dry my lower gar­ments; and truly, we had not past many in a great while; but we to be in for­tune, that we came soon upon a little fire-hill that did be no more than so high as a man, and to have the rock all hot about; so that this did be a good place to our pur­pose.

			And I kist the Maid, and set her down out of mine arms; and when that I had lookt well about, and seen that there did be naught to our sight to give us to fear, the Maid to help me with mine ar­mour; and af­ter­ward with my gar­ments, and to ease me all ways that she could think of with help­ful­ness. And she set the gar­ments of my lower parts to dry, and whilst that they did be dry­ing, she to make ready the wa­ter and the tab­lets, and to have me to sit be­side her, in my body-vest and gear, and we to eat and drink very com­fort­able in the warm hol­low that was some­thing anigh to the small fire-hill.

			Now, truly, I did be very hungry that time, and in­deed to be al­way so, for the tab­lets did be very un­filling to the belly, as you do well know from my tellings. And when that I did be fin­ished, I saw that the Maid lookt at me some­wise oddways, and sud­den she to come in­to laughter, and askt me wheth­er that I did be very empty; and in the same mo­ment there to be a won­drous dear look with­in her eyes; so that I per­ceived that there went a moth­er-note un­der her im­pudence.

			And she to yearn, as I could know, that she have some way to feed me; but truly there did be no way, for we thought not to make to slay aught for our pur­pose, and we did be feared that we eat any root or plant, lest that we be ill. And this to seem strange to my spir­it of this our age, but to be nat­ur­al un­to that; so that I do think I did be so long bred from the prim­al ob­tain­ing of food, that I did be all lost to that which should seem nat­ur­al un­to the peoples of this early age of the world; though we truly to think that the world doth even now be old; and this to have seemed a true thing un­to every age that ever did live.

			Now, be­side that we did lack some­wise to think ser­i­ous that we slay some­thing to eat, in that the tab­lets did ac­tu­ally suf­fice to our strength, I to be­lieve that there did be some oth­er reas­on that I do for­get, and may­hap nev­er to have thought plain upon; but which to be set with­in me as an in­stinct, as we do say; and this to mean, if that I try to set it in oth­er words, that the tab­lets did keep the body and the spir­it in such con­di­tion that the Forces of Evil did have the less power to act upon us.

			Yet, have I no re­mem­ber­ing that I was taught in the pre­par­a­tion that I eat naught, save the tab­lets; and this may­hap nev­er to have been set upon me; but to have been as a thing that doth nev­er need to have been told; even as you shall not tell a grown man in this Age that he shall re­frain from dung, and eat only whole­some mat­ter.

			And truly, I to hope that I have made this thing some­wise clear un­to you; for, in­deed, it doth be some­thing hard to set out; for every Age hath the sub­tleties pe­cu­li­ar to that Age; and these to be hard to the un­der­stand­ing of oth­er Ages, but yet to seem plain and ut­ter nat­ur­al, even without thought, un­to the Peoples of the Age.

			And surely all this to be plain to you, and to be over-plain; for, in ver­ity, I tell to you, and over-tell, un­til that I should be weary; and may­hap you to be the more so. And, in­deed, I not to blame you; but only to hope that your un­der­stand­ing, which doth mean also in gen­er­al your hearts, doth be with me all along my way. And, in­deed, this my tale to be not easy told.

			And, in ver­ity, I to be back now un­to the Maid a-laugh upon me, and in the same mo­ment deeply lov­ing and a-lack that she could not feed me, and I to laugh with her, and to have un­der­stand­ing with her, as you to know; and, in­deed, I to have an heart that doth be made some­ways nat­ur­al un­to un­der­stand­ing; so that even though I be dead when you read this, my tale, you to feel that we be friends, and to know that could I meet with you in pi­ti­ful trouble, I to have un­der­stand­ing and love to you, if that you be not ut­ter bru­tish; and even-so, I to be sor­row­ful that you should be bru­tish, and to have un­der­stand­ing, in that I to know that by de­velope­ment you to be­come wise un­to sweet­ness and char­ity, and in love with all dear things, and kind pity of the rest. And this­wise you to be in hu­man sym­pathy with me, be­cause that you do feel that I be hon­est with you, and some­wise even now to your el­bow, as you read. And this to be writ now, and you may­hap not to be born a great while yet; but in the end to read and to have un­der­stand­ing with me, and to know how I did love Mine Own. And so we to go for­ward again, the closer, in that we do be the more knit in dear hu­man sym­pathy.

			And surely the Maid kist me very nice on the lips, and did prom­ise again how that she should make me a great meal when that we did come to our Mighty Home; and, in­deed, as she to say, she to join with me, and we both to be naughty glut­tons for that once. And, surely, I laughed gently at the Maid, be­cause that she should be so dainty a glut­ton; but for my part, I to feel that I could eat an horse, as we do say in this Age.

			And by that we had eat and drunk and talked awhile, and lookt oft about, so that we know that no bru­tish thing came near, to our hurt, the Maid to tell me that my gar­ments did be dry; and she then to give me aid that I dress very quick; and af­ter­ward she to help me with mine ar­mour, the which she did wipe after that we had eat and drunk; and she to have had joy that she do this thing, and all things for me; and to have used a part of her torn gar­ments to this end.

			And so, truly, I to be clothed and armed very speedy, and to feel eased and the more sure in my mind; for in ver­ity, I was al­way in un­ease, when that I did not be ready that I be able to meet any hor­rid Brute that should be like to come upon us.

			Now, when that I did be in­to mine ar­mour again, the Maid to set the scrip and the pouch upon me, and all the while I scarce to be loosed of the Diskos, as ever. And we then to our way, which did be that we find a place prop­er to our slum­ber.

			And when that we did be gone all-ways, and no cave prop­er to our sight, we found a great tree, that did be set off alone, and had a plenty of branches; but none that did be near to the bot­tom-part.

			And surely, I gave the Maid a lift, and held her up so far as mine arms did go, so that she might stand upon the palms of my hands, and be steady against the trunk of the tree; and she this­wise to have a hold upon a branch, and so to go up­ward.

			And, truly, when that she was safe, I loosed one of the straps from the pouch and the scrip, and I cast this up to the Maid, and she set it strong about the branch. And when I had caught the down­ward end, I went up­ward very easy; and af­ter­ward took loose the strap; and this way we did be some­thing safe, as you shall see.

			And we climbed up­ward then, and so came to a part of the tree where the branches did be very thick to­geth­er; and we made here a place for our slum­ber, and the Maid set the cloak over the branches that did be so close, and af­ter­ward we lay down; but first I set the strap about her waist, and thence to a branch, and she to re­fuse sleep un­til that I be like­wise; so that we did be both very safe from any fall.

			And she kist me, and we then to our slum­ber, and very weary; for it did be two and twenty hours, by this, since that we had sleep.

			Now we had eight hours in which we slept ut­ter; and we both to awake, as it did seem in the same mo­ment; but truly, I to think that Mine Own did be wake­ful be­fore that time; for, in­deed, as she put her arms very dainty about my neck, that she kiss me, I did have a quick and sud­den know­ledge that I had been kist oft in my sleep, and this to have been but a little while gone. And surely, it did seem to me that Mine Own did have a sweet and con­ten­ted Mis­chief in­ward of her eyes; but yet she to be very sed­ate out­ward, and to kiss me lov­ing and dear, and then we to our break­fast, upon the cloak.

			And af­ter­ward, I climbed to the top­most branches of the tree, and lookt well over the Coun­try all about; but there was no bru­tish thing to my sight in any place, neither near nor far.

			And I came down then to the Maid, and told her how that there was quiet­ness of life all about. And we had our gear to­geth­er, and went down­ward to the earth, and I to help Mine Own, and this way she to be safe.

			Now, as we went for­ward upon our jour­ney­ing, I per­ceived that the Maid had a way­ward air; and truly, I thought that she did have her heart all set to­ward naugh­ti­ness and mis­chief; and in the same mo­ment that I was in this be­lief, I did know in mine un­der­stand­ing that this did spring from the work­ings of my nature upon the nature of Mine Own Maid­en.

			And Naani to walk, in the first, be­side me, and to have no word for me, be­cause that she did be so filled with the stir­rings of her naugh­ti­ness, that did be in the same mo­ment very sweet un­to me, and yet to waken all that did be mas­ter­ful with­in me. And she to be that she did know, and to de­light, in her secret heart that she waken that which did be mas­ter­ful in me; but yet in the same mo­ment to be strong de­term­ined that she be not mastered by me. And surely this to seem con­trary­wise in the words; but to be clear to the heart, if in­deed you have ever been loved by a dear maid of an high spir­it.

			And above all this, the Maid did be filled with a love for me, that did beat and dance in all her be­ing; and this in truth to over­weigh all; but yet from this same thing her dainty naugh­ti­ness to be born, be­cause, as I did say, my man­hood to stir all her nature up-wise in sweet trouble that did be half of re­bel­lion, and half that she did ache that she be close un­to me in mine arms.

			And, in ver­ity, you to be with me in all these things, if that you have had the love-days be­side a dear and dainty maid, of an high and pure and nat­ur­al spir­it; so that if you be old these days, even but the light mer­ri­ment of a passing maid­en to bring a pain of won­der­ings and golden memor­ies upon your heart.

			And presently, I saw that Mine Own put a little space between us, as the naugh­ti­ness did work in her, as my heart to know; and she to be offward from me a little. And she still to have no speech with me; but in a little to be­gin that she sing in a low voice; and to have her pretty body very up­right and lithe­some, and to go for­ward with a won­drous dainty swing, so that my heart told me that she did all be stirred with small thrill­ings of de­fi­ance un­to me, and with thrill­ings of love; and she to have the tri­umph of her Maid­en­hood and of her Wo­man­hood, as it were both to con­tend in her and to thrill upon her tongue, and to show out the lilt­ing and pretty war­fare of her spir­it that did go dan­cing and dearly naughty in her breast.

			And surely I went, very lif­ted in my heart, and astir; for it did be won­drous to me that this lovely Maid did be so ut­ter mine. And to see but the way that she set her feet to the earth, and the way that she did lift them sure and dainty; and the way that her body did be poised, and the way of her head; and the way of her naugh­ti­ness and the sweet­ness and the love that did be wrapt in with all, did make me want that I have her in mine arms.

			But yet, I not to do this, be­cause that in the same time that she did so stir me to love and ad­mir­ings, she to set some­what else in me at vari­ance, so that I did half to feel stern with her, for I per­ceived that she had that naugh­ti­ness then with­in her, that she did be like to have a real in­tent of im­per­tin­ence un­to me, so that she should be naugh­tily out­rageous, and to have no heed to my ad­visings, neither un­to my de­sires, un­less that I set my hand upon her, to make her to obey.

			And truly, you that have had dear maids, shall fol­low mine ex­plain­ings; but un­to oth­ers, I know not wheth­er they shall un­der­stand, un­til they too have been pos­sessed of One that shall set all their heart adrift, even as this One that did be Mine Own.

			And sud­den, I to know that Naani did change from her low singing un­to an olden air that had surely not been heard in all that etern­ity. And in ver­ity, for a little while, I not to know why that it did so shake all my heart; nor what it did be; nor wheth­er that I had truly heard it be­fore, or only to think so.

			And, surely, it did be as that the si­lence of the olden moon­lit world did steal all about me; and sud­den, I to know that the Maid did sing an olden love-song of the olden world, and to go halt­ing a little as she sang, be­cause that the words did steal some­thing odd-wise through the far veils of her memory, even as a song doth come back­ward out of dreams.

			And I to feel all my blood to seem to tremble in my veins, and my throat to be troubled, as with vague sobs that did be the ghosts of for­got­ten tears. And the dim sor­row that had come so swift and strange upon me, to be like­wise steeped in golden mists of the love that I once did love; and the glam­our to be come all fresh upon me, and I to know in that mo­ment how much we do for­get, even when that we do be­lieve that we have all memory and all sor­row with­in our hearts.

			And I lookt un­to the Maid, some­thing dimly, be­cause of the way that I did be; and I per­ceived in a mo­ment that Mine Own did weep as she walked; but the less with pain than with the strange an­guish of Memory, that doth have in it Ten­der­ness and Sor­row and Love and all that Hath Been and all that Did Nev­er Be, and all to make a Vale un­to the Spir­it, where doth be both a dim grey­ness and a warm and ever­last­ing light, and an ut­ter speech­less­ness, and the low and far mu­sic of for­got­ten songs, that do come down­ward over the shad­owy moun­tains that do be buil­ded of Years and For­get­ful­ness, and yet made to be seen with the light of that our Memory, which doth cast so many husht shad­ows.

			And surely, as I did say, the Maid did weep as she went; but not to be cast down; but rather that she held her head up­wise, as that she did walk in a glory. And the song to come oft-broke, and oddly, and to set her voice to little hu­man quiv­er­ings, as her memory did shake her sweet spir­it un­to tears afresh; and she to walk with her pretty head up­held and as that she did go in a Tri­umph; and the tears to come down strangely upon her face, and all her soul to be there, pure and won­drous, and in the same time both troubled and glad.

			And this thing to be very dear and amaz­ing; and she to be as that she not to know then that she sang; but as that she did be lost in her thoughts, as we do say, and this to have come sud­den upon her, out of all her up­lif­ted­ness of spir­it, that had been like to make her very open un­to all sub­tile and subtle powers of thought and in­ward stir­rings, as you shall think.

			And again the song to come full-re­membered, and fresh, as that this Etern­ity did be but the yes­ter­day of that mo­ment. And Mine Own to be all in a sweet mad­ness with those half-dreamed memor­ies, and the won­der and pain of all that no man hath ever said, and that shall be nev­er said; and of the ut­ter lost years, and all that hath been lost, and all for­got­ten great­ness and splend­our, and the dread­ful­ness of part­ing, and the love­li­ness of beau­ti­ful things that do be hid in the abyss of the years.

			And it did be sud­den to my quickened fancy, that there did be low echoes all about us, of the voices of dear beau­ti­ful ones that have died; for so did memory set a strange and lovely mys­tery about my spir­it in that mo­ment, that I did be all shaken so much as Mine Own. And I to be as that I drew my breath anigh to tears, and did be there with Naani amid the quiet spare­ness of the trees and the rock of that part of the land; but yet did be to see half dimly that I stood with­in a light, even as the light that doth be the won­der of olden sun­sets; and I to be, in the same time, both that man and this man that now doth write; and to have be­side my spir­it but one maid, that I did lack to know wheth­er I say to her Naani or Mirdath; for though the two that have been Mine Own did be dif­fer­ent-seem­ing to the eye, there to be but the spir­it of one maid be­side me in that mo­ment.

			And surely, I did be there, all shaken un­to the see­ing of vis­ions, as it did seem; so that the Land about me to have grown half as that it did lack that it be real un­to my sight, be­cause that I lookt in­ward un­to Lands that did be of Memory. And lo! in a mo­ment this to go; and I to be in that Coun­try of the Seas, and to look newly un­to Naani, and she to go as I have told; and there to be the lone­some trees and the rocks in all parts for a great way about.

			And sud­den, as I lookt at Mine Own, she to come round un­to me, and she held out her arms, and did gaze at me with such a love, as that she were trans­figured, and to need strangely that she be in mine arms; and surely, I to an holy need that I have her un­to me, be­cause that, after all, there did be no won­der so great as that won­der, that when all did be said I did have Mine Own, after that all Etern­ity had nigh past.

			And, in ver­ity, we ran each to the oth­er, and did be si­lent, be­cause that there was no speech of words by which we could say aught of all that did be in our hearts. And truly you to be with me in un­der­stand­ing; for you too, may­hap, to have suffered this­wise of dumb­ness; even if that it hath not been so great. But yet to make you to know.

			And presently, we grew quiet in the spir­it; and Mine Own to come back again to her joy­ous­ness, and to go be­side by me, as we made for­ward.

			And presently, Naani to be­gin that she look at me with dear im­pudences again, that did be very sweet un­to me; but yet to be like to lead un­to de­fy­ings.

			And truly, by these things shall you know the spir­it of Mine Own Maid; and there to be none to me that ever did be like her. But, in­deed, you to think that­wise of the maid that you did love; and all the world to be think­ing each these thoughts of one dear maid­en that doth be the one maid in all the round world.

			And this to be the lovely nice­ness of the hu­man heart; and I not to have any grumble there­at; but yet, surely, you shall say that this Maid that did be Mine Own, did be very dear and lovely. And, in ver­ity, I to show my hu­man heart in this thing; for you like­wise to want that I think your Maid to have been just so dear, and the more so. And in­deed we ever to be go­ing these ways; and to have good com­rade­ship of un­der­stand­ing, be­cause that we have all loved and suffered joy and had ut­ter be­lief in a dear One.

			And surely a de­fy­ing­ness to come presently in­to the way that the Maid did go, and she to walk a little offward from me; and truly I lookt at her, both with love and yet with some­what that did be to re­prove her gently, and all in the same mo­ment that she to make my heart stirred with her sweet naugh­ti­ness.

			And she to look sud­den at me; and to be that she half to in­tend to run to kiss me; but also that she be minded in the same mo­ment that she set her­self up im­per­tin­ently against me. And, in ver­ity, she made me to harden my nature a little, as man­hood doth make a man to do; and this be­cause of the re­bel­lion that I knew to be in her; and she like­wise to know. But she hid her eyes, when that I shook my head, half with play and half with earn­est; and was then im­pudent un­to me; and gone from that in a mo­ment to her pretty singing, and her naughty walk­ing apart. But she no more to sing an olden love-song.

			Now, in a while, we past a basin of rock, in a place among the trees; and there was a warm spring bub­bling in the rock, and the basin to be full of wa­ter, very warm and with some smelling of chem­istry.

			And the Maid told me that she would wash, and I to think it a good place for that end. And when I had tasted the wa­ter, I found that it did seem smooth and prop­er for our in­tent, as that there did be a ver­ity of an al­kali in it.

			And truly we washed, and after that I was done, the Maid bid me that I turn my back; and I to do this, and she to mock me very naughty whilst that I could not see her, and to seem very quiet; for in­deed, I heard no splash­ings of wa­ter, though I stood off from her a long while, and she al­way to say naughty things un­to me, as that she did mind truly to have me angered; for, in­deed, she did have a plain in­tent that she mock at me, and to ease not her wit. And surely, after that I had stood a great while, I askt the Maid when that she did be like to be done; but she to say that she was no­wise ended of her toi­lets. And I knew very sud­den that she made fool­ish­ness upon me also in this mat­ter; and I turned upon her, and lo! she did be sit­ting upon a little rock, very sed­ate, even as when she had bid me turn from her; and to have made no more for­ward, but only to have been there at ease, that she keep me turned away to please her naughty mood, and all the while have a double liberty to have im­pudence upon me.

			And, in ver­ity, I did be a little angered; but scarce that I did know it; for I did love her very great, and was stirred in­wardly with her dear­ness and that she did look just that-wise that I knew not wheth­er I to need to kiss her, or to shake her; and truly, how should I know; for my heart did ache that I have her to mine arms; but my brain to say that she did go over-far in the joke; and truly you to see that I did not be un­reas­on­able, neither to be lack­ing of grace; for in­deed I do think that I was swayed all-ways, be­cause that I saw all the dear way that her pretty nature did work; and to con­ceive of her mood and to un­der­stand and be stirred; but yet to shape a little in my man­hood un­to harden­ing, and in my judge­ment un­to stern­ness.

			Yet, truly, I scol­ded Mine Own with no more than a little jest­ing, and did be nice and gentle with her, be­cause she did be so dear, and I to know just-wise her mood and the cause and work­ing of it.

			And I told her that I did love her, and that she hasten now and let us again to the jour­ney. But, in­deed, she only to make a face at me, so that I did be near like to shake her un­to sed­ate­ness. And she then to be both merry, and a rogue, as we do say, and to stop her ears and again to sing very glee­ful; and all so that she might not hear aught that I said. And surely she lookt a very dainty Re­bel­li­ous One.

			And I went then straight­way to her, and took her hands from her ears; and I kist her pretty ears very gentle that I not to deafen her. And I kist her lips as she did sing; and af­ter­ward shook her, that she be not such a sweet Tor­ment. But this to have no suc­cess that way; for she only to put out her toes to be kist; for her foot-gear was off from her feet. And, in­deed, I laughed, even as I made to frown; and truly I kist her pretty toes, and tried then to coax her to go for­ward some­thing speedy with her hair, and to be ready to the jour­ney. But she only to sing, and to re­fuse to be sed­ate.

			And, in ver­ity, in the end, I caught her up in mine arms, and had her bundle in my hand, and so went off with her very sud­den, with her hair all loose upon me in a lovely and soft shin­ing, and her feet bare as they did be.

			And this ac­tion I made, be­cause that I was grown truly a little stern with Mine Own; for, in­deed, she did half to need that she be whipt un­to pro­per­ness, as you shall think, that have seen how she did be this­wise only be­cause that her nature did be stirred strangely, and her Wo­man­hood and her Maid­en­hood to be all un­to war, and in part to make a re­bel­lion against me that she did know glad to be her true Mas­ter; but yet she to be thus, even though she did be so glad.

			And this to act so that she did be in the same mo­ment both sweet and wise and yet to show a dainty fool­ish­ness and a true naugh­ti­ness that did make me to feel some­what of a real an­ger; but yet did have me to know that all my be­ing did be stirred by her; so that I did think with one thought that she did be very fool­ish, and with an­oth­er that she did be lovely way­ward.

			Now, when that I took the Maid up so quick, and made off with her, she to give a little gasp and to sub­mit to me with a quick humble­ness; but im­me­di­ately, she to re­gain her cour­age, and to be out­raged of me. But, in­deed, I took no heed, only that I was like to shake her; and did know also that her hair did be won­drous pretty upon mine ar­mour. And she soon to lie very quiet and easy in mine arms, and to be de­mure.

			And I to have a half know­ledge of some­what amiss; but yet to have no sure­ness, neither to think much upon this vague feel­ing.

			And when that I had gone a good mile, she to put up her lips to be kist; and I to kiss her very lov­ing, for she was so dear. And she then to say, very or­din­ary like, that I should do wisely now if that I went back for her foot-gear, which truly I had lacked thought to no­tice, when that I did pick up the Maid.

			And I saw that she had known this thing all that while, and had made that mile of car­ry­ing all a waste and a fool­ish­ness, be­cause of the naughty re­bel­lion which did be in her. And lo! I set her in­stant to the ground; and she gave out a little cry as she saw that I did be gone some­wise hard and stern with her.

			And in­deed I pulled a small branch from a tree that did be near, to be for a switch as you shall whip a boy with; and I held her with my left hand, and in ver­ity I laid the switch thrice very sharp across her pretty shoulders, that she know all that she did need to know. And she seem­ing to be ceased in a mo­ment from her per­verse­ness, and did nestle very quick un­to me, that had whipt her; and did need that she be won­drous nigh un­to me. And, truly, how shall even a young man flog such an one.

			And the Maid to be very husht against mine ar­mour, and to res­ist that I look in­to her face that did be prest so anigh me. But presently, I used a little and gentle force, and so to look in­to her face some­thing sud­den. And truly, that One did be smil­ing very naughty and dainty to her­self; so that I per­ceived that I had not truly whipt her enough; but yet I could harden my heart no more at that time; for, in ver­ity, there doth be a strange half-pain in the bos­om, if that you have to flog a maid that doth be ut­ter thine, and this to the des­pite that there hath been—as then—no pro­per­ness of an­ger to have for an after self-re­proach.

			And surely, I to have done this thing only of a stern in­tent and stead­fast­ness, that I steady Mine Own Maid un­to wis­dom; but yet to have been helpt by a little an­ger, be­cause of the thing that she had done. Yet, al­way, my love did be so strong, that mine an­ger nev­er to have aught of bit­ter­ness, as you shall have seen, and to un­der­stand.

			And we went back then for the foot-gear of the Maid; and she to be very husht in mine arms; but yet, as I per­ceived, not to be quiet, of an humble little heart, but only of the chance that her nature did be stirred that way for the while.

			And truly, when we were gone back, the foot-gear did be there to the side of the pool, and the Maid gat shod very speedy, and would have no aid; and af­ter­ward did up her hair very tight upon her head, to have it ut­ter from my sight; and this to be for a per­verse­ness; for she knew that I did love to see it pretty upon her shoulders, or if that she must do it, that she do it up very loose and nice; and truly you to know how I mean; only that I have no skill of such mat­ters; but yet a good taste to ad­mir­ings, if that the thing be aright.

			And I to say noth­ing, as I looked at her; and she presently to make a quick glance un­to me, to see why I did say naught. And I shook my head, smil­ing at her way­ward­ness; but she to look away from me, and to seem to be set to fresh naugh­ti­ness.

			Now we went for­ward then upon our jour­ney; and al­way the Maid to walk on­ward from me; but yet to have no oth­er im­pudence, neither to sing.

			And I to go kindly with her; but yet to think that she did lack some­what to know that I did be truly her Mas­ter; and I to won­der a little wheth­er she did know prop­er that my gen­tle­ness with her did be not of weak­ness, but born of un­der­stand­ing and love, and the more proof that I did be fit to pos­sess and to guide her.

			And truly this was the thought of a young man, yet lack­ing not of Reas­on in the bot­tom part, though may­hap to be some­thing clumsy-seem­ing un­to the mind of a maid; and to be very hu­man to my years; and you to have been like­wise, if that you have tried all-ways with a dear One, and she to be yet over-wil­ful, so that you to won­der wheth­er she did truly know how you did un­der­stand.

			And surely a maid doth know much that doth be in the heart of a man, if that she be true wo­man in her own secret heart. And oft she doth know more of her man than her man doth wot of him­self, and to go her own di­verse ways that she search out and bring forth and waken all that is the in­ward be­ing of the man that she doth love.

			Yet, when that she have stirred you in the deeps that you scarce to know, she to be all fear­ful, and in the same mo­ment to have no fear; and to be in re­bel­lion, and in the same mo­ment to be most strange humble. And all to be born of love, and nature in ac­tion upon nature.

			And more than this how shall I have learn­ing of the heart to tell you; for, in ver­ity, there doth be much in these few lines, if that you know to read. And surely you to know, or to learn; but if neither, then have you gone short of joy and the true in­ward­ness of life.

			Now this way I did be, as I have told; and the Maid to be quietly naughty in per­verse­ness, as also I have set out; yet to have a strict mind to her du­ties, and to go now won­drous sed­ate upon the jour­ney; yet al­way apart. And like­wise, when that the sixth hour did come, and we to our halt, as ever, she to be very speedy and nice that the wa­ter and the tab­lets be ready for me; but yet to have no word; neither to eat by me; but again a little apart, and not to share the wa­ter, but to make a brew­ing to her­self, when that I had done.

			And like­wise, the Maid held not up her tab­lets to be kist, as al­way; but eat them, quiet and med­it­at­ive, and with little nib­blings, as that she did pon­der upon oth­er mat­ters, or may­hap to be not hungry.

			And these things I saw, as we eat and drank in a si­lence; and I to look at the Maid, some­wise sad in the heart, and some­thing stirred; and I to say to my­self wisely, yet as a young man, that she did not yet be taught suf­fi­cient that I was her mas­ter. And this you to per­ceive.

			And she nev­er to seem to look at me; but to be quiet and de­mure, and to have her eye­lids some­thing down upon her eyes.

			Now, presently, as I thought upon the mat­ter, I saw that I do well that I take no heed of Mine Own; but to let her to come to a nat­ur­al end of this naugh­ti­ness, that did be, in the same time, both pretty and a little fool­ish; so that in half I con­demned it and in half I was stirred; and al­way I loved the Maid very dear, and had a good un­der­stand­ing; and there to be also an in­terest in my heart at this new side that she did be show­ing. And also, she to stir me odd whiles un­to mas­ter­ful­ness; and so you to know pretty well how it did be with me in the mat­ter.

			Now, surely, I found this plan, that I at­tend not to the Maid, to have some­thing of suc­cess; for I knew presently that she did look up­ward at me, slyly, from un­der her pretty eye­lashes; and after, to be de­mure in a mo­ment; and this to go for­ward for a while; yet I to show no heed.

			And in a while, I saw that she gave at­ten­tion to her gar­ments, in the way of nat­ti­ness; and af­ter­ward, she took down her hair, and made it up then very loose and pretty upon her head; so that she did be very lovely, and to tempt mine eyes that they look al­way at her. But, in­deed, I did make as that I had no heed that the Maid did shape her hair dif­fer­ent upon her head.

			And she very soon then to speak, and to have the less­er gear to­geth­er, and to make that she at­tract me. But truly, I was very nice with her; yet to keep her now a little off from me in the spir­it; and so to teach her that-wise, that she was some­what of a dear naughty maid; but also, as I do think, I was this way, be­cause that in part I would tease her, in great love of her pret­ti­ness and her mak­ings up to me; and so maybe even that I make her to be the more de­fy­ing of me. And this to be as that I also lacked some­what of reas­on; for I did strangely that I think that she need to be whipt, and in the same time that I go to make her the more de­serving of the same.

			Yet, this to be the truth, as I know it; and surely to be the nat­ur­al way­ward­ness of love. But yet, there did be also in the back­ward part of my wis­dom, an in­tent that I be wise and care­ful with Mine Own; and I surely to have no full real­isings that I did be like to set her fur­ther un­to per­verse­ness than yet she did be.

			Now, after that I had shown well that I lacked to heed the Maid, I found that I did be look­ing oft at her; and she to be so dear and pretty, and to be all husht, that truly I could not bear that I be longer si­lent to her ad­vance­ments.

			And I ceased then from pre­tend­ing, and would have had her in­to mine arms; but she to be now in sweet dig­nity, and to keep me off with very sober graces. And be­cause of this, I to feel some­way that I did be some­way in blame; and surely, now that I con­sider it, I can see that I was some­thing ac­ted upon, even as had been the Maid; and so we two to be; and a most hu­man pair, as you to say; and some­what both a-lack; but in­deed, we did be very whole­some, and in ut­ter love each of the oth­er; and may­hap both then to per­ceive some­thing of the sweet fool­ish­ness with­in us that did be as yeast a-work in us; for I thought that Naani did smile a little to her­self. But, surely, this clear-see­ing, to be but for an odd time; and af­ter­ward we each again to earn­est­ness in our way with the oth­er; but al­way, even when we did make to show in­dif­fer­ence, we to be some­thing troubled in­wardly with sweet flash­ings of our be­wildered natures.

			Now, though I have shown you that I to know that I did be not ut­ter free of this most strange and nat­ur­al fool­ish­ness; yet you to per­ceive that I tell this only that I have ut­ter truth of all things that did hap­pen; for, in ver­ity, be­cause that I was some­thing subtly touched this way at whiles, yet was this no full ex­cus­ing of the Maid; though, in the same mo­ment, you to per­ceive, that there did be only the half of me to think that she did need to be ex­cused; for, in truth, mine un­der­stand­ing went al­way, in the main, with the work­ings of her nature; and had a nat­ur­al sym­pathy with her dear whim­sies; but also, as you to know, I to be stirred con­stant in my man­hood by her naughty de­fy­ings; and to be troubled in my Nat­ur­al Sense, when that her whim­sies made her to act that she be likely to come un­to aught of harm.

			And surely now you to see all the way of my heart, and to have un­der­stand­ing in things that do fol­low. And al­way you shall mind that I did love her ut­ter, and to crave al­way that I be a shield un­to her; though truly, there doth be, may­hap, some­what in me that doth act to make me a little stern seem­ing in my love; but yet not oft so; as you do know, that have gone with me in all my tellings.

			Now, we went then upon our jour­ney; and the Maid to be some­what be­fore me, and offward to the side, upon my right; and to have no speech with me, but to make a good pace, and to be very dear and grace­ful as she went.

			And now we did pass this thing of strange­ness, and now that; and these I did point out to her, and made some telling con­cern­ing the same, hav­ing the memory of mine out­ward way, and how that I did see these things then, when that I was all in suf­fer­ing of so lone­some a doubt.

			And she to hark al­way very in­tent, and to move her head nice and in­tel­li­gent, to show that she heard me; and once I saw that she lookt sud­den at me with a dear light in her eyes; but this to be done in a mo­ment, and she to be again si­lent-seem­ing and in her new per­versity of dig­nity.

			And surely she did seem so ut­ter sweet in this new way of naugh­ti­ness; but yet I did think, odd whiles, that I should like to shake her un­to dear humble­ness and her usu­al way.

			And in the twelfth hour, we made halt again, and had our food and our drink; and the Maid to serve me very clev­er and quiet, as that I did be her Lord, and she an husht slave. And I saw that she made a con­stant and naughty mock upon me; and truly, as I did half think, she to need that she be in care that I not treat her sternly, as shall a slave-mas­ter, and to give her that which she did ask for so mute and im­pudent. But al­way she did stir me migh­tily to have her to mine arms, and to love her very dear.

			And presently, we did be again to our way; and to be yet si­lent; so that I scarce knew wheth­er to have pa­tience with Mine Own, or wheth­er that I take her and speak ser­i­ously with her to cease this play, which did be­gin a little to dis­pir­it me some­what strangely.

			And in the end I went over to her, as we did walk, and I put mine arm about her, and she to yield to me without word, and to hark very quiet to my speech of reas­on­ing and gentle say­ings, and to hide wheth­er she did be stirred in­wardly, or not; though, in­deed, my spir­it to know that her spir­it did nev­er be afar off from mine in all deep mat­ters; but only this thing to be to the top, and to set some­what between us that did be both a sweet­ness and a trouble.

			And al­way, as I talked with the Maid, I saw that she did make naugh­tily to act as that I did be a slave-mas­ter, and she but a chat­tel to me; for she to be husht be­fore me, and neither to yield her slender body will­ing to mine arm, nor to res­ist me; but only to be still, as that she had no say­ing in this mat­ter; and as that I was like to beat her at my pleas­ure, or to with­hold my hand, all as might chance to be my de­sire. And this I per­ceived was the shap­ing of her ac­tions, so that all her dumb­ness and her quiet obed­i­ence did be but a way to say this thing to me; and all to have come from her love of me and that she did be shaken in her nature by my man­hood, and so to be but a new form of her naugh­ti­ness, that did have this change when that I whipt her.

			And all this, you to per­ceive, that have gone with me.

			And I saw that she would not cease from this per­verse­ness, but made a dumb and naughty and hid­den mock upon me, very dainty and con­stant, and scarce to be truly per­ceived, save by the in­ward sense. And truly, I grew some­thing angered afresh, and to feel that she did need that she be shaken so stern that she come un­to the real­ity that I did be her man and nat­ur­al mas­ter; yet al­way in love.

			And surely I loosed her then, and went off a pace to her side; and we again to go for­ward this­wise; yet she soon to have a great­er dis­tance between us, which she made very quiet and nat­ur­al; but, in­deed, I saw what she did.

			Now, about the four­teenth hour of that jour­ney­ing, I saw be­fore us, in the far dis­tance, the rock upon which did be the olden fly­ing ship, that you shall re­mem­ber. And presently, as we came more nigh, I lookt oft to Mine Own; and I saw that she did be star­ing that way, and to be in won­der; but yet to say naught to me.

			And soon, as we came very close, I did want that I tell her about the ship, and of mine ad­ven­tur­ing there, and of the won­der of that olden ship, set there through Etern­ity.

			But in the first, I hes­it­ated, as you shall think, be­cause of her way; but truly, my heart knew that her heart did be prop­er un­to me; and, moreover, I should be small in my nature, if that I let any pet­ti­ness put a si­lence upon me; though, in ver­ity, if that the Maid had not been in­wardly lov­ing to me, I had been that I had told her no word; and this to be very nat­ur­al, wheth­er it be of small­ness or not.

			And when that we were come be­side the great up­ris­ing rock, I made halt, and the Maid to halt with me; and I showed her how that the thing upon the rock did be an olden fly­ing ship from the Mighty Pyr­am­id. And in the first, she askt no ques­tions; but did be quiet and but to show with little nod­dings that she did be greatly in­terest.

			And I to show to her how that this olden ship did be there may­hap an hun­dred thou­sand years; and to have been there, as it did seem to us (that were of that age) since the be­gin­nings of the world; though, in ver­ity, our two spir­its did know that the be­gin­nings of That Age, did be truly the end­ing of This, as you also to know.

			And much I told Mine Own, and af­ter­ward con­cern­ing the two Humpt Men that did come after me; and she al­way to be si­lent, un­til that I spoke of the fight; but then to come round upon me very swift, and with a dear light in her eyes; and had askt, be­fore she did wot, wheth­er they did hurt me.

			And surely, this to have been the first thing of her olden sweet nat­ur­al­ness that she did say for a great while, and I to be so in de­light, that I had her in­to mine arms, and kist her very lov­ing, all in a mo­ment, and she to sub­mit with a nice glad­ness, and to nestle un­to me, and all un­wit­ting that she did be gone from her way­ward­ness.

			Yet, in ver­ity, she did be a naughty Maid; for she minded in an in­stant that she did for­get her pose un­to me; and lo, her lips did be no more to search un­to mine, but to be as that they did be kist only of my will, and she to have no more live nest­ling un­to me, but only to be quiet in mine arms. And I lookt in­to her face, and her lids to be down some­what over her pretty eyes, and she did look very husht and de­mure; so that truly, I knew not wheth­er to shake her or again to kiss her.

			But in the end I loost her, and made then that we go for­ward; yet, in­deed, she did rather stay awhile, to hark fur­ther con­cern­ing the olden ship and of mine ad­ven­tur­ings; but she did then to mind that she obey as a slave shall obey; and truly, I did pun­ish her, in that I told her no more; but went for­ward at a good pace, and had some nat­ur­al won­der how that I deal with such a Maid, if that I spare to shake her.

			And surely, I thought then again that I leave her be, and so to have her presently again to her old and nat­ur­al way.

			Now, in a while, I lif­ted the Maid in­to mine arms, that I carry her, as ever, through the last part of each jour­ney, and so to have her nev­er over-tired for the mor­row. And she for a mo­ment to res­ist; but in­stantly to give un­to me, and to lie quiet in mine arms, as that she had no say­ing in aught that did be done, but must al­way obey. And, in­deed, you to see how dearly per­verse she did be.

			And I went on then through four hours from that time, and lookt oft upon every side, and walkt quietly; for truly we were come now in­to a part of the Coun­try where I did feel that there might be near some of the Humpt Men.

			But I saw nowhere any­thing to put me in dread.

			And al­way as we jour­neyed, there did seem a great still­ness in all the Coun­try near about; and afar off the low mut­ter of the Great Fire-Hills, in this place and that, and a drowse as of life and warmth about us, and every­where the air very rich and plen­ti­ful.

			And presently, when that we did be come down from that high place where did be set the rock and the olden ship, we came in among the trees that came very nigh to the shore for a great way; and oft as we did go, there were clump­ings of small fire-hills that did cast fire and noise; and oft the roar­ing of mon­strous springs a-boil; and then again the smell of the woods about us, and oft still in odd places the low near sound of a little fire-hill, that did burn, lone­some, in some clear space of the woods, in this place and that; and af­ter­ward we to be gone on­ward again in­to the dull low mut­ter that did be in all the air of that Coun­try, and that did but make a seem­ing of si­lence, be­cause that it did be so far and con­stant.

			Now, about the eight­eenth hour I to note that the noise of the Great Fire-Hills grew more loud; and I saw presently over the trees, afar up­ward in the great night and gloom that did lie above, those two mighty Fire-Hills that I did feel to make the earth tremble, in that part, upon mine out­ward way. And surely I have told some­thing of this be­fore; and you to re­mem­ber, if that you but think a little mo­ment.

			Now, it may ap­pear strange that I speak this­wise of see­ing the two Hills of fire; as that I had per­ceived them sud­den. But, in­deed, I had been long abled to see them both, yet to have had no at­ten­tion to them, be­cause that they did be a great way off, and be­cause they did be but two Hills of fire, in a Coun­try that did be plen­ti­ful with such.

			And, truly, I not to have said aught about them, only that our path did take us now by their feet, and I to see them, as it were, newly; and to have nice ease of heart to per­ceive how that they did be a won­der un­to the spir­it and the brain for all time.

			For it did be as that the earth had a con­stant shak­ing with­in miles of them, and that a mon­strous force of nature did be in that place. But yet there to be no des­ol­a­tion around, as you should think; but in all parts a won­drous grow­ing of trees and great plants in abund­ance.

			And the trees to grow up­ward upon the shoulders of the moun­tain; and there to be no fall­ing of hot rocks and ash, as you to think; but all very sweet and whole­some, as that the mighty val­ley made a chim­ney to the moun­tain, and may­hap to oth­ers, so that their waste, if that they had such, did go free. But, in­deed, you shall take no heed of this ex­plain­ing, save as an odd think­ing that hath come to me, and to be without found­a­tion. And there to be no surety of the reas­on to this; only that there did be no fall­ing of ash in that part, as I do know. Yet in oth­er parts of that Coun­try the Fire-Hills did make new moun­tains of the mat­ter that did come from them; but this not to be al­way so; and there to seem to my know­ledge no cause to or­der why this did not be con­stant; save that my guess­ings to be right, or naught to be blown from some. But, in­deed, I to be sure only of that which did be plain to mine eyes. And may­hap there to be no mys­tery in the thing; but a score of nat­ur­al ex­plain­ings, if that I did know, or had pa­tience to think long enough upon such.

			Now when that the eight­eenth hour did be prop­er come, we to be anigh to the great Hills, and there to seem no­wise any danger of fall­ing fire, so that I sought about for a place for our slum­ber.

			And I found a cave in the side of a big rock; and the cave was dry and com­fort­able, and had the mouth about a score feet above the earth. And when that I had climbed and lookt well in­to the cave, I gave the Maid an help, and had her safe in­to that place; and she then to pre­pare the tab­lets and the wa­ter, the while that I brought up a boulder from be­low, to set very light bal­anced in the mouth of the cave. And this I meant for a sig­nal to fall, if that any creature should climb up­ward in­to the cave, while that we did sleep. And surely, you to know this plan; for I did it be­fore, as you to have learned.

			And the Maid sat near to me, and eat her tab­lets very quiet and with a de­mure naugh­ti­ness; but yet to be also in won­der, and to gaze out­ward at the Great Fire-Hills, and to be in awe, as I did know.

			And I put my half-an­ger and my play from me, and told her of mine out­ward jour­ney­ing, and how I did go by these same mighty Fire-Hills, that did seem as mighty torches to light me in my search, and to have held a new strange­ness and won­der over my path.

			And she still to be si­lent, but yet to look at me twice or thrice with a very dear and lov­ing way; though she did hide her eyes in a mo­ment, when that she saw that I per­ceived her.

			And soon the Maid spread the cloak for our sleep; and while that she did this, I lookt well about for any creature that might be anigh; and I had an es­pe­cial thought un­to the Humpt Men; but, in­deed, there was naught liv­ing, un­to my sight, and nowhere did I see any­thing to put me in fear for our lives.

			And truly I had a great view­ing from that place; for we did be in an up­ward rock that stood in a high part, and the cave to be twenty good feet aloft, as I have told; so that all made to set us in a lofty place.

			And the cave to look to­ward the two Moun­tains that did rise up­ward no more than twelve good miles off from us, as I do think; and the Coun­try between to be some­wise as a mighty park; for it was spread much about the feet of the Great Fire-Hills, and did be bare in this place and that, as that rock did make the earth na­ked there, or the fall­ing of some later fire to have wrought thus. And between the bare parts, there went strange and ro­mantic woods, seen mistily, and in parts the gleam­ing of wa­ters, as that hot lakes did be half shown among the broken forests.

			And presently the Land did go up­ward with a mon­strous sweep, and was then in great ter­races in the height, and trees to grow very plen­ti­ful upon the moun­tains, in sun­dry parts; and so those two Mighty Hills to go up­ward to meet the ever­last­ing night; and presently to show strange up­lands that did be seen very won­drous and queer in the light that did glow from the vast glow­ing of the fire that did be a crown upon the hills, that did seem in ver­ity to be that they burned halfway between that known world, and the lost olden world, that was may­hap two hun­dred great miles above in the ever­last­ing night and etern­ity of dark­ness.

			And I lookt up­ward for awhile, and was much held by the mighty up­lands that did be on high; yet did lie ut­ter far be­low the burn­ing crests of the Moun­tains, and showed vague and sombre and dread­ful seem­ing, be­cause that they did be so lost up­ward, and to have the mys­tery of the red shin­ing and of the shad­ows upon them, and to seem to slope far un­der the great fires, but yet to be a place where no life should ever come, be­cause that they did be so mon­strous a way up­ward bey­ond the great shoulders of the Hills, the which did be them­selves a huge way up. And truly, I should give you some­what of the af­fect­ing of those grim and un­known Up­lands, if that I said they did seem to my fancy to be a place where a sor­row­ful thing might wander lost forever. But why I to think this thing, how shall I say; and do tell it to you, only be­cause that it doth seem to hold in the thought the grim­ness and ut­ter des­ol­a­tion of those high and lone­some lands.

			And by this, I was done look­ing, and turned me about, and so did find that Mine Own did stand si­lent, and waited that I come to my slum­ber. And surely, I lookt at her; but she did have her lids some­thing down­ward, when that she saw me turn; and so in the end, I said naught, but went to my sleep, and had the Diskos very handy, as ever, be­side me.

			And I then to know that Mine Own did lie down be­side me, to my back, as al­way, and this to glad­den me, as you shall think; for I per­ceived afresh how thin did be the crust of her naugh­ti­ness; and I to be al­way stirred and touched in the heart by her lov­ing nat­ur­al­ness, that did need al­way that she be near to me, save when she did play this naugh­ti­ness upon me along the way.

			And I saw that she had no mind to be per­verse whilst that I did slum­ber; but must now be nigh un­to me, and quietly lov­ing; though no­wise truly ceased from her naughty act­ing that I did be as an hard slave mas­ter, be­cause that I had whipt her; yet she to have some­what a truce with me, as my heart did know. But, in­deed, she not to kiss me good-night upon the mouth, in her dear usu­al and sober fash­ion.

			And surely I did lie awhile, and pondered upon the Maid and upon all her ways; and I per­ceived that she kist me not, only be­cause that she did not be able to break ut­ter from her per­verse­ness, that did come from the stir­ring of her nature. And truly, I did love her, and was half minded that I turn about to her, and take her a mo­ment in­to mine arms; but yet to abide from this, be­cause that I was set that I wait awhile, and to bring her to me this­wise, may­haps.

			And presently, I knew that the Maid kist mine ar­mour, very quiet and shy, be­cause that she must kiss me; yet to be in­tent that I have no know­ledge of this pretty act. But, in­deed, I did know in all my be­ing, and did be newly tender un­to her; yet to say naught, and to wait.

			And thus I knew presently that her breath­ing did go easy, so that I per­ceived that she was all con­tent and gone over un­to slum­ber, some­wise as a little child that doth be weary, and doth sleep without care, and with happy as­sur­ance.

			And, in ver­ity, did a man ever to have so sweet and gentle a maid, that did be in the same time so troub­lous and per­verse.

			And I to lie yet awhile, and to note the con­stant tremble and shake of the rock that did be un­der us; and this to be al­way thus as I did lie, and to be the more plain, be­cause that I did be quiet in thought. And this, as I con­ceived, did come from the earth-shak­ing that was made by the in­ward fire of the world, the which did make a vague trouble in all that part of the Land.

			And then in a little, I was gone over in­to sleep, and waked not for sev­en good hours; and then to hear the fizz­ing of the wa­ter, very brisk and cheer­ful, and so to have mine eyes open in a mo­ment, and to know by my time-keep­er or dial, that was some­what like to a watch of this age, that I had slumbered through sev­en good hours. But this to be learned after that I had lookt to see wheth­er Mine Own did be well, and wheth­er that the boulder did bal­ance in the mouth-part of the cave.

			And surely, there did be noth­ing in harm; for the boulder was there, as I did put it; and the Maid a little off from me, and did make ready the wa­ter and the tab­lets, that we eat be­fore our jour­ney­ing.

			And I rose then, and in the same mo­ment I did know that my mouth had been kist whilst that I slept; and the know­ing to come to me vague, as that I had been kist in my dreams.

			And I lookt over to­ward the Maid; but she to have her lids some­thing down upon her eyes, and to seem very de­mure; so that I saw her naugh­ti­ness was come again upon her. Yet, truly, I could not bear that I not to have her in­to mine arms; for, in­deed, her per­verse­ness did seem as that she did the more tempt me un­to her. And thus I came to her in a mo­ment; but she neither to res­ist me, nor to give her­self un­to me; but only to be still in mine arms, and to do no more than sub­mit very quiet.

			And be­cause of this, I loost her un­kist, and was si­lent, and a little to be angered, even whilst that my heart per­ceived the way of the work­ing of her heart. Yet truly I ached now that she come back to her dear nat­ur­al fash­ion.

			And I eat my tab­lets and drank some of the wa­ter; and the Maid to do like­wise.

			And af­ter­ward, I lookt well from the mouth of the cave; but did nowhere see aught to put me in trouble for our safety, though, truly, as presently I saw, there went an herd of strange creatures afar off in the North­west­ward part, which did be that way of the Coun­try, bey­ond the feet of the moun­tains, to­ward the In-Land.

			Now, when that I was some­thing as­sured of the safe­ness of the way, I gat the Diskos to my hip, and the Maid to have the scrip and the pouch ready to my back, and her bundle to her hand; and so all to be ready.

			And I went down­ward from the cave, when that I was girt, and gave aid to Mine Own; and so to be soon upon the jour­ney.

			And surely, as we went on­ward, and I to look about me with dif­fer­ent-see­ing eyes from my look­ing on mine out­ward way, I to see how won­drous this part of the Land did be; and how that it did be truly like a great and won­drous park, that did be made of the skill and la­bour of god­like things; and truly this to show my feel­ing, as I lookt all-ways. And all that part did be bred of the in­ward forces of the world, and did be burned clear in this place, and up­heaved in that, and made to an hot lake in an­oth­er part; and odd whiles there to go a great steam foun­tain, that did whistle a lonely song forever. And anon there to be a small wood, and again a wood; and oft the quiet­ness of great and strange trees, that did stand alone. And here, and in that part, a little fire-hill, that did be surely no great­er than an house, and we to pass sev­en of these in but three hours. And two to glow very stead­fast, and to make no vigour of burn­ing; but the five oth­ers did burn very strong, and sent out a smoke and ash, and made a small des­ol­a­tion all about them; and of these five, there did be one that cast stones oft and again, so that they went up­ward with a strange loud noise, and fell in this place and that, all about, so that we came down­ward more nigh to the shore, that we be a good way off.

			And here, as I do mind, there was a strange­ness, in that there did be many trees that had stones set in the branches; and this to be plainly the work of the little fire-hill; and I to think it but some­thing new come, else surely there had been no trees with­in all that space that it did throw; but yet, may­hap, I am wrong in this; for all things did seem that they grew very easy in that Coun­try; and in­deed this to be for sur­prise to me, only that I saw it with mine own eyes, as we do say.

			And al­way as we did go, there were signs of in­ward life and forces; so that we but to stand quiet to feel that the earth did tremble gently in many parts.

			And presently there soun­ded for a great while a low and dull boom­ing sound; and this we found to be from a place amid cer­tain great rocks to­ward the moun­tains; for there came thence a mighty up-spout­ing of boil­ing wa­ter, that went so high as an hun­dred feet, and oft to be thrice so high, and belched a great steam; and there went up in the jet of the wa­ter, a great rock, that was so big as an house, and did dance and play in the might of the wa­ter, as that it had been no more than a thing very light and easy. And when that the wa­ter fell, as it did oft, the rock to go down­ward with the dull boom­ing that we did hear.

			And I minded how that I had heard the boom­ing upon mine out­ward way; but had been then some­thing more to the shore, so that it had been less plain to mine ears, as you shall sup­pose; neither had it been then to my sight, as now it did be to us be­cause that we were come may­hap the half of a mile more to­ward the In-Land of the Coun­try.

			And truly, we lookt awhile at this huge great foun­tain and up-boil­ing, and came near­er un­to it; but yet to be a large space off, be­cause of the way that it did throw out a spat­ter­ing of small stones odd whiles. And surely the thing did cough and roar in the deep earth, and anon to gruntle gently and to sob and gurgle; and lo! to come forth in a mo­ment with a bel­low, very hol­low and strange, and the great rock to go spin­ning up­ward, and all a-shine in the light from the vol­ca­noes, and was so round as a mon­strous ball, and pol­ished by the fret of the wa­ters, so that I saw it had surely danced in the great jet through a weary time.

			And anon the jet to cease and to go down­ward with a great sough­ing and thun­der­ing of wa­ters, and the dan­cing rock to fall down­ward from that height which did show very huge, now that we did be come so near. And the rock surely to fall back­ward in­to some deep pit, whence came the wa­ters, and as it fell, there was again the dull boom­ing. But why the rock brake not, I could not per­ceive, save that it did al­way fall in­to a boil­ing up of wa­ters, and had no hurt from the rock of the place whence it was come.

			And the Maid and I both to have stood a while, that we stare at this thing; for it did be more strange than I have made you to know; but now I did make to our jour­ney again, and did think the Maid fol­lowed; but lo! in a mo­ment, when that I lookt, she was to my back, and went to­ward the great boil­ing foun­tain. Then I stopt very swift, and called to her; but she did take no heed of me, and went on­ward very naughty, un­to the danger of the great boil of the Jet, and the con­stant fly­ing out of the stones, that you do know.

			Now, even as I stood and lookt, the Maid drew nigh to the place where the wa­ter did thun­der; and the Jet in that mo­ment to bel­low, so that I knew it came up­ward again. And I ran then after the Maid, and she to see me, and began like­wise to run from me to­ward the mon­strous foun­tain; and surely I did think that I had done well if that I had whipt or beat her prop­er be­fore this time; for truly it did be as that her naugh­ti­ness had gone nigh un­to some­what that did be near to a way­ward mad­ness, so that as I did per­ceive all her nature did surely work in her to­ward some deed that should be for re­gret; and this to come, be­cause that she did be some­thing pusht from her dear bal­ance by her lov­ing, and by the act­ing of my man­hood upon her, so that her nature both to be in re­bel­lion against me and to need me, and all in the same time. And this-way, she to be in an in­ward tur­moil, and to be ready fool­ishly that she put in danger her be­loved life, if only thereby she to make me some­thing adrift, and in the same mo­ment to have some ease of her per­verse­ness. And, in ver­ity, you to know all this, be­cause that I have shown the work­ing of her heart to you be­fore this time.

			Now, I caught the Maid among the great rocks, which did stand all about; and be­fore her there did be a mon­strous pit whence came the up­burst­ing of the wa­ter; and the wa­ter to go up­ward be­fore our faces in a mighty column, so that it did be as that a sea shot up on end, in­to a pil­lar of liv­ing wa­ter, and went up­ward forever, as it did seem in that mo­ment. And how we should be saved, I knew not, for the wa­ter did be as that it over­hung us, and should come down upon us and smoth­er us in one mo­ment, forever. And the roar was in our ears and shook all the air of that place with sound, as of an harsh and dread­ful thun­der; and there was a scald­ing of beaten wa­ter, as fine as an haze, all about us.

			And I had the Maid in one in­stant in­to mine arms, and I ran very swift, with a fierce run­ning, that I have her away speedy, and so made for­lorn tri­al that I save her life. And lo! as I went from un­der that huge and dread­ful over­hang of the great wa­ters, there came down­ward from the height a great stone that had been cast by the Jet, and it burst upon the rock to my back, and cer­tain of the flinders did strike and ring upon mine ar­mour, and made me to stag­ger as I ran. But I held the Maid crowded safe against my breast, and she did not be hurt; and truly I was yet able to run, and did save Mine Own, and brought her out from un­der that grim Spout­ing.

			And I put the Maid down then to her feet; and she not to know how near that she had giv­en us to death, neither of the way that the frag­ments did strike me; for she laughed very naughty and glee­ful. But truly I laughed not; for my heart had been nigh husht with ter­ror for her; so that I did be yet sick in my spir­it, and may­hap also some­thing shaken by the blows that I gat from the broken stone.

			And, in ver­ity, I to have meant that I flog her, very sharp, if that there be no oth­er way that I might bring her to reas­on; for, in surety, as you to see, she to be act­ing so wild as a child, and so un­reas­on­ing as only a Maid-in-love; and I to know that she did have to be brought back from this way of spir­it, even though I have to hurt her pretty body, that I bring her again to her dear nat­ur­al wise­ness.

			Yet, in­deed, I could not whip her then, be­cause that she did laugh so joy­ous, though with a naughty heart, and did look so won­drous dainty, so that even her de­fy­ings did but seem that which my heart de­sired. And you, may­hap, to have been some­thing like­wise in the love-days. Yet I pled and reasoned with her to be a wise maid; but, in­deed, she only to make a glee­ful mock of all that I did say.

			Now I went for­ward again, for I was not harmed by the stone, only that I did be shaked, as you shall think. And the Maid to go offward from me, and to sing, and did oft dance naugh­tily as she went. But truly, I did be si­lent with her, for I was but hu­man, and did lack that she come to mine arms, and love me, be­cause that I had pluckt her safe from that place. And, in­deed, this to be but a nat­ur­al de­sir­ing; and you to have un­der­stand­ing with me, and to know that you also to have this lack and need, if that you to have done aught for love of your maid, and she to deny you a word of lov­ing ten­der­ness.

			Yet, in ver­ity, I to be even then able to per­ceive with mine in­ward senses, how that the Maid did have a won­drous up-pour­ing of love for me, but yet did be so per­verse, and the more so, may­hap, be­cause that her love did so urge her un­to lov­ing ad­mit­tings that I did be her Man. And she, maybe, to have meant that she be the more humble presently, but yet to go naugh­tily awhile more, and not, in­deed, to have had the power with­in her at that time, to have come un­to me, and cast off her way­ward­ness, and askt that she be in mine arms, as all my heart did de­sire.

			And so, as I have told, I went si­lently, and may­hap with a little dull­ness, that did be part of an­ger and part of hurt and part of that same strange love-fool­ish­ness from which the Maid did suf­fer. And truly, this doth be very con­trary-seem­ing, only that you have seen my heart; and all in­deed the more hu­man, that it doth be so con­trari­wise to the brain-reas­on; and all to be de­sired, else did a man be no bet­ter than an ant or a weari­ful ma­chine.

			And this to be truth and whole­some­ness as you shall per­ceive, if that you look deep enough, and do modi­fy Reas­on with heart-un­der­stand­ing; for, in ver­ity, how shall that which we call Reas­on, bring any to the full and the great know­ledge. And this doth be a power of holy things, and doth be a child that is born of Love and Reas­on, and in the one to hold the two, and to know all things is the gift of this power; so that no man may walk truly that hath only the first, neither any man do ut­ter wise that hath only the second.

			And surely, I to cease from these thoughts, and to my tellings; and you to your hark­ings and dear sym­pathy.

			Now, when the sixth hour did be come, we made a halt and eat and drank, and af­ter­ward went on­ward again, and so came presently clear of the two mon­strous fire-hills; and their great noise to be presently to our rear, and like­wise that quiet coun­try that did be round their feet, and did seem so ut­ter husht and strange and doubly so, be­cause of the up­ward noise of the moun­tains, and be­cause of the slow and subtle earth-shak­ing that did be so con­stant, and be­cause of all those things that I have told.

			Now, when we had made halt, the Maid had done her hair very un­comely upon her head, and had lookt slyly to see wheth­er I did note; but truly, I took no heed; so that in the end she had it again in a pretty fash­ion, and did sing naugh­tily and with an heart of mis­chief, as she did shape it loose and won­drous nice about her head.

			And I still to have no word for her; neither to show that I did watch her with love and some­wise a quaint pleas­ure of her per­verse­ness, even whilst that I did strive by si­lence and an aloof­ness that I bring her to my side, as she did be in the first days; for truly I did ache that she be near un­to me, and to cease from her way­ward­ness that did put a dis­tance of spir­it between us, as you to per­ceive.

			And so we did go for­ward again, as I have told, and the Maid did strive that she make me to give at­ten­tion to her naugh­ti­ness, for she did walk al­way offward from me, and did sing aloud, and truly they did be songs strange un­to me, but yet to be of love, and much as the songs of this Age; for, truly, there doth be but one song upon all the earth, and she but to sing it in di­verse ways.

			And she did oft to make little glan­cing to­ward me, and did pout very pretty; and in a mo­ment come some­thing to­ward me, as that she did be humble, and would be for­giv­en; but all to be in a naughty mock­ery; so that, in ver­ity, I lookt not at her, save odd whiles; but did go for­ward al­way, and made as that I had no heed of her do­ings.

			And surely this did presently to stir her to a new de­fy­ing and to a pretty an­ger; for she did sing oth­er songs of im­pudence, that she did fit very clev­er about me; and this way to have a con­stant im­per­tin­ence.

			And so we did go, and I nev­er to speak with the Maid, but to won­der when that she cease, or how long it should be ere that I did run swift to her and have her in­to mine arms, that I shake her and kiss her, all as my heart did de­sire.

			And when that the twelfth hour did be come, we made halt again and eat and drank; and the Maid to serve me very in­tent, and hand me the wa­ter, the while that she went down upon her knee, as a slave; but when I would have laughed gently at her mock­ings, and taken her in­to mine arms, she went from me very sud­den and cold, and was af­ter­ward si­lent and did sit apart from me.

			Now I also did be si­lent, and in the first be­cause that I was a little pained, and also be­cause that I did be new touched with the love-fool­ish­ness that did trouble Mine Own.

			But af­ter­ward, I ceased from these feel­ings, and did be in­tent to an­oth­er mat­ter; for it did seem to my spir­it that there was some danger anigh to us; and I had a thought of the Humpt Men, and lookt well about, and did beck­on the Maid to come nigh, be­cause that the trees did be plen­ti­ful there­about, to hide any creature.

			But Mine Own came not over to me, so that I loosed the Diskos from mine hip, and went that I be nigh to her. And she made that she saw me not; but did set the gear to­geth­er, and had it presently a-ready for the jour­ney, the while that I did look all-ways among the trees; but in­deed I saw naught.

			And when that I had the gear upon me, and the Maid her bundle, we went for­ward again; and I to be very wary, and bid the Maid keep close to my side; but in­deed, she would not obey, and went offward among the trees, so that I was all an-haunted with dread for her, and ran and caught her, and talkt wisely with her; but in­deed she did not hark to me; but did run off in the mo­ment that I loost her.

			And I caught her again, and I took one of the straps from around the Scrip and the Pouch, and set it about her pretty waist, and the end I held in my hand, and so had her to obey me in this thing which did be need­ful to her safety.

			And the Maid to go with me very husht for two great hours, and I al­way to look well about. And in the end of that time, the Maid did be­gin to sing im­pudently, and I did ask her that she be a quiet maid, lest that she bring danger upon us; but she to be the more im­pudent.

			And lo! as I did strive that I look all-ways, lest any harm did come upon us, and in the same mo­ment to reas­on Mine Own from her pretty folly, she did grow very husht, so that I lookt round upon her in an in­stant. And truly, she had cut the strap with her belt-knife, and did run away very swift among the trees. And surely my heart did slow a little in my breast, be­cause that there did seem some­thing a-move in the dark of the shad­ows, where the trees did grow thick, and the Maid did run that way in her fool­ish­ness and way­ward­ness.

			And I ran hard after the Maid, and did call her, not over-loud, lest I bring some­what upon her; but she to have no heed, and to run very light and swift, so that I caught her not for the half of a minute, as it might be; for she was gone ahead, and I did be a little cumbered with mine ar­mour.

			And lo! when I caught her, I shook her, and poin­ted in­ward among the trees, for it did seem even then to me that some­thing moved there; but she to struggle in my hand a mo­ment, and af­ter­ward to be still, and to ask with an in­solence and a de­fi­ance wheth­er that I did mean to flog my chat­tel, the which she did call her­self in her naugh­ti­ness.

			And, in ver­ity, ere I did know, she had twist from me, and did run with a true wicked­ness straight to­ward that place where some­what had seemed to be a-move. And I ran then with all my strength, and with a fear­ful and an anxious heart. And be­cause I put all my strength to the mat­ter, I caught the Maid in a mo­ment, ere she did be gone any way; and she again to fight to be gone from me. But I took her in­to mine arms, very strong, and I ran out­ward from that place where the trees made a dark­ness.

			And surely, when I was come again to where the trees did be more spare, I saw that I was come nigh to that river which I crost on the raft, as you shall mind; and truly I did be glad, and to feel safe in a mo­ment. Yet I was firm now to my pur­pose; for I set the Maid to the earth upon her feet, and kept my hold very sure upon her; for I did mean that I whip her, be­fore that her love-fool­ish­ness bring her need­less un­to death.

			And I took the belt from her pretty waist, for it did be but a light strap, and I whipt her very sharp over her shoulders with the belt. And, truly, she did make to nestle un­to me in a mo­ment, as that oth­er time when that I whipt her; but I stayed her from this, and I set the belt thrice more across her shoulders, very sharp, so that she to learn wis­dom at once, and I to be free for ever of this need to pain her, which did hurt me very strange.

			And the Maid to stand very quiet, now that I did keep her from com­ing un­to me; and her head did be some­thing bent, so that I knew not wheth­er I did may­hap have flogged her over-hard; for I did be some­thing lack­ing in know­ledge wheth­er that a maid be very easy hurt.

			And I stooped and lookt in­to her face; and lo! she did be smil­ing naugh­tily, and kist me in a mo­ment very saucy upon the mouth, ere I did be aware; and af­ter­ward, she laughed and made try to make a bit­ter mock upon me, and askt when that I should be pleased to cease from whip­ping my chat­tel; for that then she should run away im­me­di­ately in­to the wood, and to trust the Humpt Men that they pro­tect her from me.

			And surely, I lookt at her very grave; for I per­ceived that she did not truly jest, but made to an­ger me, and did be half in a strange an­ger her­self, and some­thing adrift; for she had not been whipt enough, but only to stir her re­bel­lion ut­terly. And I saw that if she be not set right then, ere she leave my hand, she to be like to have some new fool­ish­ness that should take her un­to her death, even as she had come overn­ear already, as you to know. And this to be be­cause that her nature did be stirred so that her nat­ur­al wise­ness was all over­set, and she to be that she do aught of un­wis­dom that should come to her, be­cause of her pretty love-fool­ish­ness, which did now be made the more strong, by reas­on of the half-rising of her an­ger.

			And this way, as I have known, I per­ceived that, for her dear sake, I should not let my lov­ing­ness weak­en me in that mo­ment. And, in ver­ity, I shif­ted my hand and loosed the fasten­ings of her gar­ment, so that her pretty shoulders did be bared. And her face to change sud­den, and she lookt up at me an in­stant, with a little gasp; so that I knew she did be all un­broken, as was mine in­tent; but she did not yet have learned deeply in her heart, all that I was minded that she to learn; for even in that mo­ment, she made a sound that showed she did try to mock me; but truly, she did not know in that in­stant wheth­er to mock or to weep; though she did try to sup­pose that she had yet an heart for mock­ery.

			And I set the belt thrice across her pretty shoulders, where they did be bared; and surely the blows did be very stern and sharp. And lo! in one mo­ment Mine Own broke in­to an ut­ter weep­ing, so that I took her in­stant in­to mine arms, and did hold her strong and gentle against mine ar­mour. And she to be as a child in mine arms, and did sob very strange and bit­ter, as that she did be all un­done in the heart.

			And presently she did be quiet in mine arms; though I to feel how she did yet tremble; and she did cling tight un­to me, and her face to be against mine ar­mour.

			And af­ter­ward, when that she had ceased to tremble, I kist her, and surely her mouth did be very humble, and her lids to be down­ward, and she to be some­thing pale. And she then to be awhile more in mine arms, very quiet; and so to come un­to her dear self. And lo! presently, she to want to kiss me of her own ac­cord; and she put up her lips, very sweet and as a lov­ing maid, that I kiss her. And surely I kist her, with an humble and a mas­ter­ful love; and a strange pain to be about my heart, as you shall sup­pose; but yet my heart and my reas­on both to ap­prove mine ac­tion; and the Maid to be but the more mine own, and to have come again to her dear nat­ur­al wis­dom.

			Yet, as you shall know, there to be for a long while a strange and mixed pain, in my bos­om, both dread­ful and tender, be­cause that I had been so stern with Mine Own Maid; so that even while that my heart and my reas­on did ap­prove me, my heart to make some­what of re­proach. And this to have been some­ways of fool­ish­ness; but yet hu­man of our Nature, and an whole­some trouble to the spir­it, if that this troub­ling be not al­lowed to shape our ac­tions to any harm­ful weak­ness.

			Now, in a while, the Maid did come to com­posed­ness, and to be very gentle and sweetly nat­ur­al. And she made presently that she would have me to loose her; and af­ter­ward, she turned her back to me, even as a dear child, that I fasten her gar­ment again upon the shoulders. And she did be both shy and glad, and humble, and in dainty pride of sub­mis­sion, and ut­ter Mine Own. And surely, as I did this thing for her, I per­ceived that she lookt with a great shy­ness at the belt which did be yet in my hand. And when that I had made an end of fasten­ing her gar­ment, she did nestle un­to me for a while, and af­ter­ward stood away and made shyly to show me that I put her belt again about her pretty waist. And I saw that she did be some­what a-lack yet that she touch the belt, be­cause that I had whipt her with it.

			And truly you to per­ceive how her heart did be in this mat­ter; but if you not to know, then how shall I to tell you; and do but bid you ask your own maid; though, in ver­ity, she to be like that she but laugh at you, and leave you so wise as you be now; for the way of the heart of a maid doth be most hid to the maid, and she but to know the de­sire, and to lack the end­ing. But truly she doth know when that a man shall set the truth of her heart be­fore her.

			Now, when I had buckled the belt very nice again about Mine Own, we went back­ward a space, un­til that we found the bundle, which she had dropt, when that she ran off from me. And I saw also the por­tion of the strap, which she cut; and so all to be found.

			And we went then at a good speed to­ward the river; for I was still minded re­gard­ing the seem­ing of move­ment which there had been among the trees; and very wish­ful that we have a raft made with haste, so that we might come to the little is­land, where I did sleep be­fore, upon the out­ward way, as you shall re­mem­ber. And I thought to have our slum­ber again in that place, and to make that day’s jour­ney­ing some­thing short, be­cause that the is­land was near, and a good and safe place for our sleep­ing.

			And I told the Maid con­cern­ing the is­land; and she to be in great de­light and in­terest, be­cause that it did be one of those halts of mine out­ward go­ing, and did be all eager as a child, when that I said we should truly have need of a raft to come to the is­land.

			And we came down­ward to the shore of the river, and, in­deed, there did be those two same trees, that had been my raft, there upon the shore of that place. And I showed these to Mine Own, and truly she did nigh to weep upon them, be­cause of her dear emo­tions and love, and did cut a small branch there­from, with her belt-knife, and put the branch where she did put the piece of bark; and this to be for a re­mem­brance and an after-de­light and pon­der­ing.

			Now we lookt well in all parts, that we find some oth­er small tree that should be fallen; and the Maid did climb a rock that did be near, with a flat top, so that she might search out around.

			And presently she cried out to me that there did be a tree to our pur­pose, and but an hun­dred paces away; and she to go with me to show me, and to aid, if need be; but, in­deed I car­ried the tree very easy, and had it with the oth­ers; and af­ter­ward, we went about again for branches, and these I cut from live trees, us­ing the Diskos with care and wise­ness.

			And with these branches to be for cross-pieces, and our belts and the straps for bind­ers, I set the trees to­geth­er in­to a raft, and made it pretty good for our need, and so that no mon­strous thing in the river should have chance to snap up­ward between the trees at my dear One.

			And when the raft was done, I gat it to the wa­ter, and the Maid did lend her strength; for the thing was heavy, as you shall think. And when this was done, I pushed a sharp branch down­ward in­to the shore, and I hookt a branch of the raft about this moor­ing, and so did be nigh ready for the voy­age.

			But first I did need a pole to push the raft, and did won­der now where the oth­er did be gone, that I cut upon the out­ward way; for I had set the pole with the two trees, as I did mind, hav­ing some vague thought that may­hap I should live to come that way again.

			And I had a little strange un­ease that the pole did be gone; but scarce to know that I did be troubled, yet to set me to a new haste. And I bid the Maid put the scrip and the pouch and her bundle se­cure upon the raft; and in that time I lookt well about for a sap­ling tree that should do my pur­pose. And I saw that there grew an odd one a little to the side of the flat-topt rock that the Maid had lookt from; and whilst that I cut it, the Maid did come to watch, and made pretty chat­ter in the time that I trimmed the branches away.

			And lo! whilst that I did be part di­vided in mine at­ten­tion between her dear talk and my work and an haste that did be born of that little un­ease that was come upon me, my spir­it to seem to be aware that there came a danger anigh to us; and the Maid to have this same know­ing; for she ceased her speech, and lookt at me with some­what of trouble. And lo! in that mo­ment, as I bal­anced the pole in my hands, there came the noise of a sud­den bound­ing to our back­ward part, where the trees did grow some­thing anigh.

			And I turned, in­stant, and lookt; and be­hold! there did be upon us an Humpt Man, very lump­ish and mighty; and he stretched out his hands, and ran at me. And I had no time to the Diskos, which did be upon the earth to my feet; and I smote the Humpt Man with the point of the pole that did be in my hands, and the point took him very strong and hor­rid in the breast, and entered in, so that the Humpt Man gave out a strange howl­ing, that did be half seem­ing of an an­im­al and half of an hu­man. And he clutched at the pole that did so hurt him, and I sto­opt very swift for the Diskos, and had it in a mo­ment. And the Humpt Man tore the pole out of his breast, and in the same in­stant I ript him from the head down­ward, so that he did be nigh in two halves; for I had no mercy in mine act, even though my heart did be some­thing sorry.

			Now, even as the man died, there did be a sound of run­ning in the wood be­fore me; and lo! I turned very speedy to the Maid, and she was there to my back, and had her belt-knife drawn in her hand; for she had it in her bos­om, where she had put it when that I took her belt for the raft.

			And I caught the Maid about the waist with my left arm, and was come with her to the top of the rock in two great bound­ings. And I set her there upon the rock, and turned again to the way I came and swung the Diskos free; for in­deed, I had seen that there did come a num­ber of the Humpt Men among the trees.

			And there came run­ning from the wood, may­haps a great score of the Humpt Men; so that it did seem to me that we did be go­ing to die; for how should one stand against so many, and they so quick and strong, as you shall mind.

			Yet, in ver­ity, I had no des­pair; but did be mixt in the heart with a great fear for Mine Own, and a strange and ex­ult­ing glad­ness that I should do that day some deed for Mine Own Maid; and truly this to be the pomp of love and the heart-cry of the bar­bar­i­an, as you shall say. And this maybe; but truly I did be prop­er hu­man, and to make no ex­cuse be­cause that I was nat­ur­al; neither have I hid any­wheres aught that I did think and feel.

			And wheth­er that you ap­prove or not, if that you con­demn me, you to con­demn all Hu­man­ity, and to have vain words and vain re­gret­tings; for these things that be named for faults, do but be the com­ple­ment of our vir­tues, and if that you slay the first, you may chance to with­er the last; for now I speak of things as they be now, and as they did be then; and no­wise of lovely ideals that do live chief in the mind, and so much in mine as any, as you to know, if that you have gone with me all along my way.

			And surely, I must cease from my think­ings, and go for­ward with my telling; for the Humpt Men did come for­ward at a won­drous quick run, and did swarm up­ward on to the rock, as that they did be pan­thers; and they made no out­cry; but came si­lent to the killing; and I saw that they did be some­thing smal­ler than he that I had but then slain. And, in ver­ity, I did be all knit in that mo­ment with speed and clev­erness; for I split the heads of three, with but quick turns of my wrist, as I did wield the Diskos. And I kicked the face of an­oth­er, in the same time, with my met­al boot, so that he died; for there did be all my strength and all my skill work­ing then for our sal­va­tion.

			Now all this to have been done in but a few beats of the heart, as I might say; and these men to have been in the front of the at­tack­ing. Yet there did be no space to have breath; for there leaped three more of the Men upon the rock; and one smote me with a great piece of rock that he car­ried, so that mine ar­mour did seem as that it crackt, and I to be driv­en back­ward upon the Maid; yet had slain one of the Humpt Men, even in that mo­ment.

			And surely, my dear One caught me in her arms, be­hind, and stead­ied me, so that I fell not; and I slew the Humpt Man with the rock, even in that mo­ment whilst Mine Own held me, as he came again to strike me. And I then to be firm again upon my feet, and did spring at the third of the Humpt Men; and surely there was no room that he should be able to avoid me, even did that be his in­tent; and he came at me with a great leap. And I stood strong, look­ing clearly to my work; and I swung the Diskos with both my hands, and the blow took the Humpt Man in the middle part, and split him, whilst that he did be yet leap­ing. And in that in­stant there reached over the edge of the rock, two of the Humpt Men, and gat me by the feet; so that I was pulled sud­den to my back very hard and bit­ter; and this to be done, even whilst that the body of the Humpt Man did be yet in the air. And the body came for­ward over me, and did be ut­ter dead already, and fell down upon the rock bey­ond me, and rolled hor­ridly and went over the edge of the rock.

			And I did be all shaken and some­thing be­mused by the hard­ness of my fall; and the hands of the two Humpt Men pluckt me sharp to the edge of the rock, the while that I did strike vaguely to wound them; but did only chip the rock, and for­tu­nate that I harmed not the weapon.

			And lo! in the mo­ment that they had been like to have me down­ward to the earth in­to their midst, I to make a good stroke, for I cut the shoulder of one very dread­ful, so that he loosed me; and im­me­di­ately, I kicked very fierce with my freed foot, and surely I nigh crushed the hand of that oth­er with my met­al boot; and he like­wise to cease from drag­ging upon me.

			And im­me­di­ately, I knew that Mine Own did be help­ing me that I get in­stant to my feet again; for I was yet some­thing dazed.

			And there came then a rush of the Humpt Men up the rock; and truly it did be a glad thing for our lives that they might come up only upon but one side; for the oth­er sides did be ut­ter steep and smooth worn; and this to have been un­to our sav­ing, as you shall think.

			And I stood up to the rush of the Humpt Men, and did smite hard at them, with a quick circ­ling of the Diskos, so that the great weapon did glow and roar. And they gave back from the blaze and the sound of the Diskos; and surely then I ran in upon them, whilst that they did be some­thing be­wildered; and I gat the fore­most man full upon the head, so that he did be dead be­fore he did know what thing happened. Yet, in ver­ity, this did be a dread mo­ment to me; for the Humpt Men leaped in at me upon every side in an in­stant of time; and I did be struck upon my head-piece and upon my back and breast with the stones that cer­tain of them did carry, so that I rockt as I stood, and did near to swoon, and mine ar­mour to be all dint and bent upon me, and I truly to seem that I had come to the time of my dy­ing.

			And lo! in that mo­ment of time, there did come to my dazed sense a low and bit­ter cry of an­guish from the Maid; and this to set all my life aglow in me. And, in ver­ity, there went a strange grey­ness of fury be­fore mine eyes, and I then to fight as I did nev­er fight be­fore; and I did smite as it did seem forever. And the grey­ness did ease from mine eyes, and the Maid did have her arms about me as I stood, and the dead Men to lie heapt upon the rock, and Mine Own to steady me, for I did be near slain and the blood did go from me, and mine ar­mour was all broke upon me by the smit­ings of the sharp stones.

			And I lookt some­thing slowly upon Mine Own; and she to know that I would ask wheth­er that she did be harmed any­wise; and she to be very brave with me, and to tell me that she did be well; and she to be all slain in the heart, be­cause that I did be so hurt; but truly I had fought a good fight, and did lack only to know that she come to no harm. Now my wits did come back in­to me very soon; but I did be ut­ter weak, and scarce to stand; so that I did mind only that I get Mine Own safe un­to the raft, and to put off then from the shore.

			And I walkt slow to the edge of the rock, and lookt well about, that I learn wheth­er the Humpt Men did be all gone away; and the Maid did steady me.

			And lo! there came up in that in­stant the last of the Humpt Men, and they were five and did creep very stealthy, that they have me in sur­prise. And I loost from the Maid, for I saw that I must come upon them whilst that I had any strength left in my body; and they now to leap up­ward un­to me, so that I gat the first upon the head, and he to go back­ward dead; but truly I did be more weak than I knew; for I swayed upon the edge of the rock, and sud­den I went down­ward to the earth; and did be there upon my knees, and my back to the rock.

			And, in ver­ity, the Humpt Men did come in upon me very swift; yet did they give back from the Diskos, which I swung to and fro, so speedy as I might, for my weak­ness, which did be so ut­ter that I could no­wise come to my feet to stand.

			And Mine Own came down swiftly from the rock, and ran past the Humpt Men, and I to make that I shout to her to go to the raft; but truly I had no voice in my body, and did be dumb and weak, and did know that I should be gone forever from Mine Own in a little mo­ment, and she to have none to pro­tect her, neither to know the way of our jour­ney, save by reas­on.

			And be­hold! Mine Own did shout to the Humpt Men, and I per­ceived that she made to draw them after her; for she ran to and fore and did shout con­tinu­ally. But, in­deed, the Humpt Men had no heed of her; but did make al­way to come at me; and surely, in that mo­ment, one of the Humpt Men reached me, and smote me so shrewd that sure he nigh crackt his mon­strous hand upon mine ar­mour, and did drive me back­ward upon the rock, and to make me bleed afresh, so that I was all in a daze and near swooned away. And the Humpt Man caught at the Diskos; yet, in ver­ity, he loost it on the in­stant, for it did burn and shake him very sore; and im­me­di­ately, he smote me again, and so made to end me.

			And lo! in that mo­ment, the Maid ran right in among the Humpt Men, and she struck the man that strove with me, and drove her belt-knife once and again through his arm, very sav­age and de­term­ined. And surely, the man turned upon her, and he caught her by her gar­ments, and he ript her two gar­ments ut­ter from her, so that they came away and she did be free. And be­hold, mine ut­ter des­pair for her did give me a new strength, so that I shouted to her that she run in­stant to the raft; and I cut the Humpt Man in twain, and did fall back then in­to a part swoon against the rock. And lo! the Maid ran out from the Humpt Men; but they neither to know wheth­er that they fol­low her or that they come in upon me; and as they did pause, she to call to them, and to try that she tempt them from me to­ward the wood; for she had no thought of her life, but only that she free me and save me; and I too weak even to have power to com­mand her to the raft; and she, truly, to have no heed to such com­mand, even did I thus to call again. And there I did be, half-gone out from this life, and lookt at her with eyes that did scarce wot, save as in a dream.

			And lo! the Humpt Men ceased sud­den that they heed her; and the three that did be left came very sly un­to me, and with slow­ness and cun­ning; for they wot­ted not wheth­er I did be dead, or but a-wait for them. And the Maid per­ceived that they came not after her; and she let out a great cry that did be dis­tant-seem­ing in my dulled ears, and came back, na­ked, and run­ning very swift. And she ran by me as death should run, white and si­lent and her face set un­to des­pair, and her eyes ut­ter in­tent. And she struck her belt-knife in­to the shoulder of the near Humpt Man; and the Man howled and turned, and she did leap to the side, and the Humpt Man ran at her. But lo! she leaped again this way and that, and ut­ter si­lent, and so quick as a light doth seem to dance all ways in a mo­ment. And the two oth­er Men did join with the first, that they catch her; and be­hold! she went about, and did run right away among the trees, and the three Men did come after her, run­ning very lum­ber­some, yet with a great speed.

			And the Maid had the knife in her hand, and I knew that she did mean to slay her­self presently, when that she could run no more; and in that mo­ment it seemed that my heart burst; for that I should nev­er more see Mine Own Maid forever. And there came some power of move­ment in­to me, and I came for­ward from the rock and fell over upon my face. And I gat again to my knees, and began that I creep after the Maid, and I did shout in whis­pers, for my voice had no more power to call. And the Maid went from my sight among the trees, as a far white fig­ure, that did run very swift, and was presently lost ut­ter to my sight; and the Humpt Men did go after; yet even in my weak­ness, I per­ceived that two did go some­thing clumsy, as that they had been hurt in the fight; and they to be the rear­ward of the chas­ing; but he that the Maid did cut with the knife was to the fore, and did run very strong; and surely they were all gone in­ward of the trees with a dread­ful speed, and were lost from me. And the world did be­come sud­den an Empty­ness and a great Hor­ror, and there was no sound in all the Earth, as it did seem. And I knew that I was come to my feet, and did run to­ward the trees, and the Diskos did trail from mine arm by the hold-buckle; and the ground did be as that it moved and shif­ted un­der me, and I not to feel where I trod, but did only peer des­per­ate and lost among the trees; and, as I to know now, I heard my voice call­ing strangely; and af­ter­ward there was a thun­der­ing in mine ears, and I came down­ward upon my face.

			And I did know presently that I was alive, and there to be some dread­ful ter­ror at my heart; and surely I did re­mem­ber and sickened and gat my head from the ground. And I lookt among the trees; but there did be noth­ing, and every­where there did be a strange si­lence and a dim­ness of un­real seem­ings. And I knew that Mine Own was gone from me, and had surely died. And the earth did be all stained about me with my blood, and I did be ut­ter glad; for I to need death.

			And I swooned again and was lost to my pain; but did live presently to know.

			And there was a little strength come in­to me, and I gat my head up some­what from the ground, and did peer among the trees; and my head did be too heavy, and my face came against the earth once more. And be­cause that I could not hold up my head, I rolled my head a little, un­til that my cheek did be to the ground, and I to look this­wise, so well as I might; but there did be noth­ing; and af­ter­ward, I rolled my head again to the oth­er cheek, and so to stare very weak and des­per­ate, and not abled to look prop­er to my front. And lo! there went some­thing among the trees, and did show white in the gloom of the wood; and did come through the trees. And I not to be­lieve in the first that I did truly see aught; and sud­den I to know that I saw some­what. And be­hold! my heart did bound in me, so that all my body did waken; for I knew that Mine Own Maid did run slow and stag­ger­ing to­ward me, through the wood. And I did be now upon my knees and upon my hands, and did be­gin again to creep and to bleed; and did make little call­ings to Mine Own, that had no sound­ing.

			And Mine Own drew nigh, and did rock and stag­ger, and did strike anon against the trunks of the trees, as that she did be gone near blind with her run­ning. And in a mo­ment she saw me, and that I did yet live and did come un­to her; and she made a strange and lov­ing cry­ing un­to me, with a great glad­ness and with an ut­ter weak­ness.

			And she came run­ning, and was lost with faint­ness, and did sway this way and that, stum­bling; and she went sud­den to the earth, and did be still.

			And I crept on­ward so speedy as I might, and the earth to seem al­way as that it moved from my hands, and to slide; and this-seem­ing to be of my weak­ness; for my hands and my knees went every­way, and my head to be that it kept nod­ding for­ward very stu­pid to the earth.

			And lo! as I came anigh un­to the Maid, where she did lie so quiet, I saw that some­thing moved in the wood, and was run­ning. And truly it did be an Humpt Man, and came for­ward very si­lent and with a quick sly­ness, as that he did track the Maid secretly; for he lookt al­way to the earth. And I per­ceived that he was that one of the Humpt Men which the Maid had cut with the knife; for the blood did show upon the shoulder and the breast; and this bleed­ing may­hap to have slowed the Man; so that Mine Own did be like to have sup­posed she had come ut­ter free; yet he to have found her, by track­ing, as I per­ceived.

			And I strave to my feet, that I should come to the Maid, be­fore the Humpt Man; and surely I gat up­right, and went with a strange run­ning, and did roll, and lo! I fell im­me­di­ate, ere I was come to her. And the Humpt Man to run also; and surely it did be a dread­ful race; for I went creep­ing and did be weak and as that I was of lead. And the Humpt Man came very swift and bru­tish; but I came the first to Mine Own Maid. And I rose up at the Humpt Man, upon my knees, and I swung the Diskos, and the great weapon did roar in my hands, as that it did know and did live. And the Humpt Man ran in upon me; but I smote him truly with the Diskos, and he ran past me, all blun­der­ing, and fell and died upon his face, a little way off.

			And lo! my wounds had brake out in­to a great bleed­ing, and my head did roll upon my shoulders. And I lookt down dull, yet with an ut­ter great love upon Mine Own; and there did be no prop­er wound upon her; but yet was she all bruised and knockt and marked with the trees, and where she did fall in her run­ning. And she did be there, very still and dear, and I to have brake my heart with love for her, but that I did be so dulled, as I have told.

			And I fought that I should be strong a little while more against my weak­ness; and I strove that I set mine ear gently upon her breast, that I should listen for her heart. But my head did go down­ward some­thing clumsy and heavy upon her; and I then to hearken, and surely she did live and her heart did beat; though, in ver­ity, mine ears did have at first a thun­der­ing; but af­ter­ward a quiet­ness in them, that made the sound­ing of her pulsing to seem an ut­ter long way off; and very faint it did be. And surely, in that mo­ment, even as I harked, I was gone over in­to a dead­ness, and had no more know­ing; neither to have even a know­ledge that I did be slipt from my senses. And, be­hold, the Maid did lie swoon­ing; and I to be there in my broken ar­mour, and my head upon the breast of Mine Own, and like­wise to know naught; and about us the quiet­ness of that Coun­try, and the far noise of the great Fire-Hills that did sound through Etern­ity.

		
	
		
			
				XIV

				On the Is­land

			
			Now I came un­to my senses, and did be in pain and a great for­get­ful­ness and be­wil­der­ment. And I strove that I rise; but did be held by a strange force, that did be surely my weak­ness, as I to know af­ter­ward.

			And I was upon my back; and a little sound did be near me, as that some­thing did pant. And I turned my head, very slow, be­cause that I did so lack of strength. And lo! I saw that the Maid did be anigh to me, and did be yet na­ked; and did pant, and pusht hard and des­per­ate with a great pole, which did be surely that one which I had cut when that the Humpt Men came upon us. And there­with I re­membered all, and per­ceived that I did be upon the raft, and the Maid to push the raft along with the pole.

			And, at that, I made a little sound with my mouth; but the Maid not to hear me; for she did look back­ward, as I should think to the shore; and her face did be very set and anxious; and there to be a far noise of howl­ing, that I knew to be the voices of the Humpt Men; and so to per­ceive that the Maid had come un­to her senses, and had gat me some­wise to the raft, whilst that I did yet be swooned. And thus to save me ere the Humpt Men had come. But, in ver­ity, how she did this thing, I nev­er to learn; neither she to know, but only that her love did give her a great and des­per­ate strength that she save me, that did be her man.

			And af­ter­ward, Mine Own Maid did tell me how that she had come in­to her senses, and did be there upon the earth, and some­what did be upon her breast; and she saw that it was my head which did be heavy upon her, and I to be surely gone out from this life; for I was so still.

			And she came from un­der me, and did ease me out upon the earth, and her heart nigh brake, be­cause that I was so be-bled, and my blood to have stained all that did be near. But when she had gat me rest­ful, she saw that I did surely live; and a great hope to spring in her heart. And oft, as she had eased me, she had lookt about, and there did be naught to the sight, save the body of the Humpt Man anigh, and the oth­ers dead about and upon the flat-topped rock, as you to mind.

			And she ran then very speedy to the raft, and brought wa­ter from the river in my head­piece, and she dasht the wa­ter upon me; but I to have no power to come un­to my senses. And lo! in that mo­ment, she to know by some sub­tile telling of the spir­it, that there came some danger anigh; and she then to make that she save me, or that we die both of us to­geth­er. And she strave with me, and did carry and draw me that weari­ful way un­to the raft. And she gat me on to the raft; and she ran then for the pole that did be be­side the rock; and whilst that she took the pole, she per­ceived her torn gar­ments, that did be yet in the hands of the Humpt Man, even as she had slipt them to es­cape him. And she caught the gar­ments very hasty from the hand of the Man, and ran then to the raft; and she pusht the raft out from the shore, and leaped aboard; and be­hold! as she made to use the pole, there came a sound out of the wood. And there ran from the wood the two Humpt Men that did yet live; and they to have trackt her, after that she did run from them; and they ran down­ward to the shore, very si­lent and in­tent upon her; but she to work with an ut­ter des­pair, and to have the raft a good way out, ere they did be come. And surely, they either to have no power of swim­ming, or to know that there did be a Dread in the wa­ter; for they made not to come after; but did stand and stare very stu­pid, and af­ter­ward to howl; and this howl­ing I did hear when that I was come un­to my­self upon the raft, as you do know. And by this telling, you to be so wise as I; for more I know not, save odd things that I did learn af­ter­ward, that did but set my love more holy un­to Mine Own Maid; and these to have been but small mat­ters of love-thoughts that we did have to­geth­er; and scarce clear un­to my re­mem­ber­ing.

			And lo! even as I harked un­to the howl­ing of the Humpt Men, the sound did grow more faint and far off; for the Maid worked very des­per­ate with the pole. And I did feel that I would help her; but yet was so a-lack; and surely, even as I did mean to rise, I was gone again ut­ter from my senses; and that dear na­ked One did pi­lot me safe and lov­ing un­to the safe har­bour­ing of the little is­land, that you do mind; and had no thought un­to her­self; but only that she save me. And I to be there, scarce offward from my death, and to have no know­ing of aught, and no more power to help or to be a shield un­to Mine Own; but did be only an help­less man, that had surely died, save for the care of My Be­loved.

			Yet did I fight a good fight, and have al­way a great joy in the re­mem­ber­ing.

			Now, I mind noth­ing very clear after this for a great time; but only of pain and wear­i­ness, and of half wak­ings and times when I did know naught, and oth­ers when that I did be awake, yet did have no real­ness, either in my­self or in any land or place; and all to come back strange and vague; yet with a con­stant know­ing that there went Love about me, and a great and gentle watch­ful­ness; so that I was eased when that the black mists of my weak­ness did up­rise about me to swamp me; and I was made to know hope, when that un­known des­pairs did live stealthy with­in me.

			And lo! there came a time when I waked, and did be freed of un­cer­tain bur­den­ings and pe­cu­li­ar woes and that still haze through which great achings did come con­stant upon me. And surely, I was laid very nice upon some­what that did be soft, and there went a sweet quiet­ness about me, and an health­ful drowse did grow in my bones.

			And slowly I per­ceived that the Maid did kneel be­side me, and did look upon me with so great a love and glad­ness that it did be as that I drank in health and a drowsy joy and peace. And surely, she sto­opt and kiss me with an ut­ter gentle love, upon my mouth, and her tears to go sweet upon my face; and truly I kist her again, with an ut­ter con­tent.

			And she took my head in the com­fort of her arm, and gave me some­what that I drink; and when I had drunk, she kiss me once again, so light as that a pretty wind did blow hushed upon my lips. And my head she made easy; and lo! I was gone over un­to sleep, even as she ten­ded me.

			And thrice do I mind that this to hap­pen; and at the third time, I knew that my strength was come some­thing in­to me again; and I moved my hand a little, this way and that; and she to know that I did need her to hold my hand; and she to do this, and I to go in­to sleep again, even while that I look sleepy, yet with all my love, in­to her eyes.

			And when I waked for the fourth time, I did whis­per that I loved her; and surely she broke in­to a sud­den weep­ing, and did hold my hand very dear against her breast.

			And when I waked for the fifth time, I to know how things did be about me, and that I did lie na­ked in the cloak, and did be all band­aged about my body; and the band­ages, as I did know af­ter­ward, did be from the torn gar­ments of the Maid.

			And I look at the Maid, and knew that she did be drest again, and did be in the gar­ments that I did give to her, as you to mind; which did be that one, and the in­ner, that the Humpt Man tore from her, and which she had slipt, that she es­cape from the Man.

			And af­ter­ward, I found that she had made a very cun­ning mend of the gar­ments, whilst that she did sit so ut­ter long be­side me to tend me; for she had got­ten threads from her torn gar­ments, and had made needles from thorns that did grow on the little bushes of the is­land; and the thorns did brake oft, and she then to have an­oth­er, and so to per­sist an hun­dred times. And this way she did be drest very nice and dainty.

			And Mine Own Maid per­ceived how that I lookt with in­terest at her, and did mind, very nat­ur­al, how that I last to have seen her; and she then to blush gently; and did kiss me, that she have her pretty face some­thing from mine eyes. And truly, I to wish the more that I be strong, that I kneel in a glad rev­er­ence un­to her; for this way did be my love, and ever so; and you like­wise, that have truly loved.

			Now I did be­gin that I grew very steady un­to my strength, again, and Mine Own Maid did tend me al­way, and she gave me a broth of tab­lets and the wa­ter at set times, by the telling of my timepiece. And oft she washt me and did change the band­ages, and did wash and dry the band­ages, that she use them over again; for we did be so lack­ing for such mat­ters, as you to know.

			And on the fifth day, I was come ut­ter to ease; and did be won­drous happy, and Mine Own to make pretty talk un­to me; but had me to be al­way quiet, be­cause that I did be yet so weak.

			And on the sixth day, I to be let an­swer Mine Own, and to say how great I did love her, the which mine eyes had said al­way, while that I did lie in si­lence. And I to be as­sured by the Maid that she did be in health, and re­covered; but in­deed, I saw that she was gone very thin, and that her eyes did be weary, even while that they had so great a love and a glad­ness to me.

			And I made Mine Own to bring her tab­lets by me, as she did al­way, and when that I had kist them, and she to have eat and drunk, I bade her to make me the broth ready; and when she had made the broth, I askt that the Diskos be set anigh to me. And af­ter­ward, I bid her to my side, and had her to lie by me; and I took her pretty head upon mine arm, and told her that she to lie thus and to sleep, and to have no fear that she weary me; for that I to be but the more res­ted to have her so, be­side me.

			And she in the first to trouble that she be too heavy for mine arm; but truly, I showed that my strength was some­thing come back to me; for I prest her gentle un­to me, and she then to nestle con­tent, and to be gone in­to an ut­ter sleep, and to have been in a sore need of the same.

			And Mine Own did sleep for twelve great hours, and had scarce any life in all that time, save when once she did make a little and gentle moan­ing, and did af­ter­ward set her pretty face more nigh to me in her sleep. And surely, I had neither wear­i­ness nor lone­some­ness; but did lie with an ut­ter con­tent; and did look down­ward upon the Maid, where she did sleep in the hol­low of mine arm; and truly she did be most won­drous lovely and dainty; and the good­ness of her face did seem as that it made an holi­ness about my heart, so that my spir­it was up­lift in a quiet and con­stant glory of love.

			And I drank a part of the broth at the third hour, and at the sixth hour, and at the ninth hour, when that I fin­ished it; and my right arm did be free to this pur­pose and to the Diskos; and surely I did twice and thrice set my hand upon that great weapon, as to a true com­rade; and, in ver­ity, I could think the weapon did know and did love me. And this think­ing to be be­cause I did be so up­lift, as I have told; yet truly, the Diskos did be a strange and won­drous thing, and did be al­way thought to have an one­ness with the man that did use it.

			And in the twelfth hour, the Maid awoke sud­den, and came up­ward out of mine arm, all in a sweet haste, that she know that I did be well; and she did be eased won­drous, when that she saw how I laughed with a quiet joy but to see her dear eyes, and her pretty trouble. Yet did she be in re­proach to her­self, when that she lookt to find how the hours had past. But, in­deed, I did make a mock­ing stern­ness with her; and for­bad that she even to say one little word more upon this mat­ter; but to be glad that I did be so ut­ter happy, and she like­wise.

			And truly, when I had said this, that im­pudent Maid did set her little fist against my nose, and to threaten me. And, in ver­ity, I laught so hearty that the Maid did be in fear I should set my wounds again to bleed, and did re­proach her­self again; but, in truth, I came to no harm.

			And when that I could speak, I askt the Maid wheth­er that there had been broth­ers to her, be­cause that she did play so nat­ur­al. And this I askt, not think­ing; and lo! in a mo­ment I per­ceived my thought­less­ness; but said naught, save to take the hand of Mine Own, that she know ut­ter that I did not be heart­less. And she to nod very quiet, and af­ter­ward kist my hand, and slipt from me. And I knew that she was gone a little way off, lest she weep; and I did be in trouble for her and for mine a-lack­ness; but truly I could do naught, only that I called very gentle un­to her.

			And she to re­turn soon, and did smile lov­ing and cheer­ful upon me; but, in­deed, I saw that she covered her weep­ing, whilst that she had made me new broth. Yet, be­fore I would take the broth, I would have her to mine arms; and she to sub­mit very glad and happy, but to keep her pretty weight from me, lest she hurt my wound­ings.

			And af­ter­ward, we both to eat, and be happy in glad talk.

			And presently, I did sleep; but would have her to be nigh to me, even though she did be wake­ful; and so we to be ut­ter con­tent to­geth­er.

			Now, the sev­enth day, as it might be called, was a won­drous happy time; and when I waked, the Maid did be sleep­ing as a child to my side, and her face nestled against me. And she to waken in a mo­ment; for thus had she drowsed and watched through all the hours whilst that I had slept.

			And we then to eat and to drink to­geth­er, after that Mine Own had made me easy with a gentle wash­ing and care. And I now to be al­lowed that I have my tab­lets whole, and the wa­ter af­ter­ward, as when that I did be well; and this to please me, as you shall think; for I did ache that I be strong very speedy, that I have power to guard Mine Own Maid again, and to go for­ward with our jour­ney­ing, that I have the Maid un­to the safe­ness of the Mighty Pyr­am­id; and surely, now that I had my tab­lets whole, I to feel that I did grow near un­to fit­ness again; and moreover, they did sat­is­fy my hun­ger the bet­ter than the broth.

			And the Maid to give me my tab­lets oft, so that I eat a great many; and I did make her to count; and surely there did be suf­fi­cient, if that I get strong pretty quick. And so I made no re­fus­ing of the tab­lets; for I did need them, that I make blood again with­in me, else should I be lack­ing, when that there came any need anigh.

			And we kist each the tab­lets of the oth­er, and did drink from the same cup, and did be ut­ter happy; and did be part like chil­dren, but also to be man and maid.

			And presently, the Maid did shift my band­ages, as al­way, and washt me prop­er, and had me in­to com­fort. But she did keep me al­way very low-ly­ing; and truly I scarce to mind; for I was not got­ten enough of my strength, to give me to feel irked. And fur­ther, as you shall think, there did be that lovely One with me al­way; and did make sweet quips un­to me, and talkt and did laugh, and oft did come in­to singing; for she did be so sweetly joyed that I was in life and did mend so prop­er.

			And af­ter­ward, she went off from me a little, to her toi­let; but I to ask that she be so swift as might be, and she to prom­ise very merry; and she came back in a little while, and her hair to be in a lovely cloud about her shoulders, and her pretty feet yet to be bared from her bath, which she had in a pool bey­ond some bushes; and she to say that I did be so im­pa­tient a man, that she to be forced that she do the half of her dress­ing with me; but truly, she came this­wise only be­cause she to know how I did de­light in her thus, and to watch the way that she set up her abund­ance of hair; and she to be hungry also that she be with me, and to love me that I watch her, even while that there did be oft a little and quaint stir­ring of shy­ness in her dear heart.

			And I had her to come be­side me, and to sit anigh to my hand; and I made presently that I did scold her, be­cause that she had no prop­er care to her pretty feet; and I bid her to set her feet to­ward me, that I look the more close at them. And she to be a pretty rogue, and did think I to mean to kiss them—and truly not to think al­way wrong—but I then to have an­oth­er plan­ning; for I had pluckt a hair very sly from her head, and she but to have said an Oh! to me, and to have thought no more. But, in­deed, when that she gave her feet to me, I held them so strong as I might, and I bound her pretty toes to­geth­er with the hair; and surely she did be a cap­tive un­to me, and we to laugh, as that we to be both chil­dren. And af­ter­ward she stole back her feet from me; but, in ver­ity, I knew that she had a won­drous heed that she brake not the hair that bound her; but did sit be­side me bound in that pretty way; but yet to hide from me that she did not brake the hair.

			And she then to do her hair upon her head, very lovely; and af­ter­ward, I put up my hands, and took it down again; and she then to kiss me and to ask how that she should ever have it prop­er upon her head, if that I did al­way so tease her.

			And she then to take her hair, and did set the abund­ance of it upon both sides of my face, and then to kiss me, as I did look up at her, from out of so much beauty.

			And af­ter­ward she cut a lock of my hair, and a lock from her own dear head; and she did plait the two locks to­geth­er, so that our hair did blend and be to­geth­er; and af­ter­ward she hid it in her bos­om. But I did be then out of con­tent, and would have done like­wise, only that it did so weary me to up­hold my hands; and she to cut a second lock from my head, and a second tress of her own most lovely hair; and she made me to kiss the hair that did be from her, and she then to kiss the hair that did be from me; and af­ter­ward, she did plait them to­geth­er, and gave them to me. And I set the hair, for that time, un­der the great band­age that went over my heart; and truly, she did be then the one that lackt con­tent; for she to say that the second plait­ing did be kist, and the first to lack; but I to re­fuse to ex­change; so that we made up a quar­rel­ling, and did presently have to be kist, un­to for­give­ness. And, truly, have you not like­wise known such glad fool­ish­ness, when that you were in the love-days.

			And she then to make me to be quiet, and to keep my hands down­ward from her hair, be­cause that the up­lift­ing did prove over­much to me; and she took my great hands then, and did threaten how dread­ful she use me, if that I be not humble. And truly, I said that I did be an humble man; and she then to hold my hands with but one small one; and surely, her hand did be so small that she not able to hold me, save by the thumbs. And she then with her free hand to cov­er mine eyes, so that I might not see; and whilst that she did hold me thus so ut­ter help­less, she to kiss me very dainty and im­pudent upon the mouth; and af­ter­ward she loost me, and did be de­mure.

			And we did be then si­lent a space; and presently, I put forth my hand, that did be very great, yet to be gone white and to tremble, be­cause that I did lack so ut­ter of blood. And the Maid to know what I did mean, and she clenched her hands in­to two fists, and set them both in­to my one hand, and surely they did be little fists; and I then to be happy; for this did be a won­drous pleas­ure al­way un­to me; and she to have her lids a little down­ward upon her eyes, and to be quietly happy. And, truly, how I mind it all so plain.

			And af­ter­ward, I did plague her very gentle that she to be all a-lack, if that she did try to use her hands to aught, be­cause that they did be so small. And she in a mo­ment to have her two arms very dear about my neck, and did kiss me with an ut­ter love and ten­der­ness upon the mouth, and af­ter­ward went from me, lest that she have me to over­set my­self.

			And I did then to make her to sit by me, and I did tell her a tale how that a young man did once live in the olden days, and did meet with the One Maid Upon All The Earth. And how that they loved and did be mar­ried, and she to die, and of the ut­ter and des­per­ate mad­ness of grief that nigh des­troyed the man; and how that he sud­den to wake in­to the fu­ture of the world, in a New Time, and did come to learn that His Own did also to live in that Time. And he then to make that he find her; and did truly come un­to her. And how she did be dif­fer­ent in her beauty; but yet to be ut­ter lovely. And the man did hold an ut­ter rev­er­ence to the Maid, that had been his wife in the olden dream-days, so that his rev­er­ence of love did live in him like a con­stant pain and an­guish of sweet­ness and trouble, and of holy thoughts that did be bred of her lovely com­pan­ion­ship, and of his memor­ies. … But, in truth, I gat not fur­ther in the tale than this; for Mine Own did have come sud­den in­to weep­ing, and had got­ten to her knees, and did hold my hand against her breast, and did put her hand gentle upon my lips. And, in a mo­ment, she to whis­per some­what through her tears; and there to be dear Moth­er­hood with­in her face; and a sud­den shin­ing of Memory in her eyes, that had been near dread­ful, only that it did seem to be to her as that she were part dream­ing. And the strange and sol­emn pain did come also un­to me through the part-open gate­ways of my Memory. And I to re­mem­ber very clear and with an an­guish in that mo­ment. And I told Mine Own how that the babe had gone on­ward, after that the Be­loved had died. And there did be then an ut­ter quiet upon us.

			And lo! sud­den the Maid did bend un­to me, and I to take her in­to mine arms, out of the vague dream­ings of her Memory-dreams. But, ere she did be come out­ward en­tire from the haze of the Past, she to try to set some­what in­to words con­cern­ing this memory-vis­ion of the babe; but some­ways to be strangely dumb. And I did be si­lent like­wise, be­cause of all those things that did be between us forever and forever.

			And presently, she kist me, and was her­self again; and she went from me to at­tend un­to our food.

			Now, that did be truly a lovely day; for I to have gat suf­fi­cient of strength that I did be able to have in­terest, and talk with Mine Own Maid; and she now to be well rest, and to have ease in her dear heart con­cern­ing me.

			And surely we oft to laugh, and did make jests ut­ter glad and fool­ish. And in­deed, I do mind how that I askt Mine Own an olden puzzle, that did come out of the vague­ness of my Memory-dreams. And she to be like a per­son that doth hear a strange fa­mil­i­ar thing; and lo! sud­den she to say, as that she gat know­ledge from bey­ond Etern­ity, that it did be when that he was a little hoarse. And you to know the jest, and to have troubled it oft at school; but, in ver­ity, it did be a strange thing to have from our Memor­ies out of all the deep of Time. And we, in truth, nev­er in that Age to have seen or to have known that ever there did be an Horse, or to mind the like­ness of one. And this to be but a little mat­ter; yet of strange and pe­cu­li­ar in­terest, as you to agree. And, in­deed, we did both to look one at the oth­er, when that we had ended, and did won­der what an horse did be; yet in the same time did have a vague in­ward know­ing.

			And so we to look ever back­ward through dim Ages; and surely we gat presently from jests, un­to sol­em­nness; and the Maid to be nigh again un­to tears. And, in truth, I then to bring our thoughts and our speech for­ward from the Abyss of the Years, and did cease from Memory-dream­ing for that time; and so to have the Maid again in joy; yet may­hap some­thing wist­ful odd whiles.

			And presently, I to tell the Maid an hun­dred thou­sand things con­cern­ing the Mighty Pyr­am­id, of which I had so oft said some­what; but nev­er to have gat so great a chance as this un­to a plenty of time and so nice an one­ness in the way that our minds did go.

			And surely, the Maid did be eager in a mo­ment, and did be husht; and again to ask con­stant con­cern­ing all mat­ters.

			And, in ver­ity, there went a great while this way; and the Maid to have an ut­ter won­der and ex­cite­ment of all that I to tell; for truly, it did be as that a man of this age should come down­ward from a great star in the heav­ens, and to tell of won­ders and new things; and you to un­der­stand how she did feel.

			And of all things that did most have a hap­pi­ness un­to the Maid, I to per­ceive that the great Life and Hu­man­ness of the Mil­lions to dwell with­in her ima­gin­ings as a cloud of warmth and quiet joy; for I did show this thing to her, so well as I was able; and, in truth, you shall tell me in hon­esty wheth­er that I have made the same like­wise clear-seen un­to you?

			And she, as you shall mind, did be a maid that had grown all her life in a Refuge that did be shaken with haunt­ings, be­cause that it lackt the power of the Earth-Cur­rent to pro­tect; and with a People that did be weak-con­ceived through great thou­sands of years; and where love did bloom some­thing faded, even in youth; and youth to have lack of the life-blood of an ut­ter joy, such as did be ours and like­wise to many that did be of the Mighty Pyr­am­id.

			Though, truly, there did go mil­lions then, as now, that did nev­er to know love; though the name did be in their mouths, and they to have be­lief that the sweet ker­nel did be in their hearts; but, in ver­ity, this to be love, that your life shall bound in you with abund­ance, and joy dwell round you, and your spir­it to live in a nat­ur­al holi­ness with the Be­loved, and your bod­ies to be a sweet and nat­ur­al de­light that shall nev­er be lost of a lovely mys­tery that doth hold a per­fect peace each un­to the need of the oth­er; and all to be that there go round about you a won­der and a splend­our all the days and the nights that you shall be—the Man with the Wo­man, the Wo­man with the Man. And Shame to be un­born, and all things to go nat­ur­al and whole­some, out of an ut­ter great­ness of un­der­stand­ing; and the Man to be an Hero and a Child be­fore the Wo­man; and the Wo­man to be an Holy Light of the Spir­it and an ut­ter Com­pan­ion and in the same time a glad Pos­ses­sion un­to the Man. And lo! if one to die, then the soul of the oth­er shall fail; and that one nev­er to have full life again, in that bit­ter part­ing. And this doth be the true Hu­man Love; and all else that be not like to this with the Man and with the Wo­man, doth be but a bor­row­ing of the name of Love for that quiet de­sir­ing, which is but an En­dur­ance be­side Love, which doth be between they that be not mated both in their souls and in their bod­ies. And this telling to take no heed to those base join­ings that be made for pur­poses of wealth or De­sire or oth­er piteous ends; for, in ver­ity, these to have no more deal­ings with the thing that I do tell upon, than hath the mer­chant­ing of goods, or the need of a glut­ton. But the thing that I do have upon my heart doth be that dear and up­lift­ing Power of Love, which I to set forth in this mine own story; for, in truth, I to have known love, and to need death when that I be par­ted from Mine Own.

			Now, surely, Mine Own did come twice and thrice un­to weep­ing, as I did tell of this thing and that, which did set her memory back­ward un­to the ways of the Less­er Re­doubt. And presently, I did cease from my tellings, be­cause that she did so be gone in­to pain of her memor­ies. But, in­deed, she then to beg me that I go for­ward again; for, truly, she to need in the heart that she know, and to strive to be no more in grief for the telling.

			And I then to say on, and did tell upon the Might and Won­der and great Olden De­light of the Un­der­ground Fields, that were be­low the Great Re­doubt, as you do know. And I told how that they went down­ward an hun­dred strange miles, that did be dug of the la­bour of Mil­lions and of the years of Etern­ity.

			And I set out un­to Mine Own con­cern­ing that there did be won­drous vil­lages spread through that great and hid­den Coun­try that did be in the un­der­ground; and how that great mil­lions of the Peoples did live there, and made a con­stant la­bour in those deep Lands and Coun­tries, that did be truly so mon­strous in all as an huge Con­tin­ent.

			And I showed Mine Own how that there did be won­drous pro­cesses that did be learned in the Ages; and how that wa­ter did be made in chem­istry; and truly she to nod to this, be­cause that she did mind upon the powder that we did use; but truly the powder to have to be made in the first, as you shall think; and we but to ad­vant­age ourselves of that which did res­ult, and I to speak to her of the mak­ing of the powder, rather than of the way that it af­ter­ward to make chem­istry with the air, un­to wa­ter.

			And I told the Maid how that there did be mighty un­der­ground pipes that went across the Night Land, and did be, may­hap, oft so much as twenty great miles deep in the world, and did come up­ward in­to the seas of the Land; and all to have been made secret and hid from the mon­sters of the Land, as I to know from much read­ings of the His­tor­ies.

			And Mine Own then to tell me that they did lack to have any such great won­ders be­low the Less­er Re­doubt; but that there did be ut­ter mon­strous cav­erns, where that there had been al­way a strange and un­couth Coun­try of Hus­bandry, and lit from the Earth-Cur­rent; and they also there to bury their Dead. And all had been a-lack through great thou­sands of years, as she did know of their Re­cords, and had grown dim-lit and lone­some, and a Land of deep­ness to starve the spir­it with an ut­ter strange­ness and dis­com­fort, where that the men went quietly as ghosts, through many ages; and all a place in dire want of sound and laughter.

			Yet this all to have been surely dif­fer­ent a mon­strous Age gone, when that the Earth-Cur­rent did be a power in the Less­er Re­doubt, and the Hu­mans to be in plenty, and of good and nat­ur­al health and cour­age of life. And, truly, to mind upon that Place, doth al­way to set a fresh won­der in me, that Mine Own did be so lovely and whole­some of spir­it and wise and in know­ledge and good force of her be­ing. But so it did be with her; and she to have been surely al­way That One that did be Mine Own.

			And I then to tell Mine Own Maid con­cern­ing the low­est Field, which did be the Coun­try of Si­lence, and was the Place of Memory un­to all the great Mil­lions, where did linger and bide the ghosts of an hun­dred bil­lion griefs and the drif­ted thoughts of sor­row­ful hearts; and there to live a great hal­lowed­ness and a mys­tery of si­lence and an holi­ness and a Great­ness, as that it did be the Ex­press­ing of all that doth be Noble and Ever­last­ing that ever did come out of the heart of Man and all the lost Dead of Etern­ity; so that the spir­it of a man did seem to go on great wings, un­to lovely and splen­did resolv­ings, if that he but to walk lonely awhile in that Coun­try, that surely did be nev­er lone­some un­to the spir­it.

			And lo! the Maid did be all husht, as I did speak, and did look down­ward un­to me with her eyes very bright, and lovely with the think­ings and tears that did stir with­in her.

			And sud­den she to ask wheth­er that I did make my re­solve to my jour­ney, whilst that I walkt in that place; and she to look very in­tent and beau­ti­ful upon me, as she did ques­tion. And, in­deed, I saw that she to mean a lovely praise un­to me, as you to per­ceive; and truly, I did feel a little strange, as that I did be both glad and shy in the same mo­ment. And she then to ease me of any an­swer; for she gat up­ward upon her knees, and she put her two hands to the sides of my face, and bid me to look in­to her eyes and to know that she loved me with her soul and with all that did make her to be.

			And af­ter­ward, she kist me very gentle upon the fore­head, and did be then husht awhile, as that she to be in thought; yet oft she did look down­ward at me, and did have a beauty of love and hon­our with­in her eyes, so that they al­way to shine, as she did look at me.

			And presently, the Maid did sit again be­side me, and slipt her two hands in­to the one of mine, as did be ever my de­sire, and she to love that she give me this de­light, and like­wise, she to have joy to her­self in this lov­ing­ness.

			And we then again to have talk; and I did tell Mine Own some­what of the His­tory of the Olden World! and she did have dim memor­ies, as in dreams, of the days of light; yet scarce that she could be­lieve it of truth. But she to have know­ledge of the Olden Love Days with­in her spir­it, and to mind that there did be al­way, as it did be, a lovely and golden light upon the world; but she not to know truly wheth­er this to be but the holy glam­our-light that Memory doth set about a past love­li­ness; and to have no re­mem­ber­ing of the Sun; but yet to be made ready by her memor­ies un­to be­liev­ing. And I to know of cer­tainty; but yet even I that do tell this My Tale, did but per­ceive the Days of the Light, as in a far and vague dream; and to re­mem­ber it but in the chief by the glory of lost sun­sets that had cast an holi­ness upon my heart, and of the hush of Dawns that had made ready my spir­it in the Gone Ages to look quietly un­to my death.

			And surely you to go with me in all this thing, and to have felt with­in your own spir­it that up­lif­ted won­der that doth shake the soul with the lost Be­gin­ning and with the un­known End, when that you have lookt through the sor­row of the Sun­set, and stood si­lent be­fore the Quiet Voice that doth make prom­ise in the Dawn.

			But, in ver­ity, we that had near lost our Memory of the surety of these great won­ders, did have memory of Love; and this to be most beau­ti­ful un­to my heart; for it but to show the more how that love doth live forever, and doth make an holi­ness in all places; and doth give Com­pan­ion­ship and Sat­is­fy­ing; so that to have love, is to have all, and to have es­caped this Won­der is to have missed to have Lived.

			And I to find then that Mine Own did have no know­ledge of the way that the World did be in that Fu­ture Age; and did lack to know that there abode migh­tily above us in the ever­last­ing night, the dead stark­ness of the world, where did be—may­hap two hun­dred great miles above us—snow and the etern­al des­ol­a­tion of a lost world, that did be once the lovely world of the olden days, which did be now giv­en over un­to Night and Si­lence.

			And may­hap there did wander up­ward there Memory, and did go com­pan­ioned by Grief. But, in­deed, I to de­light to think that Hope and Love did build houses of joy about the Dead; and there to be no true death; but only the dy­ing of days. Yet, surely, this doth be sor­row enough un­to the heart and the soul, if that they did be days when love did make a mys­tery of light about the spir­it, and the Be­loved to have been anigh to make ever a sweet won­der un­to the heart.

			But I to cease from these thoughts; for we to face our life brave and wise, and to take both the sor­row and the joy un­to our de­vel­op­ing, and to hold up the face with cour­age when that Grief doth come anigh; and to see that we grow not to bit­ter­ness, but un­to sweet whole­some­ness. And there to be Joy again, and we then the bet­ter abled to have that de­light in­to our hearts; for how shall Joy ever to come truly again to that heart which bit­ter­ness hath made a place for the abode of sor­row.

			And truly, I to cease from these think­ings also; for my story to wait upon me, and these things that I do say do be plain un­to you, and to have no need to the telling.

			And so did I tell Mine Own Maid of the things that I did learn from the little met­al book; and she to be in a con­stant won­der and de­light and with an awe and new­ness upon her. And sud­den, there did some olden memory stir with­in her; for she askt me, in one in­stant, wheth­er that I did re­mem­ber when that the Cit­ies did move al­way un­to the West­ward.

			But truly I had no re­mem­ber­ing of this thing, and did look at her awhile, with some­what of a trouble upon me; for, that there should be aught lack­ing in my memory of those times that we did be to­geth­er upon this world, was a fear un­to me, and a vague sor­row al­way, if that I did but to let my thought go that way; though, in­deed, I did ever strive to wise­ness, and did have know­ledge that there doth be an heart-wear­ing and des­pair and need­less trouble in vain re­grets; but yet these to be nat­ur­al un­to the spir­it, if that you to know love; and do be but the com­ple­ment of the love-joy, and may­hap to have a use un­to the sweet­en­ing of the spir­it, if that they be not let to over-ride the reas­on.

			And whilst that I did look un­to Mine Own, that she help me to re­mem­ber, she did strive with her Memory. But in the end, did fail to come un­to aught of clear­ness, save that she did see, as in a far dream, yet very plain, a great met­al road­way, set in two lines that went forever un­to the set­ting Sun; and she then sud­den to say that she did see in her memory the Sun, and she to have a strange and troubled amazement upon her. And there did be Cit­ies upon the great road; and the houses did be strange-seem­ing, and did move for­ward etern­ally and at a con­stant speed; and be­hind them the Night did march forever; and they to have an even pace with the sun, that they live ever in the light, and so to es­cape the night which pur­sued forever, as she did tell, and a dread and ter­rible chill that did live in the night. And there did be cit­ies far for­ward in the morn­ing Sun­shine, that did have gone be­fore at speed, and set the hus­bandry of the world, and to be fin­ished and gone for­ward again ere that cer­tain of the lat­ter cit­ies did come to that place to the reap­ing; and the night to come presently to that place; but this not to be for some part of a year after that the crops were taken. But how long this might be, she not to re­mem­ber.

			And all this the Maid did say to me, as out of a strange dream, and I to have set it down, and to have made it so clear to you as she to have told it; and surely it doth be plain then that she to speak of a time when that the day did be grown to a mon­strous length, be­cause that the world did turn but slow and weary.

			And it to be a sure­ness, as you shall per­ceive, that but to stand still in that age of which Naani told, was to be left presently in an ut­ter night and chill, that should last may­hap a great and weary year. And, in ver­ity, it doth seem that all Hu­man­ity did travel forever in that strange age, when that to stay was to die un­pre­pared in the bit­ter night, and to go for­ward, was to be forever in the sun. And truly, this doth be so strange seem­ing to me, as to you.

			And much I ques­tioned the Maid, and did have an hurt with­in my heart, and a pain of jeal­ousy and sad­ness to grow in me; for surely she did speak of some life that she did live, when that I did be else­where, either in Life or Un­know­ing. And, in ver­ity, what man then should have taught Mine Own to love him? And she then may­hap to have had no re­mem­ber­ing of me.

			And truly I ques­tioned very des­per­ate, and the more so be­cause that I was yet weak, and lack­ing my strength to be com­posed. But she neither to re­mem­ber me nor any oth­er man of that time; and to have no memor­ies, save these bare things that she to have spoken out so strange, and which did come sud­den un­to her out of all the deep­ness of the years and the lost sor­rows and joys and won­ders of that which doth make a World of Hu­mans.

			And surely my ques­tion­ings brought a dis­tress upon Mine Own, both be­cause that she did be troubled by the way that my love did bring me to this strange an­guish, and be­cause that she also to have pain, and a sud­den fear that there did be ever a time when she not to have known me, or to have per­mit­ted the arms of an­oth­er.

			And she did then strive that she be both wise and strong, and to give help un­to me, and to take reas­on un­to her own eas­ing. And truly she to show how that she did be all un­know­ing of any love in that far back­ward time; but it to be pos­sible in reas­on that she to have gone to an­oth­er, in nat­ur­al course, the while that her heart did yearn al­way in vague trouble un­to Her Own, that her spir­it did may­hap nev­er to have for­got­ten. And, truly, this doth be the way of Life, and a bit­ter thing and a sor­row to Joy­ous Love to think upon; yet I here to be set to the tellings of Truth, and to have heed to all that reas­on doth show to be.

			But Mine Own did also have us both to re­mem­ber that there did be equal right to think that she had died Mine Own Maid in that life; for that it did be not out of reas­on to think that she had been void-hearted un­to all men, be­cause that she had known in her spir­it that she did once to meet Her Own, and did be there­after un­tuned un­to all oth­er men that ever did live. And this all to be in a mist, and we to go vainly. And of her will, she did think that no man did ever to have pos­sessed her, save I; yet this to be may­haps only the prompt­ing of her love; and she then to kiss me, and to say that there did be no surety in aught, but only that we did have been to­geth­er be­fore, and have borne a love so great that it did live through Etern­ity; and we to be now to­geth­er, and maybe all else to be but dreams.

			And truly I did have a fierce hope that this be so; and the Maid like­wise so to hope, yet to be less bit­ter with re­bel­lion than I, though in pain upon the thought; for she did be so ut­ter and dread­ful glad and in happy thank­ful­ness that we did be now come to­geth­er again in the end; and did mean that she con­quer all that should be like to set a grey­ness upon our joy, and to be stead­fast un­to this end.

			And I af­ter­ward to be like­wise in wis­dom, when that I was come the more to strength, and to mind that I suf­fer vainly for that which did have no surety, as I have shown; and moreover I did have no power upon the past, either to learn aught or to mend aught; so that I did go the way of an Hu­man, and did shake free from these brood­ings, and strove un­to for­get­ful­ness; which, in truth, doth be both a Ter­ror and a Mer­ci­ful­ness, as doth chance. And I kist Mine Own Maid, with some­what more of the years with­in my love; and she to kiss me very sober and dear; and to de­sire only for my hap­pi­ness, and to be ut­ter mine own.

			Now, we then to eat and to drink, and the Maid to see me un­to com­fort in all things, and my band­ages all right; and she then to make that she have on her foot­gear and her hair to be bound; but in­deed I bid her that she to dare do this thing, when that she to know how I did de­light that her little feet be bare to mine eyes, and her hair most lovely upon her shoulders; and she to be very happy that I so to have an ut­ter pleas­ure in her dear beau­ties, and did sit be­side me again, and set her feet very sly where they did be anigh to my hand; for she to know that she did be Mine Own, and I to be her Mas­ter, and she to have joy that she to have to render her beauty un­to me; for she did be that true com­ple­ment un­to me that the heart of a man doth ache for etern­ally.

			And so, presently, did end that lovely day of quiet speech and to­geth­er­ness; and the Maid did pre­pare me for my slum­ber, and she then to lie anigh to me, and her head to rest gentle be­side me, so that her pretty face did be near un­to my breast upon the right side; and she to give me at the first a lov­ing and sober kiss that did be some­wise to set a guard upon her ten­der­ness, and af­ter­ward did sleep con­tent and gentle, as that she did be in the same mo­ment a child and a wo­man.

			And I also to come un­to slum­ber­ing; yet did know vaguely how that Mine Own did rise a little upon her el­bow, this time and that, and look very lov­ing in­to my face, that she have as­sur­ance of my com­fort and well-be­ing; and once I did waken, prop­er, and lookt at her, and she then to kiss me gentle upon mine eye­lids, and bid me to sleep; and so did come her­self un­to her sweet slum­ber. Now when that I did come to my prop­er waken­ing, I to hear the fizz­ing of the wa­ter, and to know that the Maid did be ris­en a good while, and had made her toi­lets, as I per­ceived in a mo­ment, when that she came un­to me; for her hair did be in a lovely cloud upon her shoulders, all combed and made ready against my wak­ing; and she to have bathed, as I sup­posed, in some warm pool that did be among the bushes upon the is­land; and she now to slip her foot-gear, that her feet be bare un­to me, as I did love, and to stand a mo­ment, and her eyes to twinkle gently. And I lookt at her with love and hon­our in mine eyes, as you shall know, and she to have dan­cing of sweet pleas­ure in her heart, that I so to look upon her with holi­ness and with nat­ur­al love, and surely the last doth be un­nat­ur­al if that it do lack the first; but my love did burn up­ward out of my be­ing, so that the flame of my spir­it did light the fires of my heart, and my Reas­on to add coals un­to that fire that hath lived for ever, and doth be as that it shall be nev­er quenched.

			And Mine Own in a mo­ment did kneel be­side me, and, truly, some­ways in her deep in­tense­ness un­to me; for our love did make all the world holy, and she to be both up­lif­ted and as that she must give all the humble­ness of her heart un­to the great­ness of my love; and this she to feel, and her deep and ut­ter love, to make it as that she did be all a pas­sion of humble­ness un­to me, so that in her soul I did rise in that mo­ment upon the wings of my love, and to seem that I did be all the world and all time and all place and all that ever she did need un­to her.

			And she put out her arms to me, and her eyes did shine with those tears that do nev­er be shed; and lo! in a mo­ment, she did be upon my heart, and we two to be husht to­geth­er in con­tent; for our need did be in the oth­er. And truly, where there do be two to­geth­er with love, there doth be neither lack nor need; but etern­al ful­fil­ment.

			And in ver­ity this to be my Hope for that which doth come Af­ter­ward—that all doth be lead­ing un­to so glad a joy as this, and that all pain and grief and all that doth make the shap­ing of Life, doth be but a pro­cess by which we be etern­ally per­fec­ted from liv­ing un­to liv­ing, un­to each Ful­fil­ment that doth be but the door­way un­to great­er Ful­fil­ment in the Be­loved.

			And, presently, Mine Own Maid did loose her­self gentle from me, and washt me and ten­ded me; and very husht and tender, and some­thing down-lid­ded of her dear and lovely eyes.

			And we then to eat and to drink to­geth­er, and joy so great and quiet did be upon us, that it did be as that we had gone in­to an etern­ity of peace and an ut­ter con­tent. And surely, as the thought did stir in me, it did be of beauty that we did be both of us true un­to the oth­er, in that life, and I nev­er to have kist a maid, un­til that I kist Mine Own, and she to have been like­wise, and to have fended all men from her, be­cause that they did be Strangers un­to her in­ward­ness, and so we two to be so ut­ter to­geth­er, both in that our spir­its did be knit, be­ing each the com­ple­ment of the oth­er, and be­cause that we had no secret pains of re­membered things, to set any apart­ness between our hearts.

			And in ver­ity, I to think back then upon my jeal­ousies, that I have told, and to know that Mine Own did nev­er to have giv­en her­self lightly to any, neither to have taken lightly; and her spir­it to have been al­way mine through all the Ever­last­ing; and may­hap this to be how all Peoples shall come to be in the length of time, only that to us had come the great won­der that we did early meet; though this also to bring that ut­ter pain, which doth seem to slay, when that once you have known the Be­loved, and to be par­ted.

			And so I to think, and did presently pon­der with a great and strange pity upon they that did not yet have met the Be­loved, and they may­hap not to have kept all for the Be­loved; but to have been light with that which doth be the Treas­ure, be­cause that Love had not come to show them that they did un­know­ingly squander the strange and holy glory which doth be the pos­ses­sion of they that shall come to the Be­loved and say, All that is thine have I kept for thee. And the Be­loved to know and to have peace in the re­mem­ber­ing. But what doth be the pe­cu­li­ar sor­row of they that have gone over-lightly, when that they shall meet the Be­loved; for then shall there be a con­stant and in­ward re­gret, as a thorn in the heart, that they not to have ob­served al­way that holy care of all which doth per­tain un­to love; and they nigh to moan in the spir­it, if they had but known, if they had but known. Yet, in the end, of their pain, shall they grow un­to all love­li­ness, if that now they have truly come upon Love, and to live with Love; for this to be the es­pe­cial glory of love, that it doth make un­to all Sweet­ness and Great­ness, and doth be a fire burn­ing all Lit­tle­ness, so that did all in this world to have met The Be­loved, then did Wan­ton­ness be dead, and there to grow Glad­ness and Char­ity, dan­cing in the years.

			And there to be yet one thing upon which, may­hap, I not to have thought suf­fi­cient; for it doth be this, that they who did err, as I have shown, shall be the great­er for their Pain; and let this be to cheer you, if that you have done fool­ishly, and thought not upon that day when the Be­loved shall come; for Pain is but the voice of De­vel­op­ment or De­struc­tion; and truly you to suf­fer the first, if that Love doth work in you; but truly, the more that you have lacked, the great­er shall be your pain; for the more change there doth need be in you.

			And so would I have you now to think, and to know that the Be­loved shall come, and so shall you live in glad care of all your be­ing, that you be able to come un­to the Be­loved in that day, and to say with beauty and hu­man joy in your heart, even as I have said; and thus shall you miss that bit­ter pain. But yet, truly, you to be like to heed not this, un­til that Love doth come upon you; and I there­fore to cease from this vain set­ting of mine in­ward reas­on­ings.

			But truly, when that day be come, as I have told, you to know how that there went al­way with me in this mine own story which I tell, the sim­pli­city of Truth; and how that I did be minded only that you to know, and thereby that you have gentle wis­dom that you lay not up pain for that day. Yet, if you do lack to go with me, you to need that de­vel­op­ing which shall then come upon you.

			And so shall you per­ceive how my thoughts did go to and fro, as I did eat with Mine Own; and so in the last I to find that I did think very ser­i­ous; and I then to cast from me this pon­der­ing, and to have that ut­ter joy which did be upon us, and to seem that it did fill all that strange Coun­try of Seas.

			And lo! after we did be done of eat­ing and drink­ing, which did be but a little time, as you shall think, the Maid did ease me to an up­ward sit­ting, and had my back very nice to an olden stump which did be light, and she to push un­to me.

			And Mine Own did sit then be­side me, so that mine arm did come most nat­ur­al about her; and she there to be nestled all glee­ful and con­tent, so that my heart did be doubly tender un­to her. And I took the abund­ance of her hair, and set it about my neck, and upon my breast, so that it did near to cov­er me in the up­ward part; and we both then to laugh as that we did be two chil­dren, be­cause that Love did make us so ut­ter young in the heart; and our hands to be hid un­der the beauty of the Maid’s hair, and I to have her then that she ex­plain just how great she did love me; and you that go with me, do know how that this doth be a de­light that is nev­er done, neither to be set only in­to words.

			And all that day we did be won­drous happy, save once when we saw that there were Humpt Men upon the shore, about the Flat-Topt rock where did be the fight; but what they did there, we not to be able to see, only that presently they went away; and in­deed seemed to have no thought un­to us, neither any know­ledge; and so did be gone again in­to the forests; and we saw no more of them, after that time. And af­ter­ward we to be lost ut­ter in hap­pi­ness.

			Now, upon the tenth day, I did be so come in­to health that I to walk a little way to and fore upon the is­land; and Mine Own did go with me, and so I to pace a good while, and af­ter­ward to rest again.

			And Mine Own then to bring mine ar­mour to me, which she had scoured very nice; but truly, the Ar­mour did be sore broke and bent, and did be jagged in­ward this place and that, with the mon­strous strength of the Humpt Men, when that they did strike me with the great sharp stones.

			And, in ver­ity, how I should ever come again to wear this pro­tec­tion, I to be in doubt. Yet, truly it had been a won­drous suit of strength that had kept my life with­in me when that I had been so deadly be­set; and I to know that it to be yet like to save both our lives, if that we could some­way straight­en it, and ease the broken jags from wound­ing me afresh.

			And I thought a time, and the Maid with me; and af­ter­ward we gat that stump upon which I had leant, and had this to be for an an­vil; and we found then smooth stones of dif­fer­ent sizes, and these to be for ham­mers; and we wrought all that day, with rest­ings, upon the ar­mour; and surely, we beat it in­to a very good shape, from the in­ward, and the broken parts we beat smooth, so that they should not wound, and in the end to have mine ar­mour fit to go upon me.

			And I, by now, as you shall think, to be drest part in my gar­ments; but not all; for there did be yet some of the band­ages upon my body, so that for the main I did wear the cloak, that the band­ages be eas­ily come at. And all that day did be ut­ter happy, whilst that we workt; for we to be to­geth­er.

			And on the mor­row, as we do say, which was the el­ev­enth waken­ing upon the is­land, the Maid and I to talk long and oft, whilst that we yet worked upon the ar­mour; and we to pon­der the best way that we con­tin­ue to our jour­ney­ing; for, in­deed, I was not come to my strength; yet was I very earn­est that we go for­ward early; but in the same time, I did fear, lest that we meet with aught of Danger, and I to be a-lack, be­cause that I was yet weak.

			And presently, the Maid and I both to think upon the same thing; for she to cry out con­cern­ing the raft, and I to have the same word in my mouth. And, in ver­ity, this to be a great thought; for then should we be able al­way to be free of the Humpt Men, and to have fre­quent rest when that we be weary, and to sleep with an ease in the mind; and, in­deed, I to hope that the la­bour of oars should be some­thing less than to go upon the feet.

			And surely, we talkt upon this a good while, and af­ter­ward we left the ar­mour, and went over to the raft, and so to learn wheth­er we should have power to make it some­thing more stable, and that we have some way that we should put a sol­id mat­ter between our bod­ies and any mon­ster that should chance to swim un­der us.

			And we went then to­geth­er over all the little is­land; for I did search for some bush that should have a long tendril in plenty, and supple, and so to suit for bind­ing. But, truly, there did be no such bush in all the is­land; and this to put me in trouble, as you shall sup­pose; yet was there a suf­fi­cient plenty of small and up­right trees, that did seem very good for any pur­pose of struc­ture.

			And when we had gone all about the is­land, and found naught that should bind, the Maid to say with a pretty jest­ing that we should cut her hair, and plait it to be for cords. And, surely, even as the words did come from her, they to set me upon the thing that should sup­ply our need; for I sto­opt sud­den to the grass that did grow oft and plenty in this place and that, and was so tall as my thigh, and to my head in the middle of the dump­ings where it did sprout. And lo! it was won­drous tough.

			And the Maid to have like­wise per­ceived the thought, al­most at that mo­ment; but I to have been the first this time, and so to tease her; for truly, we had grown that we did nigh al­way to dis­cov­er all things in the same in­stant, as you may­hap to have seen. But I did surely be first this time, and must kiss her, as we do kiss little ones, that they be eased in their dis­mays and dis­ap­point­ments; and she to see how I did mock her, and she to pre­tend to weep; and surely how could she even to pre­tend, when that she did not be able to keep her pretty mouth from search­ing with laughter un­to mine; but must be kissed full and plenty in our con­stant joy­ful­ness.

			And we cut then a good arm-load of the grasses, us­ing the knife, and had those to our camp; for we did be homely now un­to that place, as you shall think. And the Maid then to show me plait­ing, and how that we could work in the grass piece by piece, so that we should plait un­to any length that we to need.

			And all that day we workt, and did be very happy to­geth­er; but when that we came to the time of our slum­ber, the Maid had done twice and thrice so much as I; and surely she came over to me, and kist me very grave, that I should be not to fret, even as I did kiss her with gentle mock­ing con­cern­ing the thought about the grass; and so did she make level with me, by this im­pudence and quaint sweet­ness.

			And on the next day, which did be the twelfth, I took the Diskos, and on that day I cut down six of the trees; and al­way the Maid did bring her plait­ing, that she be near me; and when I had cut the six trees, she had me to cease, lest that I risk to open any wound. And truly they to have healed very won­der­ful.

			And af­ter­ward, we to plait all that day, and did also fin­ish the ar­mour; and did be con­tent and ut­ter happy.

			And on the thir­teenth day, I coun­ted the tab­lets, and found that we yet to have suf­fi­cient, if that we came un­to the Mighty Pyr­am­id with­in any reas­on­able time. But I in­sist that I should eat no more now than did be my usu­al way; and though Mine Own did beg and to coax me, and even to try wheth­er that a naughty and lov­ing an­ger should do aught to shift me, I not to al­ter from my de­cid­ing, which was based upon my reas­on and upon my in­ten­tion that Mine Own should nev­er to go in hun­ger-danger, whilst that there did be life in my body. And when that the Maid did show this dear and pretty an­ger, I to take her in­to mine arms, and to tell her how I did rev­er­ence and love her, and that she did be all beauty un­to me, and I but to love her the more, be­cause that I did know the reas­on for her dear shap­ing of an­ger un­to me.

			And she then to kiss me, and yet to beg again that she have her way in this thing; but presently I did show her that my reas­on­ing was sound in this mat­ter; though I said not that my strongest thought did be un­to her own needs. And she to have to agree with me in her brain, even whilst that her heart did ache to feed me. And truly, I to love her but the more, as you shall think.

			And this way shall you ever to man­age a dear and sens­ible wo­man that doth both love you and hath reas­on in her; for the wise man and he that hath an heart un­to big­ness, doth be nev­er hasty to com­mand. But, in­deed, I speak not now of the way that you shall go with a wo­man that hath the love-fool­ish­ness upon her; for this to be a dif­fer­ent mat­ter, as you do know; and a wo­man then to re­quire a double wit and ten­der­ness in the gov­ern­ing; but also to need to be com­manded, may­hap with stern­ness; yet with the more love.

			Now, when that we wakened on our four­teenth day upon the Is­land, we gat to work, so soon as we had washt and eat and drunk, and Mine Own to see how my scars did go.

			And I cut sev­en more trees that day, which made thir­teen in all; and af­ter­ward I trimmed the trees very nice. And when this was done, I cut twelve good sap­ling-trees, and two more very thin, that I did mean to be for pad­dling the raft upon the wa­ter. And Mine Own Maid did sit near me al­way, and nev­er to be ceased from her plait­ing.

			And whilst that the Maid did plait, and make gentle and happy talk with me, I presently to sit be­side her, and had her belt-knife to my need; and there­with, when I had cut bark from a tree, I made a foot-long cross-piece of wood which I did fasten with pegs and some lash­ing un­to the end of one of the paddle-shafts.

			And I took then a piece of the bark, so big, may­hap, as would cov­er my thigh, and shaped broad one end and thence to a point; and when I had made holes in the piece of bark, I lasht the broad end to the crosspiece, and the end that did be nar­rowed, I lasht se­cure to the shaft, and like­wise made holes down the length of the bark, and lasht it also thereby to the shaft, and this­wise I had a pretty good paddle, that did be about ten feet long in the clear shaft, and the head to be some­wise two feet more, may­hap.

			And when this was done, I shaped the handle so small as might come in­to the grasp of the Maid, and did jest her very lov­ing and gentle that she give me so great a work, be­cause that she have her hands so little. And truly, she presently to stop me of my mock­ing; for she put her pretty hands upon my mouth, and I then to have to mumble and to laugh, and so she to go for­ward again with the plait­ing.

			And when I had made the one paddle, I made also the oth­er; but some­thing more rough and heavy, and suited un­to my strength; and so did be very well pleased; for they did be made more of my Reas­on than of memory; yet had I used some­what of the kind upon the quiet lakes which did be in the Coun­try of Si­lence.

			And we then to join in the plait­ing, and thus with happy talk and our times of eat­ing, un­til that we did be come again to our slum­ber.

			And on the fif­teenth day, when that we had got­ten up and washt and eat and drank, the Maid did look un­to my band­ages; and did con­sider that I be healed very good, if but that I not to over­strain my body. And we then to dance, half in play and half in vic­tory, but gentle; and af­ter­ward she to come with me that she give me aid that we get the trees un­to the wa­ter.

			And in six hours, we rolled the trees down to the shore, and did be­gin then that I lash the sap­lings across the trees, and this­wise to hold them se­cure in­to a raft. And the mid­most tree I put some­thing more for­ward than the next; and so, un­til that which did be the front was shaped some­wise like to the bow of a ship. And the sap­lings to hold the trees this­wise, when that I had set the lash­ings about every sap­ling and every tree, where the sap­lings did go across.

			And all that day I worked pretty con­stant and steady, un­til that Mine Own had me to cease awhile, lest that I bend over­much, and so to put strain upon my scars. And I to be reas­on­able; but yet to go for­ward again with the work; only that I did rest now, this time and that; and so did all to prosper.

			And on the mor­row, which did be the six­teenth day upon the is­land, I made an end of lash­ing the sap­lings across the raft; and I set up also, two rests for the paddles, so that we might row if we stood upon the raft; and af­ter­ward, be­ing ready, we gat to­geth­er our gear, and set all upon the raft.

			And I put the pole that the Maid had used, also upon the raft, and loosed the straps from that first raft, and had the straps for our re­quire­ment, as here­to­fore. And mine ar­mour we made safe on the raft; but the Diskos I had to my hip, as ever; and so did we be ready to leave that little is­land of refuge, where we had been so near to sor­row, but yet had come ut­terly upon joy.

			And surely, Mine Own did take me by the arm, and she to stand a little, and to look with me un­to that bed of soft herb­age where she had laid me, when that I did be so nigh un­to death; and she then to kiss me very sweet and lov­ing and gentle, and all a-tremble with the tears and love that did stir in her; and I to set mine arms about her in love; and so we to turn and to put off then in the Raft.

		
	
		
			
				XV

				Past the House of Si­lence

			
			Now it was in the tenth hour of that day, that we put off in the raft; and surely we found the paddles to go very easy and with some­what of bal­ance in the rests which I had set up, as you do mind; and the raft to go for­ward with not over­much of la­bour; so that we stood, the Maid to the fore paddle and I did be to the hinder one, and we pusht very steady upon the paddles, and had the raft presently to a speed some­thing less than we should walk over the rough way of the Land.

			And about the twelfth hour we stopt and eat and drunk, and went on again with our easy la­bour­ing; and truly, when that we gat set to the move­ment, we scarce to wot that we did aught more than rock some­thing fore and back upon our feet; and so the hours to pass, and we to have a con­stant gentle speech one with the oth­er, and the Maid oft to look back un­to me with love, and to set her lips that she tempt me; but yet to shake her head most dear, when that I would leave my paddle, that I go for­ward un­to her.

			And when that the eight­eenth hour of that day was come, we to draw in­ward our paddles, and the Maid set the cloak very nice to be our bed, and af­ter­ward we eat and drank, and so presently to our slum­ber, and did have sleep, very sound and happy, all in a mo­ment, as it to seem.

			And eight good hours after, we did waken both of us, to­geth­er; and lo! we scarce to mind where we did be for a little mo­ment; but af­ter­ward to know and to per­ceive that we did be safe and naught to have come un­to us in our sleep. And surely we laught each in the face of the oth­er; for we did be so joy­ous to be wakened each un­to the know­ledge of the oth­er. And after that we had kist, we washt some­what in the wa­ter of the sea, and so to our food. And when we had eat and drunk, we made again to the pad­dling; and went for­ward thus along the coast very peace­ful and con­tent all that day.

			Now, in all, that voy­aging did take four good days of four-and-twenty hours each, for we made no great haste or la­bour, but went easy, that I have time to gath­er my strength. And naught to hap­pen in all that time, save that once we did see a great beast to come up­ward lum­ber­some out of the sea on to the shore, and there did eat and browse upon the herb­age in that part; or so it did seem to us; though, truly, we did be over far off to have surety.

			And this beast not to put us in­to any hor­ror; but only to make us glad that we be afar off from it; and by this say­ing, I to mean that it did seem un­to us a nat­ur­al thing; and no­wise to have an odour of aught mon­strous to trouble our spir­its. And this way did be all the creatures of that Coun­try; and truly I do think the Early World did be some­wise like to it; and this to seem to make true that olden say­ing that ex­treme things do meet, as doth be over-ap­par­ent; for thus doth it be some­wise to our know­ings, as you shall per­ceive by your Reas­on­ings Upon Olden Days, and by the show­ings of this Mine Own Story, for that Deep World to have put forth nat­ur­al creatures that did be even as might be those that did live in the Be­gin­ning; though I to make no point of this, but only that it doth oc­cur to my thought; and all to seem that it did be bred of Cir­cum­stance and Con­di­tion; yet this to have no say­ing wheth­er that there to be a spir­itu­al-force some­thing deep­er than the Cir­cum­stance; for this to be out­side of any surety, but not of­fens­ive un­to my Reas­on.

			But this think­ing also neither to of­fend me, that al­though much—and may­hap all—doth be mod­i­fied and shapen di­verse ways by the Cir­cum­stance and the Con­di­tion, yet doth there be an in­ward force that doth be pe­cu­li­ar each un­to each; though, may­hap, to be mixt and made mon­strous or di­verse by foul or fool­ish breed­ing—as you to have know­ledge of in the bod­ies of those dread Mon­sters that did be both Man and Beast. Yet, also, I here to say that maybe all di­verse breed­ing not to be mon­strous; but this to be be­side my point. For I to be now set to tell, as I have told, that it not to of­fend me to sup­pose that there to be this in­ward force pe­cu­li­ar to each shap­ing of all bod­ies that do hold that won­drous qual­ity of Life. And if that you ask me that I give ex­ample to make clear my thought, I to say that it doth be reas­on­able to sup­pose that the Force or Spir­it of the Hu­man doth be pe­cu­li­ar to the Hu­man, wheth­er that it to be a Cause of Life, or the Res­ult of that which hath been evolved out of a Con­di­tion. And wheth­er it to be the one way or the oth­er, you to know that where this Force or Spir­it be found un­tain­ted, there is man; and I to be not op­posed to think that Man doth be con­stant al­way in mat­ters of fun­da­ment, and neither to have been ever truly dif­fer­ent; though some­thing mod­i­fied in the body and surely, in the first, all un­developed in the lovely things of the spir­it, be­cause that there to be no call to these. Yet, presently, they like­wise to come, and to act upon the flesh with re­fin­ings; and like­wise, may­hap, there to be some act of the flesh upon the spir­it; and so to the state of this Age of this our day, and to that far Age of which I do tell. But de­vel­op­ment nev­er to make the Hu­man oth­er than the Hu­man; for the de­vel­op­ment to have lim­its pe­cu­li­ar to the Hu­man. And surely, it doth ap­peal to me, that the de­vel­op­ment of Man doth lie between two points, that be not won­drous wide apart; and Man to have power that he ar­rive very speedy from one un­to the oth­er, and like­wise that he go back so quick, or even the more hasty. Yet, even did it be ever proved that Man once to be a fish, I to have no cause to abate the first part of mine ar­gu­ment; but to have the more need of the thought, that I gain power to ac­cept the Fact; for I still then to have no oc­ca­sion that I think Man to have been truly a Fish, or aught truly dif­fer­ent from a Man; but only that he did be once Mod­i­fied phys­ic­ally to his need, and to be still pos­sessed of the Man-Spir­it, though all lackt of de­vel­op­ment. Yet, truly, I to be less of­fend in my Reas­on, if that it be shown that Man did be ever some­wise in his present shape, though may­hap so bru­tish as the Humpt Men; but yet I do be ready to con­sider all mat­ters, and do build no Walls about my Reas­on. Yet, neither I to have an over-ready ac­cept­ance of aught, but to need that my Reas­on shall ap­prove.

			And you to per­ceive, surely, that I here not to speak of that which may be Af­ter­ward, when that all This, our life, be done. For who shall say how much or how little we then to go for­ward un­to love­li­ness; and I at this point to tell you that I do have a won­drous hope of beau­teous things, and of sweet and mighty Up­lift­ing and Fur­ther­ance un­to that Glad World which we have be­held the shores of, when that we had stood in holi­ness with the Be­loved.

			And, in ver­ity, I now once more to my story; and to be glad that I am done at this small set­ting forth of a mat­ter which did need words, be­cause that it did have root in this Mine Own Story, and to be grown of it and from it.

			Now, there did be one oth­er thing of note, be­side the Sea Beast, whilst that we did be upon the Seas; and this did be the strange­ness of a great Fire-Hill which did stand in the sea, and we to pass very nigh un­to it. And surely the sea did boil about it, yet not in all places; and there did be a score great jets that did go up­ward a mon­strous way, and did roar very plain to us across the sea between; and there did come strange grunt­ings from the sea about the base of the Fire-Hill, and these I to con­ceive to be made by the up­burst­ing of gases in this place and that; and surely, it all to make us to know of the great en­ergy that did be wake­ful in that deep Coun­try; and we yet to stare back­ward upon that Hill of Fire and Force, for a great while after that we had come past.

			Now, bey­ond this, there to be naught, ex­cept that we had a cer­tain care as we did come to that place where the Great Sea did be broke to smal­ler seas; but all to be knit with pas­sages of wa­ter, which let us through upon our way.

			And surely, I did show Mine Own Maid those two places where I did sleep when first I was come in­to that Coun­try; and she to be sweet in in­terest, and al­way to have some­what that she would learn of this and that.

			And so, when that we did be four good days upon the wa­ter, as I have told, we to come to the land, upon a flat place of the shore, where the Coun­try did slope up­ward un­to the mouth of the First Gorge, of which you do mind. And this to be in the tenth hour of that day; and we like­wise to have be­gun that voy­age in the tenth hour, as you do re­mem­ber; and surely it to have been a sweet and peace­ful wa­ter-jour­ney; and I to have been happy, if that all that did be yet be­fore us, to hold so much of pleas­ant­ness and safe go­ings. But, in­deed, there to be much danger yet to come, as you do know; and we to have our hearts set in cour­age, and to go for­ward to con­quer; for surely, if that we to con­quer, and to come safe in­to our Mighty Home, there to be then that we have all our lives to­geth­er in love­li­ness; and this to be truly a worthy prize and a glory of the heart, to end and to re­pay our Stress.

			And surely, the Maid and I did presently strand the raft, so well as we might, and did then to won­der wheth­er any should ever­more to be­hold it through all Etern­ity. And we lookt a little, each at the oth­er; and the Maid then to cut free a small piece of the wood of the raft, to be for an after re­mem­brance.

			And so we to have our gear upon the shore; and the Maid then to give me aid that I get once more in­to mine ar­mour; and so I presently to have the Scrip and the Pouch again to my back, and the Diskos in my hand, and all in read­i­ness, and the Maid with her bundle (that was now grown small), and her belt about her body, that she have her knife un­to her hand.

			And surely, the Maid then to kneel and to kiss the raft; for memor­ies did gath­er upon her; and she there to have one more break­ing from all that did be the first part of her life; and you to give your un­der­stand­ing, and so to have a quiet sym­pathy, and to per­ceive that her heart did be like that it should stir with a strange trouble of sor­row­ing in that mo­ment.

			And surely I sto­opt then, very gentle and lov­ing, and had Mine Own to her feet; and I led her from the raft, and she to need that she be near me; and so we to go for­ward, and to make up­ward un­to the dark mouth of the Great Gorge.

			And there to be some miles un­to our right, that grim and ut­ter huge Moun­tain, where­on afar up­ward in the mon­strous­ness of the night did be perched those four fire-hills of which I have told. And be­low them, there to go up­ward the great hills of ash, that had been cast down through­out Etern­ity. And this thing had the Maid lookt upon for a great time, and did be nev­er done of her won­der; neither I, nor any hu­man that ever should have sight of so great a won­der.

			And so we to have come presently up­ward in­to the high mouth of the Gorge, and did go on­ward then in­to the gloom, a little space, un­til that we were come to the place where the Gorge did bend sharp un­to the left, in­to dark­ness.

			And lo! we made pause here, and turned again un­to the Coun­try of Seas, that we have a last out­ward look over all that Deep and liv­ing Land, that did be hid so far down­ward in the ever­last­ing night of the world.

			And, in ver­ity, it did be a sol­emn thing to know that we, may­hap, to be the last of the olden Hu­mans that should ever to look upon that Coun­try; and I to won­der, in that mo­ment, wheth­er that the Humpt Men should ever to de­vel­op, in some far etern­ity, un­to the full sweet­ness of the spir­it of Hu­man­ity which I did think to be in­ward of them. And this to be both an odd and a nat­ur­al thought to have then, as I do see. But at that time, I only to think it, and not to wot or to trouble wheth­er that it did be odd or oth­er­wise. And I to think that Coun­try did be some­wise as the Olden Time re­newed; but truly we to look upon early things with new eyes.

			And we yet to look awhile, and to be husht, and to hark in those last mo­ments un­to the far mut­ter of the Great Fire-Moun­tains, and the Fire-Hills, and the noise of life which did go over that Land; and we even then to be but a few short pa­cings off from the si­lence of the Great Gorge, which should lead us presently to­ward the Etern­al Strange­ness which did be in the Night Land. And the Maid did hold mine arm very close, as we lookt our last in­to the red light of that Deep and Hid Coun­try of the World, where, in ver­ity, we had come so ut­ter nigh to our Death.

			And presently, I turned, and the Maid slipt her hand in­to mine, and the tears did go si­lent down her face, be­cause of all that did be prest upon her heart; but yet not to be all of sor­row, for there to be both sor­row and hap­pi­ness, and also there did be some­what of vague emo­tion that she nev­er more to look upon that dear is­land where she had nurst her man again un­to life and well-be­ing; and she to be in mind of all those places where she to know that in after-life her memory to wander; and she to have oft-told tales, may­hap, un­to her chil­dren, of that Coun­try that they nev­er to see; but only to be for a won­der to them for ever.

			And we past then round the Mighty Corner-place of the Gorge, and went for­ward, some­what stum­bling, in­to the gloom.

			Now we went six­teen hours very steady, and with naught save the great dark­ness to trouble us; and we by this to have been twenty and six hours since last that we had sleep; and surely this did be a fool­ish­ness, be­cause that I to need that I come in­to my full strength, ere we reach the Night Land; and it to be a folly that I should over-tire my­self; and the Maid to have said so much.

			And, in­deed, then, we came to a safe place for our slum­ber, and whilst that we eat and drunk, we made count from my not­ings of the out­ward way, and so did de­cide that we go no more than six­teen hours’ jour­ney each day through the Gorge, and to sleep al­way for eight good hours. And this we to do, both then, and un­til that we did be come out of the Great Gorge, which did take us in all, so much as five days this­wise.

			And surely, when that we were come in­to the light places of the Gorge, we to be more cheered, as you shall sup­pose; yet oft did we be half smothered with the hor­rid gases that came up­ward in this part and that, as you do mind.

			And my strength did grow con­stant, as we jour­neyed; yet would the Maid nev­er suf­fer that I carry her; but went al­way very light and clev­er, and was grown, in truth, set un­to this con­stant wander.

			And at this place and that, I to make pause that I show Mine Own those places where I did slum­ber, and she al­way to need that she come un­to the very part, and that she stand for a little mo­ment where I did lie so lone­some, as I went out­ward un­to that des­pair­ful search­ing. And al­way she then to be ut­ter tender with me, and to be some­thing lack­ing of speech, be­cause of the call­ing of her heart.

			And surely, Mine Own did be al­way now to ask me when that we should be come un­to the Night Land; and to re­quire how far it should be, and to be taken with a grow­ing of ex­cite­ment, very dear and nat­ur­al; and, in ver­ity, I to be al­most so much so as she; and to won­der what she to think of the Mighty Re­doubt, and of all that strange and mon­strous Land. And, above all these, I to be shaken un­to my very heart, that I have the Maid speedy un­to safety; lest, after all, even though we to have come so far, there some­what to hap­pen of woe. And all this did make it a hard thing that we not to be­gin to race, and to ex­ceed the hours that we did set; but truly we had wis­dom in this mat­ter, and slumbered al­way after the six­teenth hour.

			And we nev­er to see aught of life in all that great and des­ol­ate Gorge; for there did be only the gas-burn­ings, and the boulders and the stark rocks, and oft the rank smellings of the gases. And al­way an ut­ter and ever­last­ing quiet; save when some lone­some gas-fire did oddly to moan or to whistle, and the whist­ling to sound very dree across the great waste of the Gorge, and like­wise the moan­ing to be but a thing to make the loneli­ness to be felt in the heart; and the Maid to feel thus with me.

			And al­way, as I did know, she to think in her heart that I did come through that place alone to make a search­ing for her in­to the un­known lands of the world; and surely, I did be but a nat­ur­al man if that I was some­thing happy in my heart that Mine Own so to pon­der and to re­mem­ber; for thereby did her love seem ever to grow. And like­wise, a man doth be glad in his spir­it and nat­ur­al pride, that his Maid to know that he hath done whole­somely of his best for her need. And you but to think upon the love-days, and to hear the echoes of those dear proud thoughts that did so to swell in you; and doth not all to go so strangely with fa­mil­i­ar pain in the old way?

			Now it was upon the fifth day, in about the sev­enth hour, that I heard oddwhiles a sound in this place and that of the Gorge, as that the rocks made husht and strange sounds at us. And I to have the Maid in­stant very nigh to me, and the Diskos to my hand, and we then to go on­ward with a great cau­tion.

			And thrice we did pass places where gas-fires did burn and dance, and made oft a low moan­ing, and some­whiles a little whist­ling; and the oth­er sounds yet to come oddly from the rocks, in this place and that, very strange and un­thought of, yet to be some­thing fa­mil­i­ar.

			And sud­den, it did come to me that there to be a far-away noise in these sounds; though they to seem to come from this place and that al­most to mine el­bow, as you should say. And lo! I knew then that I harked un­to little echo­ings, that did be caught by the near rocks, and to come from some far and mighty sound. And this should be surely the mon­strous pip­ing of the Great Gas Foun­tain, that you do well mind. And, in ver­ity, I told Mine Own in a mo­ment; and she to be all eager with me, be­cause that this did be both a won­drous thing, and to be also a land­mark to show that we did be nigh to come out of the Gorge, and our jour­ney to come the more near un­to an end­ing.

			And surely we lookt ahead very earn­est; and there to be so many strange and leap­ing fires to our front, that we not to be very sure which did be the far and mon­strous dance of the Great Gas Foun­tain; for truly it to be yet so dis­tant that the near gas-fires did make more upon the eye up all of a weary length of the Gorge, than did the great dance of the far-off fire, that was now so small, by the dis­tance.

			And presently, when that we were gone on­ward some­thing more, we to see that there went a light­en­ing and a dark­en­ing afar along the Gorge, so that the back­ground of the night was made to lose some­what of the in­tens­ity of its dark­ness, as with con­stant shud­ders of light; and this to be surely the far away dance of the flame of the Great Gas Foun­tain. And we then to watch al­way as we jour­neyed, and to see how that the vague shud­der­ings of light did grow in the dis­tance of the night, and did merge and be­come known presently in a strange up­lift­ing and fall­ing of a far away blue flame.

			And the sound now to come more steady, and to grow in a long while in­to a mon­strous pip­ing, very great and won­der­ful, and hav­ing a con­stant change in the note.

			And we to come past the last of the less­er fires, and to be in that part of the Gorge which did be fire­less, save for the great up­ward dance of the Gas Foun­tain, which did now to be grown huge and plain-seen, and did make a quak­ing light over all the Gorge.

			And so in the end, we to be come very nigh to the dance of the mon­strous flame; and did be half stunned by the noise, which did be now an ut­ter and furi­ous roar­ing, as you shall re­mem­ber; and the Maid and I did stand as but two lone­some strangers in the mouth-part of that deep and des­ol­ate Gorge, and did stare voice­less un­to the great flaw; and mine arm did be about the Maid, and she to stand very nigh to me; and neither to speak; and surely, how should we any­wise; for the noise did be so huge.

			And after that we had stared a great while, we turned that we look each at the oth­er; and we kist very sober, there in the light from the mon­ster flame. And af­ter­ward, we did stare again at the Flame, and soon turned, and lookt all ways, and did mar­vel to see the great throw of the light go blue and spread­ing and strange un­to great dis­tances.

			And a while we did be watch­ing the way that the far-off side of the Gorge did come plain to sight, when that the Flame did leap; and, truly, that did seem a far and lone­some Place, as that a lost and for­got world of des­ol­ate moun­tains did be there.

			And lo! we now to look that we should see some­what of the way that our jour­ney to go; and surely naught to be clear shown save when the Flame did rise oddwhiles to a mon­strous height; and this to be be­cause of the huge rocks that did stand about the Flame. Yet some­thing I was abled to show the Maid of the bot­tom part of the Mighty and Ut­ter Mon­ster Slope that did be the last way of our jour­ney, ere we were come to the Night Land.

			And we then to go on­ward for about a good mile, that we be not so deafened by the noise of the Gas Foun­tain; and it did be now bey­ond the sev­en­teenth hour; so that we eat and drunk, and made our rest in a se­cure place among the great boulders.

			And lo! when that we waked, we eat and drunk again, and did be some­thing si­lent, as we to gaze at the Flame dan­cing mon­strous, and lone­some and all set about with the stark and mighty Rocks, which did be like un­to gi­ants of si­lence that did watch forever. And presently, we had our gear upon us, and we went for­ward to­ward the ut­ter dark of the Mighty Slope; and we began that huge climb, that should last through days in an etern­ity of night.

			And oft in the first hours did we turn about from our blind stum­blings, and gaze down­ward out of the long height, un­to the loom of the Flame, that did shud­der far be­low in the night, and made a quak­ing light in that far dark­ness. And so did we leave it to dance forever through Etern­ity in that deep and lost place of the world; and we bent all our will and our strength un­to the climb.

			And this way went we stum­bling for six­teen great hours; and by that time had come to a pace prop­er for that task, and to be some­thing numbed, and seem­ing grown un­real, be­cause of the af­fect­ing of the Dark­ness.

			And lo! for eight days then did we go up­ward forever through that most dread­ful night. And after the first day, we crept al­way upon our hands and our knees, and I to go in the front, and had the Diskos ready upon my hip. And I took two of the straps from the pouch and the scrip, and so had a cer­tain length; and I set them from the waist-belt of the Maid un­to mine own belt, and so did know ever that she came close after me.

			And we made jour­neys six­teen hours long, and did eat and drink at the sixth and the twelfth hours, and like­wise we eat and drank ere we slept, and again upon our wak­ings; and our slum­ber-time to go al­way some­wheres about eight good hours; for thus did I be heed­ful that we have all our strength for that dread­ness of the jour­ney, which did be yet be­fore us, across the fear and hor­rid ter­ror of the Night Land.

			And oft, at this time and that, I was ut­ter sickened and a-wear­ied of reach­ing for­ward and up­ward forever, and mak­ing blind fum­blings that I find a way about great boulders and the rocks and holes that did be in our path in the dark; for it to seem that we went lost from all life and know­ing, in a black­ness that should be nev­er slackened from about us.

			And I, these times, to make a pause, and to call softly un­to Mine Own that she creep up nigh un­to me; and I then to take her in­to mine arms, out of the ut­ter black­ness of that night. And so to give and to have com­fort.

			And surely, Mine Own did whis­per once un­to me, that she did be stunned with love and won­der in the heart; for she to nev­er cease to know that I did ad­ven­ture through this great night, that I find her. And this thing did make me very warm in my heart, as you shall think; but yet I to stop her speech with a gentle kiss; and she then to know that she be dumb con­cern­ing her thought in this mat­ter; yet she nev­er to cease from re­mem­ber­ing it, and did be the more stirred with the trouble of her lovely secret wor­ship; for, in ver­ity, she to have me to be for her hero; and this to make me in the same mo­ment both some­thing shamed and greatly proud.

			And so we to be to­geth­er, and after such pause, to go for­ward again, with a new cour­age.

			And surely it did be a great com­fort to me to think that, be­cause we to go up­ward and not down­ward, we be not like to fall over any hid cliff in the night; for I to have now some little know­ing of the Slope, from mine out­ward jour­ney; yet to re­mem­ber upon that mon­strous pit that I then to es­cape, and so to go with care.

			And, in­deed, upon the second day, I had Mine Own to creep more nigh with me, and I then to have but one strap between us, and the oth­er I set a stone in­to, and did cast the stone al­way be­fore us, as upon the out­ward way. And you to mind you of this, if you but to think a little minute.

			And oft in those weary days in the Dark­ness, did I make gentle whis­per­ings through the black­ness, un­to Mine Own, that I give cheer un­to her; and she al­way to an­swer, very sweet and lov­ing; yet ever husht, as I did be; and in ver­ity, it did be as that we could not set our voices loud upon that Mighty Slope, lest some en­chant­ment come upon us, as it might be said. And, in­deed, each time that I cast the stone, the noise of the stone to make a little trouble and dis­mal­ness in mine ears; for all did be so quiet and des­ol­ate and lost in night, that it to make us to need to be like­wise so quiet, and to de­sire that we might go up­ward so si­lent as shad­ows.

			Now, surely, I must tell here how that the Maid to have al­way at wak­ing that same awared­ness that I did have upon the Out­ward Way, that some­what did be nigh to us, and to seem to have been con­cerned with our wak­ing; and I like­wise to have also the same know­ledge, as be­fore. And oft as we did go, I to feel that some­what did go near to us. And this to put some­thing of a fear upon me, be­cause that I was ever anxious for Mine Own; and I to have her to be al­way the more nigh to me, and did set the strap from her to me, even when that she slept; so that she not to be touched, and I to lack to know. Yet she to have no fear con­cern­ing this thing; but to feel in her spir­it that it did be a force that had no evil in­tent un­to us; but more, neither she nor I to know; and I, in truth, to come in the end used to it; save that I did be, as I have told, anxious in all that did con­cern the life and well-be­ing of My Be­loved.

			And so did we go on­ward through those eight days.

			And it soon to be grown cold, so that we both to need the cloak over us in our slum­bers; but in the jour­ney-hours to need naught; for the up­ward-go­ing did surely heat us very well.

			And there also to be come presently a change and a seem­ing of thin­ness in­to the air; and the Maid to re­mark upon this, and like­wise that the wa­ter-powder now to be that it not to fizz so plen­ti­ful.

			And we went up­ward, as it did seem forever, and jour­neyed very husht and stead­fast; and like­wise did halt at set times, that we eat and drink; and did al­way sit then very close and quiet and in love. And so al­way to go nev­er bey­ond six­teen hours’ jour­ney each day, and very weari­ful even so much; for it to be a sore and con­stant la­bour of climb­ing.

			And I to learn the hour al­way, by a little shin­ing of the Diskos upon my time-dial, which I have told did be some­wise as the watch of this our present Age. Yet, truly, I also to learn that I made some­what of a con­stant num­ber of for­ward-throws of the stone in an hour; and the Maid to be the first to dis­cov­er this, as she did creep be­hind me and harked stead­fast and quiet un­to the clat­ter of the stone, each time that I cast it. And she some­times to call low to me that it now to be this time or that time; and I to look at my Dial, as I have told, and oft to find that she did be curi­ously right.

			Yet oth­er­whiles, we to have no thought to count; but made a con­stant husht talk one to the oth­er; and did grow odd times, that it did seem to us that we did be two spir­its there in an Ever­last­ing Dark­ness, that had quiet speech one to the oth­er, and to be seem­ing gone from our bod­ies. And we then to need that we look each at the oth­er, that we know truly that we yet to live and to be in­deed with the Be­loved. And I then al­way to make the Diskos spin a little, yet some­thing more than when I should see the hour; and, in ver­ity, our faces then to show pale and strange seem­ing in that lu­min­ous glow­ing of the great weapon in the Dark­ness; and we to look very eager and an hungered of love, each at the oth­er; and so to need that we be held lov­ing by the Be­loved, and so to have com­fort and as­sured­ness; and af­ter­ward to have peace to go on­ward again.

			And it did be one such time as these, that Mine Own to give me a love name she had called me in those olden days of this Age; and which surely I had not heard since Mirdath died. And, in ver­ity, you to have dear un­der­stand­ing with me, how that I then to be all troubled with vague troubles and ghostly love-aches in the heart; and like­wise, I did be all set about in a mo­ment by the olden en­chant­ment and speech­less glam­our that did be so long hid and lost in the Spaces of Memory, where surely the spir­it doth wander such oddwhiles, husht un­to a dumb tear­less­ness and to know in the same mo­ment both Agony and the voice­less Glory and lost De­light of the Hath-Been; so that it doth be as that you wandered in the spir­it between the sor­row­ful pain of the Sun­set, and the Prom­ise of the Dawn which doth be buil­ded upon the Need and Hope of the soul, and doth also to have an es­sence of pain with­in it; be­cause that these do be knit with Long­ing which doth be the es­sen­tial pang of Memory. And so, may­hap, you to have gone with me; for you to have also strange thoughts that do come out of the years, and do hurt the heart, even whilst that the heart doth hun­ger of that which doth so pain. Yet, truly, Mine Own did be now with me, as you do know so that I had joy all about my heart; yet did all the years of my lost de­lights and of my pain, be in the spaces of my memory, and Mine Own now to have stirred all; so that no words that did be ever shaped of man should help me to have ease in speech.

			And Mine Own Maid to know how it did be with me; and she to have said the thing, scarce wot­ting, even as her spir­it did set it through her lips; and she be­fore then to have for­got so ut­ter as I; and now she to be stirred like­wise with me; so that, in ver­ity, we to hold hands in the great Dark­ness upon the Slope, and to wait till the pain and strange trouble did go some­what from our hearts; and we to have power again to know truly that we did be again to­geth­er in sweet ver­ity, after a mighty Etern­ity.

			And thus did we go, and even in that strange Night to have an ever­last­ing com­ing to­geth­er; so that surely our two spir­its to be nigh made one, some­wise; and this to be that sweet and holy thing which I do name Love; and it to be my glory and As­ton­ish­ment that Love hath come un­to me. And with you that have love, I am as a Broth­er in holy de­light; but with all that have not known Love, or to have missed Love, I am a Mourn­er, and my heart to pray that they to know this Won­der, ere they die; for else shall they die so green and bit­ter as they be born, and to have grown no­wise un­to Ripe­ness, which doth be Char­ity—the end of life and the Crown of Hu­man­ity.

			And surely I to go for­ward again now with my telling. And you to know that on the eighth day upon the Slope, about the end of the ninth hour, there to be an up­ward seem­ing of light, afar be­fore us in the Dark­ness, and did show as a dull and vague sheen above us in the night. And truly, I to know that we did be come at last a-near un­to the Night Land.

			And we went up­ward then very eager through the dark; and the dim shine did grow, ever; so that we soon to see it very plain, as a loom­ing of light afar up­ward. And we ever to climb and to go on­ward. And lo! in the four­teenth hour of that day, we came up slowly out of the Night upon the Slope, and stood at the end­ing of that strange road Where the Si­lent Ones Walk.

			And surely it did be as that I was come home, and to have set my feet again upon fa­mil­i­ar Lands; and this to bring to you how far off I did seem to have gone; and now to be come again to a Known Place.

			And we went up­ward upon the Road, un­til that we did truly have topt the Slope, and at last to look out over all the won­der and mys­tery of that Land. And I nev­er to be rid of the ut­ter glad­ness of know­ing that I was come there again, after so strange a jour­ney, and that Mine Own had I brought with me, out of all the un­known world. Yet, truly, I also nev­er to have for­get­ting that this fa­mil­i­ar Land of Strange­ness did be the last test and the greatest dread­ful­ness of our jour­ney; and anxious­ness did hang upon me; for I now to have to take the pre­cious­ness of Mine Own among and bey­ond all that Danger of Hor­rid Forces and of Mon­strous Things and Beast Men, and the like.

			And truly, I did be like to trouble.

			And, in ver­ity, I did stare with a fierce eager­ness un­to the far-off place in the middle part of the Night Land, where did be the Mighty Pyr­am­id; and surely it there to shine in the midst of the land, and did be mine Home, where nev­er had I dared hope I should re­turn. And I set mine arm very swift and eager about the Maid, and poin­ted, so that she see quickly the won­der and safe Migh­ti­ness of that which did be our Refuge for all our life to come, if but that we to win un­to it. And the Maid to look with a great and earn­est sober­ness and a lovely glad­ness and ut­ter soul and heart in­terest, un­to that Place that bare me, and where I to have come from, and now to take her.

			And long and long she lookt; and sud­den came round un­to me, and set her arms quick about my neck, and burst un­to a strange and happy weep­ing. And I to hold her gentle to me, and let her cry very nat­ur­al, un­til that she was some­thing un­pent.

			And lo! when that she was eased, she to stand close be­side me, and to look again un­to the Mighty Pyr­am­id; and af­ter­ward, as she to steady, she to ask an hun­dred ques­tions, so ut­ter eager and so to thrill with joy and ex­cite­ment, as that she did be a glad child. And an hun­dred ques­tions I answered, and showed her new things and Won­ders un­coun­ted.

			And of all strange­ness that she then to see, there did none so to shake her in the spir­it with ter­ror as did that dread­ful and Hor­rid House, which did be the House of Si­lence. And it was as that her very be­ing did know and be re­pulsed of some Hor­ror that did con­cern and be in that House; so that she to want to hide in the bushes that did be anigh to the Road; and truly, I to think this wise, and to re­mem­ber and to be ware sud­denly that we did be in­deed come now in­to the Power of Mon­stros­ity which did be ut­ter and forever abroad in that Land.

			And surely, we went then in among the bushes that did grow clumpt upon the side of the Road, as you to re­mem­ber; and af­ter­ward, I calmed this new fear that had come so quick upon Mine Own; and she then to peer forth with me from the bushes, and to have re­newed sight over the Land.

			And the House of Si­lence to stand upon that low hill of which you do know; and did not be a very great way off, some­wise to­ward the right. Yet, as you shall have re­mem­ber­ing, it did take me some long and bit­ter hours upon mine out­ward way, ere I did be come from un­der the shad­ow of it, as we do say, un­to the top-part of the Mighty Slope.

			But this to have been in the main, be­cause of the ut­ter care that I did need to bring me safe past the House; for I to have gone long and weary upon my hands and knees among the bushes, as you re­mem­ber; and oft to pause, and to be so still as Death, lest that the Power of the House to have be­come aware of my passing. And truly, we to need again so ut­ter a care, when that we make to go past, un­to our Mighty Home; and this to be heavy upon my heart, and I to be in the same mo­ment anxious that we have haste to the tri­al, and yet very will­ing, if it might be, that we not make it forever.

			And, in­deed, after that we had peered a good while from the bushes, I to con­sider that we do well to eat now, and af­ter­ward to have a safe place for our slum­ber, so that we go fresh to the hor­rid dangers and dread­ful­ness that did be be­fore us upon our way.

			And we then to look about, and soon to find a great boulder that did be set with the bushes. And we made our place for sleep against the boulder, and the bushes went all around, so that we did be com­plete hid.

			And, in ver­ity, we to be very cold, as we had been those two past days, whilst that we made to­ward the top of the Mighty Slope. And now we to have the full chill of the Night Land, and did be very glad to have the cloak, so that we eat and drank whilst that we sat to­geth­er, and the cloak round us. And af­ter­ward, the Maid set the cloak about us for our sleep; and we then to kiss very sober, and I with anxious­ness in the heart; but she with less, be­cause she to have rest in me.

			And so we lay down to our sleep, and the Diskos ready in my hand; and my spir­it wake­ful against any ter­ror that should come anigh to us in our slum­ber; and the Maid I warned to be like­wise wary.

			And surely we slept and waked, and there had gone eight good hours, and naught was come anigh to us to harm us. And we eat and drank, and did hark oft, and lookt out from among the bushes; but there did be naught abroad to set dread upon our spir­its; and so we did be more con­tent, and well rest and a-ready for the fur­ther jour­ney­ing.

			Now I had the Maid to wear the cloak, be­cause of the chill of the Land; but she in the first to re­fuse, save I also to have it in my turn; but truly, I did feel that it should smoth­er me, and that I need all my free­dom of my body, lest there come any thing sud­den upon us; and all this I showed Mine Own, and also that we should have weary work, and to creep much, so that I should be warm by my la­bour of go­ing, and she like­wise, may­hap. And she then to con­sent, be­cause she saw that I did be earn­est and to burn with anxious­ness; yet had me to prom­ise that I take the cloak, if that the chill of the Land gat me any­wise bit­ter.

			Now we made a pause, when that we have our gear upon us, and we lookt well out over the Land; and surely al­way our eyes did gaze in the end­ing upon that far Won­der of Light and Safe­ness, which did be the Mighty Pyr­am­id; and I to be nev­er ceased from telling Mine Own this thing and that thing con­cern­ing the Great Refuge; and she to be con­stant stunned un­to si­lence and de­light of won­der, and anon shaken un­to a mul­ti­tude of ques­tion­ings, so that truly we did be as that we nev­er to have done mak­ing known one un­to the oth­er.

			Now, as you have know­ledge, the House of Si­lence stood upon a low hill, and the Road did bend about the bot­tom of the hill; and this way did I come, when that I was on mine out­ward way.

			Yet now there to be a new plan of jour­ney­ing come in­to my mind; for, as you do re­mem­ber, I did take some­wise of el­ev­en great days from the Pyr­am­id un­to the top-part of the Mighty Slope, be­cause that I had gone di­versely and round about to the North-West of the Plain of Blue Fire.

			And surely, as now I lookt, it did seem that we should try a short pas­sage, and thereby be come free out of all danger in but a space of four or five days, if only we to suc­ceed. And I stood a good while very husht and anxious, and did con­sider this new way, and did presently point it out to the Maid, how that we saw the Mighty Re­doubt straight to the back of the low hill where stood the House of Si­lence, and may­hap we might chance to find a safe go­ing that way, and that I did pon­der that­wise. For, in­deed, as you do know, we must go nigh past the House, even did we re­turn by the long jour­ney­ing, and this to be be­cause that the bushes did make a cov­er only near to the Road, and all to be a coun­try of bare rock bey­ond the bushes on that side of the Road, which did be to the North and West.

			Now, presently, I had formed my in­ten­tion re­gard­ing our way, and told all to Mine Own, and how that we to have al­way an ut­ter cau­tion; and the danger I made so plain to her as I did know it, and she then to be­ware in her heart the need there to be of care and wise­ness forever, as we did go. And we then to make for­ward in­to the Night Land, and to be gone from the top-part of that great deep, in which there to be hid strange lands, as you do know. And surely, it to be like that none should ever to go that way again for an etern­ity, or maybe forever.

			And so went we for­ward, with a new cau­tion.

			And we came out from among the bushes upon the North-West of the Road, and crost un­to the East­ward side; and here the bushes to grow very plen­ti­ful, so that I led on with a cheer­ful­ness of hope with­in my heart. And al­way I went so far to the South-East as the bushes would give us their cov­er, and this way I made that we should scarce to pass with­in a great mile of the dread and hor­rid House; though, in ver­ity, this to be most dread­ful close.

			And we walked then for six hours, and went some­times creep­ing, and oft sto­opt, and ever with a great cau­tion.

			And in the sixth hour we made a rest, and eat and drank, and af­ter­ward went for­ward again.

			And in the tenth hour were we come some­thing nigh un­to the House; for truly, we to be off from the Road Where the Si­lent Ones Walk, and so to go more straightly, and al­way to save dis­tance. And we kept so far out­ward from the House as we might; but could pass it not more than a great mile off, be­cause that the bushes did have their mar­gin near upon our left, as we went; and there to be bar­en­ness of rock bey­ond; and fire-holes in this part and that amid the stark­ness of the rocky spaces, that should be like to show us very plain, if that we came out­ward from the bushes.

			And moreover, there went up­ward in­to the ever­last­ing night one of those Towers of Si­lence, which did be in this part and that part of the land, and were thought to hold Strange Watch­ers. And the Tower stood great and mon­strous afar off in the midst of the na­ked rocks, show­ing very grey and dim, save when the flare of some great fire did beat up­ward in the Land, and sent huge and mon­strous lights upon it. And we to have need al­way now to re­mem­ber this Tower, and to keep the more so to the sheltered hid­ing of the bushes. Yet, in ver­ity, we to have little thought of aught, save of the grim and threat­en­ing ter­ror and mon­strous­ness which did stand forever upon that low hill, and did be the House of Si­lence.

			And in the el­ev­enth hour, we did go creep­ing from bush un­to bush, and did be as shad­ows that went in the mixt grey­ness and odd shin­ings of that Land. And the grim and dread­ful House did be now un­to our right, and did loom huge and ut­ter si­lent above us in the night. And the lights of the House did shine stead­fast and death­less with a noise­less shin­ing, as that they shone out of the quiet of some drear and un­nat­ur­al Etern­ity. And there did a seem­ing of Un­ho­li­ness to brood in the air, and a sense of all and deathly Know­ledge; so that, surely, our hid­ing did seem but a fu­tile thing un­to our spir­its; for it was to us as that we did be watched quiet and al­way by a Power, as we slipt gentle from bush un­to bush.

			And when the twelfth hour did be nigh, we to be­gin to draw clear of the House; and surely there to come some­what of ease in­to my brain and heart; for it did be as that we should come clear of all harm.

			And I turned to the Maid, that I whis­per gentle and lov­ing en­cour­age­ment un­to her. And lo! in that mo­ment, Mine Own gave out a sud­den low sob­bing, and was gone still upon the earth. And, truly, my heart did seem to die in me; for I knew that there did be dir­ec­ted a Force out of the House of Si­lence, which did be aimed un­to the Spir­it of Mine Own Maid. And I caught the Maid in­stant in­to mine arms, and I set my body between her body and the dread­ness of the House; and surely, my spir­it to per­ceive that there beat out at her a dread­ful Force, which did have in it an ut­ter Si­lence and a bleak­ness of Des­ol­a­tion. And lo! I saw in a mo­ment that the Force had no power to slay me; but did surely make to slay the Maid. And I set my Spir­it and my Will about her, for a shield, if this might be, and I had her to mine arms as that she did be mine own babe.

			And I stood up­right, for there did be no more use to hide; and I knew that I must walk forever un­til that I have Mine Own to the Shel­ter of the Mighty Refuge, or to walk un­til I die; for only with speed might I save her from the dread and hor­rid Malice of that Force.

			And I set free the Diskos from my hip, and had it in mine arms be­side the Maid, and I strode for­ward out of the bushes, and put forth my strength that I jour­ney with an ut­ter speed. And ever my Spir­it did know of that mon­strous Force which did be dir­ect upon us, to the De­struc­tion of Mine Own Maid.

			And odd whiles, as I walkt, I called Mine Own by her olden love name, and by the new name of Naani; but nev­er did she move or seem even that she lived; and surely my heart sickened with­in me with a mighty des­pair, so that a con­stant mad­ness did be­gin to thrill in me and to make me some­thing mon­strous in strength, with my fierce agony and in­tent­ness to save. And one hope only had I, that I bring her yet liv­ing in­to the Shel­ter of the Mighty Refuge; and so, swift, to the care of the Doc­tors.

			And lo! I did strive to be wise in my des­pair; for I made a quick halt­ing soon, and I warmed a broth of the tab­lets and wa­ter upon a hot rock, and strove that I set some of the broth between the closed lips of Mine Own Maid; yet did it be use­less, as I to have known be­fore in my heart. And al­way I kept my body and my Will and my Spir­it and my Love between the Maid and the dread­ful­ness of the House. And I made some of the wa­ter, and dasht it upon the face of Mine Own, and I chafed her hands; but truly it to have no use; neither did I truly to think it should be like to.

			And I wiped her face then, and harked to her dear heart; and surely it did beat, very slow and husht. And af­ter­ward, I wrapt her in the cloak.

			And I forced my­self then that I eat some of the tab­lets, and I drank a great lot of the wa­ter, for a fever did seem to burn in me, and moreover I to mean that I lack not for strength to my task.

			And I set my gear upon me very speedy, and I lif­ted Mine Own Be­loved, that did be now so husht, that once had been so merry and dearly naughty. And surely, I nigh choked as the thought up­rase in me; but I set it back, and did but go the more furi­ous. And surely no man did ever go so fast and con­stant upon his feet, through an etern­ity; for I was come again to my strength, and there did be a mad­ness of in­ten­tion and des­pair upon me; and I went on forever.

			And at each sixth hour when I stopt very brief to eat and to drink, I made to bring Mine Own to her senses; yet she nev­er to come, and al­way her heart to grow the more feeble; so that in the end I did ut­ter fear to hark; and did but set food and drink in­to me, and on­ward again with an ut­ter fierce­ness.

			And why there came not any Sweet Power of Good­ness to help me in my strait, I nev­er to know; but did call des­per­ate upon all Good things to aid me, as I went, to save Mine Own. But there naught to come; so that I had grown in­to curs­ings, but that I did not to lose my wis­dom to any use­less fool­ish­ness. And al­way, as I went, I to see the Land blindly, and oft vague and grey as that I did look at naught real, and again with strange flash­ings of light, and the glare of fires; and anon to see the Land as it did be, and all odd whiles to have now to me the feel of a dread and mon­strous dream­ing.

			And surely I sped forever through the dread­ful hours, and went neither to the right nor to the left, neither did I strive to hide in the bushes nor to evade aught, for I knew that the Maid died slowly in mine arms, and there to be no more gain in life, save by speed, that I have her swift to the Mighty Pyr­am­id to the care of the Doc­tors. And a great and des­pair­ing mad­ness grew ever with­in me.

			And thrice I to have a vague memory that there came creatures at me, from the dark of the Land; but surely I slew them with the Diskos, and have no re­mem­ber­ing there­of, only that mine an­ger did boil in me, and I to know once that the Diskos did run blood in my hand.

			And lo! there to come sud­den un­to my spir­it the know­ledge that the æth­er of the world did be stirred. And, in­deed, I did be surely sighted by the great Mil­lions of the Mighty Pyr­am­id. And they to have seen me come for­ward in­to the sight of the spy-glasses, and that I did bring a maid in mine arms out of all the night of the world.

			And truly, as I did after learn, the dear Mas­ter Mon­struwacan had dis­covered me great hours be­fore; for there had been a stead­fast watch kept in the Tower of Ob­ser­va­tion for my re­turn­ing, if that ever I should re­turn; and the might of the Great Spy-Glass had shown me plain a good while gone, and that I did carry some­what, that was surely the maid that I did go to find. Yet had the Mas­ter giv­en an or­der that no word be set abroad to the Peoples, of this dis­cov­er­ing, lest that the emo­tions of the Mil­lions to tell over­much un­to the evil Powers of the Land. But now had the Mil­lions also come un­to know­ledge; for many had ceased not to watch through their spy-glasses, and the news to travel very speedy through the cit­ies; and surely now there did be a con­stant spir­itu­al noise in the night, to be heard only of the Spir­it, yet to suf­fice to wake and to warn all that Land.

			And truly, as I after to learn, the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan did know by the in­stru­ments that there came a force out of the House of Si­lence, and this to trouble him greatly; so that he set the word through the Pyr­am­id, by the Hour-Slips, that all the Peoples strive to con­tain their emo­tion, lest they bring an Harm and a De­struc­tion upon me, by warn­ing the Land with the great­ness of their feel­ings.

			Yet, in ver­ily, this did be use­less; for the Peoples did be very hu­man, and could no­wise check their glad­ness and great won­der and ex­cite­ment; for it was to them so great a won­der al­most as we should suf­fer if that a man in this Age should go bey­ond Death in search of his Be­loved; and af­ter­ward to come back­ward un­to the Liv­ing; and, surely, in such case, how mighty should be our amazement; and this to be some­wise how they did be; yet with it also a sweet and nat­ur­al glad­ness and strong wel­com­ing, which doth be the true beat of the Hu­man Heart un­to the Wan­der­er.

			And presently, and through all the time that I came for­ward across the Land, there did be may­haps an hun­dred mil­lion that did nev­er cease to watch me from the em­bras­ures, from the View-Tables, and from all vant­ages. Yet, for a long while, only they which pos­sessed strong spy­ing-glasses did be abled to see me truly, for I was a great way off.

			And mil­lions did but stare vainly un­to that part where I was said to be; and the Hour-Slips to come out four times in the hour, and to tell aught that did be known. And so shall you per­ceive that Hu­man­ity did but have grown the more Hu­man.

			And, in ver­ity, I went for­ward with all my strength, and did drive heed­less through the miles and the night, and scarce con­scious of aught, be­cause of the aching mad­ness of des­pair that did grow ever with­in me; for I knew that Mine Own Maid died al­way in mine arms, as I did carry her.

			And later, a mon­strous space of hours it to seem, I knew that I was come to that part of the Road, where it did bend some­what un­to the Vale of Red Fire; and this did be some­thing anigh to that wil­der­ness where the Youths did fight with the gi­ant-men.

			And I came over the Road, and urged my body ut­ter furi­ous across the Land. And, surely, in that mo­ment when I cross the Road, great num­bers of the Mil­lions did see me, that had not seen be­fore. And there went a shak­ing in the æth­er of the World, be­cause of the sud­den emo­tion of so mighty a Mul­ti­tude; and lo! it did be as that in that mo­ment the Land was at last waked; for there came from far away un­to the East­ward, a faint and dread­ful laughter, as that a mon­strous Be­ing laught un­to It­self in some lost and dread­ful coun­try. And the Laughter passed over the Land, and did echo strangely, as it did seem, in this part and that part, and presently to go rolling round in the far and hid West Lands, and to be as that it wandered awhile amid the far moun­tains of the Out­er Lands, and was presently lost from my hear­ing.

			And my heart chilled a little maybe; but yet did I not care over-much; for I to lack all if that I lackt Death, if that I not to be giv­en power to save Mine Own. Yet did I make a little pause, so that I gat the knife from the belt of the Maid, and did also to bare the Cap­sule; for if that there came a De­struc­tion upon us, I to make in­stant sure that Mine Own Maid be safe un­to death, and I then to go quickly with the Cap­sule.

			And af­ter­ward I again upon my way.

			And ever upon each sixth hour I did stop that I eat and drink, and did on­ward again, even as a ma­chine; for I com­manded my­self to this duty of victu­al, that I lack not my strength un­to the sav­ing of the Maid. Yet, truly, I did seem to choke al­way as I strove with the tab­lets.

			And lo! ever as I went for­ward did the Land awake; and my spir­it to know that Great Forces did be abroad, rest­less. And the Mon­sters to be­gin wild roam­ings, be­cause that they also to know of the Un­rest that did be come in­to the Land. And there to go presently odd roar­ings across the Land, from night un­to night. And I to go for­ward the more des­per­ate, and to step neither to the right nor to the left; but to make dir­ect un­to my Mighty Home.

			And the Vale of Red Fire did be soon afar off un­to my right, and the bulk of the Watch­er of the North-East to be some­wise un­to my left, be­fore me; and the great back to be to­ward me. And truly, I lookt at the Brute-Force, and it did be as that I drew nigh un­to a Moun­tain of Watch­ful­ness; and above it in the ever­last­ing night did be the blue shin­ing of the lu­min­ous ring, and the ring shed a light down­ward over the Mon­ster-Force; and the shoulders did be huge and humpt, even as two small hills, and it lookt forever from me through etern­ity un­to the Pyr­am­id. And this to be plain, though I did be a great way off from it.

			And sud­den, as I went, there came Some­what out of a bush un­to my left, and rose up at me, very long and tall; and surely it did be some kind of a man, and came at me. And my fury and my des­pair came in­ward upon me in a mo­ment, so that I troubled not to set down the Maid, but leaped at the thing, where it did be yet half hid in the dark. And lo! it died in pieces, and the Diskos did roar to con­tent my heart an in­stant. And I then on­ward again the more sav­age, so that my heart did be a dread­ful thing with­in me.

			And a great while I went then, and do have a vague re­mem­ber­ing that this time and that there came things at me from out of the dark; but surely they to have died very speedy, that I not to re­mem­ber more.

			And the hours did pass in spaces of time that did be made of ter­ror and numb­ness and an ut­ter and ever­grow­ing fury of des­pair. And I did be at last as that I did burn in­ward with a grim and dread­ful en­ergy, and to seem to grow the less tired, and to come over the Land with a stronger ease and some­what as that I did de­sire things to come un­to me, that I have some­thing to ease my heart; for lo! Mine Own Maid did be dy­ing in mine arms as I car­ried her; and I to be in a bleak and sickened dread, so that I lacked all cour­age now to listen un­to her heart, as I have told; and went burn­ing, and dry and hot in the eyes.

			And ever there soun­ded the roar­ings across the Land; and there did be ad­ded presently lower and more hor­rid and dread noises. And later I heard a far thud­ding of the earth; and in a little there went past me a great Man, run­ning so heavy that he did make a shak­ing as he past me; yet, in ver­ity, by a sweet mercy, he saw me not, and was gone on­ward in a mo­ment and lost ut­ter in­to the night. And the æth­er of the world to be full of the trouble of the Peoples, as the Man past me; and af­ter­ward there to be a stir­ring of glad thank­ful­ness. And truly, al­way my spir­it did know strangely as in a dream, that the Mil­lions set their sym­pathy and pity and help about me, and did girt me about with Hu­man love and with en­cour­age­ment and with up­lif­ted thoughts. Yet, in ver­ity, did all be as wa­ter be­side the fierce wine of my love and des­pair, which did urge me on­ward in a nat­ur­al lack­ing of all dread, save for Mine Own. And truly this doth be the way of Love, and shall make fear­less the heart of the weak­est. And there to be pray­ers in the night, and all the æth­er to be surged with the spir­itu­al trouble and call­ings and cry­ings of the Mil­lions; so that, in­deed, if that my spir­it so to hear these things, it to be con­ceived that these do pass out­ward in­to the Ever­last­ing, and to break upon the Shore of Etern­ity in an an­guish, even as a vis­ible foam of sup­plic­a­tion.

			And surely the unity of love of the Mil­lions did make a nat­ur­al Force about me; for, in ver­ity, the Force that did come from the House to seem to be some­what eased from the Maid; yet there to be no surety in this; for all did be des­per­a­tion and tur­moil in my heart, and I to have but one thought in my brain, that I bring Mine Own swift across the Land un­to the Mighty Pyr­am­id, and so un­to the Doc­tors.

			And lo! there stole presently from afar the deep and dread­ful bay­ing of the Hounds; so that I knew we did be surely dead, save that a mir­acle should hap­pen. And I askt in my heart in a fierce and mad fash­ion why that they did not to rig one of the olden shoot­ing weapons, that they shoot from the Pyr­am­id, and so to give me some aid in mine ex­tremity.

			And be­hold, even as I did be so bit­ter, there went afar up­ward in the ever­last­ing night, where did shine the Last Light, the sharp flash­ings of the Set Speech; and I did warm in my heart a little with hope; for the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan did see that I was now all dis­covered, and there to be no more use for si­lence, and did speak straight and help­ful un­to me. And I made to read the Set Speech, but mine eyes had been mad and near blinded with lost hope. But in a mo­ment I saw clear. And be­hold, the dear Mas­ter Mon­struwacan bid me to keep good my cour­age, for that they did have made ready three of the olden weapons; and moreover, they to save me, even if that they have to turn loose the Earth-Cur­rent over the Land. And he com­men­ded me with Hon­our, and that I strive for­ward yet a little while; for that an Hun­dred Thou­sand Men did be Pre­pared, and did even then go down­ward in their ar­mour by the Lifts.

			And surely, as you shall think, my heart eased a little in me, and there burned some­what of a hope in my spir­it that I yet to bring Mine Own un­to the Doc­tors, ere it be too late.

			And the bay­ing of the Hounds did grow near­er in the night; and there to grow ever the roar­ings over the Land; and a sense of Evil and mon­strous­ness to be abroad in all the night.

			And lo! I to have come by this so that the Watch­er of the North-East did be back­ward upon my left; and I lookt keen and fear­ful now at the Mon­ster-Force; and be­hold, the great bell-ear did quiver con­tinu­ally, so that I saw the Mon­ster made some­what known un­to all the Land. And the Mon­ster did look as ever, un­to the Pyr­am­id; and did be a great and si­lent Hill of Life that did lean to­ward the Pyr­am­id; and the light from the Ring came down­ward upon the mon­strous hide, which did be set in vast folds and wrinkles upon it. And the Mon­ster to know of me; yet nev­er to move, neither to show life, save that the ear did quiver so hor­ridly.

			And I knew that they made some great pre­par­a­tion in the Pyr­am­id for our de­fence; for all the night did be­gin now to shake and to quiver with the mighty beat of the Earth-Cur­rent.

		
	
		
			
				XVI

				In the Coun­try of Si­lence

			
			And lo! I did be come some­thing nigh un­to the Mighty Pyr­am­id; and my great Home went up vast in­to the ever­last­ing night, as a very Moun­tain of sweet Life and Safety, and had surely amazed me afresh with the ut­ter Big­ness of it, only that des­pair and wear­i­ness did have too grim an hold upon my heart for me to care of aught, save to have Mine Own Maid with­in the safe won­der of the huge Refuge. And it did be still afar off from me.

			And I to go for­ward across the Land with a strong go­ing; and lo! as I past a hol­low place where did burn a fire-hole, there came some­thing out of the hol­low. And the thing gat up­ward from crawl­ing, and did be a great and haired Man. And the Man lookt at me, and af­ter­ward came un­to me, and did put his hands for­ward, very eager, as he came. And I did see the hands plain in the light from the fire-hole, and the hands were mon­strous, and did be armed bru­tish with hor­rid claws, so that the Man should have been able to rip aught, even as a wild beast.

			And I put Mine Own very swift to the earth; and surely, I cared not for life or aught; for this thing did make to delay me, and I to be fierce with des­pair that aught should halt me. And lo! I leaped very furi­ous and with cold an­ger at the gi­ant; and I smote at the mon­strous brute; but he un­to the side in an in­stant of time, and so es­caped the blow. And he flung forth his mon­strous arm out of the half-dark of a shad­ow that did be cast by the dance of the fire-hole, and caught my head-piece and pluckt it from me so strong and bru­tish that he cast me nigh a dozen feet on to my back. Yet I was not harmed in the life, but only sore shaked and bruised; and I to be up in a mo­ment, and came in upon the gi­ant, and the Diskos did roar and blaze in my hands as I swung the weapon. And I gat the gi­ant above the middle part, and the Diskos did glut it­self, and went through the gi­ant as that he did be naught, though so huge and mon­strous and girt with strength. And he to have surely turned his shoulders as he died; for the up­per part of the gi­ant-man went hor­rid to the earth, and the legs and the trunk stood plain in the light of the fire-hole, and the blood went up­ward as a foun­tain in the night.

			And I made no pause, but leaped un­to the Maid, and had her in a mo­ment to mine arms, and on­ward again past that dead thing, that did only then to fall with an hor­rid sound. And surely the night did be full of an as­ton­ish­ment and up­lif­ted­ness of the Mil­lions, so that their spir­itu­al cry­ings did go all about me, and did tell me that they had per­ceived this thing, and did cast their love and de­light un­to me, and a vast ex­cite­ment to be upon them.

			And lo! I scarce to have gone a great mile more, but there came two vague things out of a dark place, where cer­tain rocks did up­stand; and I smote them with the Diskos, and went on­ward; but what they did be, I nev­er to know.

			And surely, after that, I did seem to go smit­ing forever; for there to come, time and oft, strange things out from the bushes and the rocks, as that all the Land did be a-crawl with foul and mon­strous life, and I to go smit­ing, as in a dream, and to speed for­ward ever with a more fierce des­pair; for surely the end of our lives did be come, and I not to be giv­en power to save Mine Own Maid.

			And all the Land did be full of grim and mon­strous roar­ings, and odd-wise lower sounds, very deadly. And once I did hear the noise of gi­ants run­ning. And all the night to be Evil. And, in ver­ity, how I did not be slain by some dread Force, I not to know, un­less that I did be burned free of all weak­ness that an Evil Power should have chance to harm me through; for, in­deed, I had been dealt a bit­ter train­ing a mon­strous time.

			And lo! there to be again the deep and dread­ful bay­ing of the Night-Hounds un­to the South-East, and to be near­er; and I to know now that no strength of mine should serve to pro­tect Mine Own.

			And lo! from the up­ward­ness of the night, where did be the Last Light, there sud­den to come down­ward a strange blue flash, that smote down­ward in­to the Land un­to the South-East. And again the flash to come, and may­hap a score times after; and there to come down out of the height a pe­cu­li­ar crack­ling sound, that did be less than the thun­der of this age, yet more loud than any oth­er sound that you ever to hear. And lo! I knew that the Hu­mans did be­gin to fight for me, that I bring Mine Own safe un­to Home.

			And be­hold! it did be as that all the wake­ful­ness of the Land that had been, did be but as sleep, be­side the wake­ful­ness that now to come; for surely the Night now to seem to rock with the roar­ings of the Mon­sters, and with the be-stir­ring of Great Forces. And ever there to go over the Land the yowl­ing of that strange and dread­ful Laughter, which did come from that hid Coun­try in the night of the lost East.

			And lo! there arose con­stant now the hoarse and dread­ful bay­ings of the Hounds, and made known that a mighty pack did be out. And they to seem to be no more, maybe, than a good mile un­to the South-East; and I to be all alone, save for the dy­ing Maid that I held in mine arms. And I lookt vainly and with des­pair for the Hun­dred Thou­sand that did be Pre­pared, and had come down­ward, as you do know, un­to mine aid. But truly, there did be naught to see any­wheres, save the strange lights and shad­ows of the Land; and the move­ment of mon­strous life in this place and that place. And the Hounds to come near­er with every mo­ment of time; so that in­deed, I knew that death did be very nigh.

			And I ceased not from my stride; but went for­ward, and did be­gin to run; for the Pyr­am­id was not a huge way off in the night; and the shine of the Circle about it, to be plain seen, save here and there, where it did be hid strangely. And I to have a des­pair­ing hope that I come yet with Mine Own in­to the safety of the Circle.

			And the bay­ing of the Hounds to come ever the more near; and surely it did be a doubly hideous bit­ter thing that I lose My Dear One, so nigh un­to Home; and the great Moun­tain of my Home to go up­ward be­fore me in­to the night, and to seem so near that surely I did be al­most there; but yet, may­hap, two great miles off, even then. And, be­hold, I called out in vain des­pair and to no end, why that none come to give me aid in this ex­tremity; for the Hounds did bay now but the half of a great mile, upon my left, and did surely have scent of me, by the way of their dread­ful bay­ing.

			And, truly, the Mil­lions to have an an­guish of sym­pathy for me; for the spir­itu­al noise of their emo­tion did be plain un­to my spir­it; and they surely to have seen and to have in­ter­preted the way that I did look about me and ap­pear to call out in des­pair; for there came all about me in a mo­ment the com­pan­ion­ing of a great and sweet spir­itu­al force, which did be bred of their quick go­ing with me in their un­der­stand­ing and love; and they to have per­ceived how that I did be un­to the end of hope; and the Hounds to be al­most upon me.

			And in this mo­ment, there came afresh to my hear­ing the shak­ing beat of the Earth-Cur­rent; so that I knew the Hu­mans to take des­per­ate means to save. And there came to my view a vast pack of the Hounds un­to my left, and they came run­ning at a great pace, and their heads did be low, and they to be so great as horses; and seen plain, and again in shad­ow, all in the same mo­ment, as they did come.

			And, in ver­ity, I knew that we two to be dead in­deed ere a minute be gone, if that the Hu­mans not to haste. And I stood where I did be; for there was no more use to run; and I lookt from the Hounds un­to the Mighty Pyr­am­id, and again to the Hounds. And again I lookt with my hope gone, un­to the Pyr­am­id; for the Hounds did be scarce two hun­dred fathoms off from me; and there did be hun­dreds of the mighty beasts. And lo! even as I lookt that last time un­to the Pyr­am­id, there brake out a mon­strous burst­ing flame, that did rush down­ward from the Sealed lower part of the Mighty Pyr­am­id. And the flame smote down­ward upon the Land where the Hounds did run, and all the Night to be lost from my sight in the bright­ness and strange­ness of that mighty flame; so that I saw no more the Pyr­am­id, or aught; but only the shin­ing and dread­ful glory of that flame. And the Flame made a blast in the Night, and a hot­ness that did seem to with­er me, even where I did be from it. And I per­ceived that the Hu­mans had truly turned loose the Earth-Cur­rent upon the Hounds, that I be saved. And there went a con­stant great thun­der­ing over the Land, be­cause that the Earth-Force did rend and split the air, and did tear up the earth. And the roar­ing of the Mon­sters did be husht and lost in that mighty sound; and I to see no place where the Hounds did be; but only flames and broken lands where the Earth-Force did strike; and great rocks did be hurled all whith­ers, with a vast noise; and truly it did be a mercy that I was not slain an hun­dred times, if this might be, by the fail­ings and burst­ings of great rocks and boulders.

			And lo! in a mo­ment the Hu­mans did cut off the Earth-Force, and had it again to their con­trol. And there to seem now a great si­lence upon the Land, and an ut­ter dark; save that flames and noise came from that part where the Cur­rent did strike. And I very speedy to come free of the dazed­ness that had me, and made again to my run­ning; for, in truth, it to seem now that I should yet be let to win un­to safety with Mine Own.

			And mine eyes did grow presently un­to their ac­cus­tomed us­ing; and I to look all ways about me, lest there come some­what upon me even then to work our deaths. And for a good time there to be naught that I did see any­wheres, neither there to be the wake­ful sounds of the Land, save only the grim and hor­rid Laughter from afar in the dead East.

			And oft as I did run, I to stare hungry hearted up­ward at the Mighty Pyr­am­id; and surely it al­way now to seem to be less bright than be­fore. And in the first, I to set this to the count that mine eyes did be yet dazed by the great Flame of the Earth-Force; but soon I to per­ceive that it did be oth­er­wise; and that there did be truly a less bright­ness of the light that did shine through­out all the Mighty Re­doubt. And this lack I con­ceived had ow­ing to that great us­ing of the force and power of the Earth-Cur­rent that had been loosed to save us. And I to have this new thing cold upon my heart; for, truly, if that the Force of the Cur­rent to be made over low, there to be a danger for all the Hu­mans that did live, even for all the great Mil­lions of the Mighty Refuge. And this, did be surely known by the Mas­ters; and they to have no more power to aid me with the Cur­rent, un­til it flow strong again, lest that they des­troy all the Peoples of the Earth. And all this to be plain to me in a mo­ment, as I ran; and I to be but the more des­per­ate to come un­to in­stant safety with the Maid.

			And surely, I to be yet in ex­pect­ing of the Hun­dred Thou­sand to come un­to me; but they not to come. And all about me the Land to be­gin again to give out the noises of the Mon­sters; and to send forth new and pe­cu­li­ar noises, as that there did be more awaked in the Land than did be ever heard by me be­fore. And presently, I saw that there went liv­ing things, creep­ing, between me and the light of the Circle. And I to know that I yet to have to fight bit­ter, if that I would bring the Maid safe. And I swung the Diskos free, and ran on.

			And sud­den my Spir­it to know that I did be warned of some new per­il; and I to look up­ward in­to the night, that the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan should may­hap to tell me the danger, by the Set Speech. But, in truth, there came not the quick flash­ings of the Set Speech; but only an up­ward still­ness, and a dim­ness of the lights of the Mighty Pyr­am­id. And af­ter­ward, I to learn that the dear Mas­ter Mon­struwacan made to warn me of danger; but that all the in­stru­ments of the Tower of Ob­ser­va­tion to fail to work, and like­wise all the ma­chinery of the Pyr­am­id to cease, even un­to the mov­ing of the great lifts, and the moan of the Air Pumps; and all to have been this way for nigh a great hour, un­til that the Earth-Cur­rent did flow again more full. And surely, this doth show that Death did nigh to come un­to all the Mil­lions, be­cause of the great tri­al that did be made to save us.

			But, truly, my spir­it did be warned by the trouble of the Mil­lions, and be­cause the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan called vaguely with his brain-ele­ments; so that I went ever more war­ily, and did look all ways. And lo! sud­den I to stare above me in­to the night; and there to be a pale circle, very quiet and stead­fast that did go al­way over the twain of us. And I saw that this did be surely one of those sweet Powers of Holi­ness, that did stand between our souls and some dread Power that came anigh to work our De­struc­tion. And I to have no over-fear; but did put my trust in the Force of Holi­ness, and went for­ward, run­ning war­ily.

			And surely, I came may­hap so nigh as to with­in four hun­dred paces of the Circle; and I to think that I yet to win Mine Own safe and un­delayed with­in the guard­ing of the Circle. And the light of the Circle did burn dim; so that I had sud­den fear wheth­er that it be any more use for a Guard, un­til that the Earth-Cur­rent to come more free. And all this as I ran, swift and wary and ut­ter anxious.

			And lo! in that mo­ment in a dim place there rose up three beast-men from the earth, and came at me, growl­ing. And the first did be so close that I had no room to the Diskos; but beat in the head of the man with the haft-part. And I leaped un­to the side then, and swung the Diskos, and did be ut­ter mad, yet chill, with fury; so that the Maid did be no more than a babe in the crook of mine arm. And I came in sud­den to meet the two beast-men as they ran at me; and I cut quick and light with the great Weapon, and did have that an­ger upon me which doth make the heart a place of cold and deadly in­tent; so that I had a won­drous and bru­tal judge­ment to the slay­ing. And, truly, I slew them as that they had been no more than mice; and I had no harm, neither so much as a touch from them. And, be­hold! in that mo­ment there came a great Shout of won­der and of wel­come from with­in the Circle. And I lookt swiftly, and began again to run; for there did be men in grey ar­mour all with­in the Circle; yet came they not to mine aid.

			And lo! in a mo­ment I knew why that the Hun­dred Thou­sand did have held off from me in mine ex­tremity; for, be­hold! there did be mon­strous Black Mounds all along without of the Circle, and did rock and sway with a force of strange life that did set an hor­ror in­to my soul as I ran; for truly they did be the vis­ible signs of mon­strous Forces of Evil. And did any Hu­man have ven­tured out­ward bey­ond the Circle, then had that man been Des­troyed in the Spir­it, and lost ut­terly; so that none had dared to come; neither had it been of use if any had made them­selves to be a sac­ri­fice to aid me; for, truly, they to have been of no use, when dead, as you shall say.

			And there came a con­stant shout­ing from the Hun­dred Thou­sand to me, that I haste, and in­deed to haste. And truly I did haste with all my strength. And I lookt un­to the dear Circle of Holi­ness that did be above us twain; and it to go stead­fast over us; so that I saw we to be surely saved.

			And lo! I to be no more than an hun­dred paces now from the glow­ing of the Circle. And be­hold! even in that in­stant, there must come bru­tal things to des­troy us; for there came an herd of squat and bru­tish men all about me in a mo­ment from the shad­ows, where they had been hid. And they caught at me, and caught at the Maid to tear her from mine arm. And truly, it did be as that they surely to have suc­cess; for I could no­wise in a mo­ment free my­self, and yet to guard the Maid and to use the Diskos. And lo! I kickt with my met­al boots, and gave from them, and turned all ways in a mo­ment, and wrenched free; and I leaped back; and the herd of hor­rid brutes after me.

			And now I to have space for the Diskos, and a grim­ness in my heart; and I came round very sud­den, and ran in among the men, smit­ing. And I hit very swift both from the right and the left, and to and fro with a con­stant quick circ­ling. And the Diskos did spin and roar, and made a strange light upon the faces of the men, and they to have tusks like to the tusks of pigs. And surely I did rage through them, smit­ing. And they to strike me a thou­sand times with great stones, so that mine ar­mour rang, and was all fresh burst, and I near to sick­en un­der the blows and new wounds; but they not to harm the Maid, for I car­ried her above their squat and bru­tish reach.

			And the brute-men to seem without end. But I made al­way for­ward un­to the glow­ing of the Circle; and the night to be full in that place of the fierce shout­ings of the Hun­dred Thou­sand; and many—as I did learn—to have tried to come un­to me, but that their com­rades held them from so use­less a dy­ing.

			And, in ver­ity, I to be now scarce fifty paces from the glow­ing of the Circle; and did be nigh to fall; for I did be so ut­ter dazed and wounded with the fight, and ill with a vast wear­i­ness and the des­pair and mad­ness of my jour­ney, and moreover, as you do know, I not to have slept, but to have car­ried the Maid forever through days and nights, and to have fought oft.

			And lo! the Hun­dred Thou­sand stood just with­in the Circle, and they that were to the front did swing each man the Diskos; and they hurled each the Diskos in among the herd of the tuskt men that did make to slay me. And surely this to save me; for the herd did thin to my front; and I to gath­er my strength, and to charge with des­pair, and to smite and nev­er be ceased of smit­ing; so that there did be dead creatures all about. And be­hold! I brake through the herd, with Mine Own, and did be upon the Circle. And lo! I stept over the Circle, that did scarce now to give out a Res­ist­ance; and a thou­sand hands did come for­ward to give me help; yet did none touch me, but gave back from me; for there did be that about me which held them off, as with a little awe; for I to be strange un­to them.

			And I stood there in a great si­lence, and the Diskos in my hand ran blood to the haft. And maybe I rockt as I stood; for many again did put out their hands, as to hold me, and again drew back, and were si­lent.

			And I lookt un­to them, and they lookt back at me; and I did gasp awhile, and was strangely dazed, and did try to tell them that I had need of the Doc­tors for the Life of Mine Own Maid, that did be dy­ing in mine arms. And be­hold, in that mo­ment, there did be a sound of gi­ants run­ning, out in the night. And some then to cry out dif­fer­ent mat­ters, to aid me, and to be­ware of the gi­ants, and to bring the Doc­tors to at­tend me on the in­stant.

			And oth­er voices did call that the Holy Light was gone from above; and like­wise the Black Mounds from the out­er part of the Circle. And there did be a mon­strous noise of roar­ings in the Land, and all to come be­wildered un­to my brain, which did surely fail now with the grim and ut­ter stress which had been mine so long.

			And there to be also a con­stant noise that came from near and from up­ward; and truly I to know, as in a dream, that it did be made of the shout­ing of the great Mil­lions, that did make an etern­al and vague roar­ing-sound up­ward in the night, that did come down from the up­per heights, no more loud than a strange and con­tinu­al mur­mur­ing out of the lofty miles.

			And surely, I to find my voice in a little minute, and did ask a near man wheth­er there be any Doc­tors with the men. And in that mo­ment there came for­ward a Mas­ter of the Diskos, which doth be as a Com­mand­er of this age. And he made the Sa­lute of Hon­our with the Diskos, and would have eased the Maid from me; but I to ask again, very slow, wheth­er that there was a Doc­tor a-near. And he on the in­stant to give an or­der; and the great thou­sands to be­gin to shape, and did make a mighty lane un­to the Great Gate­way of the Mighty Pyr­am­id.

			And the Mas­ter of the Diskos made a sign to cer­tain that did be near; and they stood about me, as I to know dully, lest I fall; but they not to touch me; for I did be as that I must not be laid hand upon; for I did near to choke with des­pair lest I to have come Home too late; and surely, also, the men to seem as that I did be strange un­to them.

			And there went or­ders swift and con­stant this way and that; and lo! in a little while, there came two big men of the Up­ward Cit­ies, run­ning; and they had a little man between them upon a sling. And the little man did be a Mas­ter of the Doc­tors; and he aided me gentle to lay Mine Own Maid upon the earth. And the Mas­ter of the Diskos made a sign, and the men that did be near, turned each his back; and the Doc­tor to make ex­am­in­a­tion for the life of Mine Own.

			And there to come about that time a seem­ing of si­lence in the land. And truly the Hun­dred Thou­sand did be ut­ter quiet; and a great quiet in the Mighty Pyr­am­id; for, in truth, all to know, by this, that there to be a fear that the Maid I did bring out of the night, did be slain by the Evil Forces.

			And sud­den the little man that did be the Mas­ter Doc­tor, lookt up quiet and piteous at me; so that I knew in a mo­ment that Mine Own Maid did be dead. And he to see that I knew; and he covered the face of Mine Own, and stood up very speedy; and he called softly to the men that did be to my back, and he signed to them that some to sup­port me, and some to lift Mine Own Maid, and bear her un­to the Great Gate­way. And he lookt keen at me; and I to fight a little that I breathe; and af­ter­ward did make with my hands, that the men not to come near me, neither to touch Mine Own. And the Mas­ter Doc­tor to un­der­stand that I did be truly strong un­til I die, and did beck­on the men from me, and from the Maid.

			And I sto­opt, in a little, and I lif­ted Mine Own Maid in­to mine arms for that last jour­ney­ing.

			And I came down the mighty lane of the Hun­dred Thou­sand, all in their grey ar­mour. And they did make si­lent sa­lute with the Diskos re­versed, each man as I passed him, and did be ut­ter si­lent. And I scarce to wot of aught, save that all the world did be quiet and emp­tied, and my task to have failed, and Mine Own to lie dead in mine arms. Yet, truly, did it to have failed ut­ter? for I had surely saved Mine Own from the ter­ror of the Second Night Land, and she not to have come alone and with mad­ness un­to her death; but to have died in mine arms; and she surely to have been com­for­ted with­in her spir­it, be­cause that my love did be so ut­ter about her. And I to think vaguely and ter­ribly on an hun­dred sweet love ac­tions that she to have shown un­to me; and sud­den I did re­mem­ber with a dread­ful pain how that I nev­er to have waked to dis­cov­er Mine Own Maid kiss­ing me in my sleep, as I to have meant. And a mad­ness of an­guish did flash sud­den through the numb­ness upon my brain; so that I did be blinded a little, and surely went crooked in my walk; for I to know, sud­den, that the Mas­ter Doc­tor stead­ied mine el­bow for a mo­ment; but af­ter­ward did leave me be, as I to have again con­trol of my spir­it.

			And lo! as I drew nigh un­to the Great Gate­way, the lights of the Pyr­am­id to be­gin to glow again more strong, and the ma­chinery of the Lifts and the Air Pumps to work, be­cause that now the Earth-Cur­rent did grow once more to nat­ur­al strength. And they to have power now to open the Great Gate, which did be done by great ma­chines.

			And there to come forth to meet me a num­ber of the Mas­ters of the Mighty Pyr­am­id; and the dear Mas­ter Mon­struwacan did come be­fore them all, so eager as that he did be mine own Fath­er. And he to have heard some­what, vaguely, that there to have been a fear for the life of the maid that I did bring.

			And surely, he did be told by one near to the Gate­way, that the Maid did be dead in mine arms; for he and all the Mas­ters did pause and stand si­lent for me to go by, and did re­verse each his Diskos; and this to have been an Hon­our shown, than which there did be scarce any great­er.

			And there went a con­stant mur­mur­ing up in the night, which did be the speech of the Mil­lions, ques­tion­ing. And the news that the Maid did be dead, went up­ward through the miles. And my spir­it to know, as in a dream, of the spir­itu­al noise which did go out­ward through all space, and did be the grief of the Mul­ti­tudes, as they did hear this thing. Yet, truly, there did noth­ing com­fort me any­wise; neither I prop­er yet to know the ver­ity of my loss; for I did go stunned.

			And I came in through the Great Gate­way, and the Full Watch did stand there si­lent in their ar­mour; and they made the Sa­lute of Hon­our. And I went on­ward with the dead Maid that I did bring out of Etern­ity.

			And presently, they that were around, did guide me, with the Maid in mine arms, un­to the Great Lift. And I took Mine Own Maid in­to the Great Lift; and the Mas­ters came with me, and did be in their ar­mour; and none did speak to me. And the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan and the Mas­ter of the Doc­tors stood si­lent to the side of me. And there did be every­where great Mul­ti­tudes, that I did see vaguely; but my spir­it not to wot of them.

			And lo! I stood very quiet and dumb as we did go up­ward through the miles; and the Mil­lions of the Cit­ies stood about the Great Lift, and there did be a great si­lence up­ward and down­ward through the strange miles; save for the weep­ing of wo­men in dear sym­pathy, that did sound far and low and con­stant.

			And presently I to know that the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan and the Mas­ter of the Doc­tors did look one to the oth­er; and I to be aware sud­den that I stood in my blood; for I did be wounded in an hun­dred parts, and the blood to go al­way from me. Yet did the Mas­ter Doc­tor be slow to do aught for me, be­cause that he to per­ceive that I did be slain in the heart; and there to be no pain so dread­ful as that he should be like to wake me un­to, if that he went hast­ily.

			Yet, presently, there did come whirl­ings in­to my head; and someone did surely make to ease Mine Own Maid from mine arms. But I held her, dumbly; and the blood to go the more from me; and they not to know what should be done. And I to look at them. And the dear Mas­ter Mon­struwacan did be say­ing some­what un­to me, that I did have no power to hear; but only to know that his face did be very hu­man. And there went a strange noise all about me; and the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan to seem to hold me up, and to beck­on to some that did be to my back. And lo! there came a black­ness, and the gen­tle­ness of arms about mine ar­mour. …

			

			And I to come presently to quiet­ness and to half-dreams; and did al­way to seem that I car­ried Mine Own Maid in mine arms. But truly there did pass three great days, whilst that I did be thus. And I all that while to be laid quiet, and to be ten­ded by the Mas­ter Doc­tor, and aided by all know­ledge that did be known of Hu­mans.

			And on the third day, as it might be called, I to come full un­to my senses; and the pain to take me in the breast; and the Mas­ter of the Doc­tors did be with me, and they that nurst me; and the Mas­ter Doc­tor watched me very keen and gentle.

			And I did be in a bed of the Health Room of mine own city. And I gat from the bed, and the Doc­tor to say naught; but only to watch me. And I walkt to and fro a little, and he al­way to watch me; and presently he gave me some­what to drink; and I drank. And I was gone soon from all know­ledge.

			And I to come again un­to a know­ing that I yet to live; and there went a cer­tain strength in my body. And lo! the first that I did see, was the Mas­ter of the Doc­tors; and I to per­ceive in a mo­ment that he had wakened me, and had nurst my strength for that mo­ment, that I live through the Buri­al. For he to be very wise, and to have known from that first see­ing of me, that I not to live after that Mine Own did die.

			And there was brought to me a loose gar­ment; but I to re­fuse the gar­ment, dumbly, and did look about me very troubled and for­get­ting. And the Mas­ter Doc­tor lookt al­way at me; and lo! in a mo­ment he called one, and gave an or­der. And there was brought in then my broken ar­mour, and a gar­ment to wear be­low. And I then to know that I did be con­tent in this mat­ter; and the Doc­tor al­way to watch me. And they drest me in my broken ar­mour.

			And surely, as they drest me, my spir­it to hear the sor­row and sym­pathy of the Mul­ti­tudes, and did know that they went down­ward by mil­lions, un­to the Coun­try of Si­lence.

			And lo! in that mo­ment when I near to be in mine ar­mour, I to mind sud­den again that I nev­er to have waked to dis­cov­er Mine Own Maid kiss­ing me in my sleep. And the Pain gat me in the breast, so that I had surely ended then, but that the Mas­ter Doc­tor set some­what to my breath, that eased me, and gave some­thing of dull­ness un­to my senses for a while.

			And I did be car­ried then in a sling un­to the Great Lift, and there did be a bed in the lift, and the Doc­tor to have me to lie upon the bed; and I to know that he also to know that I nev­er to need a bed any more; neither should I ever to come up­ward again in the Lift.

			And truly the Mighty Pyr­am­id did be an empty­ness; for there did seem to be left only the Stress Mas­ters that did ar­range the mov­ing of the Mil­lions. And the Stress Mas­ters did stand about the Lift, as we dropt down­ward through the great miles un­to the Un­der­ground Fields. And we came down­ward in the last un­to the Coun­try of Si­lence, which did lie an hun­dred miles deep in the world, and did be an hun­dred miles every way of Si­lence un­to the Dead.

			And they that were with me, gat me from the Lift, and did mean to carry me in the sling un­to The Last Road. But I stood upon my feet, and made that I should walk, and I held out my hand for the Diskos, which one did carry. And the Mas­ter Doc­tor signed that they should obey me, as my spir­it to know. And I walkt very stead­fast down the Way that did lead un­to The Last Road; and the Mas­ter Doc­tor walkt be­hind me, a little space off.

			And surely, there did be all the Peoples of the World in that great Coun­try; and the Peoples did be spread out forever, so far as my see­ing did go; and they to have sight of me; and all the æth­er did be stirred with the hu­man­ness of their sor­row and their kind sym­pathy. And there grew a mur­mur, which did be like to a low rolling thun­der, and did be the voices of the Peoples. And the rolling of that great husht Sound went to and fro across that mighty Coun­try of Quiet; and there to be af­ter­ward an ut­ter si­lence.

			And I saw be­low me the place of the Last Rest, where did be the be­gin­ning of The Last Road; and there did lie there a little fig­ure, covered with a white robe, that did glim­mer with the beau­teous work of wo­men that had stitcht love and hon­our in­to that Last Gar­ment. And surely, I to rock upon my feet, and to steady my­self with the Diskos; and the Mas­ter Doc­tor to be un­to my side in a mo­ment, and gave me again some­thing that I breathe-in. But, in­deed, I to re­fuse, after that I had taken one breath of the drug; for I to be able to bear my pain the little time that I now to have to live; and I to mean that I have no dim­ness of my senses for those short minutes that I should have yet near un­to Mine Own. And truly the Mas­ter Doc­tor did not press me any­wise, but had a per­fect un­der­stand­ing, and went quiet again to the rear­ward.

			And I came soon to that place where Mine Own Dead One did lie; and the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan stood to her feet, and did be clothed in grey ar­mour, and had the Diskos re­versed; and this to be for an Hon­our un­to My Dead Maid.

			And there kneeled two maids in white, one to the right and one to the left of Mine Own, and they to be for Faith­ful­ness, and did be maids, be­cause that they watched by a maid; and had like­wise been mat­rons, if that the Dead had been wife un­to any.

			And the place at the Head of the Last Rest did be empty, and did be for me; and he that stood to the head, did be for Love; for it did be the chief, and did hold domin­ion over and did make to live both Faith­ful­ness and Hon­our. And this to be the way of the Buri­al al­way.

			And lo! I took my cour­age in­to my heart; and I stood to the head of Mine Own Maid; and I lookt down upon the won­drous white glory of the gar­ment, which did be white be­cause that Mine Own did be a Maid; yet did be worked with yel­low Flowers of Weep­ing, as we did call them, be­cause that she had died in love. And I to know that no hand had toucht that won­der­ful gar­ment, save the hands of maid­ens.

			And be­hold! as I stood there, from far away over the Land, there did come a far and faint sound; and the sound did come more nigh, so that I knew that afar off, bey­ond the Hills of the Babes, the Mil­lions did be­gin to sing the Call­ing Song, where Mil­lion did call husht un­to Mil­lion, and the sound did come on­ward to­ward where we did be, and did go over us, and pass on­ward in a husht and won­drous breath­ing of sound, as that all the Love that did be ever in this world, did call in a low an­guish un­to a lost Be­loved. And the sound to pass away and away over that mighty Coun­try in the deep Earth, and did hush and hush un­to a great and ut­ter si­lence, save for a faint mur­mur of count­less wo­men weep­ing, that did be in the air of that Land of Quiet.

			And there to be a space of si­lence, and again the si­lence to be broken by a far sound; and there to come again from bey­ond the far Hills of the Babes a strange and low sound, and did be as of a wind wan­der­ing through damp forests. And the sound grew, and came across the Hills of the Babes, and did be breathed forth by Mil­lion after Mil­lion, so that in a little I to hear the Song of Weep­ing sung very low and sor­row­ful by the mul­ti­tudes. And the Song came on­ward over all that great Coun­try, and past over us, and went on­ward in­to the far Land bey­ond the Dome, and did be caught by the voices of Mil­lions that did be hid in great dis­tances, and so to go on­ward forever, and to die at last un­to a mighty si­lence.

			And the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan lookt at me from the feet of Mine Own Maid, and I to know that the mo­ment did be come when I to part from the Maid Naani forever and forever, even though I to live in some strange fu­ture, and to find her soul in some oth­er sweet child. And I sto­opt and laid the Diskos be­side Mine Own Maid there upon the Last Rest; and the two maids drew back the light won­der of the Gar­ment, and showed me the face of Mine Own, and she to sleep there forever so sweet and husht as a child, and as oft I to have seen her to sleep. And I lookt a little while, and the pain of my heart did be suf­fi­cient, so that I knew I died as I lookt. And once more I lookt, and I set my soul about Mine Own. And I fought with my­self, and stood up­ward, and the maids did cov­er the face of Mine Own Maid.

			And the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan com­men­ded Naani un­to Etern­ity. And he raised the Diskos re­versed; and lo! the Road did be­gin to move up­ward un­to the Dome, and Mine Own Maid did be upon the Road; and I to fight that I keep breath­ing; so that I not to die be­fore she be lost ut­ter to my sight.

			And there did rise now a sound from all that Coun­try that had no or­der in it; and did be like to a low moan­ing that did fill all the air of the Land; and there to be also a con­stant sound, as of a little whist­ling dree wind that did be in all that Coun­try of Quiet; and truly this to be more than any singing; for it to be the true weep­ing of mul­ti­tudes, that did sor­row from the heart, with the grief of this thing that did be.

			And I stood ut­ter still, and did draw my breath very even, and lookt un­to that small form that did be now afar off where it did lie upon the mov­ing Road­way. And I gazed, as that my soul and all my be­ing did have no power else, even as a man that dies, doth set all his strength to a last move­ment. And I not to wot that the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan and the two maids did hold me up, be­cause they to per­ceive that I did be dy­ing; for I only to see Mine Own Little One ly­ing afar off upon the mov­ing of the Last Road.

			And the Maid in that mo­ment to come to the place where the Road did pass in­to the strange and lu­min­ous va­pour of the Earth-Cur­rent, which did lie all about the base of the Dome; and the va­pour to be only as a faint shin­ing smoke, scarce seen, yet to be enough to give some­thing of un­cer­tainty to the Dead, when that they did have past in­ward of it.

			And I stared, with all that did be left of my strength; for Mine Own to be gone ut­ter and forever in but a little minute. And the un­cer­tainty of the lu­min­ous va­pour did cling about her, and to make her to seem un­real to my gaze; for the va­pour did be in con­stant move­ment, and to give a seem­ing of shift­ing to and fro of all that did be in it.

			And be­hold! as I did stare, with my dread­ful pain, there did be sud­den a strange hoarse noise from the near­er Mil­lions. And lo! in an in­stant there came a mighty Shout out of all that Coun­try; and the shout did be made again, and did grow in­to a mighty hoarse roar­ing from the Mil­lions, so that all that great Coun­try did be filled with the mon­strous sound. And, in ver­ity, I to have seen the thing, like­wise; but to have set it to the mad­ness of long­ing of my heart and to that des­per­ate and dread­ful pain which did make me to be crazed and lost from all sane think­ing.

			And the thing that I did see, had been that the Maid did seem to move, there upon the Last Road, where she did lie; but in­deed, this to have ap­peared only to be the stir­ring of the lu­min­ous va­pour of the Earth-Cur­rent, which did seem to make things shift, as I have told.

			And lo! I now to see truly that the Maid did move where she was laid afar off upon the Road; and I now to know, and to be­lieve that she did in­deed live. And my life came in­to me with a bound­ing; yet did my heart seem to be a mo­ment stilled in my breast. And the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan to have signed already that the Road­way be stopt, and brought back­ward; but I to be now upon the Last Road, and did run as a mad­man, shout­ing vainly upon the name of Mine Own. And I to learn af­ter­ward that there to have been a dread­ful per­il that all the near Mil­lions to rush to­ward the Last Road, and so, may­hap, to have caused the death of many, and to have been like to have crusht Mine Own. But this danger to have been eased, be­cause that the Watch Mas­ter did act very prompt, and set the great re­gi­ments of his men to keep back the Mil­lions, and did send a sig­nal abroad over all the Coun­try, that there to be calmness, for that the Maid should be suc­coured. And al­way, whilst this to be, I did run stag­ger­ing most strangely up­ward of the Last Road; and surely that great roof did ring and boom with the con­stant and mighty shout­ings of the Mil­lions.

			And there did run oth­ers also along the Road, to my back; but I to have been the first, and to make a good speed, though I did stag­ger and rock so strange upon my feet; and the Road al­way to be mov­ing back­ward un­der me; and so I to be come won­der­ful soon un­to where the Maid did be. And she to be upon her back, and to have pusht the Gar­ment from her face, and did be ly­ing with her eyes open, and a look of gentle won­der­ment upon her dear face. And she then to see me, and her eyes did smile at me, very glad and quiet; for there to be yet an ut­ter weak­ness upon her.

			And lo! I came with a fall­ing be­side her, and I gat upon my knees and upon my hands, and my heart did shake my lips to dry whis­per­ings. And she to look weak and stead­fast un­to me, and I to look forever at her; and I did al­way try to say things un­to her; but my mouth to re­fuse me.

			And un­der­stand­ing did come in­to her, as a light; and she to know in that in­stant that she to be truly come in­to the Mighty Pyr­am­id, and I to have gat her there some­wise; and she to wake sud­den in her body, and set her hands forth all a-trem­bling from the Gar­ment, and in dread­ful trouble. And I to see then that the blood did go from me, con­stant; and the Maid to have per­ceived this thing, so that she was waked the more prop­er in a mo­ment from her death-swoon.

			And surely, I did bleed very dread­ful; for all my wounds did be opened with my run­ning. And I to have sud­den power with my lips, and did say un­to her, very simple, that I loved her. And she to be all in an haze from me; and I to know that she to have come like­wise un­to her knees, and did have my head upon her breast; and there to be an ut­ter shak­ing of the air with some great sound, and a mighty spir­itu­al stir­ring of the æth­er of the world.

			And there to be then the voice of the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan very dull in mine ears; and the low voice of the Mas­ter Doc­tor; but I nev­er to hear what they did be say­ing; and did know only that Mine Own Maid did live; and I not to mean to die, but to fight un­to liv­ing. And even whilst that I made this resolv­ing, I was gone in­to an ut­ter black­ness.

		
	
		
			
				XVII

				The Love Days

			
			Now, when that I gat back un­to life, I to know that I went up­ward in the Lift, and did be upon that same bed, where I to think I nev­er to need a bed any more, neither to come up­ward again from out of the Coun­try of Si­lence.

			And I to know vague and strange, that there rose up from out of the mighty depths of the world, the deep thun­der of the Un­der­ground Or­gans, and did sound as that they made a strange and ut­ter dis­tant mu­sic bey­ond death; and there to go al­way a rolling chaunt­ing, as that mul­ti­tudes did sing bey­ond far moun­tains, and the sound to be some­whiles as a far-blow­ing wind, low in the Deep; and again to come clear, and to be that great olden melody of the Song of Hon­our. And I knew, as in a dream, that the Mil­lions in that deep Coun­try made an Hon­our and a Re­joicing over this Won­der of Joy which did be come. But yet all to be faint and half hid from me, and mine eyes to be as that they had no power to open, and I to seem to be lift­ing al­way upon strange wa­ters of un­real­ness. And there to be sweet and lovely odours, and these to be of real­ity, and to come from the great Fields, where the flowers did al­way to grow about the pas­sage ways of the Lifts; for the Lift even then to be go­ing up­ward through the great miles.

			And may­hap I moved a little; for there came the voice of the Mas­ter Doc­tor low and gentle to me; and bid me rest; for that all did be well with the Maid. And surely, af­ter­ward, I did be gone in­to an haze, and there to be then a seem­ing of days in which I half to live and half to sleep, and to won­der without trouble wheth­er I did be dead.

			And then there to come days when I lay very quiet, and had no thought of aught; and the Mas­ter Doc­tor oft to bend over me in this hour and that hour, and to look keen in­to my face. And in the end, after strange spaces, there bent over me an­oth­er, and there lookt down upon me the dear and lovely face of Mine Own, and the eyes did speak love in­to my soul; yet did she be calm and husht. And I to be­gin again to live in my body, and I made, may­hap, a little fum­bling with my hands; for she to take and to hold them; and life to come from her to me; and she to be ever word­less and gentle; and con­tent­ment to grow in me, and presently a nat­ur­al slum­ber.

			And there came a day when I did be let rise, and they that ten­ded me, car­ried me to one of the Quiet Gar­dens of the Pyr­am­id; and they set me there, and did seem to leave me alone. And there came One then around a bush, and lookt at me a mo­ment, as with an half shy­ness; only that the love that did shine in her eyes, made the shy­ness to be a little thing. And, truly, I knew that it did be Mine Own Maid; but I nev­er be­fore to have seen Naani drest pretty as a maid. And I lookt to her, and knew that she did be more dainty than even I to have known. And sud­den I made that I rise to come un­to her; but she to run quick to me, that she stop me of this nat­ur­al fool­ish­ness; and she then to sit be­side me, and to take my head against her breast, and she not to deny me her lips; but to be both a maid and a moth­er to me in the same mo­ment.

			And af­ter­ward, she had me to be very still; and we to sit there in an ut­ter dumb hap­pi­ness, un­til they that did at­tend me, were come again. And the Mas­ter of the Doc­tors did be with them, and I to see that there went some­thing of sat­is­fac­tion in his face.

			And after that day I saw Mine Own Maid every day; and I gat bet­ter un­to health with a won­drous quick­ness; for Love did mend me. And soon I did be let go down­ward un­to the Fields; but yet to go by private ways, be­cause that the Mul­ti­tudes should be like to fol­low me al­way; and I to need to be quiet.

			And the Maid to be with me; for the Mas­ter Mon­struwacan and the Mas­ter of the Doc­tors did agree upon this mat­ter, and had an Of­ficer of Mar­riage to wed us; and we to be mar­ried very quiet and simple; for I yet to be over-weak for the Pub­lic Mar­riage, which we to have later; when, truly, the Mil­lions made us a Guard of Hon­our eight miles high, from the top un­to the bot­tom of the Mighty Pyr­am­id. But this to have been later, as I do tell, and did be a Ce­re­mo­ni­al of the Peoples, be­cause that they not to be denied that they give me an Hon­our.

			And surely the Maid to be with me al­way, and did be now my wife, and my strength to come al­way upon me, and Mine Own to grow again un­to a per­fect health. And, in ver­ity, we did be now in the Love Days which do be the most beau­teous, if that the Love to be True.

			And we did wander through the mighty Fields at our will, and walkt in the Love Paths of the Fields, which did be al­way anear to those places where did be the vil­lages. And I to hide our name, lest we to be be­set by any, out of nat­ur­al curi­ous­ness and kind­li­ness; for we to need to be ut­ter to­geth­er and quiet.

			And we to chose those places for our slum­ber where beauty of flowers did be most won­drous; and we to carry some­what of food with us; but also to eat when we came un­to the vil­lages which did be here and there in the Fields, which were truly so huge as Coun­tries. And Mine Own did make good her prom­ise an hun­dred times, as you shall say, and did pre­pare me a great and hearty meal; and did tease me ut­ter that I did be a glut­ton, as I did eat, and kist me, lest that I have ever a chance to say aught in mine own de­fence. And truly, she did be all that my heart and my spir­it did de­sire; and she to have com­pan­ioned me with Love, and to have entered my spir­it in­to Joy.

			And once we to go down­ward un­to the Coun­try of Si­lence; but not to stay very long at that time; be­cause that my Memory did re­turn upon me. Yet in the after time, we to wander there oft with Memory, and Holi­ness of great Think­ings, and with Love which doth hold all.

			And as we to leave that Coun­try, I to tell Mine Own how that when she had been sus­pend of her life by the Hor­rid Force of the House, I to have minded me with a dread­ful pain that I nev­er to have waked to dis­cov­er her kiss­ing me when that I did sleep. And surely Mine Own Dear One did blush most lovely, and had nev­er known that I did be aware of her sweet naugh­ti­ness; and she then to have all thought for mine agony, when that she did be dead, ere the Va­pour of life of the Earth-Force did set her spir­it free of the Si­lence.

			And she to come un­to me in dear un­der­stand­ing.

			And she then to tell me that the Doc­tors to say that she had been, as it were, stunned and froze of the Spir­it, and all her Be­ing and Life sus­pend; and the great life-force of the Earth-Cur­rent to have waked her spir­it, and her body then to live and her blood to flow prop­er again. And the Doc­tors had talkt much and searched much of late in the olden Re­cords of their Work; and they to have found some­what of one such hap­pen­ing in the olden time; but truly, naught such to have been ever through a mighty age of years.

			And whilst that we to wander and to rest in the Fields, I oft to tell Mine Own of this mat­ter and that mat­ter; and I to know that she had learned some­what of odd things, ere I did be come to health; but not over­much; for she also to have been ut­ter a-lack, as you shall think; and to have come from her bed, when that I did lie so still; for the Mas­ter Doc­tor to have or­dained this, be­cause he to fear that I to be go­ing truly to die, if that he not to do some­what to awaken my spir­it. And in ver­ity, you shall think upon the deep­ness of my Love as I to know that she did have held my hands so brave and gentle, whilst that she to have scarce power to her feet. And I to say a little holy praise of Mine Own.

			And so do I come to mine end­ing; and have but one more thing that I tell. And this to hap­pen a while later; after that Mine Own and I had gone through the second mar­riage which did be the Pub­lic Mar­riage. For it did be, that one day My Wife, that did be Mine Own, did take me with a sweet cun­ning un­to the Hall of Hon­our. And surely, when I was come there, I to see that many of the Peoples did be in that great Hall, and did stand about in a si­lence; yet as that they had no mean­ing to do aught; but yet to be that they did wait upon some­what.

			And My Wife did go for­ward with me un­to the centre place of the Hall; and sud­den I saw why that she did bring me so cun­ning sweet; for there did stand in the midst of the Hall of Hon­our, in the Place of Hon­our, a Statue of a man in broken ar­mour, that did carry a maid forever.

			And I did be dumb; and how of this Age shall you to know the Hon­our that this to mean in that; for it did be an Hon­our that was giv­en only to the Great Dead; and I to be but a young man, and did be so ut­ter far off from great­ness; save that I to love with all my heart and with all my spir­it, and there­fore death to be but a little thing be­fore love. And you to know how Love doth make sweet and brave the heart; and to have un­der­stand­ing with me in my humble­ness and my won­der and my nat­ur­al pride that there did any so think to hon­our me.

			And Mine Own did be weep­ing with joy and hon­est pride of her man, be­side me. And there to be an ut­ter si­lence of dear sym­pathy in all the great Hall of Hon­our. And they that did be there, to let me go in quiet­ness, with Mine Own, which did be a lovely thing of un­der­stand­ing.

			And I to go lov­ing and thought­ful with Mine Own Wife; and she to be very nigh to me.

			And I to have gained Hon­our; yet to have learned that Hon­our doth be but as the ash of Life, if that you not to have Love. And I to have Love. And to have Love is to have all; for that which doth be truly love doth moth­er Hon­our and Faith­ful­ness; and they three to build the House of Joy.
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