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Arthur Machen

(1863-1947)

Born Arthur Llewellyn Jones in Caerleon-on-Usk, Wles, Machen was the author of
"The Great God Pan" (1894), The Three Inposters (1890) (an epi sode nove

contai ning "The Novel of the Wite Powder", "The Novel of the Black Seal," and
others), The Hi Il of Dreans (1907), The Terror (1917) and other supernatura
horror. His adopted surnanme is pronounced mack'n (rhynmes with "blacken").

He was al so an essayist, a journalist, a Shakespearean actor, an occultist (he
was a nenber of the Hermetic Order of the Gol den Dawn al ong with Bl ackwood,
Yeats, and Al eister Crow ey), and a translator (of Cassanova's Menoirs, Beroal de
de Verville's Myen de Parvenir (Fantastic Tales), and the Heptaneron of
Marguerite, Queen of Navarre). H s autobi ography was issued in three vol unes
beginning with Far Of Things in 1922 (the title is borrowed from Wrdsworth).
By the estimate of many, Machen deserves a prem er place anmpng the best of his
field. Lovecraft counted himforenpst of the four "nmobdern nasters" of
supernatural horror (with Al gernon Bl ackwood, Lord Dunsany, and M R James):
"OF living creators of cosmic fear raised to its nost artistic pitch, fewif any
can hope to equal the versatile Arthur Machen, ... nmaster of an exquisitely
lyrical and expressive prose style." Lovecraft ranked Machen's story "The Wite
Peopl e" a cl ose second to Bl ackwood's "The Wl ows" as the best weird story ever
witten. On the other hand, Carl van Vechten considered the highly

aut obi ographical H Il of Dreans to be Machen's nmsterpiece; Machen said he had
intended it to be "a Robinson Crusoe of the m nd" and "an interior tale of the
soul and its enotions." Fantasy connoi sseur Lin Carter called Machen "one of the
nobl est stylistic nasters of the English |anguage in our century." And genre
historian E. F. Bleiler listed himas "probably the outstanding British witer
of fin de siecle supernatural fiction, highly inportant historically."

Novermber 1997 was the fiftieth anniversary of Machen's death. A plaque honoring
Machen was unveil ed on the house where the author was born, in the town square
of Caerl eon-on-Usk. Actions such as this and recent editions of his work from
Tartarus Press and Hobgoblin Press, together with the continuance of the Arthur
Machen Society, are welconme signs of newlife for the works of the man who has
been called "the Apostle of Whnder."

Bi bl i ography: Princi pal Wrks
El eusinia (1881) poem
The Anatony of Tobacco (1884) non-fiction (as "Leolinus Siluriensis")
Chroni cl es of O enendy (1888) "a volunme of tales in the nedieval pattern”
The Great God Pan and The | nnpbst Light (1894) supernatural stories
The Three | nposters (1895) epi sode novel; picaresque romance, terror
Hi er ogl yphics (1902) about literature
Dr. Stiggins (1906) about theol ogy
The House of Souls (1906) supernatural stories (The White People, The G eat
God Pan, and The Innost Light
The Hi Il of Dreans (1907) mystical novel (witten 1895-97)
The Bownren, and O her Legends of the War (1915) short stories
(i ncludes "The Angel of Mons")
The Geat Return (1915) the return to Wales of the Holy G ail
The Terror (1917) novella -- animals revolt agai nst humans
The Secret dory (1922) attacked British public education
Far O f Things (1922) autobi ography
Thi ngs Near and Far (1923) autobi ography
Strange Roads (1923) nonfiction
The London Adventure (1924) autobiography
Dog and Duck (1924) miscell any
The Shining Pyramd (1924) supernatural stories
O nanents in Jade (1924) short prose pieces bordering on fantasy or horror
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The Canni ng Wonder (1925) about the Elizabeth Canni ng case

Not es and Queries (1926) nonfiction

Dreads and Drolls (1926) nonfiction

Transl ati on, Casanova's Menmoirs (1930, 12 vol.)

Children of the Pool (1936) supernatural stories

The Cosy Room (1936) supernatural stories

The Green Round (1936) supernatural nove

Tal es of Horror and the Supernatural (1948)

El eusi ni a and Beneath the Barl ey(Necronom con Press, 1988) poem and essay

ogr aphi ca

"A Fragnent of Life" (1899), included in The House of Souls (1906)
Aut obi ogr aphy, in three vol unes:

Far O f Things (1922)

Thi ngs Near and Far (1923)

The London Adventure (1924)

Bookman, July 1925

Bookman (London), March 1932

Mer cure de France, 1/1/38

Revue Politique et Litteraire, 9/2/27
Sevanee Review, July 1924

New and Recent Publications

Machen, Arthur. Far Of Things (Bristol, R 1.: Hobgoblin Press, 1997) reprints
the first vol une of autobiography

Machen, Arthur. The House of Souls. (Bristol, R 1.: Hobgoblin Press, 1997)
reprints three essential tales

Machen, Arthur. The Line of Terror and OQther Essays (Bristol, R 1.: Hobgoblin

Press, 1997) ed. with introduction by S.T. Josh

Machen, Arthur. O nanents in Jade. (Horam East Sussex: Tartarus Press, 1997),
reprint of Alfred Knopf edition of 1924

Machen, Arthur. Ritual and Other Stories. (Horam East Sussex: Tartarus Press,
1992; second ed., 1997)

Machen, Arthur. Rus in Ube and Ot hers. (Horam East Sussex: Tartarus Press,
1997)

Machen, Arthur. Tales of Horror and the Supernatural. (Horam East Sussex:
Tartarus Press, 1997), new edition of the classic, ed. Roger Dobson

Machen, Arthur. The Three I nposters. (London: Everyman, 1995), with very
useful critical notes by Rita Tait of the Arthur Machen Society.

THE GREAT GOD PAN

Chapter | -- THE EXPERI MENT

"I amglad you cane, O arke; very glad indeed. | was not sure you could
spare the tine."

"I was able to nake arrangenments for a few days; things are not very lively
just now. But have you no nisgivings, Raynond? Is it absolutely safe?"
The two men were slowy pacing the terrace in front of Dr. Raynond's house.
The sun still hung above the western nountain-line, but it shone with a dul
red glow that cast no shadows, and all the air was quiet; a sweet breath
cane fromthe great wood on the hillside above, and with it, at intervals,
the soft nurmuring call of the wild doves. Below, in the long |lovely vall ey,



the river wound in and out between the lonely hills, and, as the sun hovered
and vanished into the west, a faint mst, pure white, began to rise fromthe
hills. Dr. Raynond turned sharply to his friend.

"Safe? O course it is. Initself the operation is a perfectly sinple one;
any surgeon could do it."

"And there is no danger at any ot her stage?"

"None; absolutely no physical danger whatsoever, | give you my word. You are
always timd, darke, always; but you know ny history. | have devoted nyself
to transcendental nedicine for the last twenty years. | have heard nyself

cal l ed quack and charlatan and i nmpostor, but all the while | knew | was on
the right path. Five years ago | reached the goal, and since then every day
has been a preparation for what we shall do tonight."

"l should like to believe it is all true." Carke knit his brows, and | ooked
doubtfully at Dr. Raynond. "Are you perfectly sure, Raynond, that your
theory is not a phantasmagoria--a splendid vision, certainly, but a mere
vision after all?"

Dr. Raynond stopped in his wal k and turned sharply. He was a m ddl e- aged
man, gaunt and thin, of a pale yellow conpl exion, but as he answered C arke
and faced him there was a flush on his cheek.

"Look about you, C arke. You see the mountain, and hill follow ng after
hill, as wave on wave, you see the woods and orchard, the fields of ripe
corn, and the meadows reaching to the reed-beds by the river. You see ne
standi ng here beside you, and hear ny voice; but | tell you that all these
things -- yes, fromthat star that has just shone out in the sky to the
solid ground beneath our feet--1 say that all these are but dreans and
shadows; the shadows that hide the real world fromour eyes. There is a rea
world, but it is beyond this glamur and this vision, beyond these 'chases
in Arras, dreans in a career,' beyond themall as beyond a veil. | do not
know whet her any hunman being has ever lifted that veil; but | do know,
Clarke, that you and | shall see it lifted this very night from before
another's eyes. You nay think this all strange nonsense; it nmay be strange,
but it is true, and the ancients knew what lifting the veil neans. They
called it seeing the god Pan."

Clarke shivered; the white m st gathering over the river was chilly.
"I't is wonderful indeed," he said. "W are standing on the brink of a
strange world, Raynond, if what you say is true. | suppose the knife is
absol utely necessary?"

"Yes; a slight lesionin the grey matter, that is all; a trifling
rearrangenment of certain cells, a microscopical alteration that woul d escape
the attention of ninety-nine brain specialists out of a hundred. | don't
want to bother you with 'shop,'darke; |I mght give you a mass of technica
detail which would sound very inposing, and woul d | eave you as enli ghtened
as you are now. But | suppose you have read, casually, in out-of-the-way
corners of your paper, that imense strides have been nade recently in the
physi ol ogy of the brain. | saw a paragraph the other day about D gby's
t heory, and Browne Faber's di scoveries. Theories and di scoveries! \Were they
are standing now, | stood fifteen years ago, and | need not tell you that |
have not been standing still for the last fifteen years. It will be enough
if | say that five years ago | nade the discovery that | alluded to when |



said that ten years ago | reached the goal. After years of |abour, after
years of toiling and groping in the dark, after days and nights of

di sappoi ntments and sonetinmes of despair, in which | used now and then to
trenble and grow cold with the thought that perhaps there were others
seeking for what | sought, at last, after so long, a pang of sudden joy
thrilled ny soul, and | knew the | ong journey was at an end. By what seened
then and still seens a chance, the suggestion of a nonent's idle thought
followed up upon famliar lines and paths that | had tracked a hundred times
al ready, the great truth burst upon nme, and | saw, napped out in |lines of
sight, a whole world, a sphere unknown; continents and islands, and great
oceans in which no ship has sailed (to nmy belief) since a Man first lifted
up his eyes and beheld the sun, and the stars of heaven, and the quiet earth
beneath. You will think this all high-flown | anguage, Carke, but it is hard
to be literal. And yet; | do not know whether what | am hinting at cannot be
set forth in plain and lonely terns. For instance, this world of ours is
pretty well girded now with the tel egraph wires and cabl es; thought, with
sonet hing |l ess than the speed of thought, flashes fromsunrise to sunset,
fromnorth to south, across the floods and the desert places. Suppose that
an electrician of today were suddenly to perceive that he and his friends
have nerely been playing with pebbles and m staking them for the foundations
of the world; suppose that such a man saw utternpst space |lie open before
the current, and words of men flash forth to the sun and beyond the sun into
t he systens beyond, and the voice of articul ate-speaking men echo in the
wast e void that bounds our thought. As anal ogies go, that is a pretty good
anal ogy of what | have done; you can understand now a little of what | felt
as | stood here one evening; it was a sumer evening, and the valley | ooked
much as it does now, | stood here, and saw before me the unutterable, the
unt hi nkabl e gul f that yawns profound between two worlds, the world of nmatter
and the world of spirit; | saw the great enpty deep stretch di mbefore ne,
and in that instant a bridge of light |eapt fromthe earth to the unknown
shore, and the abyss was spanned. You nmay | ook in Browne Faber's book, if
you like, and you will find that to the present day nmen of science are
unabl e to account for the presence, or to specify the functions of a certain
group of nerve-cells in the brain. That group is, as it were, land to let, a
nere waste place for fanciful theories. | amnot in the position of Browne
Faber and the specialists, | amperfectly instructed as to the possible
functions of those nerve-centers in the schene of things. Wth a touch I can
bring theminto play, with a touch, | say, | can set free the current, wth
a touch | can conplete the comunication between this world of sense and--we
shall be able to finish the sentence |ater on. Yes, the knife is necessary;

but think what that knife will effect. It will level utterly the solid wal
of sense, and probably, for the first time since nan was nade, a spirit wll
gaze on a spirit-world. Carke, Mary will see the god Pan!"

"But you renmenber what you wote to ne? | thought it would be requisite that
she--"

He whi spered the rest into the doctor's ear

"Not at all, not at all. That is nonsense. | assure you. Indeed, it is
better as it is; | amquite certain of that."

"Consider the matter well, Raynond. It's a great responsibility. Sonething
m ght go wong; you would be a m serable man for the rest of your days."
"No, | think not, even if the worst happened. As you know, | rescued Mary
fromthe gutter, and fromal nost certain starvation, when she was a child; |
think her life is mne, to use as | see fit. Conme, it's getting late; we had



better go in."

Dr. Raynond |l ed the way into the house, through the hall, and down a | ong
dar k passage. He took a key from his pocket and opened a heavy door, and
notioned Clarke into his laboratory. It had once been a billiard-room and
was |ighted by a glass done in the centre of the ceiling, whence there stil
shone a sad grey light on the figure of the doctor as he lit a lamp with a
heavy shade and placed it on a table in the niddle of the room

Cl arke | ooked about him Scarcely a foot of wall renained bare; there were
shel ves all around |aden with bottles and phials of all shapes and col ours,
and at one end stood a little Chippendal e book-case. Raynond pointed to
this.

"You see that parchment Oswald Crollius? He was one of the first to show ne
the way, though I don't think he ever found it hinself. That is a strange
saying of his: '"In every grain of wheat there lies hidden the soul of a
star."'"

There was not nuch furniture in the |aboratory. The table in the centre, a
stone slab with a drain in one corner, the two arnthairs on whi ch Raynond
and Clarke were sitting; that was all, except an odd-|ooking chair at the
furthest end of the room C arke |ooked at it, and raised his eyebrows.

"Yes, that is the chair," said Raynond. "We may as well place it in
position." He got up and wheeled the chair to the light, and began raising
and lowering it, letting down the seat, setting the back at various angles,
and adjusting the foot-rest. It |ooked confortable enough, and C arke passed
hi s hand over the soft green velvet, as the doctor manipul ated the |evers.

"Now, Cl arke, make yourself quite confortable. | have a couple hours' work
before ne; | was obliged to | eave certain matters to the last."

Raynmond went to the stone slab, and C arke watched himdrearily as he bent
over a row of phials and |it the flane under the crucible. The doctor had a
smal | hand-| anp, shaded as the larger one, on a | edge above his apparatus,
and C arke, who sat in the shadows, |ooked down at the great shadowy room
wondering at the bizarre effects of brilliant |ight and undefi ned darkness
contrasting with one another. Soon he becane consci ous of an odd odour, at
first the nerest suggestion of odour, in the room and as it grew nore
deci ded he felt surprised that he was not rem nded of the chem st's shop or
the surgery. Clarke found hinself idly endeavouring to anal yse the
sensation, and half conscious, he began to think of a day, fifteen years
ago, that he had spent roami ng through the woods and neadows near his own
hone. It was a burning day at the begi nning of August, the heat had di med
the outlines of all things and all distances with a faint mst, and people
who observed the thernoneter spoke of an abnornal register, of a tenperature
that was al nost tropical. Strangely that wonderful hot day of the fifties
rose up again in Clarke's imgination; the sense of dazzling all-pervading
sunl i ght seemed to bl ot out the shadows and the |ights of the |aboratory,
and he felt again the heated air beating in gusts about his face, saw the
shimer rising fromthe turf, and heard the nyriad nurmur of the sumrer.

"I hope the smell doesn't annoy you, C arke; there's nothing unwhol esone
about it. It may nake you a bit sleepy, that's all."

Clarke heard the words quite distinctly, and knew that Raynond was speaki ng



to him but for the life of himhe could not rouse hinself fromhis

| ethargy. He could only think of the Ionely wal k he had taken fifteen years
ago; it was his last |look at the fields and woods he had known since he was
a child, and nowit all stood out in brilliant light, as a picture, before
him Above all there came to his nostrils the scent of summer, the snell of
flowers mngled, and the odour of the woods, of cool shaded places, deep in
the green depths, drawn forth by the sun's heat; and the scent of the good
earth, lying as it were with arnms stretched forth, and smling lips,
overpowered all. H's fancies made hi m wander, as he had wandered | ong ago,
fromthe fields into the wood, tracking a little path between the shining
undergrowt h of beech-trees; and the trickle of water dropping fromthe

I i mestone rock sounded as a clear nelody in the dream Thoughts began to go
astray and to mingle with other thoughts; the beech alley was transformed to
a path between ilex-trees, and here and there a vine clinbed from bough to
bough, and sent up waving tendrils and drooped with purple grapes, and the
sparse grey-green leaves of a wild olive-tree stood out against the dark
shadows of the ilex. Clarke, in the deep folds of dream was conscious that
the path fromhis father's house had led himinto an undi scovered country,
and he was wondering at the strangeness of it all, when suddenly, in place
of the hum and murmur of the sunmmer, an infinite silence seemed to fall on
all things, and the wood was hushed, and for a nonment in tine he stood face
to face there with a presence, that was neither nman nor beast, neither the
[iving nor the dead, but all things mngled, the formof all things but
devoid of all form And in that nmoment, the sacranment of body and soul was
di ssol ved, and a voice seened to cry "Let us go hence,"” and then the

dar kness of darkness beyond the stars, the darkness of everlasting.

VWhen C arke woke up with a start he saw Raynond pouring a few drops of sone
oily fluid into a green phial, which he stoppered tightly.

"You have been dozing," he said; "the journey nust have tired you out. It is
done now. | amgoing to fetch Mary; | shall be back in ten nminutes."

Clarke lay back in his chair and wondered. It seened as if he had but passed
fromone dreaminto another. He half expected to see the walls of the
| aboratory nelt and di sappear, and to awake in London, shuddering at his own
sl eeping fancies. But at |ast the door opened, and the doctor returned, and
behi nd himcane a girl of about seventeen, dressed all in white. She was so
beautiful that C arke did not wonder at what the doctor had witten to him
She was bl ushi ng now over face and neck and arns, but Raynond seened
unnmoved.

"Mary," he said, "the time has cone. You are quite free. Are you willing to
trust yourself to me entirely?"

"Yes, dear."

"Do you hear that, C arke? You are ny witness. Here is the chair, Mry. It
is quite easy. Just sit in it and | ean back. Are you ready?"

"Yes, dear, quite ready. Gve ne a kiss before you begin."

The doctor stooped and ki ssed her mouth, kindly enough. "Now shut your
eyes," he said. The girl closed her eyelids, as if she were tired, and
| onged for sleep, and Raynond placed the green phial to her nostrils. Her
face grew white, whiter than her dress; she struggled faintly, and then with
the feeling of subm ssion strong within her, crossed her arns upon her



breast as a little child about to say her prayers. The bright |ight of the

lanp fell full upon her, and Cl arke watched changes fleeting over her face

as the changes of the hills when the sumrer clouds float across the sun. And

then she lay all white and still, and the doctor turned up one of her

eyelids. She was quite unconscious. Raynond pressed hard on one of the

| evers and the chair instantly sank back. C arke saw himcutting anway a

circle, like a tonsure, fromher hair, and the |lanp was noved nearer

Raynmond took a small glittering instrument froma little case, and d arke

turned away shudderingly. When he | ooked again the doctor was binding up the

wound he had nade.

"She will awake in five mnutes." Raynmond was still perfectly cool. "There
is nothing nmore to be done; we can only wait."

The m nutes passed slowy; they could hear a slow, heavy, ticking. There was
an old clock in the passage. Clarke felt sick and faint; his knees shook
beneath him he could hardly stand.

Suddenly, as they watched, they heard a | ong-drawn sigh, and suddenly did
the col our that had vanished return to the girl's cheeks, and suddenly her
eyes opened. C arke quailed before them They shone with an awful |ight,
| ooking far away, and a great wonder fell upon her face, and her hands
stretched out as if to touch what was invisible; but in an instant the
wonder faded, and gave place to the nmost awful terror. The rnuscles of her
face were hideously convul sed, she shook fromhead to foot; the soul seened
struggling and shuddering within the house of flesh. It was a horrible
sight, and d arke rushed forward, as she fell shrieking to the floor
Three days | ater Raynmond took Clarke to Mary's bedsi de. She was |ying
wi de- awake, rolling her head fromside to side, and grinning vacantly.

"Yes," said the doctor, still quite cool, "it is a great pity; she is a
hopel ess idiot. However, it could not be hel ped; and, after all, she has
seen the Great God Pan."

Chapter Il -- MR CLARKE S MEMJ RS

M. Carke, the gentleman chosen by Dr. Raynond to witness the strange
experiment of the god Pan, was a person in whose character caution and
curiosity were oddly mingled; in his sober noments he thought of the unusua
and eccentric with undi sgui sed aversion, and yet, deep in his heart, there
was a W de-eyed inquisitiveness with respect to all the nore recondite and
esoteric elenents in the nature of nen. The | atter tendency had prevail ed
when he accepted Raynond's invitation, for though his considered judgnent
had al ways repudi ated the doctor's theories as the wildest nonsense, yet he
secretly hugged a belief in fantasy, and woul d have rejoiced to see that
beli ef confirnmed. The horrors that he witnessed in the dreary | aboratory
were to a certain extent salutary; he was conscious of being involved in an
affair not altogether reputable, and for nmany years afterwards he clung
bravely to the comonpl ace, and rejected all occasions of occult
i nvestigation. Indeed, on sone honeopathic principle, he for sonme tine
attended the seances of distinguished nediuns, hoping that the clunmsy tricks
of these gentl enen woul d nake hi m al t oget her disgusted with mysticism of
every kind, but the renmedy, though caustic, was not efficacious. C arke knew
that he still pined for the unseen, and little by little, the old passion
began to reassert itself, as the face of Mary, shuddering and convul sed with
an unknown terror, faded slowy fromhis nenory. Occupied all day in
pursuits both serious and lucrative, the tenptation to relax in the evening



was too great, especially in the winter nonths, when the fire cast a warm

gl ow over his snug bachel or apartnent, and a bottle of some choice claret
stood ready by his el bow. His dinner digested, he would make a bri ef
pretence of reading the evening paper, but the nere catal ogue of news soon
pal | ed upon him and C arke would find hinself casting glances of warm
desire in the direction of an old Japanese bureau, which stood at a pl easant
di stance fromthe hearth. Like a boy before a jamcloset, for a few m nutes
he woul d hover indecisive, but |ust always prevailed, and C arke ended by
drawi ng up his chair, lighting a candle, and sitting down before the bureau
Its pigeon-holes and drawers teemed with docunments on the nost norbid

subj ects, and in the well reposed a | arge manuscript volune, in which he had
painfully entered he gens of his collection. Carke had a fine contenpt for
published literature; the nbpst ghostly story ceased to interest himif it
happened to be printed; his sole pleasure was in the reading, conpiling, and
rearrangi ng what he called his "Menoirs to prove the Existence of the
Devil," and engaged in this pursuit the evening seenmed to fly and the night
appeared too short.

On one particul ar evening, an ugly Decenber night, black with fog, and raw
with frost, Carke hurried over his dinner, and scarcely deigned to observe
his customary ritual of taking up the paper and laying it down again. He
paced two or three tines up and down the room and opened the bureau, stood
still a moment, and sat down. He | eant back, absorbed in one of those dreans
to which he was subject, and at |ength drew out his book, and opened it at
the last entry. There were three or four pages densely covered with Cl arke's
round, set pennmanship, and at the beginning he had witten in a sonewhat
| ar ger hand:

Singul ar Narrative told me by ny Friend, Dr. Phillips. He assures ne that
all the facts related therein are strictly and wholly True, but refuses to
gi ve either the Surnanes of the Persons Concerned, or the Place where these
Extraordi nary Events occurred.

M. C arke began to read over the account for the tenth tinme, glancing now
and then at the pencil notes he had nmade when it was told himby his friend.
It was one of his hunours to pride hinself on a certain literary ability; he
t hought well of his style, and took pains in arranging the circunstances in
dramatic order. He read the followi ng story:--

The persons concerned in this statenent are Helen V., who, if she is stil
alive, nust now be a woman of twenty-three, Rachel M, since deceased, who
was a year younger than the above, and Trevor W, an inbecile, aged
ei ghteen. These persons were at the period of the story inhabitants of a
village on the borders of Wales, a place of some inportance in the time of
t he Roman occupation, but now a scattered hamlet, of not nore than five
hundred souls. It is situated on rising ground, about six mles fromthe
sea, and is sheltered by a |arge and picturesque forest.

Sone el even years ago, Helen V. came to the village under rather peculiar
circunstances. It is understood that she, being an orphan, was adopted in
her infancy by a distant relative, who brought her up in his own house unti
she was twel ve years ol d. Thinking, however, that it would be better for the
child to have playmates of her own age, he advertised in several |oca
papers for a good honme in a confortable farmhouse for a girl of twelve, and
this advertisenent was answered by M. R, a well-to-do farnmer in the
above-nmentioned village. H's references proving satisfactory, the gentlenan
sent his adopted daughter to M. R, with a letter, in which he stipul ated



that the girl should have a roomto herself, and stated that her guardi ans
need be at no trouble in the matter of education, as she was already
sufficiently educated for the position in life which she would occupy. In
fact, M. R was given to understand that the girl be allowed to find her
own occupations and to spend her tine alnost as she liked. M. R duly met
her at the nearest station, a town seven mles away from his house, and
seens to have remarked nothing extraordi nary about the child except that she
was reticent as to her forner life and her adopted father. She was, however,
of a very different type fromthe inhabitants of the village; her skin was a
pale, clear olive, and her features were strongly marked, and of a sonewhat
foreign character. She appears to have settled down easily enough into
farmhouse life, and becane a favourite with the children, who sonetinmes went
with her on her ranbles in the forest, for this was her amusement. M. R
states that he has known her to go out by herself directly after their early
breakfast, and not return till after dusk, and that, feeling uneasy at a
young girl being out alone for so many hours, he conmuni cated with her
adopted father, who replied in a brief note that Helen nust do as she chose.
In the winter, when the forest paths are inpassable, she spent nost of her
time in her bedroom where she slept alone, according to the instructions of
her relative. It was on one of these expeditions to the forest that the
first of the singular incidents with which this girl is connected occurred,
t he date being about a year after her arrival at the village. The preceding
wi nter had been remarkably severe, the snow drifting to a great depth, and
the frost continuing for an unexanpl ed period, and the sumer follow ng was
as noteworthy for its extreme heat. On one of the very hottest days in this
summer, Helen V. left the farmhouse for one of her long ranbles in the
forest, taking with her, as usual, sone bread and neat for |unch. She was
seen by some men in the fields making for the old Roman Road, a green
causeway which traverses the highest part of the wood, and they were

astoni shed to observe that the girl had taken off her hat, though the heat
of the sun was already tropical. As it happened, a |abourer, Joseph W by
nane, was working in the forest near the Roman Road, and at twelve o' clock
his little son, Trevor, brought the man his di nner of bread and cheese.
After the nmeal, the boy, who was about seven years old at the time, left his
father at work, and, as he said, went to |ook for flowers in the wood, and
the man, who could hear himshouting with delight at his discoveries, felt
no uneasi ness. Suddenly, however, he was horrified at hearing the nost
dreadful screans, evidently the result of great terror, proceeding fromthe
direction in which his son had gone, and he hastily threw down his tools and
ran to see what had happened. Tracing his path by the sound, he net the
little boy, who was runni ng headl ong, and was evidently terribly frightened,
and on questioning himthe man elicited that after picking a posy of flowers
he felt tired, and lay down on the grass and fell asleep. He was suddenly
awakened, as he stated, by a peculiar noise, a sort of singing he called it,
and on peeping through the branches he saw Hel en V. playing on the grass
with a "strange naked man," who he seened unable to describe nore fully. He
said he felt dreadfully frightened and ran away crying for his father

Joseph W proceeded in the direction indicated by his son, and found Hel en
V. sitting on the grass in the mddle of a glade or open space |eft by
charcoal burners. He angrily charged her with frightening his little boy,

but she entirely denied the accusation and |aughed at the child's story of a
"strange man," to which he hinself did not attach nmuch credence. Joseph W
cane to the conclusion that the boy had woke up with a sudden fright, as
children someti nes do, but Trevor persisted in his story, and continued in
such evident distress that at last his father took himhone, hoping that his
not her woul d be able to soothe him For many weeks, however, the boy gave
his parents much anxi ety; he becane nervous and strange in his manner,
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refusing to | eave the cottage by hinself, and constantly alarming the
househol d by waking in the night with cries of "The nan in the wood! father
father!"

In course of time, however, the inpression seenmed to have worn off, and
about three nonths |ater he acconpanied his father to the honme of a
gentl eman in the nei ghborhood, for whom Joseph W occasionally did work. The
man was shown into the study, and the little boy was left sitting in the

hall, and a few m nutes later, while the gentlenman was giving W his
instructions, they were both horrified by a piercing shriek and the sound of
a fall, and rushing out they found the child |lying sensel ess on the floor

his face contorted with terror. The doctor was i medi ately sumoned, and
after some exam nation he pronounced the child to be suffering forma kind
of fit, apparently produced by a sudden shock. The boy was taken to one of

t he bedroons, and after some tinme recovered consci ousness, but only to pass
into a condition described by the nmedical man as one of violent hysteria.
The doctor exhibited a strong sedative, and in the course of two hours
pronounced himfit to wal k home, but in passing through the hall the
paroxysns of fright returned and with additional violence. The father
perceived that the child was pointing at some object, and heard the old cry,
"The man in the wood," and looking in the direction indicated saw a stone
head of grotesque appearance, which had been built into the wall above one
of the doors. It seens the owner of the house had recently nade alterations
in his prem ses, and on digging the foundations for sone offices, the nen
had found a curious head, evidently of the Roman period, which had been

pl aced in the manner described. The head is pronounced by the nost

experi enced archaeol ogi sts of the district to be that of a faun or satyr.
[Dr. Phillips tells me that he has seen the head in question, and assures me
that he has never received such a vivid presentnment of intense evil.]

>Fr om what ever cause arising, this second shock seened too severe for the
boy Trevor, and at the present date he suffers froma weakness of intellect,
which gives but little prom se of amending. The matter caused a good deal of
sensation at the tine, and the girl Helen was closely questioned by M. R,
but to no purpose, she steadfastly denying that she had frightened or in any
way nol ested Trevor.

The second event with which this girl's nane is connected took place about
six years ago, and is of a still nore extraordinary character

At the beginning of the sumrer of 1882, Helen contracted a friendship of a
peculiarly intimte character with Rachel M, the daughter of a prosperous
farmer in the nei ghbourhood. This girl, who was a year younger than Hel en
was consi dered by nost people to be the prettier of the two, though Helen's
features had to a great extent softened as she became ol der. The two girls,
who were together on every avail abl e opportunity, presented a singular
contrast, the one with her clear, olive skin and al nbst Italian appearance,
and the other of the proverbial red and white of our rural districts. It
must be stated that the payments made to M. R for the maintenance of Hel en
were known in the village for their excessive liberality, and the inpression
was general that she would one day inherit a | arge sum of noney from her
relative. The parents of Rachel were therefore not averse fromtheir
daughter's friendship with the girl, and even encouraged the intinmacy,

t hough they now bitterly regret having done so. Helen still retained her
extraordi nary fondness for the forest, and on several occasions Rache
acconpani ed her, the two friends setting out early in the norning, and
remaining in the wood until dusk. Once or twice after these excursions Ms.
M thought her daughter's nanner rather peculiar; she seened |anguid and
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dreany, and as it has been expressed, "different fromherself," but these
peculiarities seemto have been thought too trifling for remark. One

eveni ng, however, after Rachel had come home, her nother heard a noise which
sounded |i ke suppressed weeping in the girl's room and on going in found
her lying, half undressed, upon the bed, evidently in the greatest distress.
As soon as she saw her mother, she exclainmed, "Ah, nother, nother, why did
you let ne go to the forest with Helen?" Ms. M was astonished at so
strange a question, and proceeded to nake inquiries. Rachel told her a wild
story. She said --

Clarke closed the book with a snap, and turned his chair towards the fire.
When his friend sat one evening in that very chair, and told his story,
Clarke had interrupted himat a point a little subsequent to this, had cut
short his words in a paroxysmof horror. "My God!" he had excl ai med, "t hink,
t hi nk what you are saying. It is too incredible, too nonstrous; such things
can never be in this quiet world, where men and wonen |ive and die, and
struggl e, and conquer, or maybe fail, and fall down under sorrow, and grieve
and suffer strange fortunes for many a year; but not this, Phillips, not
such things as this. There nust be sone explanation, some way out of the
terror. Wiy, man, if such a case were possible, our earth would be a
ni ght mare. "

But Phillips had told his story to the end, concluding:

"Her flight remains a nystery to this day; she vanished in broad sunlight;
t hey saw her wal king in a nmeadow, and a few nonments |ater she was not
there. "

Clarke tried to conceive the thing again, as he sat by the fire, and again
his m nd shuddered and shrank back, appalled before the sight of such awful
unspeakabl e el enents enthroned as it were, and triunphant in human fl esh.
Before himstretched the long dimvista of the green causeway in the forest,
as his friend had described it; he saw the swaying | eaves and the quivering
shadows on the grass, he saw the sunlight and the flowers, and far away, far
in the long distance, the two figure noved toward him One was Rachel, but
t he ot her?

Clarke had tried his best to disbelieve it all, but at the end of the
account, as he had witten it in his book, he had placed the inscription
ET DI ABOLUS | NCARNATE EST. ET HOMO FACTUS EST.

Chapter Il -- THE CTY OF RESURRECTI ONS

"Herbert! Good God! Is it possible?"

"Yes, nmy nanme's Herbert. | think I know your face, too, but | don't renenber
your name. My nmenory is very queer."

"Don't you recollect Villiers of Wadhan®?"

"So it is, so it is. | beg your pardon, Villiers, | didn't think I was
beggi ng of an old college friend. Good-night."

"My dear fellow, this haste is unnecessary. My roons are close by, but we

won't go there just yet. Suppose we wal k up Shaftesbury Avenue a little way?
But how i n heaven's name have you cone to this pass, Herbert?"
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"It's a long story, Villiers, and a strange one too, but you can hear it if
you like."

"Conme on, then. Take nmy arm you don't seemvery strong."

The ill-assorted pair noved slowy up Rupert Street; the one in dirty,
evil -1 ooking rags, and the other attired in the regulation uniformof a nman
about town, trim glossy, and enminently well-to-do. Villiers had energed

fromhis restaurant after an excellent dinner of many courses, assisted by
an ingratiating little flask of Chianti, and, in that frame of mnd which
was with himal most chronic, had del ayed a nonment by the door, peering round
inthe dimy-lighted street in search of those mysterious incidents and
persons with which the streets of London teemin every quarter and every
hour. Villiers prided hinself as a practised explorer of such obscure nmazes
and byways of London life, and in this unprofitable pursuit he displayed an
assiduity which was worthy of nore serious enploynment. Thus he stood by the
| anp- post surveying the passers-by with undi sguised curiosity, and with that
gravity known only to the systematic diner, had just enunciated in his mnd
the formula: "London has been called the city of encounters; it is nore than
that, it is the city of Resurrections,"” when these reflections were suddenly
interrupted by a piteous whine at his el bow, and a depl orabl e appeal for
alms. He | ooked around in sone irritation, and with a sudden shock found

hi nsel f confronted with the enbodi ed proof of his sonewhat stilted fancies.
There, close beside him his face altered and di sfigured by poverty and

di sgrace, his body barely covered by greasy ill-fitting rags, stood his old
friend Charles Herbert, who had matriculated on the sanme day as hinself,

wi th whom he had been merry and wi se for twelve revolving terns. Different
occupations and varying interests had interrupted the friendship, and it was
six years since Villiers had seen Herbert; and now he | ooked upon this weck
of a man with grief and dismay, mngled with a certain inquisitiveness as to
what dreary chain of circunstances had dragged himdown to such a dol efu
pass. Villiers felt together with conpassion all the relish of the amateur
in mysteries, and congratul ated hinmself on his |eisurely specul ations
outsi de the restaurant.

They wal ked on in silence for sone tine, and nore than one passer-by stared
i n astoni shment at the unaccustomed spectacle of a well-dressed man with an
unm st akabl e beggar hanging on to his arm and, observing this, Villiers |led
the way to an obscure street in Soho. Here he repeated his question
"How on earth has it happened, Herbert? | al ways understood you woul d
succeed to an excellent position in Dorsetshire. Did your father disinherit
you? Surely not?"

"No, Villiers; | came into all the property at nmy poor father's death; he
died a year after | left Oxford. He was a very good father to ne, and
nourned his death sincerely enough. But you know what young nen are; a few
nmonths later | came up to town and went a good deal into society. O course
| had excellent introductions, and | nmanaged to enjoy nyself very much in a
harm ess sort of way. | played a little, certainly, but never for heavy
stakes, and the few bets | nade on races brought nme in noney--only a few
pounds, you know, but enough to pay for cigars and such petty pleasures. It
was in my second season that the tide turned. O course you have heard of ny
marri age?"

“"No, | never heard anything about it.
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"Yes, | married, Villiers. | met a girl, a girl of the nost wonderful and
nost strange beauty, at the house of sone people whom | knew. | cannot tel
you her age; | never knewit, but, so far as | can guess, | should think she
must have been about nineteen when | made her acquai ntance. My friends had
cone to know her at Florence; she told them she was an orphan, the child of
an English father and an Italian nother, and she charmed them as she charned
ne. The first time | saw her was at an evening party. | was standing by the
door talking to a friend, when suddenly above the hum and babbl e of
conversation | heard a voice which seened to thrill to nmy heart. She was
singing an Italian song. | was introduced to her that evening, and in three
nmonths | married Helen. Villiers, that woman, if | can call her woman,
corrupted nmy soul. The night of the wedding | found myself sitting in her
bedroomin the hotel, listening to her talk. She was sitting up in bed, and
| listened to her as she spoke in her beautiful voice, spoke of things which
even now | woul d not dare whisper in the blackest night, though I stood in
the mdst of a wilderness. You, Villiers, you may think you know life, and
London, and what goes on day and night in this dreadful city; for all | can
say you may have heard the talk of the vilest, but | tell you you can have
no conception of what | know, not in your nobst fantastic, hideous dreans can
you have imaged forth the faintest shadow of what | have heard--and seen

Yes, seen. | have seen the incredible, such horrors that even | nyself
sonetines stop in the niddle of the street and ask whether it is possible
for a man to behold such things and live. In a year, Villiers, | was a
ruined man, in body and soul --in body and soul."

"But your property, Herbert? You had land in Dorset."

"I sold it all; the fields and woods, the dear ol d house--everything."
"And the noney?"

"She took it all fromne."

"And then left you?"

"Yes; she di sappeared one night. | don't know where she went, but | amsure
if | saw her again it would kill nme. The rest of ny story is of no interest;
sordid misery, that is all. You may think, Villiers, that | have exaggerated
and tal ked for effect; but I have not told you half. | could tell you

certain things which would convince you, but you would never know a happy
day again. You would pass the rest of your life, as | pass nmine, a haunted
man, a man who has seen hell."
Villiers took the unfortunate man to his roonms, and gave hima neal. Herbert
could eat little, and scarcely touched the glass of wine set before him He
sat noody and silent by the fire, and seened relieved when Villiers sent him
away with a small present of noney.

"By the way, Herbert," said Villiers, as they parted at the door, "what was
your wife's name? You said Helen, | think? Hel en what?"

"The nane she passed under when | net her was Hel en Vaughan, but what her

real name was | can't say. | don't think she had a name. No, no, not in that
sense. Only hunman bei ngs have nanes, Villiers; | can't say anynore.
CGood-bye; yes, | will not fail to call if | see any way in which you can

hel p ne. Good-night."
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The man went out into the bitter night, and Villiers returned to his

Vi

fireside. There was sonethi ng about Herbert whi ch shocked hi minexpressibly;
not his poor rags nor the marks which poverty had set upon his face, but
rather an indefinite terror which hung about himlike a mst. He had

acknow edged that he hinself was not devoid of blane; the woman, he had
avowed, had corrupted hi mbody and soul, and Villiers felt that this man
once his friend, had been an actor in scenes evil beyond the power of words.
Hi s story needed no confirmation: he hinself was the enbodi ed proof of it.
Villiers nused curiously over the story he had heard, and wondered whet her
he had heard both the first and the last of it. "No," he thought, "certainly
not the last, probably only the beginning. A case like this is |ike a nest
of Chi nese boxes; you open one after the other and find a quainter

wor kmanship in every box. Mst likely poor Herbert is merely one of the
out si de boxes; there are stranger ones to follow "

Iliers could not take his nmind away from Herbert and his story, which

seened to grow wi l der as the night wore on. The fire seened to burn | ow, and
the chilly air of the norning crept into the room Villiers got up with a

gl ance over his shoul der, and, shivering slightly, went to bed.

few days later he saw at his club a gentleman of his acquai ntance, naned
Austin, who was fanmous for his intimte know edge of London life, both in
its tenebrous and | um nous phases. Villiers, still full of his encounter in
Soho and its consequences, thought Austin might possibly be able to shed
sone light on Herbert's history, and so after sone casual tal k he suddenly
put the question:

"Do you happen to know anything of a man naned Herbert -- Charles Herbert?"

Austin turned round sharply and stared at Villiers with sone astonishment.
"Charl es Herbert? Weren't you in town three years ago? No; then you have not
heard of the Paul Street case? It caused a good deal of sensation at the
tinme."

"What was the case?"

"Well, a gentlenman, a man of very good position, was found dead, stark dead,

in the area of a certain house in Paul Street, off Tottenham Court Road. O
course the police did not make the discovery; if you happen to be sitting up
all night and have a light in your wi ndow, the constable will ring the bell
but if you happen to be Iying dead in sonebody's area, you will be |eft
alone. In this instance, as in many others, the alarmwas rai sed by sone

ki nd of vagabond; | don't nean a common tranp, or a public-house |oafer, but
a gentl eman, whose business or pleasure, or both, made hima spectator of
the London streets at five o' clock in the nmorning. This individual was, as
he said, 'going hone,'it did not appear whence or whither, and had occasion
to pass through Paul Street between four and five a.m Sonething or other
caught his eye at Nunber 20; he said, absurdly enough, that the house had

t he nost unpl easant physi ognony he had ever observed, but, at any rate, he
gl anced down the area and was a good deal astonished to see a man |ying on
the stones, his linbs all huddl ed together, and his face turned up. CQur
gentl eman thought his face | ooked peculiarly ghastly, and so set off at a
run in search of the nearest policeman. The constable was at first inclined
to treat the matter lightly, suspecting comopn drunkenness; however, he
cane, and after |ooking at the man's face, changed his tone, quickly enough
The early bird, who had picked up this fine worm was sent off for a doctor
and the policeman rang and knocked at the door till a slatternly servant
girl cane down | ooking nore than half asleep. The constabl e pointed out the
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contents of the area to the nmaid, who screaned | oudly enough to wake up the
street, but she knew nothing of the man; had never seen himat the house,
and so forth. Meanwhile, the original discoverer had come back with a

nmedi cal man, and the next thing was to get into the area. The gate was open
so the whol e quartet stunped down the steps. The doctor hardly needed a
nonent's exam nation; he said the poor fell ow had been dead for severa
hours, and it was then the case began to get interesting. The dead man had
not been robbed, and in one of his pockets were papers identifying him
as--well, as a man of good famly and neans, a favourite in society, and
nobody's eneny, as far as could be known. | don't give his nane, Villiers,
because it has nothing to do with the story, and because it's no good raking
up these affairs about the dead when there are no relations |living. The next
curious point was that the medical nen couldn't agree as to how he net his
death. There were sone slight bruises on his shoulders, but they were so
slight that it | ooked as if he had been pushed roughly out of the kitchen
door, and not thrown over the railings fromthe street or even dragged down
the steps. But there were positively no other marks of violence about him
certainly none that would account for his death; and when they came to the
aut opsy there wasn't a trace of poison of any kind. OF course the police
wanted to know all about the people at Number 20, and here again, so | have
heard from private sources, one or two other very curious points cane out.
It appears that the occupants of the house were a M. and Ms. Charles
Herbert; he was said to be a | anded proprietor, though it struck nobst people
that Paul Street was not exactly the place to | ook for country gentry. As
for Ms. Herbert, nobody seenmed to know who or what she was, and, between
ourselves, | fancy the divers after her history found thenselves in rather
strange waters. O course they both deni ed know ng anythi ng about the
deceased, and in default of any evidence agai nst themthey were di scharged.
But some very odd things came out about them Though it was between five and
six in the norning when the dead man was renoved, a |large crowd had
col l ected, and several of the neighbours ran to see what was goi ng on. They
were pretty free with their comments, by all accounts, and fromthese it
appeared that Number 20 was in very bad odour in Paul Street. The detectives
tried to trace down these rumpurs to sonme solid foundation of fact, but
could not get hold of anything. People shook their heads and raised their
eyebrows and thought the Herberts rather 'queer,' 'would rather not be seen
going into their house,'and so on, but there was nothing tangi ble. The
authorities were norally certain the man net his death in some way or
another in the house and was thrown out by the kitchen door, but they
couldn't prove it, and the absence of any indications of violence or

poi soning | eft them hel pl ess. An odd case, wasn't it? But curiously enough
there's sonething nore that | haven't told you. | happened to know one of

t he doctors who was consulted as to the cause of death, and some tine after
the inquest | net him and asked himabout it. 'Do you really nmean to tel

ne,' | said, 'that you were baffled by the case, that you actually don't
know what the man died of?* 'Pardon ne,' he replied, 'I know perfectly wel
what caused death. Blank died of fright, of sheer, awful terror; | never saw

features so hideously contorted in the entire course of ny practice, and
have seen the faces of a whole host of dead.' The doctor was usually a coo
custonmer enough, and a certain vehenence in his manner struck ne, but |
couldn't get anything nore out of him | suppose the Treasury didn't see
their way to prosecuting the Herberts for frightening a nan to death; at any
rate, nothing was done, and the case dropped out of nen's minds. Do you
happen to know anyt hi ng of Herbert?"

"Well," replied Villiers, "he was an old college friend of mne."
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"You don't say so? Have you ever seen his wfe?"

"No, | haven't. | have lost sight of Herbert for nany years."

"It's queer, isn't it, parting with a nan at the coll ege gate or at
Paddi ngt on, seeing nothing of himfor years, and then finding himpop up his
head in such an odd place. But | should Iike to have seen Ms. Herbert;
peopl e said extraordi nary things about her."

"What sort of things?"

"Well, 1 hardly know how to tell you. Everyone who saw her at the police
court said she was at once the nmpst beautiful woman and the nost repul sive
they had ever set eyes on. | have spoken to a man who saw her, and | assure

you he positively shuddered as he tried to describe the wonan, but he
couldn't tell why. She seens to have been a sort of enigma; and | expect if
t hat one dead nan could have told tales, he would have told sone unconmonly
gueer ones. And there you are again in another puzzle; what could a
respectable country gentleman like M. Blank (we'll call himthat if you
don't mnd) want in such a very queer house as Nunber 20?7 It's altogether a
very odd case, isn't it?"

"It is indeed, Austin; an extraordinary case. | didn't think, when | asked
you about nmy old friend, | should strike on such strange netal. Well, | rmust
be of f; good-day."

Villiers went away, thinking of his own conceit of the Chinese boxes; here
was quai nt wor kmanshi p i ndeed.

Chapter 1V -- THE DI SCOVERY | N PAUL STREET

A few nonths after Villers' meeting with Herbert, M. Carke was sitting, as
usual , by his after-dinner hearth, resolutely guarding his fancies from
wandering in the direction of the bureau. For nore than a week he had
succeeded in keeping away fromthe "Menmoirs," and he cherished hopes of a
conplete self-reformation; but, in spite of his endeavours, he could not
hush the wonder and the strange curiosity that the |last case he had witten
down had excited within him He had put the case, or rather the outline of
it, conjecturally to a scientific friend, who shook his head, and thought
Clarke getting queer, and on this particular evening O arke was naking an
effort to rationalize the story, when a sudden knock at the door roused him
fromhis nmeditations.

"M. Villiers to see you sir."

"Dear me, Villiers, it is very kind of you to ook ne up; | have not seen
you for many nonths; | should think nearly a year. Conme in, come in. And how
are you, Villiers? Want any advi ce about investnents?"

"No, thanks, | fancy everything | have in that way is pretty safe. No,

Clarke, | have really conme to consult you about a rather curious matter that
has been brought under ny notice of late. | amafraid you will think it al
rather absurd when | tell ny tale. | sonetimes think so nyself, and that's

just what | made up ny mind to cone to you, as | know you're a practica
man. "

M. Villiers was ignorant of the "Menpirs to prove the Existence of the
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Devil."

"Well, Villiers, |I shall be happy to give you ny advice, to the best of ny
ability. Wat is the nature of the case?"

"It's an extraordinary thing altogether. You know nmy ways; | always keep ny
eyes open in the streets, and in ny tine | have chanced upon sone queer
customers, and queer cases too, but this, | think, beats all. | was com ng
out of a restaurant one nasty wi nter night about three nonths ago; | had had
a capital dinner and a good bottle of Chianti, and | stood for a nonent on
t he paverent, thinking what a nystery there is about London streets and the
conpani es that pass along them A bottle of red wi ne encourages these
fancies, Clarke, and | dare say | should have thought a page of small type,
but | was cut short by a beggar who had come behind ne, and was making the

usual appeals. O course | |ooked round, and this beggar turned out to be
what was left of an old friend of mne, a man naned Herbert. | asked hi m how
he had conme to such a wetched pass, and he told ne. W wal ked up and down
one of those |ong and dark Soho streets, and there | listened to his story.

He said he had nmarried a beautiful girl, some years younger than hinself,
and, as he put it, she had corrupted himbody and soul. He wouldn't go into
details; he said he dare not, that what he had seen and heard haunted hi m by

ni ght and day, and when | looked in his face I knew he was speaking the
truth. There was sonething about the man that made ne shiver. | don't know
why, but it was there. | gave hima little nmoney and sent hi maway, and

assure you that when he was gone | gasped for breath. His presence seened to
chill one's blood."

"Isn't this all just alittle fanciful, Villiers? | suppose the poor fell ow
had made an i nprudent marriage, and, in plain English, gone to the bad."

"Well, listen to this." Villiers told Clarke the story he had heard from
Aust i n.

"You see," he concluded, "there can be but little doubt that this M. Bl ank,
whoever he was, died of sheer terror; he saw sonething so awful, so
terrible, that it cut short his life. And what he saw, he npbst certainly saw
in that house, which, somehow or other, had got a bad nane in the
nei ghbour hood. | had the curiosity to go and | ook at the place for nyself.
It's a saddening kind of street; the houses are old enough to be nmean and
dreary, but not old enough to be quaint. As far as | could see nost of them
are let in |lodgings, furnished and unfurnished, and al nost every door has
three bells to it. Here and there the ground fl oors have been nmde into
shops of the commonest kind; it's a dismal street in every way. | found
Nunber 20 was to let, and | went to the agent's and got the key. O course
shoul d have heard nothing of the Herberts in that quarter, but | asked the
man, fair and square, how long they had | eft the house and whether there had
been other tenants in the neanwhile. He | ooked at nme queerly for a mnute,
and told ne the Herberts had left immediately after the unpl easant ness, as
he called it, and since then the house had been enpty."

M. Villiers paused for a nonent.

"I have al ways been rather fond of going over enpty houses; there's a sort
of fascination about the desolate enpty roons, with the nails sticking in
the walls, and the dust thick upon the windowsills. But | didn't enjoy
goi ng over Nunmber 20, Paul Street. | had hardly put nmy foot inside the
passage when | noticed a queer, heavy feeling about the air of the house. O
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course all enpty houses are stuffy, and so forth, but this was sonething
quite different; |I can't describe it to you, but it seened to stop the
breath. | went into the front roomand the back room and the kitchens
downstairs; they were all dirty and dusty enough, as you woul d expect, but

t here was sonmet hing strange about themall. | couldn't define it to you, |
only know | felt queer. It was one of the rooms on the first floor, though
that was the worst. It was a largish room and once on a time the paper nust
have been cheerful enough, but when | saw it, paint, paper, and everything

were nost doleful. But the roomwas full of horror; | felt my teeth grinding
as | put ny hand on the door, and when | went in, | thought | should have
fallen fainting to the floor. However, | pulled nyself together, and stood
agai nst the end wall, wondering what on earth there could be about the room

to make nmy linmbs trenble, and ny heart beat as if | were at the hour of
death. In one corner there was a pile of newspapers littered on the floor
and | began | ooking at them they were papers of three or four years ago,
sone of themhalf torn, and sonme crunpled as if they had been used for

packing. | turned the whole pile over, and anbngst them | found a curious
drawing; | will showit to you presently. But | couldn't stay in the roony |
felt it was overpowering ne. | was thankful to come out, safe and sound,
into the open air. People stared at ne as | wal ked along the street, and one
man said | was drunk. | was staggering about from one side of the pavenent
to the other, and it was as nmuch as | could do to take the key back to the
agent and get home. | was in bed for a week, suffering fromwhat ny doctor

cal l ed nervous shock and exhaustion. One of those days | was reading the
eveni ng paper, and happened to notice a paragraph headed: 'Starved to
Death.' It was the usual style of thing; a nodel |odging-house in

Mar | yebone, a door | ocked for several days, and a dead nan in his chair when
they broke in. 'The deceased,'said the paragraph, 'was known as Charles
Herbert, and is believed to have been once a prosperous country gentl enan.
His nane was fam liar to the public three years ago in connection with the
nysterious death in Paul Street, Tottenham Court Road, the deceased being
the tenant of the house Number 20, in the area of which a gentleman of good
position was found dead under circunstances not devoid of suspicion.' A
tragi c ending, wasn't it? But after all, if what he told me were true, which
| amsure it was, the man's life was all a tragedy, and a tragedy of a
stranger sort than they put on the boards."

"And that is the story, is it?" said Carke nusingly.
"Yes, that is the story."

"Well, really, Villiers, | scarcely know what to say about it. There are, no
doubt, circunstances in the case which seem peculiar, the finding of the
dead man in the area of Herbert's house, for instance, and the extraordinary
opi nion of the physician as to the cause of death; but, after all, it is
concei vable that the facts may be explained in a straightforward manner. As
to your own sensations, when you went to see the house, | would suggest that
they were due to a vivid imagination; you rmust have been brooding, in a
sem - consci ous way, over what you had heard. | don't exactly see what nore
can be said or done in the matter; you evidently think there is a nystery of
sone kind, but Herbert is dead; where then do you propose to | ook?"

"I propose to |look for the woman; the worman whom he married. She is the
mystery."

The two nmen sat silent by the fireside; Carke secretly congratul ating
hi nsel f on havi ng successfully kept up the character of advocate of the
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conmonpl ace, and Villiers wapped in his gloony fanci es.

"I think I will have a cigarette," he said at last, and put his hand in his
pocket to feel for the cigarette-case.

"Ah!" he said, starting slightly, "I forgot |I had something to show you. You
remenber nmy saying that | had found a rather curious sketch anongst the pile
of old newspapers at the house in Paul Street? Here it is."

Villiers drew out a snall thin parcel fromhis pocket. It was covered with
brown paper, and secured with string, and the knots were troublesone. In
spite of hinself Clarke felt inquisitive; he bent forward on his chair as
Villiers painfully undid the string, and unfol ded the outer covering. |nside
was a second wapping of tissue, and Villiers took it off and handed the
smal | piece of paper to Carke w thout a word.

There was dead silence in the roomfor five mnutes or nore; the two nan sat
so still that they could hear the ticking of the tall ol d-fashioned cl ock
that stood outside in the hall, and in the m nd of one of themthe slow
nonot ony of sound woke up a far, far nmenory. He was looking intently at the
smal | pen-and-ink sketch of the woman's head; it had evidently been drawn
with great care, and by a true artist, for the woman's soul | ooked out of
the eyes, and the lips were parted with a strange snmle. O arke gazed stil
at the face; it brought to his nmenory one summer evening, |ong ago; he saw
again the long lovely valley, the river wi nding between the hills, the
nmeadows and the cornfields, the dull red sun, and the cold white m st rising
fromthe water. He heard a voice speaking to him across the waves of nany
years, and saying "Clarke, Mary will see the god Pan!" and then he was
standing in the grimroom beside the doctor, listening to the heavy ticking
of the clock, waiting and watching, watching the figure lying on the green
chair beneath the lanplight. Mary rose up, and he | ooked into her eyes, and
his heart grew cold within him

"Who is this woman?" he said at last. H s voice was dry and hoarse
"That is the woman who Herbert narried.”

Cl arke | ooked again at the sketch; it was not Mary after all. There
certainly was Mary's face, but there was sonething el se, sonething he had
not seen on Mary's features when the white-clad girl entered the | aboratory
with the doctor, nor at her terrible awakeni ng, nor when she lay grinning on
the bed. Whatever it was, the glance that cane fromthose eyes, the snile on

the full lips, or the expression of the whole face, O arke shuddered before
it at his inmost soul, and thought, unconsciously, of Dr. Phillip's words,
"the nost vivid presentnent of evil | have ever seen." He turned the paper

over nmechanically in his hand and gl anced at the back

"Good God! Cl arke, what is the matter? You are as white as death."
Villiers had started wildly fromhis chair, as Carke fell back with a
groan, and let the paper drop from his hands.

"I don't feel very well, Villiers, | amsubject to these attacks. Pour ne
out alittle wine; thanks, that will do. | shall feel better in a few
m nutes."

Villiers picked up the fallen sketch and turned it over as O arke had done.
"You saw that?" he said. "That's how | identified it as being a portrait of
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Herbert's wife, or | should say his wi dow. How do you feel now?"

"Better, thanks, it was only a passing faintness. | don't think I quite
catch your meaning. Wat did you say enabled you to identify the picture?"

"This word--'Helen'--was witten on the back. Didn't | tell you her nane was
Hel en? Yes; Hel en Vaughan.™

Cl arke groaned; there could be no shadow of doubt.

"Now, don't you agree with nme," said Villiers, "that in the story | have
told you to-night, and in the part this woman plays in it, there are sone
very strange points?"

"Yes, Villiers," Clarke muttered, "it is a strange story indeed; a strange
story indeed. You nust give me tinme to think it over; | nay be able to help
you or | may not. Miust you be going now? Well, good-night, Villiers,
good-ni ght. Come and see ne in the course of a week."

Chapter V -- THE LETTER OF ADVI CE

"Do you know, Austin," said Villiers, as the two friends were pacing
sedately along Piccadilly one pleasant nmorning in May, "do you know | am
convi nced that what you told me about Paul Street and the Herberts is a nere
epi sode in an extraordinary history? | may as well confess to you that when
| asked you about Herbert a few nonths ago | had just seen him"

"You had seen hi n?? \Where?"

"He begged of nme in the street one night. He was in the nost pitiable
plight, but | recognized the man, and | got himto tell me his history, or
at least the outline of it. In brief, it amunted to this--he had been
ruined by his wife."

"I n what manner ?"

"He would not tell me; he would only say that she had destroyed him body
and soul. The man is dead now.

"And what has become of his w fe?"

"Ah, that's what | should like to know, and | nean to find her sooner or
[ater. | know a man named Clarke, a dry fellow, in fact a man of busi ness,
but shrewd enough. You understand ny mneani ng; not shrewd in the mere
busi ness sense of the word, but a nan who really knows sonethi ng about nen
and life. Well, | laid the case before him and he was evidently inpressed
He said it needed consideration, and asked nme to come again in the course of
a week. A few days later | received this extraordinary letter."

Austin took the envel ope, drew out the letter, and read it curiously. It ran
as follows:--

"MY DEAR VILLIERS, --1 have thought over the matter on which you consulted ne
the other night, and nmy advice to you is this. Throw the portrait into the
fire, blot out the story fromyour nind. Never give it another thought,
Villiers, or you will be sorry. You will think, no doubt, that I amin
possessi on of some secret infornation, and to a certain extent that is the
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case. But | only know a little; | amlike a traveller who has peered over an
abyss, and has drawn back in terror. Wiat | know is strange enough and
horri bl e enough, but beyond ny know edge there are depths and horrors nore

frightful still, nore incredible than any tale told of wi nter nights about
the fire. | have resolved, and nothing shall shake that resolve, to explore
no whit farther, and if you val ue your happiness you will make the sane

det erm nati on.

"Come and see nme by all means; but we will talk on nore cheerful topics than
this."
Austin folded the letter nethodically, and returned it to Villiers.

"It is certainly an extraordinary letter," he said, "what does he nean by
the portrait?"

"Ah! | forgot to tell you | have been to Paul Street and have nade a
di scovery."
Villiers told his story as he had told it to Clarke, and Austin listened in

silence. He seened puzzl ed.

"How very curious that you shoul d experience such an unpl easant sensation in
that room" he said at length. "I hardly gather that it was a mere matter of
the imagi nation; a feeling of repulsion, in short."

"No, it was nore physical than mental. It was as if | were inhaling at every
breath some deadly funme, which seened to penetrate to every nerve and bone
and sinew of my body. | felt racked fromhead to foot, my eyes began to grow

dim it was like the entrance of death."

"Yes, yes, very strange certainly. You see, your friend confesses that there
is sone very black story connected with this wonan. Did you notice any
particul ar emotion in himwhen you were telling your tale?"

"Yes, | did. He becane very faint, but he assured ne that it was a nere
passing attack to which he was subject."

"Did you believe hinP"
"I did at the tinme, but | don't now. He heard what | had to say with a good

deal of indifference, till | showed himthe portrait. It was then that he
was seized with the attack of which | spoke. He | ooked ghastly, | assure
you. "

"Then he nust have seen the wonan before. But there night be another
expl anation; it might have been the nane, and not the face, which was
famliar to him Wat do you think?"

"I couldn't say. To the best of nmy belief it was after turning the portrait
in his hands that he nearly dropped fromthe chair. The name, you know, was
witten on the back."

"Quite so. After all, it is inmpossible to come to any resolution in a case
like this. | hate nel odrama, and nothing strikes ne as nore commonpl ace and
tedi ous than the ordi nary ghost story of commerce; but really, Villiers, it

| ooks as if there were sonmething very queer at the bottomof all this."
The two nmen had, without noticing it, turned up Ashley Street, |eading
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northward fromPiccadilly. It was a long street, and rather a gl oony one,
but here and there a brighter taste had illunm nated the dark houses wth
flowers, and gay curtains, and a cheerful paint on the doors. Villiers

gl anced up as Austin stopped speaking, and | ooked at one of these houses;
gerani uns, red and white, drooped fromevery sill, and daffodil-col oured
curtains were draped back from each w ndow.

"It | ooks cheerful, doesn't it?" he said.

"Yes, and the inside is still nore cheery. One of the pleasantest houses of
the season, so | have heard. | haven't been there nyself, but |'ve net
several men who have, and they tell nme it's uncommonly jovial."

"Whose house is it?"
"A Ms. Beaunmont's."
"And who is she?"

"I couldn't tell you. I have heard she cones from South Anerica, but after
all, who she is is of little consequence. She is a very wealthy woman
there's no doubt of that, and sone of the best people have taken her up. |
hear she has sone wonderful claret, really marvell ous wi ne, which nmust have
cost a fabul ous sum Lord Argentine was telling me about it; he was there
| ast Sunday evening. He assures ne he has never tasted such a wi ne, and
Argentine, as you know, is an expert. By the way, that rem nds ne, she nust
be an oddi sh sort of wonan, this Ms. Beaunont. Argentine asked her how old
the wi ne was, and what do you think she said? 'About a thousand years,
believe.' Lord Argentine thought she was chaffing him you know, but when he
| aughed she said she was speaking quite seriously and offered to show him
the jar. O course, he couldn't say anything nore after that; but it seens
rather antiquated for a beverage, doesn't it? Wiy, here we are at ny roons.
Cone in, won't you?"

"Thanks, | think I will. I haven't seen the curiosity-shop for a while."
It was a room furnished richly, yet oddly, where every jar and bookcase and
table, and every rug and jar and ornanent seened to be a thing apart,
preserving each its own individuality.

"Anything fresh lately?" said Villiers after a while.

"No; | think not; you saw those queer jugs, didn't you? | thought so.
don't think I have come across anything for the |ast few weeks."

Austin glanced around the room from cupboard to cupboard, fromshelf to
shel f, in search of sone new oddity. H's eyes fell at last on an odd chest,
pl easantly and quaintly carved, which stood in a dark corner of the room
"Ah," he said, "I was forgetting, | have got something to show you." Austin
unl ocked the chest, drew out a thick quarto volume, laid it on the table,
and resuned the cigar he had put down.

"Did you know Arthur Meyrick the painter, Villiers?"

"Alittle; | met himtwo or three tines at the house of a friend of nne
What has becone of hinf? | haven't heard his nanme nentioned for sonme tine."

"He's dead."
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"You don't say so! Quite young, wasn't he?"
"Yes; only thirty when he died."
"What did he die of?"

"I don't know. He was an intimate friend of mine, and a thoroughly good
fellow. He used to come here and talk to me for hours, and he was one of the
best tal kers | have net. He could even tal k about painting, and that's nore
than can be said of npbst painters. About eighteen nonths ago he was feeling
rather overworked, and partly at ny suggestion he went off on a sort of
roving expedition, with no very definite end or aimabout it. | believe New
York was to be his first port, but I never heard fromhim Three nonths ago
| got this book, with a very civil letter froman English doctor practising
at Buenos Ayres, stating that he had attended the late M. Myrick during
his illness, and that the deceased had expressed an earnest w sh that the
encl osed packet should be sent to nme after his death. That was all."

"And haven't you witten for further particul ars?"

"I have been thinking of doing so. You would advise nme to wite to the
doct or ?"

"Certainly. And what about the book?"
"It was sealed up when | got it. | don't think the doctor had seen it."
"It is sonething very rare? Meyrick was a collector, perhaps?”

"No, | think not, hardly a collector. Now, what do you think of these A nu
j ugs?"

"They are peculiar, but | like them But aren't you going to show me poor
Meyrick's | egacy?"

"Yes, yes, to be sure. The fact is, it's rather a peculiar sort of thing,

and | haven't shown it to any one. | wouldn't say anything about it if |
were you. There it is."
Villiers took the book, and opened it at haphazard.

"It isn't a printed volune, then?" he said.

"No. It is a collection of drawings in black and white by my poor friend
Meyri ck. "

Villiers turned to the first page, it was blank; the second bore a brief
i nscription, which he read:

Sil et per diemuniversus, nec sine horrore secretus est; |lucet nocturnis
i gni bus, chorus Aegi panum undi que personatur: audiuntur et cantus tibiarum
et tinnitus cynbal orum per oram mariti nam

On the third page was a design which made Villiers start and | ook up at

Austin; he was gazing abstractedly out of the window. Villiers turned page
after page, absorbed, in spite of hinself, in the frightful Wl purgis N ght
of evil, strange nonstrous evil, that the dead artist had set forth in hard
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bl ack and white. The figures of Fauns and Satyrs and Aegi pans danced before
his eyes, the darkness of the thicket, the dance on the nmountain-top, the
scenes by lonely shores, in green vineyards, by rocks and desert pl aces,
passed before him a world before which the human soul seemed to shrink back
and shudder. Villiers whirled over the renmaining pages; he had seen enough
but the picture on the |ast |eaf caught his eye, as he al nost closed the
book.

"Austin!"

"Well, what is it?"

"Do you know who that is?"

It was a wonan's face, alone on the white page.
"Know who it is? No, of course not."

"l do."

"Who is it?"

"It is Ms. Herbert."

"Are you sure?"

"I amperfectly sure of it. Poor Meyrick! He is one nore chapter in her
history."

"But what do you think of the designs?"

"They are frightful. Lock the book up again, Austin. If |I were you | would
burn it; it must be a terrible conpani on even though it be in a chest."
"Yes, they are singular draw ngs. But | wonder what connection there could
be between Meyrick and Ms. Herbert, or what |ink between her and these
desi gns?"

"Ah, who can say? It is possible that the matter may end here, and we shal
never know, but in my own opinion this Hel en Vaughan, or Ms. Herbert, is
only the beginning. She will come back to London, Austin; depend on it, she
wi Il come back, and we shall hear nore about her then. | doubt it will be
very pl easant news."

Chapter VI -- THE SU Cl DES

Lord Argentine was a great favourite in London Society. At twenty he had
been a poor man, decked with the surnane of an illustrious famly, but
forced to earn a livelihood as best he could, and the npst specul ative of
noney- 1| enders woul d not have entrusted himwith fifty pounds on the chance
of his ever changing his name for atitle, and his poverty for a great
fortune. His father had been near enough to the fountain of good things to
secure one of the famly livings, but the son, even if he had taken orders,
woul d scarcely have obtained so nuch as this, and noreover felt no vocation
for the ecclesiastical estate. Thus he fronted the world with no better
arnour than the bachelor's gown and the wits of a younger son's grandson
wi th which equi pnent he contrived in sone way to make a very tolerable fight
of it. At twenty-five M. Charles Aubernon saw hinself still a man of
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struggl es and of warfare with the world, but out of the seven who stood
before himand the high places of his famly three only remained. These

t hree, however, were "good lives," but yet not proof against the Zulu
assegai s and typhoid fever, and so one norning Aubernon woke up and found
hi nsel f Lord Argentine, a nan of thirty who had faced the difficulties of
exi stence, and had conquered. The situation amused hi mimensely, and he
resol ved that riches should be as pleasant to himas poverty had al ways
been. Argentine, after some little consideration, cane to the concl usion
that dining, regarded as a fine art, was perhaps the npst amusing pursuit
open to fallen humanity, and thus his dinners becane fanous in London, and
an invitation to his table a thing covetously desired. After ten years of

| ordship and dinners Argentine still declined to be jaded, still persisted
in enjoying life, and by a kind of infection had become recognized as the
cause of joy in others, in short, as the best of conpany. H s sudden and
tragi cal death therefore caused a wi de and deep sensation. People could
scarcely believe it, even though the newspaper was before their eyes, and
the cry of "Mysterious Death of a Nobl eman" canme ringing up fromthe street.
But there stood the brief paragraph: "Lord Argentine was found dead this
nmorni ng by his valet under distressing circunstances. It is stated that
there can be no doubt that his lordship comitted suicide, though no notive
can be assigned for the act. The deceased nobl eman was w dely known in

soci ety, and much liked for his genial manner and sunptuous hospitality. He
i s succeeded by," etc., etc.

By sl ow degrees the details came to |ight, but the case still remained a
nystery. The chief witness at the inquest was the deceased's valet, who said
that the night before his death Lord Argentine had dined with a | ady of good
position, whose nane was suppressed in the newspaper reports. At about
el even o' cl ock Lord Argentine had returned, and informed his man that he
should not require his services till the next nmorning. Alittle later the
val et had occasion to cross the hall and was somewhat astoni shed to see his
master quietly letting hinmself out at the front door. He had taken off his
eveni ng cl othes, and was dressed in a Norfol k coat and kni ckerbockers, and
wore a | ow brown hat. The valet had no reason to suppose that Lord Argentine
had seen him and though his master rarely kept late hours, thought little
of the occurrence till the next norning, when he knocked at the bedroom door
at a quarter to nine as usual. He received no answer, and, after knocking
two or three tinmes, entered the room and saw Lord Argentine's body | eaning
forward at an angle fromthe bottom of the bed. He found that his naster had
tied a cord securely to one of the short bed-posts, and, after making a
runni ng noose and slipping it round his neck, the unfortunate nman nust have
resolutely fallen forward, to die by slow strangul ation. He was dressed in
the light suit in which the valet had seen himgo out, and the doctor who
was sunmoned pronounced that |ife had been extinct for nore than four hours.
Al'l papers, letters, and so forth seened in perfect order, and nothi ng was
di scovered which pointed in the nost renbte way to any scandal either great
or small. Here the evidence ended; nothing nore could be discovered. Severa
persons had been present at the dinner-party at which Lord Augustine had
assisted, and to all these he seened in his usual genial spirits. The valet,
i ndeed, said he thought his naster appeared a little excited when he cane
hone, but confessed that the alteration in his nanner was very slight,
hardly noticeable, indeed. It seened hopel ess to seek for any clue, and the
suggestion that Lord Argentine had been suddenly attacked by acute suicida
mani a was generally accepted.

It was ot herw se, however, when within three weeks, three nore gentlenen,
one of them a nobl eman, and the two others nen of good position and anple
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neans, perished mserably in alnbst precisely the sane manner. Lord
Swanl ei gh was found one norning in his dressing-room hanging froma peg
affixed to the wall, and M. Collier-Stuart and M. Herries had chosen to
die as Lord Argentine. There was no explanation in either case; a few bald
facts; a living man in the evening, and a body with a black swollen face in
the norning. The police had been forced to confess thensel ves powerless to
arrest or to explain the sordid rmurders of Whitechapel; but before the
horri bl e suicides of Piccadilly and Mayfair they were dunbfoundered, for not
even the nere ferocity which did duty as an explanation of the crimes of the
East End, could be of service in the Wst. Each of these men who had
resolved to die a tortured shameful death was rich, prosperous, and to al
appearances in love with the world, and not the acutest research should
ferret out any shadow of a lurking notive in either case. There was a horror
inthe air, and nmen | ooked at one another's faces when they net, each
wonderi ng whether the other was to be the victimof the fifth nanel ess
tragedy. Journalists sought in vain for their scrapbooks for nmaterials
whereof to concoct rem niscent articles; and the norning paper was unfol ded
in many a house with a feeling of awe; no man knew when or where the next

bl ow woul d Iight.

A short while after the last of these terrible events, Austin came to see
M. Villiers. He was curious to know whether Villiers had succeeded in
di scovering any fresh traces of Ms. Herbert, either through Cd arke or by
ot her sources, and he asked the question soon after he had sat down.

“"No," said Villiers, "I wote to Clarke, but he remains obdurate, and | have
tried other channels, but without any result. | can't find out what becane
of Hel en Vaughan after she left Paul Street, but | think she nust have gone
abroad. But to tell the truth, Austin, | haven't paid nuch attention to the
matter for the |ast few weeks; | knew poor Herries intimately, and his
terrible death has been a great shock to nme, a great shock."

"I can well believe it," answered Austin gravely, "you know Argentine was a
friend of mine. If |I remenber rightly, we were speaking of himthat day you
cane to ny roons."

"Yes; it was in connection with that house in Ashley Street, Ms. Beaunont's
house. You said sonething about Argentine's dining there."

"Quite so. OF course you know it was there Argentine dined the night
bef ore--before his death."

"No, | had not heard that."

"Ch, yes; the nane was kept out of the papers to spare Ms. Beaunont.
Argentine was a great favourite of hers, and it is said she was in a
terrible state for sonetine after.”

A curious | ook cane over Villiers' face; he seened undeci ded whether to
speak or not. Austin began again.

"I never experienced such a feeling of horror as when | read the account of

Argentine's death. | didn't understand it at the time, and I don't now. |
knew himwell, and it conpletely passes ny understanding for what possible
cause he -- or any of the others for the natter of that--could have resol ved

in cold blood to die in such an awful manner. You know how nmen babbl e away
each other's characters in London, you may be sure any buried scandal or
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hi dden skel eton woul d have been brought to light in such a case as this; but
not hing of the sort has taken place. As for the theory of mania, that is
very well, of course, for the coroner's jury, but everybody knows that it's
all nonsense. Suicidal mania is not small-pox."

Austin rel apsed into gloony silence. Villiers sat silent, also, watching his
friend. The expression of indecision still fleeted across his face; he
seened as if weighing his thoughts in the balance, and the considerations he
was resolving left himstill silent. Austin tried to shake off the

remenbrance of tragedi es as hopel ess and perpl exed as the | abyrinth of
Daedal us, and began to talk in an indifferent voice of the nore pleasant
i nci dents and adventures of the season
"That Ms. Beaunont," he said, "of whomwe were speaking, is a great
success; she has taken London alnbst by storm | net her the other night at
Ful hami's; she is really a renmarkable wonan."

"You have met Ms. Beaunont?"
"Yes; she had quite a court around her. She would be called very handsone, |
suppose, and yet there is sonething about her face which | didn't |ike. The
features are exquisite, but the expression is strange. And all the tine |
was | ooking at her, and afterwards, when | was going hone, | had a curious
feeling that very expression was in sone way or another famliar to nme."

"You nust have seen her in the Row. "

"No, | amsure | never set eyes on the wonan before; it is that which nakes
it puzzling. And to the best of my belief | have never seen anyone |ike her
what | felt was a kind of dimfar-off menory, vague but persistent. The only
sensation | can conpare it to, is that odd feeling one sonetines has in a
dream when fantastic cities and wondrous | ands and phant om per sonages
appear famliar and accustoned."”

Villiers nodded and gl anced aim essly round the room possibly in search of
sonet hing on which to turn the conversation. Hs eyes fell on an old chest
sonewhat |ike that in which the artist's strange | egacy lay hid beneath a
Got hi ¢ scut cheon.

"Have you witten to the doctor about poor Meyrick?" he asked.

"Yes; | wote asking for full particulars as to his illness and death.
don't expect to have an answer for another three weeks or a nonth. | thought
| mght as well inquire whether Meyrick knew an Engli shworman naned Herbert,

and if so, whether the doctor could give ne any information about her. But
it's very possible that Meyrick fell in with her at New York, or Mxico, or
San Francisco; | have no idea as to the extent or direction of his travels."

"Yes, and it's very possible that the woman may have nore than one nane."

"Exactly. | wish I had thought of asking you to lend ne the portrait of her
whi ch you possess. | mght have enclosed it in ny letter to Dr. Matthews."
"So you might; that never occurred to ne. W might send it now Hark! what
are those boys calling?"

Wi le the two nmen had been tal ki ng together a confused noi se of shouting had

been gradually growi ng | ouder. The noise rose fromthe eastward and swel |l ed
down Piccadilly, drawi ng nearer and nearer, a very torrent of sound; surging
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up streets usually quiet, and maki ng every wi ndow a frame for a face,
curious or excited. The cries and voices cane echoing up the silent street
where Villiers lived, growing nore distinct as they advanced, and, as
Villiers spoke, an answer rang up fromthe paverent:

"The West End Horrors; Another Awful Suicide; Full Details!"
Austin rushed down the stairs and bought a paper and read out the paragraph
to Villiers as the uproar in the street rose and fell. The w ndow was open
and the air seened full of noise and terror

"Anot her gentleman has fallen a victimto the terrible epidenc of suicide
which for the last nonth has prevailed in the West End. M. Sidney Crashaw,
of Stoke House, Ful ham and King's Pomeroy, Devon, was found, after a
prol onged search, hanging dead fromthe branch of a tree in his garden at
one o' clock today. The deceased gentlenan dined |ast night at the Carlton
Club and seened in his usual health and spirits. He left the club at about
ten o' clock, and was seen wal king leisurely up St. Janes's Street a little
| ater. Subsequent to this his nmovenents cannot be traced. On the di scovery
of the body nedical aid was at once sunmpned, but life had evidently been
long extinct. So far as is known, M. Crashaw had no trouble or anxiety of
any kind. This painful suicide, it will be remenbered, is the fifth of the
kind in the last nmonth. The authorities at Scotland Yard are unable to
suggest any expl anation of these terrible occurrences.™

Austin put down the paper in nute horror

"I shall |eave London to-norrow," he said, "it is a city of nightmares. How
awful this is, Villiers!"
M. Villiers was sitting by the wi ndow quietly |ooking out into the street.

He had listened to the newspaper report attentively, and the hint of
i ndeci sion was no |onger on his face.

"Wait a nmonment, Austin," he replied, "I have made up nmy mind to nention a
little matter that occurred last night. It stated, | think, that Crashaw was
| ast seen alive in St. Janmes's Street shortly after ten?"

"Yes, | think so. I will l|ook again. Yes, you are quite right."
"Quite so. Well, | amin a position to contradict that statement at al

events. Crashaw was seen after that; considerably later indeed."
"How do you know?"

"Because | happened to see Crashaw nyself at about two o' clock this
nor ni ng. "

"“You saw Crashaw? You, Villiers?"
"Yes, | saw himquite distinctly; indeed, there were but a few feet between
us."

"Where, in Heaven's nane, did you see hinP"

"Not far fromhere. | saw himin Ashley Street. He was just |leaving a
house. "

"Did you notice what house it was?"
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"Yes. It was Ms. Beaunont's."

"Villiers! Think what you are saying; there must be sone m stake. How coul d
Crashaw be in Ms. Beaunont's house at two o' clock in the nmorning? Surely,
surely, you must have been dreanming, Villiers; you were always rather
fanci ful . "

"No; | was wi de awake enough. Even if | had been dream ng as you say, what |
saw woul d have roused ne effectually.”

"What you saw? What did you see? Was there anything strange about Crashaw?
But | can't believe it; it is inpossible.”

"Well, if youlike I will tell you what | saw, or if you please, what |
think I saw, and you can judge for yourself."

"Very good, Villiers."
The noi se and cl anbur of the street had di ed away, though now and then the
sound of shouting still came fromthe distance, and the dull, |eaden silence
seened |like the quiet after an earthquake or a storm Villiers turned from
t he wi ndow and began speaki ng.

"I was at a house near Regent's Park last night, and when | cane away the
fancy took ne to wal k hone instead of taking a hansom It was a clear
pl easant ni ght enough, and after a few mnutes | had the streets pretty much
to nyself. It's a curious thing, Austin, to be alone in London at night, the
gas- | amps stretching away in perspective, and the dead silence, and then
perhaps the rush and clatter of a hansomon the stones, and the fire
starting up under the horse's hoofs. | wal ked along pretty briskly, for |
was feeling a little tired of being out in the night, and as the clocks were
striking two | turned down Ashley Street, which, you know, is on nmy way. It
was qui eter than ever there, and the lanps were fewer; altogether, it |ooked
as dark and gl oony as a forest in winter. | had done about half the length
of the street when | heard a door closed very softly, and naturally | | ooked
up to see who was abroad |ike nmyself at such an hour. As it happens, there
is a street lanp close to the house in question, and | saw a nan standi ng on
the step. He had just shut the door and his face was towards ne, and

recogni zed Crashaw directly. | never knew himto speak to, but | had often
seen him and | ampositive that | was not mstaken in ny nman. | |ooked into
his face for a noment, and then--1 will confess the truth--1 set off at a
good run, and kept it up till I was within ny own door."

n W]y?ll

"Why? Because it nmade ny blood run cold to see that man's face. | could
never have supposed that such an infernal nedl ey of passions could have
gl ared out of any hunman eyes; | alnpst fainted as | |ooked. | knew | had

| ooked into the eyes of a lost soul, Austin, the nman's outward form
remai ned, but all hell was within it. Furious lust, and hate that was |ike
fire, and the loss of all hope and horror that seened to shriek aloud to the

ni ght, though his teeth were shut; and the utter bl ackness of despair. | am
sure that he did not see nme; he saw nothing that you or | can see, but what
he saw | hope we never shall. | do not know when he died; | suppose in an

hour, or perhaps two, but when | passed down Ashley Street and heard the
cl osing door, that man no | onger belonged to this world; it was a devil's
face | | ooked upon."

30



There was an interval of silence in the roomwhen Villiers ceased speaking.
The light was failing, and all the tumult of an hour ago was quite hushed.
Austin had bent his head at the close of the story, and his hand covered his
eyes.

"What can it nmean?" he said at |ength.

"Who knows, Austin, who knows? It's a black business, but | think we had

better keep it to ourselves, for the present at any rate. | will see if |
cannot | earn anything about that house through private channels of
information, and if | do light upon anything I will let you know "
Chapter VII -- THE ENCOUNTER | N SCHO
Three weeks | ater Austin received a note fromVilliers, asking himto cal
either that afternoon or the next. He chose the nearer date, and found
Villiers sitting as usual by the wi ndow, apparently lost in nmeditation on

the drowsy traffic of the street. There was a banboo table by his side, a
fantastic thing, enriched with gilding and queer painted scenes, and on it
lay a little pile of papers arranged and docketed as neatly as anything in
M. darke's office.

"Well, Villiers, have you nmade any discoveries in the last three weeks?"

"I think so; | have here one or two nenoranda which struck ne as singular
and there is a statenent to which | shall call your attention."”

"And these docunents relate to Ms. Beaurmont? It was really Crashaw whom you
saw t hat ni ght standing on the doorstep of the house in Ashley Street?"

"As to that matter ny belief remmins unchanged, but neither my inquiries nor
their results have any special relation to Crashaw. But ny investigations
have had a strange issue. | have found out who Ms. Beaunont is!"

"Who is she? In what way do you nmean?"

"I mean that you and | know her better under another name."

"What nane is that?"
"Her bert."

"Herbert!" Austin repeated the word, dazed with astoni shnent.

"Yes, Ms. Herbert of Paul Street, Helen Vaughan of earlier adventures
unknown to nme. You had reason to recogni ze the expression of her face; when
you go home | ook at the face in Meyrick's book of horrors, and you will know
t he sources of your recollection.™

"And you have proof of this?"

"Yes, the best of proof; | have seen Ms. Beaunont, or shall we say Ms.
Her bert ?"

"Where did you see her?"

31



"Hardly in a place where you would expect to see a |ady who lives in Ashley
Street, Piccadilly. | saw her entering a house in one of the nmeanest and
nost di sreputable streets in Soho. In fact, | had nmade an appoi nt nent,

t hough not with her, and she was precise to both tinme and pl ace. ™

"Al'l this seens very wonderful, but | cannot call it incredible. You nust
remenmber, Villiers, that | have seen this wonan, in the ordinary adventure
of London society, talking and | aughi ng, and sipping her coffee in a
conmonpl ace drawi ng-room wi th comonpl ace people. But you know what you are
sayi ng. "

"I do; | have not allowed nyself to be |l ed by surm ses or fancies. It was
with no thought of finding Helen Vaughan that | searched for Ms. Beaunont
in the dark waters of the Iife of London, but such has been the issue.”

"You nmust have been in strange places, Villiers."

"Yes, | have been in very strange places. It would have been usel ess, you
know, to go to Ashley Street, and ask Ms. Beaunont to give nme a short
sketch of her previous history. No; assuming, as | had to assunme, that her
record was not of the cleanest, it would be pretty certain that at sone
previous tinme she nust have noved in circles not quite so refined as her
present ones. |If you see mud at the top of a stream you may be sure that it
was once at the bottom | went to the bottom | have always been fond of
diving into Queer Street for nmy anusenent, and | found nmy know edge of that
locality and its inhabitants very useful. It is, perhaps, needless to say
that my friends had never heard the name of Beaunont, and as | had never
seen the lady, and was quite unable to describe her, | had to set to work in
an indirect way. The people there know nme; | have been able to do some of
them a service now and again, so they nade no difficulty about giving their
i nfornation; they were aware | had no communication direct or indirect with
Scotland Yard. | had to cast out a good many |ines, though, before | got
what | wanted, and when | |anded the fish | did not for a nonent suppose it
was my fish. But | listened to what | was told out of a constitutiona
liking for useless information, and I found nyself in possession of a very
curious story, though, as | inmagined, not the story | was |looking for. It
was to this effect. Sone five or six years ago, a wonan named Raynond
suddenly nade her appearance in the nei ghbourhood to which I amreferring.
She was described to me as being quite young, probably not nore than
sevent een or eighteen, very handsonme, and |ooking as if she canme fromthe

country. | should be wong in saying that she found her level in going to
this particular quarter, or associating with these people, for fromwhat |
was told, | should think the worst den in London far too good for her. The

person fromwhom | got ny information, as you may suppose, no great Puritan
shuddered and grew sick in telling ne of the nanel ess infam es which were
laid to her charge. After living there for a year, or perhaps a little nore,
she di sappeared as suddenly as she cane, and they saw nothing of her till
about the tine of the Paul Street case. At first she came to her old haunts
only occasionally, then nore frequently, and finally took up her abode there
as before, and renmained for six or eight nonths. It's of no use ny going
into details as to the |life that wonman led; if you want particulars you can
| ook at Meyrick's | egacy. Those designs were not drawn from his inagination
She agai n di sappeared, and the people of the place saw nothing of her till a
few nonths ago. My informant told me that she had taken some roons in a
house whi ch he pointed out, and these roons she was in the habit of visiting
two or three tines a week and always at ten in the norning. | was led to
expect that one of these visits would be paid on a certain day about a week
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ago, and | accordingly nanaged to be on the | ook-out in conpany with ny
cicerone at a quarter to ten, and the hour and the |ady cane with equa
punctuality. My friend and | were standi ng under an archway, a little way
back fromthe street, but she saw us, and gave ne a glance that | shall be

long in forgetting. That | ook was quite enough for me; | knew M ss Raynond
to be Ms. Herbert; as for Ms. Beaunont she had quite gone out of ny head.
She went into the house, and | watched it till four o' clock, when she came

out, and then | followed her. It was a | ong chase, and | had to be very
careful to keep a long way in the background, and yet not |ose sight of the
worman. She took ne down to the Strand, and then to Westm nster, and then up

St. Janmes's Street, and along Piccadilly. | felt queerish when | saw her
turn up Ashley Street; the thought that Ms. Herbert was Ms. Beaunont cane
into ny mind, but it seemed too inpossible to be true. | waited at the

corner, keeping my eye on her all the time, and | took particular care to
note the house at which she stopped. It was the house with the gay curtains,
the hone of flowers, the house out of which Crashaw cane the ni ght he hanged
hinself in his garden. | was just going away with ny di scovery, when | saw
an enpty carriage cone round and draw up in front of the house, and | cane
to the conclusion that Ms. Herbert was going out for a drive, and | was
right. There, as it happened, | nmet a man | know, and we stood talking
together a little distance fromthe carriage-way, to which | had nmy back. W
had not been there for ten minutes when ny friend took off his hat, and

gl anced round and saw the lady | had been following all day. 'Wo is that?

| said, and his answer was 'Ms. Beaunont; lives in Ashley Street.'
course there could be no doubt after that. | don't know whet her she saw ne,
but | don't think she did. I went hone at once, and, on consideration,

t hought that | had a sufficiently good case with which to go to Cl arke."
"Way to d arke?"

"Because | amsure that Clarke is in possession of facts about this woman
facts of which | know nothing."

"Well, what then?"

M. Villiers | eaned back in his chair and | ooked reflectively at Austin for
a noment before he answered:

"My idea was that C arke and | should call on Ms. Beaunont."

"You woul d never go into such a house as that? No, no, Villiers, you cannot
do it. Besides, consider; what result..."

"I will tell you soon. But | was going to say that ny infornmation does not
end here; it has been conpleted in an extraordinary manner.

"Look at this neat little packet of nanuscript; it is paginated, you see,
and | have indulged in the civil coquetry of a ribbon of red tape. It has
alnost a legal air, hasn't it? Run your eye over it, Austin. It is an
account of the entertainment Ms. Beaunont provided for her choicer guests.
The man who wote this escaped with his [ife, but | do not think he wll
live nmany years. The doctors tell himhe nust have sustai ned sone severe
shock to the nerves."

Austin took the nmanuscript, but never read it. Opening the neat pages at

haphazard his eye was caught by a word and a phrase that followed it; and,
sick at heart, with white lips and a cold sweat pouring |ike water fromhis
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tenpl es, he flung the paper down.

"Take it away, Villiers, never speak of this again. Are you made of stone,
man? Why, the dread and horror of death itself, the thoughts of the man who
stands in the keen norning air on the black platform bound, the bel
tolling in his ears, and waits for the harsh rattle of the bolt, are as

not hing conpared to this. | will not read it; | should never sleep again."
"Very good. | can fancy what you saw. Yes; it is horrible enough; but after
all, it is an old story, an old nystery played in our day, and in di mLondon

streets instead of amidst the vineyards and the olive gardens. W know what
happened to those who chanced to neet the Great God Pan, and those who are
wi se know that all synbols are synbols of something, not of nothing. It was,
i ndeed, an exquisite synbol beneath which men | ong ago veiled their

know edge of the nost awful, npst secret forces which lie at the heart of
all things; forces before which the souls of nmen nust wither and die and

bl acken, as their bodi es blacken under the electric current. Such forces
cannot be naned, cannot be spoken, cannot be inagi ned except under a vei
and a synmbol, a symbol to the nost of us appearing a quaint, poetic fancy,
to some a foolish tale. But you and I, at all events, have known somet hi ng
of the terror that may dwell in the secret place of Iife, manifested under
human flesh; that which is without formtaking to itself a form GCh, Austin
how can it be? Howis it that the very sunlight does not turn to bl ackness
before this thing, the hard earth nelt and boil beneath such a burden?"
Villiers was pacing up and down the room and the beads of sweat stood out
on his forehead. Austin sat silent for a while, but Villiers saw himnmake a
sign upon his breast.

"I say again, Villiers, you will surely never enter such a house as that?
You woul d never pass out alive."

"Yes, Austin, | shall go out alive--1, and Clarke with ne."
VWhat do you nmean? You cannot, you would not dare..."

"Wait a nonment. The air was very pleasant and fresh this norning; there was
a breeze bl owi ng, even through this dull street, and | thought | would take
a wal k. Piccadilly stretched before me a clear, bright vista, and the sun
flashed on the carriages and on the quivering | eaves in the park. It was a
joyous norning, and nmen and woren | ooked at the sky and smiled as they went
about their work or their pleasure, and the wind blew as blithely as upon
t he meadows and the scented gorse. But sonmehow or other | got out of the
bustle and the gaiety, and found nyself wal king slowy along a quiet, dul
street, where there seenmed to be no sunshine and no air, and where the few
f oot - passengers loitered as they wal ked, and hung i ndeci sively about corners
and archways. | wal ked al ong, hardly knowi ng where | was going or what | did
there, but feeling inpelled, as one sonetinmes is, to explore still further
with a vague idea of reaching sone unknown goal. Thus | forged up the
street, noting the small traffic of the m|k-shop, and wondering at the
i ncongruous nedl ey of penny pipes, black tobacco, sweets, newspapers, and
com ¢ songs which here and there jostled one another in the short conpass of
a single window. | think it was a cold shudder that suddenly passed through
nme that first told ne that | had found what | wanted. | |ooked up fromthe
pavermrent and stopped before a dusty shop, above which the lettering had
faded, where the red bricks of two hundred years ago had grinmed to bl ack
where the wi ndows had gathered to thensel ves the dust of winters
i nnumerable. | saw what | required; but | think it was five mnutes before
had steadi ed nyself and could walk in and ask for it in a cool voice and
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with a calmface. | think there nust even then have been a trenmor in ny
words, for the old nan who cane out of the back parlour, and funbled slowy
amongst his goods, |ooked oddly at ne as he tied the parcel. | paid what he
asked, and stood |eaning by the counter, with a strange reluctance to take
up nmy goods and go. | asked about the business, and |earnt that trade was
bad and the profits cut down sadly; but then the street was not what it was
before traffic had been diverted, but that was done forty years ago, 'just
before ny father died,' he said. | got away at last, and wal ked al ong
sharply; it was a dismal street indeed, and | was glad to return to the
bustle and the noise. Wwuld you |like to see ny purchase?"

Austin said nothing, but nodded his head slightly; he still |ooked white and
sick. Villiers pulled out a drawer in the banboo table, and showed Austin a
long coil of cord, hard and new, and at one end was a runni ng noose.

"It is the best henpen cord,"” said Villiers, "just as it used to be nade for
the old trade, the nman told nme. Not an inch of jute fromend to end."
Austin set his teeth hard, and stared at Villiers, growi ng whiter as he
| ooked.

"You woul d not do it," he murnmured at last. "You would not have bl ood on
your hands. My God!" he exclainmed, with sudden vehenence, "you cannot mean

this, Villiers, that you will nake yourself a hangman?"
"No. | shall offer a choice, and | eave Hel en Vaughan alone with this cord in
a locked roomfor fifteen mnutes. If when we go in it is not done, | shal

call the nearest policeman. That is all."

"I must go now. | cannot stay here any longer; | cannot bear this.
Good- ni ght . "

"Good- ni ght, Austin."

The door shut, but in a noment it was open again, and Austin stood, white
and ghastly, in the entrance.

"I was forgetting," he said, "that | too have sonething to tell. | have
received a letter fromDr. Harding of Buenos Ayres. He says that he attended
Meyrick for three weeks before his death.”

"And does he say what carried himoff in the prime of life? It was not
fever?"

"No, it was not fever. According to the doctor, it was an utter collapse of
t he whol e system probably caused by some severe shock. But he states that
the patient would tell himnothing, and that he was consequently at sone
di sadvantage in treating the case."

"I's there anything nore?"

"Yes. Dr. Harding ends his letter by saying: 'I think this is all the
information | can give you about your poor friend. He had not been long in
Buenos Ayres, and knew scarcely any one, with the exception of a person who
did not bear the best of characters, and has since left--a Ms. Vaughan.'"

Chapter VIII -- THE FRAGVENTS
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[ Anongst the papers of the well-known physician, Dr. Robert Matheson, of
Ashl ey Street, Piccadilly, who died suddenly, of apoplectic seizure, at the
begi nni ng of 1892, a | eaf of manuscript paper was found, covered with penci
jottings. These notes were in Latin, much abbreviated, and had evidently
been nade in great haste. The Ms. was only deci phered with difficulty, and
sone words have up to the present tine evaded all the efforts of the expert
enpl oyed. The date, "XXV Jul. 1888," is witten on the right-hand corner of
the M5. The following is a translation of Dr. Matheson's manuscript.]

"Whet her science would benefit by these brief notes if they could be
published, | do not know, but rather doubt. But certainly | shall never take
the responsibility of publishing or divulging one word of what is here
witten, not only on account of ny oath given freely to those two persons
who were present, but al so because the details are too abonminable. It is
probably that, upon mature consideration, and after weighting the good and
evil, | shall one day destroy this paper, or at |east leave it under seal to
ny friend D., trusting in his discretion, to use it or to burn it, as he nay
think fit.

"As was befitting, | did all that my know edge suggested to nake sure that |

was suffering under no delusion. At first astounded, | could hardly think
but in a mnute's tine | was sure that ny pul se was steady and regul ar, and
that | was in ny real and true senses. | then fixed nmy eyes quietly on what

was before ne.

"Though horror and revolting nausea rose up within ne, and an odour of
corruption choked nmy breath, | renained firm | was then privileged or
accursed, | dare not say which, to see that which was on the bed, |ying
there black like ink, transforned before my eyes. The skin, and the flesh,
and the nuscles, and the bones, and the firmstructure of the human body
that | had thought to be unchangeabl e, and pernmanent as adamant, began to
nmelt and di ssol ve.

"I know that the body may be separated into its elenents by externa
agenci es, but | should have refused to believe what | saw. For here there
was sone internal force, of which I knew nothing, that caused dissolution
and change.

"Here too was all the work by which nman had been nade repeated before ny
eyes. | saw the formwaver fromsex to sex, dividing itself fromitself, and
then again reunited. Then | saw the body descend to the beasts whence it
ascended, and that which was on the heights go down to the depths, even to
t he abyss of all being. The principle of Iife, which nakes organi sm always
remai ned, while the outward form changed.

"The light within the roomhad turned to bl ackness, not the darkness of
night, in which objects are seen dimy, for |I could see clearly and wi t hout
difficulty. But it was the negation of |ight; objects were presented to ny
eyes, if | may say so, without any medium in such a manner that if there
had been a prismin the room| should have seen no colours represented in
it.

"I watched, and at last | saw nothing but a substance as jelly. Then the

| adder was ascended again... [here the M5. is illegible] ...for one instance
| saw a Form shaped in dimess before ne, which | will not farther

descri be. But the synbol of this formnay be seen in ancient scul ptures, and
i n paintings which survived beneath the lava, too foul to be spoken of... as
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a horrible and unspeakabl e shape, neither nman nor beast, was changed into
human form there cane finally death.

"I who saw all this, not without great horror and | oathing of soul, here
wite nmy nane, declaring all that | have set on this paper to be true.

" ROBERT MATHESON, Med. Dr."

* k%

...Such, Raynond, is the story of what |I know and what | have seen. The
burden of it was too heavy for ne to bear alone, and yet | could tell it to
none but you. Villiers, who was with me at the last, knows nothing of that
awful secret of the wood, of how what we both saw die, |lay upon the snooth,
sweet turf amidst the sumer flowers, half in sun and half in shadow, and
hol ding the girl Rachel's hand, called and sunmoned t hose conpani ons, and
shaped in solid form upon the earth we tread upon, the horror which we can
but hint at, which we can only nanme under a figure. | would not tel
Villiers of this, nor of that resenblance, which struck ne as with a bl ow
upon ny heart, when | saw the portrait, which filled the cup of terror at
the end. What this can nean | dare not guess. | know that what | saw perish
was not Mary, and yet in the |ast agony Mary's eyes | ooked into mne
Wet her there can be any one who can show the last link in this chain of
awful nystery, | do not know, but if there be any one who can do this, you,
Raynmond, are the man. And if you know the secret, it rests with you to tel
it or not, as you please.

| amwiting this letter to you i mediately on ny getting back to town. |
have been in the country for the |ast few days; perhaps you may be able to
guess in which part. Wiile the horror and wonder of London was at its
hei ght--for "Ms. Beaunont," as | have told you, was well known in
society--1 wote to nmy friend Dr. Phillips, giving sone brief outline, or
rather hint, of what happened, and asking himto tell me the nane of the
vill age where the events he had related to me occurred. He gave me the nane,
as he said with the I ess hesitation, because Rachel's father and not her were
dead, and the rest of the fanily had gone to a relative in the State of
Washi ngton si x months before. The parents, he said, had undoubtedly died of
grief and horror caused by the terrible death of their daughter, and by what
had gone before that death. On the evening of the day which |I received
Phillips' letter | was at Caermaen, and standi ng beneath the noul dering
Roman walls, white with the winters of seventeen hundred years, | | ooked
over the neadow where once had stood the ol der tenple of the "God of the
Deeps, " and saw a house gleaming in the sunlight. It was the house where
Hel en had lived. | stayed at Caernmaen for several days. The people of the
pl ace, |I found, knew little and had guessed | ess. Those whom | spoke to on
the matter seened surprised that an antiquarian (as | professed nyself to
be) should trouble about a village tragedy, of which they gave a very
commonpl ace version, and, as you nay inagine, | told nothing of what |I knew.
Most of my tine was spent in the great wood that rises just above the
village and clinmbs the hillside, and goes down to the river in the valley;
such another long lovely valley, Raynond, as that on which we | ooked one
sunmer night, walking to and fro before your house. For nany an hour
strayed through the maze of the forest, turning nowto right and nowto
left, pacing slowmy down |long alleys of undergrowh, shadowy and chill, even
under the m dday sun, and halting beneath great oaks; lying on the short
turf of a clearing where the faint sweet scent of wild roses cane to ne on
the wind and mxed with the heavy perfune of the elder, whose m ngled odour
is like the odour of the room of the dead, a vapour of incense and
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corruption. | stood at the edges of the wood, gazing at all the ponp and
processi on of the foxgloves towering am dst the bracken and shining red in
t he broad sunshi ne, and beyond theminto deep thickets of close undergrowh
where springs boil up fromthe rock and nourish the water-weeds, dank and
evil. But in all ny wanderings | avoi ded one part of the wood; it was not
till yesterday that | clinbed to the sunmmt of the hill, and stood upon the
anci ent Roman road that threads the highest ridge of the wood. Here they had
wal ked, Hel en and Rachel, along this quiet causeway, upon the pavenent of
green turf, shut in on either side by high banks of red earth, and tal
hedges of shining beech, and here | followed in their steps, |ooking out,
now and agai n, through partings in the boughs, and seeing on one side the
sweep of the wood stretching far to right and left, and sinking into the
broad | evel, and beyond, the yellow sea, and the |and over the sea. On the
other side was the valley and the river and hill following hill as wave on
wave, and wood and nmeadow, and cornfield, and white houses gleaning, and a
great wall of mountain, and far blue peaks in the north. And so at |ast |
cane to the place. The track went up a gentle slope, and w dened out into an
open space with a wall of thick undergrowth around it, and then, narrow ng
agai n, passed on into the distance and the faint blue nmist of sunmer heat.
And into this pleasant summer gl ade Rachel passed a girl, and left it, who
shall say what? | did not stay |long there.

In a small town near Caermamen there is a nmuseum containing for the nost
part Roman remains whi ch have been found in the nei ghbourhood at vari ous
times. On the day after ny arrival in Caermaen | wal ked over to the town in
qguestion, and took the opportunity of inspecting the nmuseum After | had
seen nost of the scul ptured stones, the coffins, rings, coins, and fragnents
of tessell ated paverment which the place contains, | was shown a small square
pillar of white stone, which had been recently discovered in the wood of
whi ch | have been speaking, and, as | found on inquiry, in that open space
where the Roman road broadens out. On one side of the pillar was an
inscription, of which | took a note. Sone of the |letters have been defaced,
but | do not think there can be any doubt as to those which | supply. The
inscription is as foll ows:

DEVOVNCDENTi FLAvI VSSENI LI SPOSSvit PROPTERNVPti as quaSVl DI TSVBVM a

"To the great god Nodens (the god of the Great Deep or Abyss) Flavius
Senilis has erected this pillar on account of the marriage which he saw
beneath t he shade. "

The custodi an of the museuminformed ne that |ocal antiquaries were much
puzzl ed, not by the inscription, or by any difficulty in translating it, but
as to the circunstance or rite to which allusion is made.

* %

...And now, nmy dear Carke, as to what you tell ne about Hel en Vaughan, whom
you say you saw di e under circumstances of the utnost and al nost incredible

horror. | was interested in your account, but a good deal, nay all, of what
you told nme | knew already. | can understand the strange |ikeness you
remarked in both the portrait and in the actual face; you have seen Helen's
not her. You renenber that still sunmer night so many years ago, when

tal ked to you of the world beyond the shadows, and of the god Pan. You
renmenmber Mary. She was the nother of Helen Vaughan, who was born ni ne nonths
after that night.

Mary never recovered her reason. She lay, as you saw her, all the while upon
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her bed, and a few days after the child was born she died. | fancy that just
at the last she knew ne; | was standing by the bed, and the old | ook cane
into her eyes for a second, and then she shuddered and groaned and died. It
was an ill work | did that night when you were present; | broke open the
door of the house of life, without knowi ng or caring what mght pass forth
or enter in. | recollect your telling ne at the time, sharply enough, and
rightly too, in one sense, that | had ruined the reason of a human bei ng by
a foolish experinment, based on an absurd theory. You did well to blanme ne,
but my theory was not all absurdity. What | said Mary woul d see she saw, but
I forgot that no human eyes can | ook on such a sight with inmpunity. And
forgot, as | have just said, that when the house of life is thus thrown
open, there nmay enter in that for which we have no name, and human fl esh may
becorme the veil of a horror one dare not express. | played with energies
which | did not understand, you have seen the ending of it. Helen Vaughan
did well to bind the cord about her neck and die, though the death was
horri bl e. The bl ackened face, the hideous form upon the bed, changi ng and
nelting before your eyes fromwoman to nan, fromman to beast, and from
beast to worse than beast, all the strange horror that you witness,
surprises me but little. What you say the doctor whomyou sent for saw and
shuddered at | noticed long ago; | knew what | had done the monent the child
was born, and when it was scarcely five years old | surprised it, not once
or twice but several times with a playmate, you may guess of what kind. It
was for ne a constant, an incarnate horror, and after a few years | felt |
could bear it no nore, and | sent Helen Vaughan away. You know now what
frightened the boy in the wood. The rest of the strange story, and all else
that you tell ne, as discovered by your friend, | have contrived to learn
fromtinme to tinme, alnmost to the |ast chapter. And now Helen is with her
conpani ons. .

The End

THE WHITE PEOPLE

PROLOGUE
"SORCERY and sanctity," said Anbrose, "these are the only realities. Each is an
ecstasy, a withdrawal fromthe conmon life."

Cotgrave listened, interested. He had been brought by a friend to this
noul deri ng house in a northern suburb, through an old garden to the room where
Anbrose the recluse dozed and dreamed over his books.

"Yes," he went on, "nagic is justified of her children. |I There are many, |
t hi nk, who eat dry crusts and drink water, with a joy infinitely sharper than
anything within the experience of the 'practical' epicure."

"You are speaki ng of the saints?"

"Yes, and of the sinners, too. | think you are falling into the very genera
error of confining the spiritual world to the suprenely good; but the suprenely
wi cked, necessarily, have their portion in it. The merely carnal, sensual man
can no nore be a great sinner than he can be a great saint. Mst of us are just
indifferent, mxed-up creatures; we nuddle through the world w thout realizing
t he neani ng and the inner sense of things, and, consequently, our w ckedness and
our goodness are ali ke second-rate, uninportant.”

"And you think the great sinner, then, will be an ascetic, as well as the
great saint?"

"Great people of all kinds forsake the inmperfect copies and go to the perfect
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originals. | have no doubt but that nany of the very highest anbng the saints
have never done a 'good action' (using the words in their ordinary sense). And,
on the other hand, there have been those who have sounded the very depths of
sin, who all their |lives have never done an 'ill deed."'"

He went out of the roomfor a nmonment, and Cotgrave, in high delight, turned to
his friend and thanked him for the introduction

"He's grand," he said. "I never saw that kind of lunatic before."

Anbrose returned with nmore whisky and hel ped the two men in a liberal manner.
He abused the teetotal sect with ferocity, as he handed the seltzer, and pouring
out a glass of water for hinself, was about to resune his nonol ogue, when
Cot grave broke in--

"I can't stand it, you know," he said, "your paradoxes are too nonstrous. A
man may be a great sinner and yet never do anything sinful! Cone!"

"You're quite wong," said Anbrose. "I never make paradoxes; | wish | could. |
nerely said that a man nay have an exquisite taste in Romanée Conti, and yet
never have even snelt four ale. That's all, and it's nore like a truismthan a

paradox, isn't it? Your surprise at ny remark is due to the fact that you
haven't realized what sin is. Ch, yes, there is a sort of connexi on between Sin
with the capital letter, and actions which are commonly called sinful: with
nmurder, theft, adultery, and so forth. Mich the sanme connexion that there is
between the A, B, Cand fine literature. But | believe that the

m sconception--it is all but universal--arises in great nmeasure from our | ooking
at the matter through social spectacles. W think that a man who does evil to us
and to his neighbours nust be very evil. So he is, froma social standpoint; but
can't you realize that Evil in its essence is a lonely thing, a passion of the
solitary, individual soul? Really, the average nmurderer, qua nurderer, is not by
any neans a sinner in the true sense of the word. He is sinmply a wild beast that
we have to get rid of to save our own necks fromhis knife. I should class him
rather with tigers than with sinners."

"It seens a little strange."

"I think not. The murderer murders not frompositive qualities, but from
negative ones; he | acks sonething which non-nurderers possess. Evil, of course,
is wholly positive--only it is on the wong side. You may believe me that sin in
its proper sense is very rare; it is probable that there have been far fewer
sinners than saints. Yes, your standpoint is all very well for practical, socia
purposes; we are naturally inclined to think that a person who is very
di sagreeable to us nmust be a very great sinner! It is very disagreeable to have
one's pocket picked, and we pronounce the thief to be a very great sinner. In
truth, he is merely an undevel oped nan. He cannot be a saint, of course; but he
may be, and often is, an infinitely better creature than thousands who have

never broken a single commandnment. He is a great nuisance to us, | admt, and we
very properly lock himup if we catch him but between his troubl esone and
unsoci al action and evil--Ch, the connexion is of the weakest."

It was getting very late. The man who had brought Cotgrave had probably heard
all this before, since he assisted with a bland and judicious smle, but
Cot grave began to think that his "lunatic" was turning into a sage.

"Do you know," he said, "you interest ne i mensely? You think, then, that we
do not understand the real nature of evil?"

"No, | don't think we do. We over-estimate it and we under-estimte it. W
take the very nunerous infractions of our social 'bye-laws'--the very necessary
and very proper regul ations which keep the human conpany toget her--and we get
frightened at the prevalence of 'sin' and 'evil.' But this is really nonsense.
Take theft, for exanple. Have you any horror at the thought of Robin Hood, of
t he Hi ghl and caterans of the seventeenth century, of the noss-troopers, of the
conpany pronmoters of our day?

"Then, on the other hand, we underrate evil. We attach such an enornous
i nportance to the 'sin' of nmeddling with our pockets (and our wi ves) that we
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have quite forgotten the awful ness of real sin."

"And what is sin?" said Cotgrave

“I think I rmust reply to your question by another. \Wat would your feelings
be, seriously, if your cat or your dog began to talk to you, and to dispute with
you in human accents? You woul d be overwhel med with horror. I amsure of it. And
if the roses in your garden sang a weird song, you would go nmad. And suppose the
stones in the road began to swell and grow before your eyes, and if the pebble
that you noticed at night had shot out stony bl ossons in the norning?

"Well, these exanples may give you some notion of what sin really is.”
"Look here," said the third nan, hitherto placid, "you two seempretty wel
wound up. But |I'mgoing hone. |'ve mssed ny tram and | shall have to wal k."

Anbrose and Cotgrave seened to settle down nore profoundly when the other had
gone out into the early msty norning and the pale |light of the |anps.

"You astonish nme," said Cotgrave. "I had never thought of that. If that is
really so, one nust turn everything upside down. Then the essence of sin really
is----"

"I'n the taking of heaven by storm it seens to nme," said Anbrose. "It appears
to nme that it is sinply an attenpt to penetrate into another and hi gher sphere
in a forbidden nmanner. You can understand why it is so rare. There are few,

i ndeed, who wish to penetrate into other spheres, higher or lower, in ways

al l owed or forbidden. Men, in the nass, are anply content with life as they find
it. Therefore there are few saints, and sinners (in the proper sense) are fewer
still, and nen of genius, who partake sonetinmes of each character, are rare

al so. Yes; on the whole, it is, perhaps, harder to be a great sinner than a
great saint."

"There is sonething profoundly unnatural about Sin? Is that what you nean?"

"Exactly. Holiness requires as great, or alnbst as great, an effort; but
hol i ness works on |lines that were natural once; it is an effort to recover the

ecstasy that was before the Fall. But sin is an effort to gain the ecstasy and
t he know edge that pertain alone to angels and in naking this effort nan becones
a denon. | told you that the nere nmurderer is not therefore a sinner; that is

true, but the sinner is sonetines a nmurderer. Glles de Raiz is an instance. So
you see that while the good and the evil are unnatural to man as he nowis--to
man the social, civilized being--evil is unnatural in a rmuch deeper sense than
good. The saint endeavours to recover a gift which he has lost; the sinner tries
to obtain somet hing which was never his. In brief, he repeats the Fall."

"But are you a Catholic?" said Cotgrave

"Yes; | am a menber of the persecuted Anglican Church."

"Then, how about those texts which seemto reckon as sin that which you would
set down as a nere trivial dereliction?"

"Yes; but in one place the word 'sorcerers' cones in the sane sentence,
doesn't it? That seens to nme to give the key-note. Consider: can you inagine for
a nonent that a fal se statement which saves an innocent man's life is a sin? No;
very good, then, it is not the nere liar who is excluded by those words; it is,
above all, the 'sorcerers' who use the material life, who use the failings
incidental to material life as instruments to obtain their infinitely w cked
ends. And let ne tell you this: our higher senses are so blunted, we are so
drenched with materialism that we should probably fail to recognize rea
wi ckedness if we encountered it."

"But shouldn't we experience a certain horror--a terror such as you hinted we
woul d experience if a rose tree sang--in the nere presence of an evil man?"

"We should if we were natural: children and wonen feel this horror you speak
of , even animals experience it. But with npbst of us convention and civilization
and educati on have blinded and deafened and obscured the natural reason. No,
sonetines we may recogni ze evil by its hatred of the good--one doesn't need much
penetration to guess at the influence which dictated, quite unconsciously, the
' Bl ackwood' review of Keats--but this is purely incidental; and, as a rule,

41



suspect that the Hierarchs of Tophet pass quite unnoticed, or, perhaps, in
certain cases, as good but m staken nen."

"But you used the word 'unconscious' just now, of Keats' reviewers. Is
wi ckedness ever unconsci ous?"

"Always. It nust be so. It is like holiness and genius in this as in other
points; it is a certain rapture or ecstasy of the soul; a transcendent effort to
surpass the ordi nary bounds. So, surpassing these, it surpasses also the
under standi ng, the faculty that takes note of that which comes before it. No, a
man may be infinitely and horribly w cked and never suspect it But | tell you,
evil inthis, its certain and true sense, is rare, and | think it is grow ng
rarer.”

"I amtrying to get hold of it all," said Cotgrave. From what you say, |
gather that the true evil differs generically fromthat which we call evil?"

"Quite so. There is, no doubt, an anal ogy between the two; a resenbl ance such
as enables us to use, quite legitimately, such terns as the 'foot of the
nountain' and the 'leg of the table.' And, sonetines, of course, the two speak
as it were, in the sane | anguage. The rough mner, or 'puddler,' the untrained,
undevel oped 'tiger-man,' heated by a quart or two above his usual measure, comes
hone and kicks his irritating and injudicious wife to death. He is a nurderer
And Glles de Raiz was a nurderer. But you see the gulf that separates the two?
The "word," if | may so speak, is accidentally the sane in each case, but the
"meaning' is utterly different. It is flagrant 'Hobson Jobson' to confuse the
two, or rather, it is as if one supposed that Juggernaut and the Argonauts had
something to do etynologically with one another. And no doubt the sanme weak
i keness, or anal ogy, runs between all the 'social' sins and the real spiritua
sins, and in sone cases, perhaps, the | esser may be 'school masters' to | ead one
on to the greater--fromthe shadow to the reality. If you are anything of a

Theol ogi an, you will see the inportance of all this."
"I amsorry to say," remarked Cotgrave, "that | have devoted very little of mny
time to theol ogy. Indeed, | have often wondered on what grounds theol ogi ans have

clainmed the title of Science of Sciences for their favourite study; since the
"theol ogi cal' books | have | ooked into have al ways seened to ne to be concerned
with feeble and obvious pieties, or with the kings of Israel and Judah. | do not
care to hear about those kings."

Anbr ose gri nned.

"W nust try to avoid theol ogical discussion," he said. "I perceive that you
woul d be a bitter disputant. But perhaps the 'dates of the kings' have as much
to do with theol ogy as the hobnails of the nurderous puddler with evil."

"Then, to return to our main subject, you think that sin is an esoteric,
occul t thing?"

"Yes. It is the infernal mracle as holiness is the supernal. Now and then it
is raised to such a pitch that we entirely fail to suspect its existence; it is
like the note of the great pedal pipes of the organ, which is so deep that we
cannot hear it. In other cases it may lead to the lunatic asylum or to stil
stranger issues. But you nmust never confuse it with nere social nisdoing.
Renember how t he Apostle, speaking of the 'other side,' distinguishes between
"charitable' actions and charity. And as one may give all one's goods to the
poor, and yet lack charity; so, renenber, one may avoid every crine and yet be a
si nner"

"Your psychology is very strange to ne," said Cotgrave, "but | confess | |ike
it, and | suppose that one might fairly deduce from your prenisses the
conclusion that the real sinner mght very possibly strike the observer as a
harm ess personage enough?"

"Certainly, because the true evil has nothing to do with social life or socia
laws, or if it has, only incidentally and accidentally. It is a |lonely passion
of the soul--or a passion of the |onely soul --whichever you like. |If, by chance,
we understand it, and grasp its full significance, then, indeed, it will fill us
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with horror and with awe. But this enmption is widely distinguished fromthe fear
and the disgust with which we regard the ordinary crimnal, since this latter is
largely or entirely founded on the regard which we have for our own skins or
purses. W hate a nurder, because we know that we should hate to be murdered, or
to have any one that we |ike nmurdered. So, on the 'other side,' we venerate the
saints, but we don't 'like' themas well as our friends. Can you persuade
yoursel f that you would have 'enjoyed St. Paul's conpany? Do you think that you
and | would have 'got on' with Sir Gal ahad?

"So with the sinners, as with the saints. If you net a very evil man, and
recogni zed his evil; he would, no doubt, fill you with horror and awe; but there
is no reason why you should 'dislike' him On the contrary, it is quite possible
that if you could succeed in putting the sin out of your mind you mght find the
sinner capital conpany, and in a little while you m ght have to reason yourself
back into horror. Still, how awful it is. If the roses and the lilies suddenly
sang on this comng norning; if the furniture began to nmove in procession, as in
De Maupassant's tale!™

"I am glad you have cone back to that conparison," said Cotgrave, "because
wanted to ask you what it is that corresponds in humanity to these inaginary

feats of inanimate things. In a word--what is sin? You have given ne, | know, an
abstract definition, but |I should Iike a concrete example."

"I told you it was very rare," said Anbrose, who appeared willing to avoid the
giving of a direct answer. "The materialismof the age, which has done a good
deal to suppress sanctity, has done perhaps nore to suppress evil. W find the

earth so very confortable that we have no inclination either for ascents or
descents. It would seemas if the scholar who decided to 'specialize in Tophet,
woul d be reduced to purely antiquarian researches. No pal aontol ogi st coul d show
you a live pterodactyl."

"And yet you, | think, have 'specialized,' and | believe that your researches
have descended to our nodern tines."
"You are really interested, | see. Wll, | confess, that | have dabbled a

little, and if you like |I can show you sonething that bears on the very curious
subj ect we have been discussing."

Anbrose took a candle and went away to a far, dimcorner of the room Cotgrave
saw hi m open a venerabl e bureau that stood there, and from sone secret recess he
drew out a parcel, and cane back to the wi ndow where they had been sitting.

Anbrose undid a wapping of paper, and produced a green pocket-book

"You will take care of it?" he said. "Don't leave it lying about. It is one of
t he choicer pieces in ny collection, and I should be very sorry if it were
lost."

He fondl ed the faded bindi ng.

"I knew the girl who wote this," he said. "Wen you read it, you will see how
it illustrates the talk we have had to-night. There is a sequel, too, but |
won't talk of that.

"There was an odd article in one of the reviews some nonths ago," he began
again, with the air of a nman who changes the subject. "It was witten by a
doctor--Dr. Coryn, | think, was the nane. He says that a |ady, watching her
little girl playing at the draw ng-room w ndow, suddenly saw the heavy sash give
way and fall on the child' s fingers. The lady fainted, | think, but at any rate
t he doctor was sunmoned, and when he had dressed the child' s wounded and mai med
fingers he was sunmoned to the nother. She was groaning with pain, and it was
found that three fingers of her hand, corresponding with those that had been
injured on the child' s hand, were swollen and inflaned, and later, in the
doctor's | anguage, purulent sloughing set in."

Anbrose still handl ed delicately the green vol une.

"Well, here it is," he said at last, parting with difficulty, it seened, from
his treasure.

"You will bring it back as soon as you have read it," he said, as they went
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out into the hall, into the old garden, faint with the odour of white lilies.
There was a broad red band in the east as Cotgrave turned to go, and fromthe
hi gh ground where he stood he saw that awful spectacle of London in a dream

THE GREEN BOOK

The norocco binding of the book was faded, and the col our had grown faint, but
there were no stains nor bruises nor marks of usage. The book | ooked as if it
had been bought "on a visit to London" sone seventy or eighty years ago, and had
sonehow been forgotten and suffered to lie away out of sight. There was an ol d,

delicate, lingering odour about it, such an odour as sonetines haunts an ancient
pi ece of furniture for a century or nore. The end-papers, inside the binding,
were oddly decorated with coloured patterns and faded gold. It |ooked snmall, but

t he paper was fine, and there were nmany | eaves, closely covered with ninute,
pai nfully forned characters.

I found this book (the manuscript began) in a drawer in the old bureau that
stands on the landing. It was a very rainy day and | could not go out, so in the
afternoon | got a candle and rummaged in the bureau. Nearly all the drawers were
full of old dresses, but one of the small ones | ooked enmpty, and | found this
book hidden right at the back. | wanted a book like this, so | took it to wite
in. It is full of secrets. | have a great many other books of secrets |I have
witten, hidden in a safe place, and | amgoing to wite here many of the old
secrets and sone new ones; but there are sone | shall not put down at all. |
must not wite down the real nanes of the days and months which | found out a
year ago, nor the way to nmake the Aklo letters, or the Chian |anguage, or the
great beautiful Circles, nor the Mao Ganes, nor the chief songs. | nay wite
sonet hing about all these things but not the way to do them for peculiar
reasons. And | nust not say who the Nynphs are, or the DAls, or Jeelo, or what
vool as mean. Al these are npst secret secrets, and | am glad when | renenber
what they are, and how many wonderful |anguages | know, but there are sone
things that | call the secrets of the secrets of the secrets that | dare not
think of unless | amquite alone, and then | shut ny eyes, and put mnmy hands over
t hem and whi sper the word, and the Alala cones. | only do this at night in ny
roomor in certain woods that | know, but | nust not describe them as they are
secret woods. Then there are the Cerenonies, which are all of theminportant,
but sone are nore delightful than others--there are the Wite Cerenonies, and
the Green Cerenonies, and the Scarlet Cerenpnies. The Scarlet Cerenpnies are the
best, but there is only one place where they can be performed properly, though
there is a very nice intation which | have done in other places. Besides these,
| have the dances, and the Conedy, and | have done the Conedy sonetines when the

others were | ooking, and they didn't understand anything about it. | was very
little when | first knew about these things.
VWen | was very small, and nother was alive, | can renenber remenbering things

before that, only it has all got confused. But | remenber when | was five or six
| heard themtal ki ng about ne when they thought | was not noticing. They were
sayi ng how queer | was a year or two before, and how nurse had called nmy nother
to come and listen to ne talking all to nyself, and | was sayi ng words that

nobody coul d understand. | was speaking the Xu | anguage, but | only renenber a
very few of the words, as it was about the little white faces that used to | ook
at me when | was lying in nmy cradle. They used to talk to ne, and | learnt their

| anguage and talked to themin it about some great white place where they lived,
where the trees and the grass were all white, and there were white hills as high
up as the noon, and a cold wind. | have often dreamed of it afterwards, but the
faces went away when | was very little. But a wonderful thing happened when

was about five. My nurse was carrying nme on her shoulder; there was a field of
yel low corn, and we went through it, it was very hot. Then we cane to a path

t hrough a wood, and a tall nan canme after us, and went with us till we canme to a
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pl ace where there was a deep pool, and it was very dark and shady. Nurse put ne
down on the soft npbss under a tree, and she said: "She can't get to the pond
now." So they left me there, and | sat quite still and watched, and out of the
wat er and out of the wood came two wonderful white people, and they began to
pl ay and dance and sing. They were a kind of creany white like the old ivory
figure in the drawi ng-room one was a beautiful lady with kind dark eyes, and a
grave face, and long black hair, and she snmiled such a strange sad snmle at the
ot her, who | aughed and cane to her. They played together, and danced round and
round the pool, and they sang a song till | fell asleep. Nurse woke me up when
she cane back, and she was | ooking sonething like the | ady had | ooked, so |I told
her all about it, and asked her why she | ooked like that. At first she cried,
and then she | ooked very frightened, and turned quite pale. She put nme down on
the grass and stared at ne, and | could see she was shaking all over. Then she
said | had been dreaming, but | knew | hadn't. Then she nade ne promi se not to
say a word about it to anybody, and if | did | should be thrown into the bl ack
pit. 1 was not frightened at all, though nurse was, and | never forgot about it,
because when | shut ny eyes and it was quite quiet, and | was all alone, | could
see them again, very faint and far away, but very splendid; and little bits of
the song they sang came into nmy head, but | couldn't sing it.

| was thirteen, nearly fourteen, when | had a very singular adventure, so
strange that the day on which it happened is always called the Wite Day. My
not her had been dead for nmore than a year, and in the norning | had | essons, but
they let nme go out for walks in the afternoon. And this afternoon | wal ked a new
way, and a little brook led me into a new country, but |I tore nmy frock getting
t hrough sone of the difficult places, as the way was through nany bushes, and
beneath the | ow branches of trees, and up thorny thickets on the hills, and by
dark woods full of creeping thorns. And it was a long, long way. It seened as if
I was going on for ever and ever, and | had to creep by a place like a tunne
where a brook must have been, but all the water had dried up, and the floor was

rocky, and the bushes had grown overhead till they met, so that it was quite
dark. And | went on and on through that dark place; it was a |long, |ong way. And
| cane to a hill that | never saw before. | was in a dismal thicket full of

bl ack twi sted boughs that tore ne as | went through them and | cried out
because | was snmarting all over, and then | found that | was clinmbing, and

went up and up a long way, till at last the thicket stopped and | cane out
crying just under the top of a big bare place, where there were ugly grey stones
lying all about on the grass, and here and there a little twisted, stunted tree

cane out fromunder a stone, like a snake. And | went up, right to the top, a
long way. | never saw such big ugly stones before; they came out of the earth
sone of them and some | ooked as if they had been rolled to where they were, and
they went on and on as far as | could see, a long, long way. | |ooked out from

them and saw the country, but it was strange. It was winter tinme, and there were
bl ack terrible woods hanging fromthe hills all round; it was |like seeing a
| arge room hung with black curtains, and the shape of the trees seened quite

different fromany | had ever seen before. | was afraid. Then beyond the woods
there were other hills round in a great ring, but |I had never seen any of them
it all |ooked black, and everything had a voor over it. It was all so still and
silent, and the sky was heavy and grey and sad, |ike a wi cked voorish done in
Deep Dendo. | went on into the dreadful rocks. There were hundreds and hundreds
of them Some were like horrid-grinning nmen; | could see their faces as if they

woul d junp at me out of the stone, and catch hold of me, and drag me with them
back into the rock, so that | should always be there. And there were other rocks
that were like animals, creeping, horrible animals, putting out their tongues,
and others were like words that | could not say, and others |ike dead people
lying on the grass. | went on anong them though they frightened ne, and ny
heart was full of w cked songs that they put into it; and | wanted to nake faces
and twi st myself about in the way they did, and | went on and on a long way til
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at last | liked the rocks, and they didn't frighten nme any nore. | sang the
songs | thought of; songs full of words that nust not be spoken or witten down.
Then | made faces like the faces on the rocks, and | tw sted nyself about |ike

the twi sted ones, and | lay down flat on the ground like the dead ones, and
went up to one that was grinning, and put ny arns round hi mand hugged him And
so | went on and on through the rocks till | came to a round nound in the mddle

of them It was higher than a nound, it was nearly as high as our house, and it
was |ike a great basin turned upside down, all smooth and round and green, with
one stone, like a post, sticking up at the top. |I clinbed up the sides, but they
were so steep | had to stop or | should have rolled all the way down agai n, and
I shoul d have knocked agai nst the stones at the bottom and perhaps been kill ed.

But | wanted to get up to the very top of the big round nound, so | lay down
flat on ny face, and took hold of the grass with my hands and drew mysel f up
bit by bit, till I was at the top Then | sat down on the stone in the m ddle
and | ooked all round about. | felt I had cone such a long, long way, just as if

| were a hundred nmiles fromhonme, or in sone other country, or in one of the
strange places | had read about in the "Tales of the Genie" and the "Arabian
Nights,"” or as if | had gone across the sea, far away, for years and | had found
anot her world that nobody had ever seen or heard of before, or as if | had
sonehow fl own t hrough the sky and fallen on one of the stars | had read about
where everything is dead and cold and grey, and there is no air, and the w nd
doesn't blow | sat on the stone and | ooked all round and down and round about
me. It was just as if | was sitting on a tower in the mddle of a great enpty
town, because | could see nothing all around but the grey rocks on the ground.
couldn't nake out their shapes any nore, but | could see themon and on for a

long way, and | | ooked at them and they seened as if they had been arranged
into patterns, and shapes, and figures. | knew they coul dn't be. because | had
seen a lot of themcomng right out of the earth, joined to the deep rocks

bel ow, so |I |ooked again, but still |I saw nothing but circles, and small circles
i nsi de bi g ones, and pyram ds, and dones, and spires, and they seened all to go
round and round the place where | was sitting, and the nore | |ooked, the nore |
saw great big rings of rocks, getting bigger and bigger, and | stared so |ong
that it felt as if they were all moving and turning, |ike a great wheel, and

was turning, too, in the mddle. | got quite dizzy and queer in the head, and

everything began to be hazy and not clear, and | saw little sparks of blue
light, and the stones | ooked as if they were springing and danci ng and twi sting

as they went round and round and round. | was frightened again, and | cried out
[ oud, and junped up fromthe stone | was sitting on, and fell down. Wen | got
up I was so glad they all looked still, and | sat down on the top and slid down
t he nound, and went on again. | danced as | went in the peculiar way the rocks
had danced when | got giddy, and | was so glad | could do it quite well, and
danced and danced al ong, and sang extraordi nary songs that cane into ny head. At
last | came to the edge of that great flat hill, and there were no nore rocks,

and the way went again through a dark thicket in a hollow It was just as bad as
the other one | went through clinbing up, but | didn't mnd this one, because
was so glad | had seen those singular dances and could inmtate them | went

down, creeping through the bushes, and a tall nettle stung ne on ny |leg, and
made ne burn, but | didn't mind it, and | tingled with the boughs and the
thorns, but | only | aughed and sang. Then | got out of the thicket into a close
valley, a little secret place |like a dark passage that nobody ever knows of,
because it was so narrow and deep and the woods were so thick round it. There is
a steep bank with trees hanging over it, and there the ferns keep green al

t hrough the winter, when they are dead and brown upon the hill, and the ferns
there have a sweet, rich snmell like what oozes out of fir trees. There was a
little streamof water running down this valley, so small that | could easily
step across it. | drank the water with nmy hand, and it tasted |ike bright,

yel low wi ne, and it sparkled and bubbled as it ran down over beautiful red and
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yel l ow and green stones, so that it seened alive and all colours at once.

drank it, and | drank nore with my hand, but | couldn't drink enough, so | |ay
down and bent ny head and sucked the water up with ny lips. It tasted much
better, drinking it that way, and a ripple would come up to ny mouth and give ne
a kiss, and | l|aughed, and drank again, and pretended there was a nynph, |ike
the one in the old picture at hone, who lived in the water and was ki ssing ne.
So | bent |ow down to the water, and put ny lips softly to it, and whispered to
the nynph that | would conme again. | felt sure it could not be cormmon water, |
was so glad when | got up and went on; and | danced again and went up and up the
val | ey, under hanging hills. And when | cane to the top, the ground rose up in
front of ne, tall and steep as a wall, and there was nothing but the green wal
and the sky. | thought of "for ever and for ever, world w thout end, Anmen"; and
| thought | rmust have really found the end of the world, because it was like the
end of everything, as if there could be nothing at all beyond, except the

ki ngdom of Voor, where the light goes when it is put out, and the water goes
when the sun takes it away. | began to think of all the long, |ong way | had
journeyed, how | had found a brook and followed it, and followed it on, and gone
t hrough bushes and thorny thickets, and dark woods full of creeping thorns. Then
| had crept up a tunnel under trees, and clinmbed a thicket, and seen all the
grey rocks, and sat in the mddl e of themwhen they turned round, and then | had
gone on through the grey rocks and come down the hill through the stinging

thi cket and up the dark valley, all a long, long way. | wondered how | shoul d
get home again, if | could ever find the way, and if my home was there any nore,
or if it were turned and everybody in it into grey rocks, as in the "Arabian
Nights." So | sat down on the grass and thought what | should do next. | was
tired, and ny feet were hot with wal king, and as | | ooked about | saw there was
a wonderful well just under the high, steep wall of grass. Al the ground round
it was covered with bright, green, dripping nbpss; there was every kind of noss
there, nmoss like beautiful little ferns, and like palns and fir trees, and it
was all green as jewellery, and drops of water hung on it |ike dianonds. And in
the mddle was the great well, deep and shining and beautiful, so clear that it

| ooked as if | could touch the red sand at the bottom but it was far bel ow |
stood by it and looked in, as if | were looking in a glass. At the bottom of the

well, in the mddle of it, the red grains of sand were noving and stirring al
the tine, and | saw how the water bubbled up, but at the top it was quite
snooth, and full and brimrng. It was a great well, large like a bath, and with

the shining, glittering green noss about it, it looked like a great white jewel
with green jewels all round. My feet were so hot and tired that | took off ny
boots and stockings, and let nmy feet down into the water, and the water was soft
and cold, and when | got up | wasn't tired any nore, and | felt | must go on
farther and farther, and see what was on the other side of the wall. | clinbed
up it very slowy, going sideways all the tine, and when | got to the top and

| ooked over, | was in the queerest country | had seen, stranger even than the
hill of the grey rocks. It |ooked as if earth-children had been playing there
with their spades, as it was all hills and hollows, and castles and wal |l s nmade
of earth and covered with grass. There were two nounds |ike big beehives, round
and great and solemn, and then holl ow basins, and then a steep nounting wal

like the ones | saw once by the seaside where the big guns and the soldiers
were. | nearly fell into one of the round hollows, it went away from under ny
feet so suddenly, and | ran fast down the side and stood at the bottom and

| ooked up. It was strange and solemm to | ook up. There was nothing but the grey,
heavy sky and the sides of the hollow, everything el se had gone away, and the
hol | ow was the whole world, and | thought that at night it nmust be full of
ghosts and novi ng shadows and pal e thi ngs when the nobon shone down to the bottom
at the dead of the night, and the wind wailed up above. It was so strange and
sol emm and lonely, like a hollow tenple of dead heathen gods. It rem nded ne of
atale ny nurse had told ne when | was quite little; it was the sane nurse that
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took me into the wood where | saw the beautiful white people. And | renenbered
how nurse had told ne the story one wi nter night, when the wind was beating the
trees against the wall, and crying and noaning in the nursery chi mey. She said
t here was, somewhere or other, a hollow pit, just like the one | was standing
in, everybody was afraid to go into it or near it, it was such a bad place. But
once upon a tinme there was a poor girl who said she would go into the holl ow
pit, and everybody tried to stop her, but she would go. And she went down into
the pit and cane back | aughing, and said there was nothing there at all, except
green grass and red stones, and white stones and yell ow fl owers. And soon after
peopl e saw she had nost beautiful enmerald earrings, and they asked how she got
them as she and her nmother were quite poor. But she | aughed, and said her
earrings were not nmade of eneralds at all, but only of green grass. Then, one
day, she wore on her breast the reddest ruby that any one had ever seen, and it
was as big as a hen's egg, and gl owed and sparkled like a hot burning coal of
fire. And they asked how she got it, as she and her nother were quite poor. But
she | aughed, and said it was not a ruby at all, but only a red stone. Then one
day she wore round her neck the loveliest necklace that any one had ever seen
much finer than the queen's finest, and it was nade of great bright dianonds,
hundreds of them and they shone like all the stars on a night in June. So they
asked her how she got it, as she and her nother were quite poor. But she
| aughed, and said they were not dianmonds at all, but only white stones. And one
day she went to the Court, and she wore on her head a crown of pure angel -gold,
so nurse said, and it shone like the sun, and it was nuch nore splendid than the
crown the king was wearing hinmself, and in her ears she wore the eneral ds, and
the big ruby was the brooch on her breast, and the great di anond neckl ace was
sparkling on her neck. And the king and queen thought she was sone great
princess froma |long way off, and got down fromtheir thrones and went to neet
her, but somebody told the king and queen who she was, and that she was quite
poor. So the king asked why she wore a gold crown, and how she got it, as she
and her nother were so poor. And she |aughed, and said it wasn't a gold crown at
all, but only sone yellow fl owers she had put in her hair. And the king thought
it was very strange, and said she should stay at the Court, and they would see
what woul d happen next. And she was so |lovely that everybody said that her eyes
were greener than the emeralds, that her lips were redder than the ruby, that
her skin was whiter than the dianonds, and that her hair was brighter than the
gol den crown. So the king's son said he would narry her, and the king said he
m ght. And the bishop married them and there was a great supper, and after-
wards the king's son went to his wife's room But just when he had his hand on
t he door, he saw a tall, black man, with a dreadful face, standing in front of
t he door, and a voice said--

Venture not upon your life,

This is mine own wedded wi fe.
Then the king's son fell down on the ground in a fit. And they canme and tried to
get into the room but they couldn't, and they hacked at the door with hatchets,
but the wood had turned hard as iron, and at |ast everybody ran away, they were
so frightened at the scream ng and | aughing and shrieking and crying that cane
out of the room But next day they went in, and found there was nothing in the
room but thick black snoke, because the black man had come and taken her away.
And on the bed there were two knots of faded grass and a red stone, and sone

white stones, and sone faded yellow flowers. | remenbered this tale of nurse's
while | was standing at the bottomof the deep hollow, it was so strange and
solitary there, and | felt afraid. | could not see any stones or flowers, but |

was afraid of bringing themaway w thout knowi ng, and | thought | would do a
charmthat came into my head to keep the black man away. So | stood right in the
very mddle of the hollow, and | made sure that | had none of those things on
nme, and then | wal ked round the place, and touched ny eyes, and ny lips, and ny
hair in a peculiar manner, and whi spered sone queer words that nurse taught ne
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to keep bad things away. Then | felt safe and clinbed up out of the hollow, and
went on through all those nounds and hollows and walls, till | cane to the end
whi ch was high above all the rest, and | could see that all the different shapes
of the earth were arranged in patterns, something like the grey rocks, only the
pattern was different. It was getting late, and the air was indistinct, but it

| ooked fromwhere | was standing sonething like two great figures of people
lying on the grass. And | went on, and at last | found a certain wood, which is
too secret to be described, and nobody knows of the passage into it, which

found out in a very curious manner, by seeing sone little animal run into the
wood through it. So | went after the animal by a very narrow dark way, under

t horns and bushes, and it was al nbst dark when | cane to a kind of open place in
the mddle. And there | saw the npst wonderful sight |I have ever seen, but it
was only for a minute, as | ran away directly, and crept out of the wood by the
passage | had come by, and ran and ran as fast as ever | could, because | was
afraid, what | had seen was so wonderful and so strange and beautiful. But |
wanted to get hone and think of it, and I did not know what m ght not happen if

| stayed by the wood. | was hot all over and trenbling, and ny heart was
beating, and strange cries that | could not help came fromne as | ran fromthe
wood. | was glad that a great white nmoon came up fromover a round hill and

showed nme the way, so | went back through the nounds and hol |l ows and down the
close valley, and up through the thicket over the place of the grey rocks, and
so at last | got hone again. My father was busy in his study, and the servants
had not told about my not com ng home, though they were frightened, and wondered
what they ought to do, so | told them| had lost nmy way, but | did not let them
find out the real way | had been. | went to bed and | ay awake all through the

ni ght, thinking of what | had seen. When |I cane out of the narrow way, and it

| ooked all shining, though the air was dark, it seenmed so certain, and all the
way home | was quite sure that | had seen it, and | wanted to be alone in ny
room and be glad over it all to nyself, and shut my eyes and pretend it was
there, and do all the things | would have done if | had not been so afraid. But
when | shut nmy eyes the sight would not cone, and | began to think about ny
adventures all over again, and | renenbered how dusky and queer it was at the
end, and | was afraid it nust be all a mistake, because it seened inpossible it
coul d happen. It seened like one of nurse's tales, which | didn't really believe
in, though | was frightened at the bottomof the hollow, and the stories she
told me when | was little cane back into nmy head, and | wondered whether it was
really there what | thought | had seen, or whether any of her tales could have
happened a long tine ago. It was so queer; | lay awake there in nmy roomat the
back of the house, and the noon was shining on the other side towards the river,
so the bright light did not fall upon the wall. And the house was quite still. |
had heard ny father come upstairs, and just after the clock struck twelve, and
after the house was still and enpty, as if there was nobody alive init. And
though it was all dark and indistinct in my room a pale glimering kind of
[ight shone in through the white blind, and once |I got up and | ooked out, and
there was a great black shadow of the house covering the garden, looking like a
pri son where nen are hanged; and then beyond it was all white; and the wood
shone white with black gulfs between the trees. It was still and clear, and
there were no clouds on the sky. | wanted to think of what | had seen but |
couldn't, and | began to think of all the tales that nurse had told me so | ong
ago that | thought | had forgotten, but they all cane back, and m xed up with
the thickets and the grey rocks and the hollows in the earth and the secret
wood, till | hardly knew what was new and what was old, or whether it was not
all dreaming. And then | renenbered that hot summer afternoon, so |ong ago, when
nurse left me by nyself in the shade, and the white people came out of the water
and out of the wood, and played, and danced, and sang, and | began to fancy that
nurse told nme about sonmething like it before | saw them only |I couldn't
recol | ect exactly what she told nme. Then | wondered whet her she had been the
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white lady, as | renenbered she was just as white and beautiful, and had the
sane dark eyes and bl ack hair; and sonetimes she smiled and | ooked |ike the |ady
had | ooked, when she was telling me some of her stories, beginning with "Once on
atinme," or "Inthe tine of the fairies.” But | thought she couldn't be the

| ady, as she seenmed to have gone a different way into the wood, and | didn't
think the man who canme after us could be the other, or | couldn't have seen that
wonderful secret in the secret wood. | thought of the moon: but it was
afterwards when | was in the mddle of the wild | and, where the earth was made
into the shape of great figures, and it was all walls, and nysterious hol |l ows,
and snmooth round nounds, that | saw the great white noon cone up over a round
hill. I was wondering about all these things, till at last | got quite
frightened, because | was afraid sonething had happened to ne, and | renenbered
nurse's tale of the poor girl who went into the hollow pit, and was carried away
at last by the black man. | knew | had gone into a hollow pit too, and perhaps
it was the sane, and | had done sonething dreadful. So | did the charm over
again, and touched nmy eyes and nmy lips and ny hair in a peculiar manner, and
said the old words fromthe fairy |anguage, so that | mght be sure | had not
been carried away. | tried again to see the secret wood, and to creep up the
passage and see what | had seen there, but somehow | couldn't, and | kept on

t hi nking of nurse's stories. There was one | renmenbered about a young nman who
once upon a time went hunting, and all the day he and his hounds hunted
everywhere, and they crossed the rivers and went into all the woods, and went
round the nmarshes, but they couldn't find anything at all, and they hunted al
day till the sun sank down and began to set behind the mountain. And the young
man was angry because he couldn't find anything, and he was going to turn back
when just as the sun touched the nountain, he saw cone out of a brake in front
of hima beautiful white stag. And he cheered to his hounds, but they whined and
woul d not follow, and he cheered to his horse, but it shivered and stood stock
still, and the young man junped off the horse and | eft the hounds and began to
follow the white stag all alone. And soon it was quite dark, and the sky was

bl ack, without a single star shining in it, and the stag went away into the

dar kness. And though the man had brought his gun with himhe never shot at the
stag, because he wanted to catch it, and he was afraid he would lose it in the
ni ght. But he never lost it once, though the sky was so black and the air was so
dark, and the stag went on and on till the young nan didn't know a bit where he
was. And they went through enornmous woods where the air was full of whispers and
a pale, dead light came out fromthe rotten trunks that were lying on the
ground, and just as the man thought he had | ost the stag, he would see it al
white and shining in front of him and he would run fast to catch it, but the
stag always ran faster, so he did not catch it. And they went through the

enor nous woods, and they swam across rivers, and they waded through bl ack

mar shes where the ground bubbl ed, and the air was full of will-o0o'-the-w sps, and
the stag fled away down into rocky narrow valleys, where the air was |like the
snell of a vault, and the man went after it. And they went over the great
nount ai ns and the nan heard the wind cone down fromthe sky, and the stag went
on and the man went after. At last the sun rose and the young man found he was
in a country that he had never seen before; it was a beautiful valley with a
bright streamrunning through it, and a great, big round hill in the mddle. And
the stag went down the valley, towards the hill, and it seemed to be getting
tired and went slower and slower, and though the man was tired, too, he began to
run faster, and he was sure he would catch the stag at last. But just as they
got to the bottomof the hill, and the man stretched out his hand to catch the
stag, it vanished into the earth, and the man began to cry; he was so sorry that
he had lost it after all his long hunting. But as he was crying he saw there was
a door in the hill, just in front of him and he went in, and it was quite dark
but he went on, as he thought he would find the white stag. And all of a sudden
it got light, and there was the sky, and the sun shining, and birds singing in
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the trees, and there was a beautiful fountain. And by the fountain a |ovely |ady
was sitting, who was the queen of the fairies, and she told the man that she had
changed herself into a stag to bring himthere because she | oved himso nuch.
Then she brought out a great gold cup, covered with jewels, fromher fairy

pal ace, and she offered himwine in the cup to drink. And he drank, and the nore
he drank the nore he I onged to drink, because the wi ne was enchanted. So he

ki ssed the | ovely lady, and she becane his wife, and he stayed all that day and
all that night in the hill where she lived, and when he woke he found he was
lying on the ground, close to where he had seen the stag first, and his horse
was there and his hounds were there waiting, and he | ooked up, and the sun sank
behi nd the nmountain. And he went hone and lived a long tine, but he would never
ki ss any other | ady because he had kissed the queen of the fairies, and he would
never drink commopn wi ne any nore, because he had drunk enchanted w ne. And
sometines nurse told me tales that she had heard from her great-grandnother, who
was very old, and lived in a cottage on the mountain all alone, and nost of
these tales were about a hill where people used to neet at night |ong ago, and
they used to play all sorts of strange games and do queer things that nurse told
me of, but | couldn't understand, and now, she said, everybody but her
great - grandnot her had forgotten all about it, and nobody knew where the hil

was, nhot even her great-grandnother. But she told ne one very strange story
about the hill, and | trenbled when | renenbered it. She said that people always
went there in sunmer, when it was very hot, and they had to dance a good deal

It would be all dark at first, and there were trees there, which made it nuch
dar ker, and people would conme, one by one, fromall directions, by a secret path
whi ch nobody el se knew, and two persons woul d keep the gate, and every one as
they came up had to give a very curious sign, which nurse showed ne as well as
she coul d, but she said she couldn't show nme properly. And all kinds of people
woul d cone; there would be gentle fol ks and village fol ks, and sone ol d peopl e
and boys and girls, and quite small children, who sat and watched. And it would
all be dark as they cane in, except in one corner where some one was burning
sonet hing that snelt strong and sweet, and nade them | augh, and there one would
see a glaring of coals, and the snoke nmounting up red. So they would all cone
in, and when the |last had cone there was no door any nore, so that no one el se
could get in, even if they knew there was anythi ng beyond. And once a gentl eman
who was a stranger and had ridden a long way, lost his path at night, and his
horse took himinto the very mddle of the wild country, where everything was
up- side down, and there were dreadful narshes and great stones everywhere, and
hol es underfoot, and the trees | ooked |ike gibbet-posts, because they had great
bl ack arms that stretched out across the way. And this strange gentl eman was
very frightened, and his horse began to shiver all over, and at last it stopped
and wouldn't go any farther, and the gentlenman got down and tried to |ead the

horse, but it wouldn't nove, and it was all covered with a sweat, |ike death. So
the gentl eman went on all alone, going farther and farther into the wild
country, till at last he came to a dark place, where he heard shouting and
singing and crying, |like nothing he had ever heard before. It all sounded quite
close to him but he couldn't get in, and so he began to call, and while he was
calling, something cane behind him and in a minute his nouth and arns and | egs
were all bound up, and he fell into a swoon. And when he came to hinmsel f, he was

lying by the roadside, just where he had first [ost his way, under a bl asted oak
with a black trunk, and his horse was tied beside him So he rode on to the town
and told the people there what had happened, and sone of them were amazed; but
ot hers knew. So when once everybody had cone, there was no door at all for
anybody el se to pass in by. And when they were all inside, round in a ring,
touchi ng each other, some one began to sing in the darkness, and some one el se
woul d make a noise like thunder with a thing they had on purpose, and on stil

ni ghts peopl e would hear the thundering noise far, far away beyond the wld

| and, and sone of them who thought they knew what it was, used to nake a sign
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on their breasts when they woke up in their beds at dead of night and heard that
terrible deep noise, like thunder on the nmountains. And the noise and the
singing would go on and on for a long tine, and the people who were in a ring
swayed a little to and fro; and the song was in an old, old | anguage that nobody
knows now, and the tune was queer. Nurse said her great-grandnother had known
sone one who renenbered a little of it, when she was quite a little girl, and
nurse tried to sing sone of it to nme, and it was so strange a tune that | turned
all cold and my flesh crept as if | had put my hand on sonethi ng dead. Sometines
it was a man that sang and some- times it was a woman, and sonetines the one who
sang it did it so well that two or three of the people who were there fell to
the ground shrieking and tearing with their hands. The singing went on, and the
people in the ring kept swaying to and fro for a long tinme, and at |ast the npon
woul d rise over a place they called the Tole Deol, and canme up and showed them
swi ngi ng and swaying fromside to side, with the sweet thick snmoke curling up
fromthe burning coals, and floating in circles all around them Then they had
their supper. A boy and a girl brought it to them the boy carried a great cup
of wine, and the girl carried a cake of bread, and they passed the bread and the
wi ne round and round, but they tasted quite different from conmon bread and
conmon wi ne, and changed everybody that tasted them Then they all rose up and
danced, and secret things were brought out of sone hiding place, and they played
extraordi nary ganes, and danced round and round and round in the noonlight, and
soneti nes people woul d suddenly di sappear and never be heard of afterwards, and
nobody knew what had happened to them And they drank nore of that curious w ne,
and they made i mages and worshi pped them and nurse showed ne how the images
were made one day when we were out for a walk, and we passed by a place where
there was a |l ot of wet clay. So nurse asked ne if | would |ike to know what
those things were like that they made on the hill, and | said yes. Then she
asked me if | would pronmise never to tell a living soul a word about it, and if

| did 1l was to be thrown into the black pit with the dead people, and | said
woul dn't tell anybody, and she said the sane thing again and agai n, and

prom sed. So she took my wooden spade and dug a big lunp of clay and put it in
nmy tin bucket, and told me to say if any one net us that | was going to make
pi es when | went home. Then we went on a little way till we cane to a little
brake growi ng right down into the road, and nurse stopped, and | ooked up the
road and down it, and then peeped through the hedge into the field on the other
side, and then she said, "Quick!" and we ran into the brake, and crept in and
out anmong the bushes till we had gone a good way fromthe road. Then we sat down
under a bush, and | wanted so rmuch to know what nurse was going to nake with the
clay, but before she would begin she made me prom se again not to say a word
about it, and she went again and peeped through the bushes on every side, though
the I ane was so snall and deep that hardly anybody ever went there. So we sat
down, and nurse took the clay out of the bucket, and began to knead it with her
hands, and do queer things with it, and turn it about. And she hid it under a
bi g dock-leaf for a mnute or two and then she brought it out again, and then
she stood up and sat down, and wal ked round the clay in a peculiar manner, and
all the time she was softly singing a sort of rhyne, and her face got very red.
Then she sat down again, and took the clay in her hands and began to shape it
into a doll, but not Ilike the dolls |I have at home, and she made the queerest
doll 1 had ever seen, all out of the wet clay, and hid it under a bush to get
dry and hard, and all the tine she was nmaking it she was singing these rhynmes to
hersel f, and her face got redder and redder. So we |left the doll there, hidden
away i n the bushes where nobody would ever find it. And a few days |ater we went
t he sane wal k, and when we canme to that narrow, dark part of the |lane where the
brake runs down to the bank, nurse made nme promi se all over again, and she

| ooked about, just as she had done before, and we crept into the bushes till we
got to the green place where the little clay man was hidden. | renenber it al
so well, though | was only eight, and it is eight years ago now as | amwiting
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it down, but the sky was a deep violet blue, and in the mddle of the brake
where we were sitting there was a great elder tree covered with bl ossons, and on
the other side there was a clunp of meadowsweet, and when | think of that day
the smell of the neadowsweet and el der bl ossom seens to fill the room and if |
shut my eyes | can see the glaring blue sky, with little clouds very white
floating across it, and nurse who went away |ong ago sitting opposite ne and

| ooking like the beautiful white lady in the wood. So we sat down and nurse took
out the clay doll fromthe secret place where she had hidden it, and she said we
must "pay our respects,"” and she would show ne what to do, and | nust watch her
all the time. So she did all sorts of queer things with the little clay nan, and
| noticed she was all stream ng with perspiration, though we had wal ked so
slowy, and then she told nme to "pay ny respects,” and | did everything she did
because | liked her, and it was such an odd ganme. And she said that if one |oved
very much, the clay man was very good, if one did certain things with it, and if
one hated very nuch, it was just as good, only one had to do different things,
and we played with it a long tinme, and pretended all sorts of things. Nurse said
her great-grandnother had told her all about these inages, but what we did was
no harmat all, only a game. But she told ne a story about these images that
frightened ne very nuch, and that was what | renmenbered that night when | was
lying awake in ny roomin the pale, enpty darkness, thinking of what | had seen
and the secret wood. Nurse said there was once a young | ady of the high gentry,
who lived in a great castle. And she was so beautiful that all the gentlenen
wanted to marry her, because she was the loveliest |ady that anybody had ever
seen, and she was kind to everybody, and everybody thought she was very good.

But though she was polite to all the gentlemen who wished to marry her, she put
them of f, and said she couldn't nake up her mind, and she wasn't sure she wanted
to marry anybody at all. And her father, who was a very great |lord, was angry,

t hough he was so fond of her, and he asked her why she woul dn't choose a
bachel or out of all the handsome young nen who cane to the castle. But she only
said she didn't |love any of themvery much, and she nmust wait, and if they
pestered her, she said she would go and be a nun in a nunnery. So all the

gentl ermen said they would go away and wait for a year and a day, and when a year
and a day were gone, they would come back again and ask her to say which one she
woul d marry. So the day was appointed and they all went away; and the |ady had
prom sed that in a year and a day it would be her wedding day with one of them
But the truth was, that she was the queen of the people who danced on the hil

on sunmer nights, and on the proper nights she would | ock the door of her room
and she and her maid would steal out of the castle by a secret passage that only
t hey knew of, and go away up to the hill in the wild | and. And she knew nore of
the secret things than any one el se, and nore than any one knew before or after,
because she would not tell anybody the nbst secret secrets. She knew how to do
all the awful things, how to destroy young nen, and how to put a curse on
peopl e, and other things that | could not understand. And her real name was the
Lady Avelin, but the dancing people called her Cassap, which meant sonmebody very
wi se, in the old | anguage. And she was whiter than any of themand taller, and
her eyes shone in the dark like burning rubies; and she could sing songs that
none of the others could sing, and when she sang they all fell down on their
faces and worshi pped her. And she could do what they called shib-show, which was
a very wonderful enchantment. She would tell the great |ord, her father, that
she wanted to go into the woods to gather flowers, so he |let her go, and she and
her maid went into the woods where nobody cane, and the nmaid woul d keep watch
wen the lady would Iie down under the trees and begin to sing a particular song,
and she stretched out her arnms, and fromevery part of the wood great serpents
woul d cone, hissing and gliding in and out anong the trees, and shooting out
their forked tongues as they crawled up to the lady. And they all cane to her
and tw sted round her, round her body, and her arns, and her neck, till she was
covered with withing serpents, and there was only her head to be seen. And she
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whi spered to them and she sang to them and they withed round and round,
faster and faster, till she told themto go. And they all went away directly,
back to their holes, and on the |lady's breast there would be a npbst curious,
beautiful stone, shaped sonething |ike an egg, and col oured dark blue and

yel low, and red, and green, marked |ike a serpent's scales. It was called a

gl ame stone, and with it one could do all sorts of wonderful things, and nurse
sai d her great-grandnother had seen a glane stone with her own eyes, and it was
for all the world shiny and scaly like a snake. And the lady could do a | ot of
other things as well, but she was quite fixed that she would not be married. And
there were a great nany gentl enen who wanted to narry her, but there were five
of them who were chief, and their names were Sir Sinon, Sir John, Sir diver,
Sir Richard, and Sir Rowmand. Al the others believed she spoke the truth, and

t hat she woul d choose one of themto be her man when a year and a day was done;
it was only Sir Sinpbn, who was very crafty, who thought she was deceiving them
all, and he vowed he would watch and try if he could find out anything. And

t hough he was very wi se he was very young, and he had a snooth, soft face like a
girl's, and he pre- tended, as the rest did, that he would not cone to the
castle for a year and a day, and he said he was goi ng away beyond the sea to
foreign parts. But he really only went a very little way, and cane back dressed
like a servant girl, and so he got a place in the castle to wash the dishes. And
he waited and wat ched, and he listened and said nothing, and he hid in dark

pl aces, and woke up at ni ght and | ooked out, and he heard things and he saw

t hi ngs that he thought were very strange. And he was so sly that he told the
girl that waited on the lady that he was really a young man, and that he had
dressed up as a girl because he | oved her so very nmuch and wanted to be in the
sanme house with her, and the girl was so pleased that she told himmany things,
and he was nore than ever certain that the Lady Avelin was deceiving himand the
others. And he was so clever, and told the servant so many lies, that one night
he managed to hide in the Lady Avelin's room behind the curtains. And he stayed
quite still and never noved, and at last the |lady came. And she bent down under
the bed, and raised up a stone, and there was a hol | ow pl ace underneath, and out
of it she took a waxen inmage, just like the clay one that | and nurse had made
in the brake. And all the tine her eyes were burning like rubies. And she took
the little wax doll up in her arns and held it to her breast, and she whispered
and she nmurmured, and she took it up and she laid it down again, and she held it
hi gh, and she held it low, and she laid it down again. And she said, "Happy is
he that begat the bishop, that ordered the clerk, that married the man, that had
the wife, that fashioned the hive, that harboured the bee, that gathered the wax
that my own true | ove was made of." And she brought out of an aunbry a great

gol den bowl, and she brought out of a closet a great jar of w ne, and she poured
sone of the wine into the bow, and she laid her mannikin very gently in the

wi ne, and washed it in the wine all over. Then she went to a cupboard and took a
small round cake and laid it on the imge's nouth, and then she bore it softly
and covered it up. And Sir Sinmon, who was watching all the tine, though he was
terribly frightened, saw the | ady bend down and stretch out her arns and whi sper
and sing, and then Sir Sinon saw beside her a handsome young man, who ki ssed her
on the lips. And they drank wi ne out of the golden bow together, and they ate

t he cake together. But when the sun rose there was only the little wax doll, and
the lady hid it again under the bed in the hollow place. So Sir Sinbn knew quite
wel | what the | ady was, and he waited and he watched, till the time she had said

was nearly over, and in a week the year and a day woul d be done. And one night,
when he was wat chi ng behind the curtains in her room he saw her making nore wax
dolls. And she made five, and hid them away. And the next night she took one
out, and held it up, and filled the golden bow with water, and took the doll by
the neck and held it under the water. Then she said--

Sir Dickon, Sir Dickon, your day is done,

You shall be drowned in the water wan.
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And the next day news cane to the castle that Sir Richard had been drowned at
the ford. And at night she took another doll and tied a violet cord round its
neck and hung it up on a nail. Then she sai d--

Sir Row and, your life has ended its span,

High on a tree | see you hang.
And the next day news cane to the castle that Sir Rowl and had been hanged by
robbers in the wood. And at night she took another doll, and drove her bodkin
right into its heart. Then she said--

Sir Noll, Sir Noll, so cease your life,

Your heart pierced with the knife.
And the next day news cane to the castle that Sir Aiver had fought in a tavern
and a stranger had stabbed himto the heart. And at ni ght she took another doll
and held it to a fire of charcoal till it was nelted. Then she said--

Sir John, return, and turn to clay,

In fire of fever you waste away.
And the next day news cane to the castle that Sir John had died in a burning
fever. So then Sir Sinon went out of the castle and nmounted his horse and rode
away to the bishop and told himeverything. And the bishop sent his nmen, and
they took the Lady Avelin, and everything she had done was found out. So on the
day after the year and a day, when she was to have been married, they carried
her through the town in her snock, and they tied her to a great stake in the
mar ket - pl ace, and burned her alive before the bishop with her wax i mge hung
round her neck. And people said the wax man screaned in the burning of the
flames. And | thought of this story again and again as | was |ying awake in ny
bed, and | seened to see the Lady Avelin in the market-place, with the yellow
flames eating up her beautiful white body. And | thought of it so nuch that |
seened to get into the story nyself, and | fancied | was the |ady, and that they
were coming to take me to be burnt with fire, with all the people in the town
| ooking at me. And | wondered whether she cared, after all the strange things
she had done, and whether it hurt very much to be burned at the stake. | tried
again and again to forget nurse's stories, and to renenber the secret | had seen
that afternoon, and what was in the secret wood, but | could only see the dark
and a glimrering in the dark, and then it went away, and | only saw nyself
runni ng, and then a great noon cane up white over a dark round hill. Then al
the old stories cane back again, and the queer rhynes that nurse used to sing to
ne; and there was one begi nning "Hal sy cunsy Helen nusty," that she used to sing
very softly when she wanted me to go to sleep. And | began to sing it to nyself
i nside of ny head, and I went to sleep

The next norning | was very tired and sl eepy, and could hardly do ny | essons,

and | was very glad when they were over and | had had ny dinner, as | wanted to
go out and be alone. It was a warmday, and | went to a nice turfy hill by the
river, and sat down on ny nother's old shawl that | had brought with nme on
purpose. The sky was grey, like the day before, but there was a kind of white
gl eam behind it, and fromwhere | was sitting | could | ook down on the town, and
bit was all still and quiet and white, like a picture. | renenbered that it was
on that hill that nurse taught me to play an old gane called "Troy Town," in
whi ch one had to dance, and wind in and out on a pattern in the grass, and then
when one had danced and turned | ong enough the other person asks you questions,
and you can't help answering whether you want to or not, and whatever you are
told to do you feel you have to do it. Nurse said there used to be a | ot of
ganes |ike that that some people knew of, and there was one by whi ch people
could be turned into anything you liked and an old nan her great-grandnot her had
seen had known a girl who had been turned into a | arge snake. And there was
anot her very ancient game of dancing and w ndi ng and turning, by which you could
take a person out of hinself and hide himaway as |long as you |liked, and his
body went wal ki ng about quite enpty, wthout any sense in it. But | cane to that
hill because | wanted to think of what had happened the day before, and of the
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secret of the wood. Fromthe place where | was sitting | could see beyond the
town, into the opening | had found, where a little brook had led me into an
unknown country. And | pretended | was foll owi ng the brook over again, and

went all the way in my mind, and at last | found the wood, and crept into it
under the bushes, and then in the dusk | saw sonething that nade ne feel as if |
were filled with fire, as if | wanted to dance and sing and fly up into the air
because | was changed and wonderful. But what | saw was not changed at all, and
had not grown old, and | wondered again and agai n how such things coul d happen,
and whet her nurse's stories were really true, because in the daytime in the open
air everything seemed quite different fromwhat it was at night, when | was

frightened, and thought I was to be burned alive. |I once told ny father one of
her little tales, which was about a ghost, and asked himif it was true, and he
told me it was not true at all, and that only conmon, ignorant people believed

in such rubbish. He was very angry with nurse for telling me the story, and

scol ded her, and after that | prom sed her | would never whisper a word of what
she told ne, and if | did | should be bitten by the great black snake that |ived
in the pool in the wood. And all alone on the hill | wondered what was true.

had seen somet hing very amazing and very lovely, and | knew a story, and if |
had really seen it, and not nade it up out of the dark, and the black bough, and
the bright shining that was nounting up to the sky fromover the great round

hill, but had really seen it in truth, then there were all kinds of wonderfu
and lovely and terrible things to think of, so | |onged and trenbl ed, and
burned and got cold. And | | ooked down on the town, so quiet and still, like a
little white picture, and | thought over and over if it could be true. | was a

long tinme before | could make up nmy mind to anything; there was such a strange
fluttering at ny heart that seened to whisper to nme all the tinme that | had not
made it up out of ny head, and yet it seened quite inpossible, and | knew ny
father and everybody would say it was dreadful rubbish. |I never dreamnmed of
telling himor anybody el se a word about it, because | knew it would be of no
use, and | should only get |aughed at or scolded, so for a long tine | was very
qui et, and went about thinking and wondering; and at night | used to dream of
amazi ng things, and sonetinmes | woke up in the early nmorning and held out ny
arms with a cry. And | was frightened, too, because there were dangers, and sone
awful thing would happen to ne, unless | took great care, if the story were
true. These old tales were always in ny head, night and norning, and | went over
themand told themto nyself over and over again, and went for walks in the

pl aces where nurse had told themto ne; and when | sat in the nursery by the
fire in the evenings | used to fancy nurse was sitting in the other chair, and
telling me some wonderful story in a |low voice, for fear anybody shoul d be
listening. But she used to like best to tell nme about things when we were right
out in the country, far fromthe house, because she said she was telling ne such
secrets, and walls have ears. And if it was sonmething nore than ever secret, we
had to hide in brakes or woods; and | used to think it was such fun creeping

al ong a hedge, and going very softly, and then we woul d get behind the bushes or
run into the wood all of a sudden, when we were sure that none was watching us;
so we knew that we had our secrets quite all to ourselves, and nobody el se at

al |l knew anyt hi ng about them Now and then, when we had hi dden ourselves as |
have described, she used to show me all sorts of odd things. One day, |

renmenmber, we were in a hazel brake, over-looking the brook, and we were so snug
and warm as though it was April; the sun was quite hot, and the | eaves were
just com ng out. Nurse said she would show nme sonet hing funny that would nmake ne
| augh, and then she showed ne, as she said, how one could turn a whol e house
upsi de down, wi thout anybody being able to find out, and the pots and pans woul d
junp about, and the china would be broken, and the chairs would tunbl e over of
thenselves. | tried it one day in the kitchen, and I found | could do it quite
wel |, and a whole row of plates on the dresser fell off it, and cook's little
work-table tilted up and turned right over "before her eyes," as she said, but
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she was so frightened and turned so white that | didn't do it again, as | |iked
her. And afterwards, in the hazel copse, when she had shown ne how to nake

t hi ngs tunbl e about, she showed ne how to make rappi ng noises, and | |earnt how
to do that, too. Then she taught me rhymes to say on certain occasions, and
peculiar marks to nake on other occasions, and other things that her
great - grandnot her had taught her when she was a little girl herself. And these
were all the things | was thinking about in those days after the strange wal k
when | thought | had seen a great secret, and | w shed nurse were there for ne
to ask her about it, but she had gone away nore than two years before, and
nobody seened to know what had becone of her, or where she had gone. But | shal
al ways renenber those days if | live to be quite old, because all the tine |

felt so strange, wondering and doubting, and feeling quite sure at one tine, and
maki ng up ny nmind, and then | would feel quite sure that such things couldn't
happen really, and it began all over again. But | took great care not to do
certain things that nmight be very dangerous. So | waited and wondered for a |ong

time, and though | was not sure at all, | never dared to try to find out. But
one day | becane sure that all that nurse said was quite true, and | was al
al one when | found it out. | trenbled all over with joy and terror, and as fast

as | could | ran into one of the old brakes where we used to go--it was the one
by the | ane, where nurse made the little clay man--and | ran into it, and

crept intoit; and when | cane to the place where the elder was, | covered up ny
face with nmy hands and lay down flat on the grass, and | stayed there for two
hours w t hout novi ng, whispering to nyself delicious, terrible things, and
sayi ng sone words over and over again. It was all true and wonderful and

spl endid, and when | renenbered the story I knew and t hought of what | had
really seen, | got hot and | got cold, and the air seened full of scent, and
flowers, and singing. And first | wanted to nake a little clay man, like the one
nurse had nade so long ago, and | had to invent plans and stratagens, and to

| ook about, and to think of things beforehand, because nobody nust dream of
anything that | was doing or going to do, and | was too old to carry clay about
inatin bucket. At last | thought of a plan, and | brought the wet clay to the
brake, and did everything that nurse had done, only | made a nuch finer inage
than the one she had made; and when it was finished | did everything that |
coul d i magi ne and much nore than she did, because it was the |ikeness of

sonet hing far better. And a few days later, when | had done ny | essons early, |
went for the second tinme by the way of the little brook that had led me into a
strange country. And | followed the brook, and went through the bushes, and

beneat h the | ow branches of trees, and up thorny thickets on the hill, and by
dark woods full of creeping thorns, a long, |ong way. Then | crept through the
dark tunnel where the brook had been and the ground was stony, till at |ast
cane to the thicket that clinbed up the hill, and though the | eaves were com ng

out upon the trees, everything | ooked al nost as black as it was on the first day
that | went there. And the thicket was just the same, and | went up slowy til

| came out on the big bare hill, and began to wal k anong the wonderful rocks.
saw the terrible voor again on everything, for though the sky was brighter, the
ring of wild hills all around was still dark, and the hangi ng woods | ooked dark
and dreadful, and the strange rocks were as grey as ever; and when | | ooked down
on themfromthe great nmound, sitting on the stone, | saw all their amazing
circles and rounds within rounds, and | had to sit quite still and watch them as
t hey began to turn about ne, and each stone danced in its place, and they seened
to go round and round in a great whirl, as if one were in the nmddle of all the
stars and heard them rushing through the air. So | went down anpong the rocks to
dance with themand to sing extraordinary songs; and | went down through the

ot her thicket, and drank fromthe bright streamin the close and secret valley,
putting ny |ips down to the bubbling water; and then | went on till | canme to
the deep, brimmng well among the glittering noss, and | sat down. | | ooked
before ne into the secret darkness of the valley, and behind me was the great
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hi gh wall of grass, and all around nme there were the hangi ng woods that made the
val | ey such a secret place. | knew there was nobody here at all besides nyself,
and that no one could see me. So | took off ny boots and stockings, and let mny
feet down into the water, saying the words that | knew. And it was not cold at

all, as | expected, but warmand very pl easant, and when ny feet were in it |
felt as if they were in silk, or as if the nynph were kissing them So when |
had done, | said the other words and nade the signs, and then | dried ny feet
with a towel | had brought on purpose, and put on ny stockings and boots. Then
clinmbed up the steep wall, and went into the place where there are the holl ows,
and the two beautiful nounds, and the round ridges of land, and all the strange
shapes. | did not go down into the hollow this tinme, but | turned at the end,

and nade out the figures quite plainly, as it was lighter, and | had renenbered
the story | had quite forgotten before, and in the story the two figures are
call ed Adam and Eve, and only those who know the story understand what they
nmean. So | went on and on till | came to the secret wood which rmust not be
described, and | crept into it by the way | had found. And when |I had gone about
hal fway | stopped, and turned round, and got ready, and | bound the handkerchi ef
tightly round ny eyes, and nade quite sure that | could not see at all, not a
twig, nor the end of a leaf, nor the light of the sky, as it was an old red silk
handkerchief with [arge yellow spots, that went round tw ce and covered ny eyes,
so that | could see nothing. Then | began to go on, step by step, very slowy.
My heart beat faster and faster, and sonething rose in nmy throat that choked ne
and nade ne want to cry out, but |I shut my lips, and went on. Boughs caught in
nmy hair as | went, and great thorns tore ne; but | went on to the end of the
path. Then | stopped, and held out my arns and bowed, and I went round the first
time, feeling with ny hands, and there was nothing. | went round the second
time, feeling with ny hands, and there was nothing. Then | went round the third
time, feeling with ny hands, and the story was all true, and | wi shed that the
years were gone by, and that | had not so long a time to wait before | was happy
for ever and ever.

Nur se nust have been a prophet |ike those we read of in the Bible. Everything
that she said began to come true, and since then other things that she told ne
of have happened. That was how | canme to know that her stories were true and
that | had not made up the secret nyself out of ny own head. But there was
anot her thing that happened that day. | went a second tinme to the secret place.
It was at the deep brinmming well, and when | was standing on the noss | bent
over and | ooked in, and then | knew who the white lady was that | had seen cone
out of the water in the wood | ong ago when | was quite little. And |I trenbled
all over, because that told ne other things. Then | renenbered how sonetime
after | had seen the white people in the wood, nurse asked ne nore about them
and | told her all over again, and she |listened, and said nothing for a |ong,
long tine, and at |ast she said, "You will see her again." So | understood what
had happened and what was to happen. And | understood about the nynphs; how
m ght nmeet themin all kinds of places, and they would al ways hel p ne, and
nust always | ook for them and find themin all sorts of strange shapes and
appearances. And without the nynmphs | could never have found the secret, and
wi t hout them none of the other things could happen. Nurse had told ne all about
them | ong ago, but she called them by another nane, and | did not know what she
meant, or what her tales of themwere about, only that they were very queer. And
there were two kinds, the bright and the dark, and both were very lovely and
very wonderful, and sonme people saw only one kind, and sonme only the other, but
sone saw t hem both. But usually the dark appeared first, and the bright ones
cane afterwards, and there were extraordinary tales about them It was a day or
two after | had come home fromthe secret place that | first really knew the
nynphs. Nurse had shown nme how to call them and | had tried, but | did not know
what she neant, and so | thought it was all nonsense. But | made up ny m nd
would try again, so | went to the wood where the pool was, where | saw the white
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people, and | tried again. The dark nynph, Al anna, cane, and she turned the poo
of water into a pool of fire.

EPI LOGUE

"That's a very queer story," said Cotgrave, handi ng back the green book to the
recluse, Anbrose. "I see the drift of a good deal, but there are nmany things
that | do not grasp at all. On the | ast page, for exanple, what does she mean by
' nynphs' ?"

"Well, | think there are references throughout the manuscript to certain

'processes’ which have been handed down by tradition fromage to age. Sone of
t hese processes are just beginning to cone within the purview of science, which
has arrived at them-or rather at the steps which lead to them-by quite
different paths. | have interpreted the reference to 'nynphs' as a reference to
one of these processes."

"And you believe that there are such things?"

"Ch, | think so. Yes, |I believe | could give you convincing evidence on that
point. | amafraid you have negl ected the study of alcheny? It is a pity, for
the synbolism at all events, is very beautiful, and noreover if you were
acquai nted with certain books on the subject, | could recall to your mnd

phrases which mght explain a good deal in the nanuscript that you have been
readi ng. "

"Yes; but | want to know whet her you seriously think that there is any
foundati on of fact beneath these fancies. Is it not all a departnent of poetry;
a curious dreamw th which man has indul ged hinsel f?"

"I can only say that it is no doubt better for the great mass of people to
dismiss it all as a dream But if you ask nmy veritable belief--that goes quite
the other way. No; | should not say belief, but rather know edge. | may tell you
that | have known cases in which nmen have stunbled quite by accident on certain
of these 'processes,' and have been astoni shed by wholly unexpected results. In
the cases | amthinking of there could have been no possibility of 'suggestion'
or sub-conscious action of any kind. One nmight as well suppose a school boy
'suggesting' the existence of &Aelig;schylus to hinmself, while he plods
mechani cal | y t hrough t he decl ensi ons.

"But you have noticed the obscurity," Anbrose went on, "and in this particular
case it nmust have been dictated by instinct, since the witer never thought that
her manuscripts would fall into other hands. But the practice is universal, and
for nost excellent reasons. Powerful and sovereign medicines, which are, of
necessity, virulent poisons also, are kept in a | ocked cabinet. The child may
find the key by chance, and drink herself dead; but in npbst cases the search is
educational, and the phials contain precious elixirs for himwho has patiently
fashi oned the key for hinself."

"You do not care to go into details?"

"No, frankly, | do not. No, you must remmin unconvinced. But you saw how the
manuscript illustrates the talk we had | ast week?"

"I's this girl still alive?"

"No. | was one of those who found her. | knew the father well; he was a

| awyer, and had always |left her very much to herself. He thought of nothing but
deeds and | eases, and the news cane to himas an awful surprise. She was m ssing
one norning; | suppose it was about a year after she had witten what you have
read. The servants were called, and they told things, and put the only natura
interpretation on them-a perfectly erroneous one.

"They discovered that green book somewhere in her room and | found her in the
pl ace that she described with so nuch dread, |ying on the ground before the
i mage. "

"I't was an inage?"

"Yes, it was hidden by the thorns and the thick undergrowth that had
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surrounded it. It was a wild, lonely country; but you know what it was |ike by
her description, though of course you will understand that the col ours have been
hei ghtened. A child's inagination always makes the hei ghts higher and the depths
deeper than they really are; and she had, unfortunately for herself, sonething
nore than imagi nati on. One might say, perhaps, that the picture in her mnd

whi ch she succeeded in a neasure in putting into words, was the scene as it
woul d have appeared to an imagi native artist. But it is a strange, desolate

l and. "

"And she was dead?"

"Yes. She had poi soned herself--in time. No; there was not a word to be said
against her in the ordinary sense. You nmay recollect a story |I told you the
ot her night about a | ady who saw her child's fingers crushed by a w ndow?"

"And what was this statue?"

"Well, it was of Roman workmanship, of a stone that with the centuries had not
bl ackened, but had becone white and | um nous. The thicket had grown up about it
and concealed it, and in the Mddle Ages the followers of a very old tradition
had known how to use it for their own purposes. In fact it had been incorporated
into the nonstrous myt hol ogy of the Sabbath. You will have noted that those to
whom a sight of that shining whiteness had been vouchsafed by chance, or rather
per haps, by apparent chance, were required to blindfold thenselves on their
second approach. That is very significant."

"And is it there still?"

"I sent for tools, and we hammered it into dust and fragnents."

"The persistence of tradition never surprises ne," Anbrose went on after a

pause. "I could nane nmany an English parish where such traditions as that gir
had listened to in her childhood are still existent in occult but unabated
vigour. No, for ne, it is the "story' not the 'sequel,' which is strange and

awful, for | have always believed that wonder is of the soul."

The End

A DOUBLE RETURN

Machen's" A Double Return" was one of a number of piecesfirst published in the" St James
Gazette" , in the year 1890. Thiswas the year in which he turned away from tales set in the past,
and began to write more racy fiction set in hisown time. " A Double Return” was the most
successful of these pieces; Oscar Wilde, then at the height of his own success, predicted that it
would " flutter the dovecotes" . Even today readers may find this a very adult, perhaps a shocking,
story.

The express fromthe west rushed through Acton with a scream whirling clouds of
dust around it; and Frank Hal swell knocked out the ashes from his pipe and
proceeded to gather fromvarious quarters of the carriage his newspapers, his
hat - box, his handbag, and, chief of all, a large portfolio carefully packed in
brown paper. He | ooked at his watch, and said to himself: "6.30; we shall be at
Paddi ngton in five mnutes; and only five mnutes late, for a wonder." But he
congratul ated hinself and the railway conmpany rather too soon: a few mnutes
|ater and the train began to slacken, the speed grew slower and slower, and at

| ast cane the grinding sound of the brakes and a dead stop. Hal swell | ooked out
of the wi ndow over the dreary expanse of Wrmwod Scrubbs, and heard someone in
t he next carriage explaining the cause of the delay with pardonable pride in his
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techni cal know edge. "You see, themthere signals is against us, and if we was
to go on we should jolly well go to kingdom conme, we should." Hal swell |ooked at
hi s watch again and drunmed his heels against the floor, wondering inpatiently
when they woul d be at Paddi ngton, when, with a sudden whirl, a down train swept
by them and the western express once nore noved on. Hal swell rubbed his eyes; he
had | ooked up as the down train passed, and in one of the carriages he thought
he had seen his own face. It was only for a second, and he could not be sure.

"It nust have been a reflection," he kept on saying, "fromthe glass of one

wi ndow to the other. Still, | fancied | saw a bl ack coat, and mine is light. But
of course it was a reflection.”

The express rolled into the termnus with dignity - it was only ten mnutes
late, after all; and Frank Hal swell bundl ed hinmself and his traps into a hansom
congratul ating hinself on the paucity of his bags and the absence of his trunks
as he watched the excited nmob rushing nadly at a Redan of |uggage. "153, the
Mal |, Kensington!" he shouted to the driver above the hubbub of the platform
and they were soon threading deftly along the dingy streets that | ooked so much
di ngi er than usual after the blue m st upon the sea, the purple heather and the
sunny fields. Frank (he was a very popular artist in those days - a rising man,
i ndeed) had been on a sketching tour in Devon and Cornwal | : he had wandered

al ong the deep sheltered |anes fromhill to hill, by the orchards already red
and gold, by noorland and | owl and, by the rocky coast and combes sinking down to
t he wondrous sea.

On the Cornish roads he had seen those many anci ent crosses, with their weird

i nterlacing carving, which sonmetinmes stand upon a nound and nark where two ways
neet; and as he put his portfolio beside himhe could not help feeling a gl ow of
pride at its contents. "I fancy | shall make a pretty good show by next spring,"
he thought, Poor fellow he was never to paint another picture; but he did not
know it. Then, as the hansom verged westward, gliding with its ringing bells
past the great nmansions facing the park, Halswell's thoughts went back to the
hotel at Plymouth and the acquai ntance he had made there. "Yes; Kerr was an
amusing fellow, " he thought; "glad | gave himny card. Louie is sure to get on
with him Curious thing, too, he was wonderfully like me, if he had been only

cl ean shaven and not 'bearded |ike the pard,' Dare say we shall see himbefore

| ong; he said he was going to pay a short visit to London. | fancy he nust be an
actor; | never saw such a fellowto inmtate a nan's voice and gestures. | wonder
what made himgo off in such a hurry yesterday. Hullo! here we are; hi, cabman!
there's 153."

The twin doors of the hansom banged open; the garden gate shrieked and cl anged,
and Hal swell bounded up the steps and rapped |loudly at the door. The naid opened
it. Even as he said, "Thank you, Jane; your nistress quite well, | suppose?" he
t hought he noticed a strange | ook, half questioning, half surprised, in her

eyes; but he ran past her, up the stairs, and burst into the pretty draw ng-
room H's wife was |lying on the sofa; but she rose with a cry as he cane in.

"Frank! Back again so soon? | amso glad! | thought you said you mght have to
be away a week."

"My dear Louie, what do you nean? | have been away three weeks, haven't [?
rather think | left for Devonshire in the first week of August."

"Yes, of course, ny dear: but then you cane back late l|ast night."
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"What! | came back last night? | slept |ast night at Plynouth. Wiat are you
t al ki ng about ?"

"Don't be silly, Frank. You know very well you rang us all up at twelve o'clock
Just like you, to come hone in the mddle of the night when nobody expected you.
You know you said in your last letter you were not comng until to-day."

"Loui se dear, you must be dreaming. | never cane here last night. Here is ny
bill at the hotel; you see, it is dated this norning."
Ms. Hal swell stared blankly at the bill; then she got up and rang the bell. How

hot it was! The close air of the London street seened to choke her. Hal swel
wal ked a few paces across the roomthen suddenly stopped and shuddered.

"Jane, | want to ask you whet her your naster did not cone here |last night at
twel ve o' cl ock; and whether you did not get hima cab early this norning?"

"Yes, mum at |east -
"At |east what? You let himin yourself."

"Yes, mum of course | did. But, begging your pardon, sir, | thought as how your
voi ce didn't sound quite natural this norning when you called out to the cabnan

to drive to Stepney, because you had changed your mind, and didn't want to go to
Wat erl oo. "

"Good God! What are you thinking about? | never cane here. | was in Plynmouth."
"Frank! You are joking! Look here, you left this behind you."

She showed hima little silver cigarette case with his initials engraved on it.
It was a present fromhis wife, he had mssed it one day when he was strolling
with Kerr, and had regretted it deeply, searching in the grass in vain.

Hal swell held the toy in his hand. He thought he was indeed in a dream and

t hrough the open wi ndow cane the shrieks of the newsboys, "Extry speshal! extry
speshal!" The |ight had faded; it was getting dark. But suddenly it all flashed
upon him He renenmbered Kerr and the face he had caught sight of in the passing
train; he remenbered the strange |ikeness; he knew who had found the cigarette
case; he knew well who it was that had come to his house.

The maid was a good girl; she had stol en away. No one knows what nanner of
conversation Frank and his wife had together in the darkness; but that night he
went away, as it was said, to Anerica. Ms. Halswell was dead before the next
sumrer .

The End

7B CONEY COURT
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" 7B Coney Court" isasunruffled on its surface as" A Double Return™ . It has a documentary
feel toit. Like many of Machen's best later tales, it records no more than a strangenessin the
structure of things.

A good many years ago the |late Stephen Phillips, the poet and dramatist, got
hinself into a very queer piece of trouble. He had just left his house sonewhere
on the south coast, | think at Littlehanpton or near it, and runours had got
abroad that he had done so because the place was haunted. The runours penetrated
to Fleet Street, and sonme paper sent down a reporter to interviewthe poet.
Stephen Phillips told the newspaper man his experiences in his |late residence,
and they were, indeed, nost renarkable. | have forgotten the detail, and cannot
recall the manner of the noises or voices or apparitions that had vexed the |ate
tenant; but there was no doubt that the house was haunted, and haunted very
badly. A sensational "story" appeared in the paper - and then the |andlord of
t he house sued everybody concerned for heavy damages. It had not occurred to
Phillips or the newspaper that you could |libel a house; but the owner of it
pointed out that to call a house haunted nade it unlettable, and that in
consequence of the statements in the interview the place once occupied by the
poet had been enpty on his hands for the | ast eighteen nonths. How the matter
ended has escaped my nmenory, but | believe sonmebody, the poet or the paper, had
to pay, and | should think it was the paper. However, | amtaking the affair as
a warning, and so | declare that all names and places in the follow ng history
are fictitious. There is no such Inn of Court or Chancery as Curzon's Inn; there
is no such square as Coney Court, though South Square, Gay's Inn, once bore
that name. And therefore: no action will lie.

But assum ng for the nonent that names and places are as true as the tale, it
may be said that Curzon's Inn lies somewhere between Fleet Street and Hol born.
It is approached by a maze of crooked courts and paved alleys, guarded by iron
posts, and it consists of a small hall - note the very odd and el aborate "sham
CGot hic" work about the principal doorway, date 1755 - a huge and anci ent and
flourishing mulberry tree in a railed enclosure, a quadrangle called Assay
Square, and anot her which is Coney Court. In Coney Court there are nine
entrances in the buildings, which were rebuilt in 1670. Al is of a dimred of
ancient brickwork; the entrances are enriched with Corinthian pilasters, in the
manner of the ol der doorways in King's Bench Valk in the Tenple; and the carved
wooden pent houses over these doorways have been attributed to Ginling G bbons;
somewhat doubtfully, as | amtold, and on a misreading of an allusion in a
contenmporary diary. But, at all events, there are nine doors in Coney Court, and
no nmore than nine, and hence the perplexity of M.Henm ngs, the Steward, when he
received a cheque for £20, with a note to this effect:

DEAR SIR - Please receive the enclosed cheque for Twenty Pounds (£20 0 0), being the
guarter'srent due to you for my chambersat 7B Coney Court, Curzon'sinn.

| remain, Yours faithfully,

MICHAEL CARVER.

That was all. There was no address. There was no date. The postnark bore the
letter N. The letter was delivered by the first post of Novenmber 11, 1913, and
by i menorial custom of unknown origin, rents in Curzon's Inn are payabl e not
on the English, but on the Scottish Quarter days. Now, Novenber 11 is Martinmas,
and so far everything was in order, But there is no such entrance in Coney Court
as 7B, and there was no such nane as M chael Carver on the books of the Inn

M . Henmi ngs was bot hered, and nobody seened to have heard of M. Carver. The
porter, who had been enpl oyed at the Inn for upwards of forty years, was quite
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positive that no such name had been on the doorposts during the time of his
service. O course, the Steward nade all possible enquiries. He went round to
the various tenants at 6, 7, and 8, but could get no information whatever. As is
usual in the old Inns, the tenants were mi scell aneous. The main substratum -

al so as usual - was legal. There was a publisher in a very small and young way
of busi ness, who thought that poetry could be nade to pay. There were the

of fices of a few shy and queer conpani es and syndicates, wth nanes such as

"Trexel Devel opnent Conpany, Ltd.," "J.H V.N Syndicate," "Sargasso Sal vage:
G Nash, Secretary," and so forth, and so forth. Then the private residents; sone
of these were initials on the doorposts, "AD.S.," "F.X.S.," one "M. and Ms.

Eugene Shel don," and nanes that were little nore than names to the inhabitants
of the Inn, since the owners of them were never seen during the day, but crept
out at night, after the gates were shut, and prow ed from Assay Square to Coney
Court and back again, stealthily, silently, not |ooking at one another, never
speaking a word. Anong all these folk the Steward made his quest, but not one of
t hem had heard of such a person as M chael Carver, and one or two had occupi ed
their chanbers for thirty years. The next day, "St.Martin's Mrrow " being the
day appointed for the quarterly meeting of the Society, the "Pension," as they
called it, the puzzled Henmings laid the matter before the President and the
Ancients, with the result that they decided that there was nothing to be done.
And fromthat date onward, quarter after quarter came the cheque for twenty
pounds, with the formal note acconpanying it. No date, no address, and the
postmark still bearing the N. of the northern district, The matter was regularly
| aid before the Society: the Society as regularly decided that there was nothing
to be done.

This went on till the Martinmas of Novenber, 1918. The usual cheque was
received; but the formal letter varied. It ran thus:

DEAR SIR Please receive the enclosed cheque for Twenty Pounds (£20 0 0), being the
guarter'srent due to you for my Chambers at 7B Coney Court, Curzon'sinn.
Thereisabad patch of damp on the ceiling of my sitting room; arising, | should think,
from a defectivetile.

| shall be obliged if you will have this seen to at once.

| remain, Yoursfaithfully

MICHAEL CARVER.

The Steward was stupefied. There was no such number in Coney Court, or the Inn
as 7B; how, then, could there be a leak in the roof! How could the Society see
to a roof which did not exist? Next day, M.Hemmings laid the |letter before the
Pension in silence: there was nothing to say. The President read it attentively;
the ten Ancients read it attentively. Then one of them who happened to be a
solicitor, suggested that enquiries should be made at M. Carver's bank

"Sonetines you can bluff a bank," he said hopefully. But M. Carver banked at
Tell son's, and the ancient should have known better. Hermmi ngs received the
curtest of letters fromthe House, informng himthat Messrs. Tellson were not
in the habit of discussing their client's affairs with outsiders; and so, for
the tine being, the matter dropped. Next quarter day the usual Carver cheque was
received, and with it an extrenely stiff letter, pointing out that no notice had
been taken of the witer's request, and that, in consequence the danp had spread
all over the ceiling, and threatened to drip on the carpet. "I shall be obliged
if you will renedy the defect inmmediately," the letter ended. The President and
the Ancients again considered the matter. One suggested that the whol e thing was
the work of a practical joker, and another uttered the word "Mad," but these
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expl anati ons were consi dered unsatisfactory, and the society, in the
ci rcunst ances, resolved that there was nothing to be done.

The next quarter day brought no cheque. There was a letter, declaring that
the tenant's furniture was covered with mould, and that in wet weather he was
obliged to put a bowl on the floor to catch the water. M. Carver said finally
that he had determ ned to cease all payment of rent until the necessary repairs
were seen to. And then something still queerer happened, and this is the point
at which the history would have becone libellous - if there were such a place as
Curzon's Inn, or if there were such a court as Coney Court. The third pair
chanmbers (right) of No. 7, Coney Court, had just been vacated by the tenants,
solicitors or agents, and a wi dow | ady and her daughter had nmoved in - "dingy,
but so quiet," as the lady told her friends. And now she found her chanbers very
far fromquiet. N ght after night, at twelve, one, two, or three o' clock, she
and her daughter were awoke by thunderous piano nusic, always the sane nusic,
whi ch rendered sl eep out of the question. The w dow conplained to the Steward,
and he cane round, with the Inn carpenter, and said he couldn't understand it at
all.

"W never had any conplaints from Jackson and Dowl ing," he declared, and the
| ady pointed out that Jackson and Dowling left the Inn every night at six.
The Steward went over the set carefully. He noticed a sort of crazy flight of
steps, |eading out of one of the roons.

"What's that?" he asked the carpenter, and the man said it was a sort of
| unber place, used by tenants for odds and ends.

They went up, and found thenselves in a garret, |ighted by one pane of gl ass
in the roof. Here was a broken-down ol d piano with hardly a dozen notes
soundi ng, a noul dy gl adstone bag, two odd nmen's socks, a pair of trousers, and
sone ragged copi es of Bach's Fugues, in paper wappers. There was a leak in the
roof, and all reeked w th danp.

The rubbi sh was renoved, the place was turned out and whitewashed. There were
no nore di sturbances. But a year later, the w dow | ady, being at a concert with
a friend, suddenly gasped and choked, and whispered to the friend:

"That is the awful rmusic | told you about."

The di stingui shed pi anist had just sounded the opening notes of John
Sebastian Bach's Fugue in C Mjor.

Neither the Principal, the Ancients, nor the Steward heard any nmore of the
tenant of 7B Coney Court.

The End

THE BOWMEN

IT WAS DURI NG the Retreat of the Eighty Thousand, and the authority of the
Censorship is sufficient excuse for not being nore explicit. But it was on
the nost awful day of that awful tine, on the day when ruin and disaster
cane so near that their shadow fell over London far away; and, w thout any
certain news, the hearts of nen failed within themand grew faint; as if
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the agony of the arny in the battlefield had entered into their souls.

On this dreadful day, then, when three hundred thousand men in arns with
all their artillery swelled Iike a flood against the little English
conpany, there was one point above all other points in our battle line
that was for a tinme in awful danger, not nerely of defeat, but of utter
anni hilation. Wth the perm ssion of the Censorship and of the mlitary
expert, this corner nay, perhaps, be described as a salient, and if this
angl e were crushed and broken, then the English force as a whole woul d be
shattered, the Allied left would be turned, and Sedan woul d inevitably
fol | ow.

Al the norning the German guns had thundered and shrieked against this
corner, and agai nst the thousand or so of men who held it. The men j oked
at the shells, and found funny nanes for them and had bets about them
and greeted themwi th scraps of music-hall songs. But the shells cane on
and burst, and tore good Englishmen linb fromlinb, and tore brother from
brother, and as the heat of the day increased so did the fury of that
terrific cannonade. There was no help, it seened. The English artillery
was good, but there was not nearly enough of it; it was being steadily
battered into scrap iron

There conmes a nonent in a stormat sea when people say to one another, "It
is at its worst; it can blow no harder,"” and then there is a blast ten
times nore fierce than any before it. So it was in these British trenches.
There were no stouter hearts in the whole world than the hearts of these
nen; but even they were appalled as this seven-tines-heated hell of the
German cannonade fell upon them and overwhel med them and destroyed t hem
And at this very nmonent they saw fromtheir trenches that a trenendous
host was novi ng against their lines. Five hundred of the thousand
remai ned, and as far as they could see the German infantry was pressing on
agai nst them colum upon colum, a grey world of nen, ten thousand of
them as it appeared afterwards.

There was no hope at all. They shook hands, sonme of them One man
i nprovi sed a new version of the battlesong, "Good-bye, good-bye to
Ti pperary,"” ending with "And we shan't get there". And they all went on
firing steadily. The officers pointed out that such an opportunity for
hi gh-cl ass, fancy shooting mi ght never occur again; the Gernmans dropped
line after line; the Tipperary hunorist asked, "What price Sidney Street?"
And the few nmachine guns did their best. But everybody knew it was of no
use. The dead grey bodies lay in conmpanies and battalions, as others cane
on and on and on, and they swarnmed and stirred and advanced from beyond
and beyond.

"World wi thout end. Amen," said one of the British soldiers with sone
irrelevance as he took aimand fired. And then he renenbered-he says he
cannot think why or wherefore - a queer vegetarian restaurant in London
where he had once or twi ce eaten eccentric dishes of cutlets nmade of
lentils and nuts that pretended to be steak. On all the plates in this
restaurant there was printed a figure of St. George in blue, with the
notto, Adsit Anglis Sanctus Geogius - May St. George be a present help to
the English. This sol dier happened to know Latin and other usel ess things,
and now, as he fired at his nman in the grey advanci ng nass - 300 yards
away - he uttered the pious vegetarian motto. He went on firing to the

end, and at last Bill on his right had to clout himcheerfully over the
head to make him stop, pointing out as he did so that the King's
amuni tion cost noney and was not lightly to be wasted in drilling funny
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patterns into dead Germans.

For as the Latin scholar uttered his invocation he felt something between
a shudder and an el ectric shock pass through his body. The roar of the
battle died down in his ears to a gentle nurnur; instead of it, he says,
he heard a great voice and a shout |ouder than a thunder-peal crying,
"Array, array, array!"”

Hi s heart grew hot as a burning coal, it grew cold as ice within him as
it seemed to himthat a tunmult of voices answered to his sumopns. He
heard, or seened to hear, thousands shouting: "St. George! St. George!"

"Ha! messire; ha! sweet Saint, grant us good deliverance!"

"St. George for nmerry England!"

"Harow! Harow! Monseigneur St. George, succour us."

"Ha! St. George! Ha! St. George! a |long bow and a strong bow "

"Heaven's Knight, aid us!"

And as the soldier heard these voices he saw before him beyond the
trench, a long line of shapes, with a shining about them They were like
men who drew the bow, and with another shout their cloud of arrows flew
singing and tingling through the air towards the German hosts.

The other men in the trench were firing all the while.They had no hope;
but they aimed just as if they had been shooting at Bisley. Suddenly one
of themlifted up his voice in the plainest English, "Gawd help us!" he
bell owed to the man next to him "but we're bl oonmi ng marvel s! Look at
those grey ... gentlenen, look at them D ye see then? They're not going
down in dozens, nor in 'undreds; it's thousands, it is. Look! I|ook
there's a reginent gone while I"'mtalking to ye."

"Shut it!" the other soldier bellowed, taking aim "what are ye gassing
about!"

But he gul ped with astoni shment even as he spoke, for, indeed, the grey
nmen were falling by the thousands. The English could hear the guttura
scream of the German officers, the crackle of their revolvers as they shot
the reluctant; and still line after line crashed to the earth

All the while the Latin-bred soldier heard the cry: "Harow Harow
Monsei gneur, dear saint, quick to our aid! St. George help us!"

"Hi gh Chevalier, defend us!"

The singing arrows fled so swift and thick that they darkened the air; the
heat hen horde nmelted from before them

"More machine guns!" Bill yelled to Tom

"Don't hear them" Tomyelled back. "But, thank God, anyway; they've got
it in the neck."

In fact, there were ten thousand dead Gernman soldiers |eft before that
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salient of the English army, and consequently there was no Sedan. In
Germany, a country ruled by scientific principles, the Great General Staff
deci ded that the contenptible English nust have enpl oyed shells containing
an unknown gas of a poi sonous nature, as no wounds were di scernible on the
bodi es of the dead German soldiers. But the nman who knew what nuts tasted
i ke when they called thensel ves steak knew al so that St. George had
brought his Agi ncourt Bowren to help the English.

The End

THE BOWMEN - An Introduction

Machen wrote this introduction in 1915 when the story was first published in book form

I HAVE been asked to write an introduction to the story of THE BOWMEN, on its publication
in book form. And | hesitate. This affair of THE BOWMEN has been such an odd one from

first to last, so many queer complications have entered into it, there have been so many and
so divers currents and cross-currents of rumour and speculation concerning it, that | honestly
do not know where to begin. | propose, then, to solve the difficulty by apologising for
beginning at all.

For, usually and fitly, the presence of an introduction is held to imply that there is something
of consequence and importance to be introduced. If, for example, a man has made an
anthology of great poetry, he may well write an introduction justifying his principle of
selection, pointing out here and there, as the spirit moves him, high beauties and supreme
excellencies, discoursing of the magnates and lords and princes of literature, whom he is
merely serving as groom of the chamber. Introductions, that is, belong to the masterpieces
and classics of the world, to the great and ancient and accepted things; and | am here
introducing a short, small story of my own which appeared in THE EVENING NEWS about ten
months ago (September 1914).

| appreciate the absurdity, nay, the enormity of the position in all its grossness. And my
excuse for these pages must be this: that though the story itself is nothing, it has yet had
such odd and unforeseen consequences and adventures that the tale of them may possess
some interest. And then, again, there are certain psychological morals to be drawn from the
whole matter of the tale and its sequel of rumours and discussions that are not, | think, devoid
of consequence; and so to begin at the beginning.

This was in last August, to be more precise, on the last Sunday of last August. There were
terrible things to be read on that hot Sunday morning between meat and mass. It was in THE
WEEKLY DISPATCH that | saw the awful account of the retreat from Mons. | no longer recollect
the details; but | have not forgotten the impression that was then on my mind, | seemed to
see a furnace of torment and death and agony and terror seven times heated, and in the
midst of the burning was the British Army. In the midst of the flame, consumed by it and yet
aureoled in it, scattered like ashes and yet triumphant, martyred and for ever glorious. So |
saw our men with a shining about them, so | took these thoughts with me to church, and, |
am sorry to say, was making up a story in my head while the deacon was singing the Gospel.

This was not the tale of THE BOWMEN. It was the first sketch, as it were, of THE SOLDIERS'

REST. | only wish | had been able to write it as | conceived it. The tale as it stands is, | think,
a far better piece of craft than THE BOWMEN, but the tale that came to me as the blue incense
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floated above the Gospel Book on the desk between the tapers: that indeed was a noble story-
-like all the stories that never get written. | conceived the dead men coming up through the
flames and in the flames, and being welcomed in the Eternal Tavern with songs and flowing
cups and everlasting mirth. But every man is the child of his age, however much he may hate
it; and our popular religion has long determined that jollity is wicked. As far as | can make out
modern Protestantism believes that Heaven is something like Evensong in an English
cathedral, the service by Stainer and the Dean preaching. For those opposed to dogma of any
kind--even the mildest--1 suppose it is held that a Course of Ethical Lectures will be arranged.

Well, I have long maintained that on the whole the average church, considered as a house of
preaching, is a much more poisonous place than the average tavern; still, as | say, one's age
masters one, and clouds and bewilders the intelligence, and the real story of THE BOWMEN,
with its "sonus epulantium in aeterno convivio", was ruined at the moment of its birth, and it
was some time later that the actual story got written. And in the meantime the plot of THE
BOWMEN occurred to me. Now it has been murmured and hinted and suggested and
whispered in all sorts of quarters that before | wrote the tale | had heard something. The most
decorative of these legends is also the most precise: "I know for a fact that the whole thing
was given him in typescript by a lady-in-waiting." This was not the case; and all vaguer
reports to the effect that | had heard some rumours or hints of rumours are equally void of
any trace of truth.

Again | apologise for entering so pompously into the minutiee of my bit of a story, as if it were
the lost poems of Sappho; but it appears that the subject interests the public, and I comply
with my instructions. | take it, then, that the origins of THE BOWMEN were composite. First of
all, all ages and nations have cherished the thought that spiritual hosts may come to the help
of earthly arms, that gods and heroes and saints have descended from their high immortal
places to fight for their worshippers and clients. Then Kipling's story of the ghostly Indian
regiment got in my head and got mixed with the mediaevalism that is always there; and so
THE BOWMEN was written. | was heartily disappointed with it, | remember, and thought it--as
I still think it--an indifferent piece of work. However, | have tried to write for these thirty-five
long years, and if | have not become practised in letters, | am at least a past master in the
Lodge of Disappointment. Such as it was, THE BOWMEN appeared in THE EVENING NEWS of
September 29th, 1914.

Now the journalist does not, as a rule, dwell much on the prospect of fame; and if he be an
evening journalist, his anticipations of immortality are bounded by twelve o'clock at night at
the latest; and it may well be that those insects which begin to live in the morning and are
dead by sunset deem themselves immortal. Having written my story, having groaned and
growled over it and printed it, | certainly never thought to hear another word of it. My
colleague THE LONDONER praised it warmly to my face, as his kindly fashion is; entering, very
properly, a technical caveat as to the language of the battle-cries of the bowmen. "Why should
English archers use French terms?" he said. | replied that the only reason was this--that a
"Monseigneur" here and there struck me as picturesque; and | reminded him that, as a matter
of cold historical fact, most of the archers of Agincourt were mercenaries from Gwent, my
native country, who would appeal to Mihangel and to saints not known to the Saxons--Teilo,
lityd, Dewi, Cadwaladyr Vendigeid. And | thought that that was the first and last discussion of
THE BOWMEN. But in a few days from its publication the editor of THE OCCULT REVIEW wrote
to me. He wanted to know whether the story had any foundation in fact. | told him that it had
no foundation in fact of any kind or sort; | forget whether | added that it had no foundation in
rumour but | should think not, since to the best of my belief there were no rumours of
heavenly interposition in existence at that time. Certainly | had heard of none. Soon
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afterwards the editor of LIGHT wrote asking a like question, and | made him a like reply. It
seemed to me that | had stifled any BOWMEN mythos in the hour of its birth.

A month or two later, | received several requests from editors of parish magazines to reprint
the story. I--or, rather, my editor--readily gave permission; and then, after another month or
two, the conductor of one of these magazines wrote to me, saying that the February issue
containing the story had been sold out, while there was still a great demand for it. Would |
allow them to reprint THE BOWMEN as a pamphlet, and would | write a short preface giving
the exact authorities for the story? | replied that they might reprint in pamphlet form with all
my heart, but that I could not give my authorities, since | had none, the tale being pure
invention. The priest wrote again, suggesting--to my amazement--that | must be mistaken,
that the main "facts" of THE BOWMEN must be true, that my share in the matter must surely
have been confined to the elaboration and decoration of a veridical history. It seemed that my
light fiction had been accepted by the congregation of this particular church as the solidest of
facts; and it was then that it began to dawn on me that if | had failed in the art of letters, |
had succeeded, unwittingly, in the art of deceit. This happened, | should think, some time in
April, and the snowball of rumour that was then set rolling has been rolling ever since,
growing bigger and bigger, till it is now swollen to a monstrous size.

It was at about this period that variants of my tale began to be told as authentic histories. At
first, these tales betrayed their relation to their original. In several of them the vegetarian
restaurant appeared, and St. George was the chief character. In one case an officer--name
and address missing--said that there was a portrait of St. George in a certain London
restaurant, and that a figure, just like the portrait, appeared to him on the battlefield, and was
invoked by him, with the happiest results. Another variant--this, | think, never got into print--
told how dead Prussians had been found on the battlefield with arrow wounds in their bodies.
This notion amused me, as | had imagined a scene, when | was thinking out the story, in
which a German general was to appear before the Kaiser to explain his failure to annihilate the
English.

"All-Highest,""the general was to say,"it is true, it is impossible to deny it. The men were killed
by arrows; the shafts were found in their bodies by the burying parties.”

I rejected the idea as over-precipitous even for a mere fantasy. | was therefore entertained
when | found that what | had refused as too fantastical for fantasy was accepted in certain
occult circles as hard fact.

Other versions of the story appeared in which a cloud interposed between the attacking
Germans and the defending British. In some examples the cloud served to conceal our men
from the advancing enemy; in others, it disclosed shining shapes which frightened the horses
of the pursuing German cavalry. St. George, it will he noted, has disappeared--he persisted
some time longer in certain Roman Catholic variants--and there are no more bowmen, no
more arrows. But so far angels are not mentioned; yet they are ready to appear, and | think
that I have detected the machine which brought them into the story.

In THE BOWMEN my imagined soldier saw "a long line of shapes, with a shining about them."
And Mr. A.P. Sinnett, writing in the May issue of THE OCCULT REVIEW, reporting what he had
heard, states that "those who could see said they saw 'a row of shining beings' between the
two armies.” Now | conjecture that the word "shining" is the link between my tale and the
derivative from it. In the popular view shining and benevolent supernatural beings are angels,
and so, | believe, the Bowmen of my story have become "the Angels of Mons." In this shape
they have been received with respect and credence everywhere, or almost everywhere.
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And here, | conjecture, we have the key to the large popularity of the delusion--as | think it.
We have long ceased in England to take much interest in saints, and in the recent revival of
the cultus of St. George, the saint is little more than a patriotic figurehead. And the appeal to
the saints to succour us is certainly not a common English practice; it is held Popish by most
of our countrymen. But angels, with certain reservations, have retained their popularity, and
so, when it was settled that the English army in its dire peril was delivered by angelic aid, the
way was clear for general belief, and for the enthusiasms of the religion of the man in the
street. And so soon as the legend got the title "The Angels of Mons" it became impossible to
avoid it. It permeated the Press: it would not be neglected; it appeared in the most unlikely
quarters--in TRUTH and TOWN TOPICS, THE NEW CHURCH WEEKLY (Swedenborgian) and
JOHN BULL. The editor of THE CHURCH TIMES has exercised a wise reserve: he awaits that
evidence which so far is lacking; but in one issue of the paper | noted that the story furnished
a text for a sermon, the subject of a letter, and the matter for an article. People send me
cuttings from provincial papers containing hot controversy as to the exact nature of the
appearances; the "Office Window" of THE DAILY CHRONICLE suggests scientific explanations
of the hallucination; the PALL MALL in a note about St. James says he is of the brotherhood of
the Bowmen of Mons--this reversion to the bowmen from the angels being possibly due to the
strong statements that | have made on the matter. The pulpits both of the Church and of Non-
conformity have been busy: Bishop Welldon, Dean Hensley Henson (a disbeliever), Bishop
Taylor Smith (the Chaplain-General), and many other clergy have occupied themselves with
the matter. Dr. Horton preached about the "angels" at Manchester; Sir Joseph Compton
Rickett (President of the National Federation of Free Church Councils) stated that the soldiers
at the front had seen visions and dreamed dreams, and had given testimony of powers and
principalities fighting for them or against them. Letters come from all the ends of the earth to
the Editor of THE EVENING NEWS with theories, beliefs, explanations, suggestions. It is all
somewhat wonderful; one can say that the whole affair is a psychological phenomenon of
considerable interest, fairly comparable with the great Russian delusion of last August and
September.

Now it is possible that some persons, judging by the tone of these remarks of mine, may
gather the impression that | am a profound disbeliever in the possibility of any intervention of
the super-physical order in the affairs of the physical order. They will be mistaken if they
make this inference; they will be mistaken if they suppose that | think miracles in Judaea
credible but miracles in France or Flanders incredible. 1 hold no such absurdities. But | confess,
very frankly, that I credit none of the "Angels of Mons" legends, partly because | see, or think
I see, their derivation from my own idle fiction, but chiefly because | have, so far, not received
one jot or tittle of evidence that should dispose me to belief. It is idle, indeed, and foolish
enough for a man to say: "l am sure that story is a lie, because the supernatural element
enters into it;" here, indeed, we have the maggot writhing in the midst of corrupted offal
denying the existence of the sun. But if this fellow be a fool--as he is--equally foolish is he
who says, "If the tale has anything of the supernatural it is true, and the less evidence the
better;" and | am afraid this tends to be the attitude of many who call themselves occultists. |
hope that I shall never get to that frame of mind. So | say, not that super-normal
interventions are impossible, not that they have not happened during this war--1 know nothing
as to that point, one way or the other--but that there is not one atom of evidence (so far) to
support the current stories of the angels of Mons. For, be it remarked, these stories are
specific stories. They rest on the second, third, fourth, fifth hand stories told by "a soldier," by
"an officer," by "a Catholic correspondent,” by "a nurse,”" by any number of anonymous
people. Indeed, names have been mentioned. A lady's name has been drawn, most
unwarrantably as it appears to me, into the discussion, and | have no doubt that this lady has
been subject to a good deal of pestering and annoyance. She has written to the Editor of THE
EVENING NEWS denying all knowledge of the supposed miracle. The Psychical Research
Society's expert confesses that no real evidence has been proffered to her Society on the
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matter. And then, to my amazement, she accepts as fact the proposition that some men on
the battlefield have been "hallucinated,” and proceeds to give the theory of sensory
hallucination. She forgets that, by her own showing, there is no reason to suppose that
anybody has been hallucinated at all. Someone (unknown) has met a nurse (unnamed) who
has talked to a soldier (anonymous) who has seen angels. But THAT is not evidence; and not
even Sam Weller at his gayest would have dared to offer it as such in the Court of Common
Pleas. So far, then, nothing remotely approaching proof has been offered as to any
supernatural intervention during the Retreat from Mons. Proof may come; if so, it will be
interesting and more than interesting.

But, taking the affair as it stands at present, how is it that a nation plunged in materialism of
the grossest kind has accepted idle rumours and gossip of the supernatural as certain truth?
The answer is contained in the question: it is precisely because our whole atmosphere is
materialist that we are ready to credit anything--save the truth. Separate a man from good
drink, he will swallow methylated spirit with joy. Man is created to be inebriated; to be "nobly
wild, not mad." Suffer the Cocoa Prophets and their company to seduce him in body and spirit,
and he will get himself stuff that will make him ignobly wild and mad indeed. It took hard,
practical men of affairs, business men, advanced thinkers, Freethinkers, to believe in Madame
Blavatsky and Mahatmas and the famous message from the Golden Shore: "Judge's plan is
right; follow him and STICK."

And the main responsibility for this dismal state of affairs undoubtedly lies on the shoulders of
the majority of the clergy of the Church of England. Christianity, as Mr. W.L. Courtney has so
admirably pointed out, is a great Mystery Religion; it is the Mystery Religion. Its priests are
called to an awful and tremendous hierurgy; its pontiffs are to be the pathfinders, the bridge-
makers between the world of sense and the world of spirit. And, in fact, they pass their time in
preaching, not the eternal mysteries, but a twopenny morality, in changing the Wine of Angels
and the Bread of Heaven into gingerbeer and mixed biscuits: a sorry transubstantiation, a sad
alchemy, as it seems to me.

THE SHINING PYRAMID

Chapter 1 - The Arrow head Character

"Haunt ed, you sai d?"

"Yes, haunted. Don't you renenber, when | saw you three years ago, you told ne
about your place in the west with the ancient woods hanging all about it, and
the wild, domed hills, and the ragged | and? It has al ways remai ned a sort of
enchanted picture in my mind as | sit at ny desk and hear the traffic rattling
the street in the mdst of whirling London. But when did you cone up?"

"The fact is, Dyson, | have only just got out of the train. | drove to the
station early this norning and caught the 10.45."

"I amvery glad you | ooked in on ne. How have you been getting on since we | ast

nmet? There is no Ms. Vaughan, | suppose?”
"No" said Vaughan, "I amstill a hermt, like yourself. |I have done nothing but
| oaf about."
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Vaughan had lit his pipe and sat in the el bow chair, fidgeting and gl anci ng
about himin a sonewhat dazed and restless nmanner. Dyson had wheel ed round his
chair when his visitor entered and sat with one armfondly reclining on the desk
of his bureau, and touching the litter of manuscript.

"And you are still engaged in the old task?" said Vaughan, pointing to the pile
of papers and the teem ng pigeon-hol es.

"Yes, the vain pursuit of literature, as idle as alcheny, and as trancing. But
you have cone to town for some tinme | suppose, what shall we do to-night?"
"Well, | rather wanted you try a few days with me down in the west. It would do
you a lot of good, |I'msure.

"You are very kind, Vaughan, but London in Septenber is hard to | eave. Doré
coul d not have designed anything nore wonderful and mystic than Oxford Street as
| saw it the other evening; the sunset flam ng, the blue haze transnuting the
plain street into aroad 'far in the spiritual city.' "

"I should Iike you to come down though. You woul d enjoy roam ng over our hills.
Does this racket go on all day and all night? It quite bewilders ne; | wonder
how you can work through it. | am sure you would revel in the great peace of ny
ol d home anobng t he woods."

Vaughan lit his pipe again, and | ooked anxiously at Dyson to if his inducenents
had had any effect, but the man of letters shook his head, snmling, and vowed in
his heart a firmallegiance to the streets.

"You cannot tenpt nme," he said.

"Well, you may be right Perhaps, after all, | was wong to speak of the peace of
the country. There, when a tragedy does occur, it is |like a stone thrown into a
pond; the circles of disturbance keep on widening, and it seens as if the water
woul d never be still again."

"Have you ever any tragedi es where you are?"

| can hardly say that. But | was a good deal disturbed about a nonth ago by
somet hi ng that happened; it may or nmay not have been a tragedy in the usua
sense of the word."

"What was the occurrence?"

"Well, the fact is a girl disappeared in a way which seens highly nysterious.
Her parents, people of the name of Trevor, are well-to-do farnmers, and their

el dest daughter Annie was a sort of village beauty; she was really remarkably
handsone. One afternoon she thought she would go and see her aunt, a w dow who
farnms her own | and, and as the two houses are only about five or six niles
apart, she started off, telling her parents she would take the short cut over
the hills. She never got to her aunt's, and she never was seen again. That's
putting it in a few words."

"what an extraordinary thing! | suppose there are no disused mnes, are there,
on the hills? I don't think you quite run to anything so formidable as a
preci pi ce?"

"No; the path the girl nust have taken had no pitfalls off any description; it
is just a track over wild, bare hillside, far, froma byroad. One may wal k for
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mles without neeting a soul, but it is all perfectly safe.”
"And what do peopl e say about it?"

"Ch, they tal k nonsense--anpong thensel ves. You have no notion as to how
superstitious English cottagers are in out-of-the-way parts |like mne. They are
as bad as the Irish, every whit, and even nore secretive."

"But what do they say?"

"Ch, the poor girl is supposed to have 'gone with the fairies,' or to have been
"taken by the fairies.' Such stuff!" he went on, "one would laugh if it were not
for the real tragedy of the case.™

"Yes," he said, fairies' certainly strike a little curiously on the ear in
t hese days. But what do the police say? | presunme they do not accept the
fairy-tal e hypot hesi s?"

"No; but they seemquite at fault. What | amafraid of is that Annie Trevor nust
have fallen in with sone scoundrels on her way. Castletown is a | arge seaport,
you know, and sone of the worst of the foreign sailors occasionally desert their
ships and go on the tranp up and down the country. Not many years ago a Spani sh
sail or naned Garcia murdered a whole famly for the sake of plunder that was not
wort h sixpence. They are hardly human, some of these fellows, and | am
dreadfully afraid the poor girl must have come to an awful end."

"But no foreign sailor was seen by anyone about the country?"

"No; there is certainly that; and of course country people are quick to notice
anyone whose appearance and dress are a little out of the common. Still it seens
as if my theory were the only possible explanation."

"There are no data to go upon," said Dyson, thoughtfully.

"There was no question of a love affair, or anything of the kind, | suppose?"
"Ch, no, not a hint of such a thing. | amsure if Annie were alive she would
have contrived to | et her nother know of her safety.”

"No doubt, no doubt. Still it is barely possible that she is alive and yet
unable to comunicate with her friends. But all this nust have disturbed you a
good deal . "

"Yes, it did; | hate a nmystery, and especially a nystery which is probably the
veil of horror. But frankly, Dyson, | want to nmake a clean breast of it; | did
not cone here to tell you all this."

"OfF course not," said Dyson, a little surprised at Vaughan's uneasy manner. "You
cane to have a chat on nore cheerful topics."

"No, | did not. What | have been telling you about happened a nonth ago, but
sonet hing which seens likely to affect ne nore personally has taken place within
the | ast few days, and to be quite plain, | came up to town with the idea that
you might be able to help ne. You recollect that curious case you spoke to ne
about at our |ast meeting; sonething about a spectacle- naker."

"Ch, yes, | renenber that. | know | was quite proud of nmy acunmen at the tine;
even to this day the police have no idea why those peculiar yell ow spectacles
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were wanted. But, Vaughan, you really | ook quite put out; | hope there is
not hi ng seri ous?"

"No, | think | have been exaggerating, and | want you to reassure nme. But what
has happened is very odd."

"And what has happened?"

"I amsure that you will laugh at me, but this is the story. You nust know there
is a path, a right of way, that goes through nmy land, and to be precise, close
to the wall of the kitchen garden. It is not used by nany people; a woodman now
and again finds it useful, and five or six children who go to school in the

village pass twice a day. Wll, a few days ago | was taking a wal k about the

pl ace before breakfast, and | happened to stop to fill my pipe just by the |arge
doors in the garden wall. The wood, | nust tell you, cones to within a few feet
of the wall, and the track | spoke of runs right in the shadow of the tree |

t hought the shelter froma brisk wind that was bl owi ng rather pleasant, and
stood there snmoking with nmy eyes on the ground. Then somet hi ng caught my
attention. Just under the wall, on the short grass, a nunber of small flints
were arranged in a pattern; sonething like this": and M. Vaughan caught at a
penci| and piece of paper, and dotted down a few strokes.

"You see,"” he went on, "there were, | should think, twelve little stones neatly
arranged in |lines, and spaced at equal distances, as | have shewn it on the
paper. They were pointed stones, and the points were very carefully directed one
way. "

"Yes," said Dyson, without much interest, "no doubt the children you have

nmenti oned had been playing there on the way from school. Children, as you know,
are very fond of naking such devices with oyster shells or flints or flowers, or
wi th whatever cones in their way."

"So | thought; | just noticed these flints were arranged in a sort of pattern
and then went on. But the next morning | was taking the same round, which, as a
matter of fact, is habitual with nme, and again | saw at the sane spot a device
inflints. This tine it was really a curious pattern; sonething |like the spokes
of a wheel, all neeting at a common centre, and this centre fornmed by a device
whi ch | ooked like a bow; all, you understand, done in flints."

"You are right," said Dyson, "that seens odd enough. Still it is reasonable that
your hal f-a-dozen school children are responsible for these fantasies in stone."

"Well, | thought |I would set the matter at rest. The children pass the gate
every evening at hal f-past five, and | wal ked by at six, and found the device
just as | had left it in the norning. The next day | was up and about at a
quarter to seven, and | found the whole thing had been changed. There was a
pyramid outlined in flints upon the grass. The children | saw going by an hour
and a half later, and they ran past the spot without glancing to right or left.
In the evening | watched them going home, and this nmorning when | got to the
gate at six o'clock there was a thing |ike a half nmoon waiting for ne."

"So then the series runs thus: firstly ordered lines, then the device of the
spokes and the bowl, then the pyramid, and finally this norning, the half noon.
That is the order, isn't it?"

"Yes; that is right. But do you know it has nmade ne feel very uneasy? | suppose

it seens absurd, but | can't help thinking that some kind of signalling is going
on under ny nose, and that sort of thing is disquieting."
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"But what have you to dread? You have no enem es?"
"No; but | have some very valuable old plate."

"You are thinking of burglars then?" said Dyson, with accent of considerable
i nterest, "but you nust know your nei ghbour. Are there any suspicious characters
about ?"

"Not that | amaware of. But you renember what | told of the sailors.”
"Can you trust your servants?"

"Ch, perfectly. The plate is preserved in a strong roony the butler, an old

fam |y servant, alone knows where the key is kept. There is nothing wong there.
Still, everybody is aware that | have a lot of old silver, and all country fol ks
are given to gossip. In that way informati on nmay have got abroad in very
desirable quarters."

"Yes, but | confess there seens sonething a little unsatisfactory in the burglar
theory. Who is signalling to whon? | cannot see ny way to accepting such an

expl anation. What put the plate into your head in connection with these flint
signs, or whatever one may call then®"

"It was the figure of the Bow ," said Vaughan. "I happen to possess a very |arge
and very val uable Charles Il punch-bow . The chasing is really exquisite, and
the thing is worth a lot of noney. The sign | described to you was exactly the
same shape as ny punch-bow ."

"A queer coincidence certainly. But the other figures or devices: you have
not hi ng shaped |ike a pyram d?"

"Ah, you will think that queerer. As it happens, this bow of nine, together
with a set of rare old ladles, is kept in a mahogany chest of pyramn dal shape.
The four sides slope upwards, they narrow towards the top."

"I confess all this interests ne a good deal," said Dyson. Let us go on then
VWhat about the other figures; how about the Army, as we may call the first sign
and the Crescent or Half Mon?"

"Ah, there is no reference that | can nake out of these two. Still, you see
have sone excuse for curiosity at all events. | would be very vexed to | ose any
of the old plate; nearly all the pieces have been in the famly for generations.
And | cannot get it out of my head that sone scoundrels mean to rob ne; and are
conmuni cating with one another every night."

"Frankly," said Dyson, "I can nmake nothing of it; | amas nmuch in the dark as
yoursel f. Your theory seens certainly the only possible explanation, and yet the
difficulties are i mense."

He | eaned back in his chair, and the two nen faced each other, frowning, and
per pl exed by so bizarre a problem

"By the way," said Dyson, after a |ong pause; "what is your geol ogical formation
down t here?"

M. Vaughan | ooked up, a good deal surprised by the question
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"dd red sandstone and |inestone, | believe," he said. "W are just beyond the
coal measures, you know. "

"But surely there are no flints either in the sandstone or the |inestone?"

"No, | never see any flints in the fields. | confess that did strike nme as a
little curious.

"I should think so! It is very inmportant. By the way, what size were the flints
used in maki ng these devi ces?"

"I happen to have brought one with ne; | took it this norning."
“"Fromthe Hal f Mon?"
"Exactly. Here it is."

He handed over a small flint, tapering to a point, and about three inches in
| engt h.

Dyson's faced bl azed up with excitenment as he took the thing from Vaughan
"Certainly," he said, after a noment's pause, "you have some curious nei ghbours
in your country. | hardly think they can harbour any designs on your punch-bow .
Do you know this is a flint arrow head of vast antiquity, and not only that, but
an arrow head of a unique kind? | have seen specinmens fromall parts of the
world, but there are features about this thing that are quite peculiar."

He | aid down his pipe, and took out a book from a drawer
"We shall just have tine to catch the 5.45 to Castletown,"” he said.
Chapter 2 - The Eyes on the \al

M. Dyson drewin a long breath of the air of the hills and felt all the

enchant nent of the scene about him It was very early norning, and he stood on
the terrace in the front of the house. Vaughan's ancestor had built on the | ower
slope of a great hill, in the shelter of a deep and anci ent wood that gathered
on three sides about the house, and on the fourth side, the south-west, the |and
fell gently away and sank into the valley, where a brook wound in and out in
nystic esses, and the dark and gl eanming al ders tracked the stream s course to
the eye. On the terrace in hat sheltered place no wind blew, and far beyond, the
trees were still. Only one sound broke in upon the silence, and Dyson heard the
noi se of the brook singing far bel ow, the song of clear and shining water
rippling over the stones, whispering and nurnuring as it sank to dark deep
pools. Across the stream just bel ow the house, rose a grey stone bridge,

vaul ted and buttressed, a fragnent of the M ddl e Ages, and then beyond the
bridge the hills rose again, vast and rounded |ike bastions, covered here and
there with dark woods and thickets of undergrowth, but the heights were all bare
of trees, showing only grey turf and patches of bracken, touched here and there
with the gold of fading fronds. Dyson | ooked to the north and south, and stil

he saw the wall of the hills, and the anci ent woods, and the streamdrawn in and
out between them all grey and dimwith nmorning mst beneath a grey sky in a
hushed and haunted air

M. Vaughan's voi ce broke in upon the silence.
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"I thought you would be too tired to be about so early,"” he said. "I see you are
admring the view. It is very pretty, isn't it, though | suppose old Myrick
Vaughan didn't think much about the scenery when he built the house. A queer
grey, old place, isn't it?"

"Yes, and how it fits into the surroundings; it seens of a piece, with the grey
hills and the grey bridge bel ow. "

"I amafraid | have brought you down on fal se pretences, Dyson," said Vaughan
as they began to wal k up and down the terrace. "I have been to the place, and
there is not a sign of anything this norning."

"Ah, indeed. Well, suppose we go round together."

They wal ked across the |awn and went by a path through the ilex shrubbery to the
back of the house. There Vaughan pointed out the track | eading down to the
val l ey and up to the hei ghts above the wood, and presently they stood beneath
the garden wal |, by the door

"Here, you see, it was," said Vaughan, pointing to a spot on the turf. "I was
standing just where you are now that morning | first sawthe flints."

"Yes, quite so. That norning it was the Army, as | call it; then the Bowl, then
the Pyram d, and, yesterday, the Half Mon. Wiat a queer old stone that is," he
went on, pointing to a block of linestone, rising out of the turf just beneath
the wall. "It looks like a sort of dwarf pillar, but | suppose it is natural."
"Ch, yes, | think so. | inmagine it was brought here, though, as we stand on the
red sandstone. No doubt it was used as a foundation stone for, some ol der
bui l di ng."

"Very likely." Dyson was peering about himattentively, |ooking fromthe ground
to the wall, and fromthe wall to the deep wood that hung al nost over the garden
and nade the place dark even in the norning.

"Look here," said Dyson at length, "it is certainly a case of children this
time. Look at that."

He was bendi ng down and staring at the dull red surface of the nmellowed bricks
of the wall. Vaughan cane up and | ooked hard where Dyson's finger was pointing,
and coul d scarce distinguish a faint mark in deeper red.

"What is it?" he said. "I can nake nothing of it.

"Look a little nore closely. Don't you see it is an attenpt to draw the human
eye?"

"Ah, now | see what you nmean. My sight is not very sharp. Yes, so it is, it is

neant for an eye, no doubt, as you say. | thought the children | earnt draw ng at
school . "
"Well, it is an odd eye enough. Do you notice the peculiar alnond shape; al nost

like the eye of a Chinanan?"

Dyson | ooked neditatively at the work of the undevel oped artist, and scanned the
wal | again, going down on his knees in the mnuteness of his inquisition

"I should Iike very nuch," he said at length, "to know how a child in this out
of the way place could have any idea of the shape of the Mngolian eye. You see
the average child has a very distinct inpression of the subject; he draws a
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circle, or sonething like a circle, and puts a dot in the centre. | don't think
any child imgines that the eye is really nade like that; it's just a convention
of infantile art. But this al nond-shaped thin puzzles ne extrenely. Perhaps it
may be derived froma gilt Chinaman on a tea-canister in the grocer's shop

Still that 's hardly likely."

"But why are you so sure it was done by a child?"

"Why! Look at the height. These ol d-fashioned bricks are little nore than two
inches thick; there are twenty courses fromthe ground to the sketch if we cal
it so; that gives a height of three and a half feet. Now, just inmagine you are
going to draw sonething on this wall. Exactly; your pencil, if you had one,
woul d touch the wall somewhere on the level with your eyes, that is, nore than
five feet fromthe ground. It seems, therefore, a very sinple deduction to
conclude that this eye on the wall was drawn by a child about ten years old."

"Yes, | had not thought of that. O course one of the children nust have done
it"

"I suppose so; and yet as | said, there is sonmething singularly unchildlike

about those two lines, and the eyeball itself, you see, is alnpbst an oval. To ny
m nd, the thing has an odd, ancient air; and a touch that is not altogether
pl easant. | cannot help fancying that if we could see a whole face fromthe sane

hand it woul d not be altogether agreeable. However, that is nonsense, after all
and we are not getting farther in our investigations. It is odd that the flint
series has come to such an abrupt end.™

The two men wal ked away towards the house, and as they went in at the porch
there was a break in the grey sky, and a gl eam of sunshine on the grey hil
before them

Al the day Dyson prowl ed neditatively about the fields and woods conpletely
surroundi ng the house. He was thoroughly and conpletely puzzled by the trivia

ci rcunmst ances he proposed to el ucidate, and now he again took the flint

arrow head from his pocket, turning it over and examning it with deep
attention. There was sonething about the thing that was al together different
fromthe speci nens he had seen at the nuseuns and private collections; the shape
was of a distinct type, and around the edge there was a line of little punctured
dots, apparently a suggestion of ornament. \Who, thought Dyson, could possess
such things in so renbte a place; and who, possessing the flints, could have put
themto the fantastic use of designing meaningl ess figures under Vaughan's
garden wal | ? The rank absurdity of the whole affair offended hi munutterably;
and as one theory after another rose in his nmind only to be rejected, he felt
strongly tenpted to take the next train back to town. He had seen the silver

pl ate whi ch Vaughan treasured, and had inspected the punch-bow, the gem of the
collection, with close attention; and what he saw and his interview with the
butl er convinced himthat a plot to rob the strong box was out of the limts of
enquiry. The chest in which the bow was kept, a heavy piece of mahogany,
evidently dating fromthe beginning of the century, was certainly strongly
suggestive of a pyramd, and Dyson was at first inclined to the inept manoeuvres
of the detective, but a little sober thought convinced himof the inpossibility
of the burglary hypothesis, and he cast wildly about for sonething nore

sati sfying. He asked Vaughan if there were any gipsies in the nei ghbourhood, and
heard that the Romany had not been seen for years. This dashed hima good deal
as he knew the gi psy habit of |eaving queer hieroglyphics on the Iine of march,
and had been nuch el ated when the thought occurred to him He was facing Vaughan
by the ol d-fashi oned hearth when he put the question, and | eaned back in his
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chair in disgust at the destruction of his theory.

"It is odd," said Vaughan, "but the gipsies never trouble us here. Now and then
the farmers find traces of fires in the wildest part of the hills, but nobody
seens to know who the fire lighters are.”

"Surely that | ooks |ike gipsies?"

"No, not in such places as those. Tinkers and gi psies and wanderers of all sorts
stick to the roads and don't go very far fromthe farnhouses."”

"Well, |1 can nmake nothing of it. | saw the children going by this afternoon
and, as you say, they ran straight on. So we shall have no nore eyes on the wal
at all events."

"No, | nust waylay them one of these days and find out who is the artist."

The next norning when Vaughan strolled in his usual course fromthe lawn to the
back of the house he found Dyson already awaiting himby the garden door, and
evidently in a state of high excitenment, for he beckoned furiously with his
hand, and gesticulated violently.

"What is it?" asked Vaughan. "The flints agai n?"
"No, but |look here; ook at the wall. There; don't you see it?"
"There's anot her of those eyes!™

"Exactly. Drawn, you see, at a little distance fromthe first, alnpbst on the
same level, but slightly | ower."

"What on earth is one to nake of it? It couldn't have been done by the children
it wasn't there last night, and they won't pass for another hour. Wat can it
mean?"

"I think the very devil is at the bottomof all this," said Dyson. "O course,
one cannot resist the conclusion that these infernal al nond eyes are to be set
down to the sane agency as the devices in the arrow heads; and where that
conclusion is to lead us is nore than | can tell. For ny part, | have to put a
strong check on ny imagination, or it would run wild."

"Vaughan," he said, as they turned away fromthe wall, "has it struck you that

there is one point--a very curious point--in commobn between the figures done in
flints and the eyes drawn on the wall?"

"What is that?" asked Vaughan, on whose face there had fallen a certain shadow
of indefinite dread.

"It is this. W know that the signs of the Army, the Bow, the Pyramid, and the
Hal f npbon nust have been done at night. Presumably they were neant to be seen at
night. Well, precisely the sanme reasoning applies to those eyes on the wall."

"I do not quite see your point."

"Ch, surely. The nights are dark just now, and have been very cloudy, | know,
since | came down. Mreover, those overhanging trees would throw that wall into
deep shadow even on a clear night."

"Wl | 2"
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"What struck nme was this. What very peculiarly sharp eye-sight, they, whoever
"they' are, nust have to be able to arrange arrow heads in intricate order in
t he bl ackest shadow of the wood, and then draw the eyes on the wall without a
trace of bungling, or a false line."

"I have read of persons confined in dungeons for nany years who have been able
to see quite well in the dark," said Vaughan

"Yes," said Dyson, "there was the abbé in Monte Cristo. But it is a singular
point."

Chapter 3 - The Search for the Bow

"Who was that old man that touched his hat to you just now?" said Dyson, as they
came to the bend of the |ane near the house.

"Ch, that was old Trevor. He | ooks very broken, poor old fellow"
"Who is Trevor?"

"Don't you renmenber? | told you the story that afternoon | cane to your
roons--about a girl named Annie Trevor, who di sappeared in the npbst inexplicable
manner about five weeks ago. That was her father."

"Yes, yes, | recollect now To tell the truth | had forgotten all about it. And
not hi ng has been heard of the girl?"

"Not hi ng whatever. The police are quite at fault."

"I amafraid | did not pay very much attention to the details you gave nme. Wich
way did the girl go?"

"Her path woul d take her right across the house; the nearest point in the track
must be about two nmiles fromhere."

"I's it near that little ham et | saw yesterday?"

"You mean Croesyceiliog, where the children cane fron? No; it goes nore to the
north."

"“Ah, | have never been that way."

They went into the house, and Dyson shut hinself up in his room sunk deep in
doubt ful thought, but yet with the shadow of a suspicion growing within himthat
for a while haunted his brain, all vague and fantastic, refusing to take
definite form He was sitting by the open wi ndow and | ooki ng out on the valley
and saw, as if in a picture, the intricate wi nding of the brook, the grey
bridge, and the vast hills rising beyond; all still and without a breath of w nd
to stir the mystic hangi ng woods, and the eveni ng sunshi ne gl owed warm on t he
bracken, and down below a faint mst, pure white, began to rise fromthe stream
Dyson sat by the wi ndow as the day darkened and the huge bastioned hills | ooned
vast and vague, and the woods becane di m and nore shadowy; and the fancy that
had sei zed hi m no | onger appeared altogether inmpossible. He passed the rest of
the evening in a reverie, hardly hearing what Vaughan said; and when he took his
candle in the hall, he paused a monent before bidding his friend good-night.

"I want a good rest," he said. "I have got some work to do tonorrow. "
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"Some writing, you nmean?"
"No. | amgoing to |look for the Bow ."
"The Bowl ! If you nmean ny punch-bow that is safe in the chest."

"I don't nean the punch-bowl . You may take nmy word for it that your plate has

never been threatened. No; | will not bother you with any suppositions. W shal
in all probability have sonething nuch stronger than suppositions before |ong.
Good- ni ght, Vaughan. "

The next norning Dyson set off after breakfast He took the path by the garden
wal I, and noted that there were now eight of the weird al mond eyes dimy
outlined on the brick

"Six days nore," he said to hinself, but as he thought over the theory he had
formed, he shrank, in spite of strong conviction, fromsuch a wildly incredible
fancy. He struck up through the dense shadows of the wood, and at |ength came
out on the bare hillside, and clinbed higher and hi gher over the slippery turf,
keeping well to the north, and followi ng the indications given himby Vaughan
As he went on, he seened to mount ever higher above the world of human |ife and
customary things; to his right he | ooked. at a fringe of orchard and saw a faint
bl ue smoke rising like a pillar; there was the ham et fromwhich the children
cane to school, and there the only sign of life, for the woods enbowered and
conceal ed Vaughan's ol d grey house. As he reached what seened the sunmmit of the
hill, he realized for the first time the desolate | oneliness and strangeness of
the Iand; there was nothing but grey sky and grey hill, a high, vast plain that
seened to stretch on for ever and ever, and a faint glinpse of a blue-peaked
nountain far away and to the north. At length he came to the path, a slight
track scarcely noticeable; and fromits position and by what Vaughan had told
himhe knew that it the way the lost girl, Annie Trevor, nust have taken. . He
followed the path on the bare hilltop, noticing the great |imestone rocks that
cropped out of the turf, grimand hideous, and of an aspect as forbidding as an
i dol of the South Sea; and suddenly he halted, astonished, although he had found
what he searched for. Al nbst wi thout warning the ground shel ved suddenly away on
all sides, and Dyson | ooked down into a circular depression, which m ght wel
have been a Roman anphitheatre, and the ugly crags of limestone rimed it round
as if with a broken wall. Dyson wal ked round the holl ow, and noted the position
of the stones, and then turned on his way hone.

"This," he thought to hinmself, "is nore than curious. The Bow is discovered,
but where is the Pyram d?"

"My dear Vaughan," he said, when he got back, "I may tell you that | have found
the Bowl, and that is all | shall tell you for the present. W have six days of
absol ute inaction before us; there is really nothing to be done."

Chapter 4 - The Secret of the Pyramd

"I have just been round the garden," said Vaughan one norning. "I have been
counting those infernal eyes, and | find there are fourteen of them For
heaven's sake, Dyson, tell me what the neaning of it all is."

"I should be very sorry to attenpt to do so. | nmay have guessed this or that,
but | always nake it a principle to keep ny guesses to myself. Besides, it is
really not worth while anticipating events; you will renenber ny telling you
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that we had six days of inaction before us? Well, this is the sixth day, and the
| ast of idleness. Tonight | propose we take a stroll."

"Astroll! Is that all the action you nean to take?"

"Well, it may show you sone very curious things. To be plain, | want you to
start with ne at nine o' clock this evening for the hills. W nay have to be out
all night, so you had better wap up well, and bring some of that brandy."

"Is it a joke?" asked Vaughan, who was bew | dered with strange events and
st range surm ses.

"No, | don't think there is nmuch joke in it. Unless | a nils en we shall find a
vet serious explanation of the puzzle. You will cone with ne, | am sure?"

"Very good. Wiich way do you want to go?"

"By the path you told ne of; the path Annie Trevor is posed to have taken."
Vaughan | ooked white at the mention of the girl's nane.

"I did not think you were on that track," he said. " | thought it was the affair
of those devices in flint and of the eyes on the wall that you were engaged on
It's no good saying any nore, but I will go with you."

At a quarter to nine that evening the two nen set out, taking the path through

the wood, and up the hill-side. It was a dark and heavy ni ght, the sky was thick
with clouds, and the valley nil' of mst, and all the way they seened to walk in
a world of shadow and gl oom hardly speaking, and afraid to break the haunted
silence. They came out at last on the steep hill-side, and instead of the

oppression of the wood there was the long, dimsweep of the turf, and higher
the fantastic |inmestone rocks hinted horror through the darkness, and the w nd
sighed as it passed acrbss the nmountain to the sea, and in its passage beat
chill about their hearts. They seemed to walk on and on for hours, and the dim
outline of the hill still stretched before than, and the haggard rocks stil

| oomed t hrough the darkness, when suddenly Dyson whi spered, drawing his breath
qui ckly; and conming close to his conpani on

"Here," he said, "we will lie down. | do not think there is anything yet."
"I know the place," said Vaughan, after a noment "I have often been by in the
daytime. The country people are afraid to cone here, | believe; it is suppose to

be a fairies' castle, or sonething of the kind. But why on earth have we cone
her e?"

"Speak a little | ower,"
over heard."

said Dyson. "1t might not do us any good if we are

"Overheard here! There is not a soul within three mles of us"

"Possibly not; indeed, | should say certainly not. But there m ght be a body
sonewhat nearer"

"I don't understand you in the |east,"
"but why have we cone here?"

sai d Vaughan, whispering to hunour Dyson

"Well, you see this hollow before us is the Bow. | think we had better not talk
even i n whisper."
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They lay full length upon the turf; the rock between their faces and the Bow ,
and now and agai n, Dyson, slouching his dark, soft hat over his forehead, put
out the glint of an eye, and in a nonent drew back, not daring to take a

prol onged view. Again he laid an ear to the ground and |istened, and the hours
went by, and the darkness seened to bl acken, and the faint sigh of the wind was
t he only sound.

Vaughan grew inpatient with this heaviness of silence, this watching for
indefinite terror; for to himthere was no shape or form of apprehension, and he
began to think the whole vigil a dreary farce.

"How much longer is this to last?" he whispered to Dyson, and Dyson who had been
hol ding his breath in the agony of attention put his nmouth to Vaughan's ear and
sai d:

"WIIl you listen?" with pauses between each syllable, and in the voice with
whi ch the priest pronounces the awful words.

Vaughan caught the ground with his hands, and stretched forward, wondering what
he was to hear. At first there was nothing, and then a | ow and gentl e noi se cane
very softly fromthe Bowl, a faint sound, alnost indescribable, but as if one
hel d the tongue agai nst the roof of the nmouth and expelled the breath. He
listened eagerly and presently the noise grew | ouder, and becane a strident and
horrible hissing as if the pit beneath boiled with fervent heat, and Vaughan
unable to remain in suspense any |longer, drew his cap half over his face in
imtation of Dyson, and | ooked down to the holl ow bel ow.

It did, in truth, stir and seethe like an infernal caldron. Tilt whole of the
sides and bottomtossed and withed with vague and restless fornms that passed to
and fro without the sound of feet, and gathered thick here and there and seened
to speak to one another in those tones of horrible sibilance, |ike the hissing
of snakes, that he had heard. It was as if the sweet turf and the cleanly earth
had suddenly become quickened with some foul withing growth. Vaughan coul d not
draw back his face, though he felt Dyson's finger touch him but he peered into
t he quaki ng mass and saw faintly that there were things |ike faces and human
linbs, and yet he felt his innmpbst soul chill with the sure belief that no fellow
soul of human thing stirred in all that tossing and shining host. He | ooked
aghast, choki ng back sobs of horror, and at |ength the |oathsome fornms gathered
t hi ckest about sone vague object in the mddle of the hollow, and the hissing of
their speech grew nore venonous, and he saw in the uncertain |ight the

abomi nabl e |inbs, vague and yet too plainly seen, withe and intertw ne, and he
t hought he heard, very faint, a | ow human noan striking through the noi se of
speech that was not of man. At his heart sonething seemed to whi sper ever "the
worm of Corruption, the wormthat dieth not," and grotesquely the imge was
pictured to his imagination of a piece of putrid offal stirring through and
through with bl oated and horrible creeping things. The withing of the dusky

i nbs continued, they seenmed clustered round the dark formin the middle of the
hol I ow, and the sweat dripped and poured off Vaughan's forehead, and fell cold
on his hand beneath his face.

Then, it seemed done in an instant, the | oathsonme mass nelted and fell away to
the sides of the Bowl, and for a nmonent Vaughan saw in the middle of the holl ow
the tossing of human arms. But a spark gl eaned beneath, a fire kindled, and as
the voice of a woman cried out loud in a shrill scream of utter anguish and
terror, a great pyramd of flane spired up Iike a bursting of a pent fountain
and threw a bl aze of |ight upon the whole nountain. In that instant Vaughan saw
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the nyriads beneath; the things nade in the formof nmen but stunted like
children hideously defornmed, the faces with the al nond eyes burning with evi

and unspeakabl e lusts; the ghastly yellow of the mass of naked flesh and then as
if by magic the place was enpty, while the fire roared and crackl ed, and the

fl anes shone abroad.

"You have seen the Pyramd," said Dyson in his ear, "the Pyramd of fire."
Chapter 5 - The Little People
"Then you recogni ze t he thing?"

"Certainly. It is a brooch that Annie Trevor used to wear on Sundays; | remenber
the pattern. But where did you find it?"

"You don't to say that you have discovered the girl?"

"My dear Vaughan, | wonder you have not guessed where found the brooch. You have
not forgotten last night already?"

"Dyson," said the other, speaking very seriously, "I have been turning it over
inm mnd this norning while you have been out. | have thought about what |
saw, or perhaps | should say about what | thought | saw, and the only concl usion
| can cone to is this, that the thing won't bear recollection. As men live, |
have |ived soberly and honestly, in the fear of God, all ny days, and all | can
do is believe that | suffered from some nonstrous del usion, from sone

phant asmagoria of the bew | dered senses. You know we went hone together in
silence, not a word passed between us as to what | fancied I saw, had we not
better agree to keep silence on the subject? Wien | took ny walk in the peacefu
norni ng sunshine, | thought all the earth seemed M of praise, and passing by
that wall | noticed there were no nore signs recorded, and | blotted out those
that remmi ned. The nystery is over, and we can live quietly again. | think sone
poi son has been working for the |last few weeks; | have trod on the verge of
madness, but | am sane now. "

M. Vaughan had spoken earnestly, and bent forward in his chair and gl anced at
Dyson with sonething of entreaty.

"My dear Vaughan," said the other, after a pause, "what's the use of this? It is
much too late to take that tone; we have gone too deep. Besides you know as wel

as | that there is no delusion in the case; | wish there were with all nmy heart.
Nip justice to myself |I nmust tell you the whole story, so far as | knowit."
"Very good," said Vaughan with a sigh, "if you nmust, you must."

"Then," said Dyson, "we will begin with the end if you please. | found this

brooch you have just identified in the place we have called the Bow . There was
a heap of grey ashes, as if a fire had been burning, indeed, the enbers were
still hot, and this brooch was |lying on the ground, just outside the range of
the flame. It nust have dropped accidentally fromthe dress of the person who
was wearing it. No, don't interrupt nme; we can pass now to the beginning, as we
have had the end. Let us go back to that day you cane to see me in ny roons in
London. So far as | can renenber, soon after you cane in you nentioned, in a
somewhat casual manner, that an unfortunate and nysterious incident had occurred
in your part of the country; a girt named Annie Trevor had gone to see a
relative, and had di sappeared. | confess freely that what you said did not
greatly interest ne; there are so nany reasons which may make it extremely
convenient for a nman and nore especially a woman to vani sh fromthe circle of
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their relations and friends. | suppose, if we were to consult the police, one
woul d find that in London sonebody di sappears nysteriously every other week, and
the officers would, no doubt, shrug their shoulders, and tell you that by |aw of
averages it could not be otherwise. So | was very cul pably careless to your
story, and besides, there - is another reason for ny lack of interest; your tale
was i nexplicable. You could only suggest a blackguard sailor on the tranp, but |
di scarded the explanation i mediately. For many reasons, but chiefly because the
occasional crimnal, the amateur in brutal crine, is always found out,
especially if he selects the country as the scene of his operations. You wll
renmenber the case of that Garcia you nmentioned; he strolled into a railway
station the day after the murder, his trousers covered with blood, and the works
of the Dutch clock, his loot, tied in a neat parcel. So rejecting this, your
only suggestion, the whole tale becane, as | say, inexplicable, and, therefore,
profoundly uninteresting. Yes, therefore, it is a perfectly valid conclusion. Do
you ever troubl e your head about problens which you know to be insoluble? Dd
you ever bestow nuch thought on the old puzzle of Achilles and the tortoise? O
course not, because you knew it was a hopel ess quest, and so when you told ne
the story of a country girl who had di sappeared |I sinply placed the whol e thing
down in the category of the insoluble, and thought no nore about the matter.

was mi staken, so it has turned out; but if you remenber, you i mediately passed
on to an affair which interested you nore intensely, because personally. | need
not go over the very singular narrative of the flint signs; at first | thought
if all triviat probably sone children's gane, and if not that a hoax of some
sort; but your shewing nme the arrow head awoke nmy acute interest. Here, | saw,
there was somet hing widely renmoved fromthe commonpl ace, and natter of rea
curiosity, and as soon as | cane here | set to work to find the repeating to
nysel f again and again the signs you had described. First came the sign we have
agreed to call the Army; a nunmber of serried lines of flints, all pointing in
the sane way. Then the lines, |ike the spokes of a wheel, all converging towards
the figure of a Bow, then the triangle or pyramd, and last of all the Hal

noon. | confess that | exhausted conjecture in ny efforts to unveil this
nystery, and as you will understand it was a duplex or rather triplex problem
For | had not nmerely to ask nyself: what do these figures nmean? But al so, who
can possibly be responsible for the designing of then? And again, who can

possi bly possess such val uabl e t hings, and knowi ng their value thus throw t hem
down by the wayside? This |ine of thought led ne to suppose that the person or
persons in question did not know the value of unique flint arrow heads, and yet
this did not lead me far, for a well educated man m ght easily be ignorant on
such a subject. Then canme the conplication of the eye on the wall, and you
remenber that we could not avoid the conclusion that in the two cases the sane
agency was at work. The peculiar position of these eyes on the wall nade ne
inquire if there was such a thing as a dwarf anywhere in the nei ghbourhood, but

| found that there was not, and | knew that the children who pass by every day
had nothing to do with the matter. Yet | felt convinced that whoever drew the
eyes nmust be fromthree and a half to four feet high, since, as | pointed out at
the tine, anyone who draws on a perpendi cul ar surface chooses by instinct a spot
about level with his face. Then again, there was the question of the peculiar
shape of the eyes; that marked Mongolian character of which the English
countryman coul d have no conception, and for a final cause of confusion the

obvi ous fact that the designer or designers nust be able practically to see in
the dark. As you renarked, A man who has been confined for many years in an
extrenmely dark cell or dungeon m ght acquire that power; but since the days of
Ednond Dant és, where would such a prison be found in Europe? A sailor, who had
been i mMmured for a considerable period in sone horrible Chinese oubliette,
seened the individual | was in search of, and though it | ooked inprobable, it
was not absolutely inpossible that a sailor or, let us say, a man enpl oyed

shi pbbard, should be a dwarf. But how to account for ordinary sailor being in
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possessi on of prehistoric arrow heads? And the possession granted, what was the
nmeani ng and obj ect of these nysterious signs of flint, and the al nond-shaped
eyes? Your theory of a contenplated burglary | saw, nearly fromthe first; to be
quite untenable, and | confess | was utterly at a |loss for a working hypot hesi s.
It was a nere accident which put ne on the track; we passed poor old Trevor, and
your nention of his name and of the disappearance of his daughter, recalled the
story which | had forgotten, or which renmai ned unheeded. Here, then, | said to
nysel f, is another problem uninteresting, it is true, by itself; but what if it
prove to be in relation with all these enigmas which torture me? | shut nyself
in my room and endeavoured to dismss all prejudice fromnmy mnd, and | went
over everything de novo, assuming for theory's sake that the disappearance of
Anni e Trevor had sonme connection with the lint signs and the eyes on the wall
This assunption did not lead me very far, and I was on the point of giving the
whol e problemup in despair, when a possible significance of the Bow struck mne.
As you know there is a 'Devil's Punch-bowl' in Surrey, and | saw that the synbol
m ght refer to some feature in the country. Putting the two extrenes together,
determ ned to |l ook for the Bow near the path which the lost girl had taken, and
you know how I found it | interpreted the sign by what | knew, and read the
first, the Army, thus: '"there is to be a gathering or assenbly at the Bow in a
fortnight (that is the Half noon) to see the Pyramid, or to build the Pyranm d.'
The eyes, drawn one by one, day by day, evidently checked off the days, and
knew t hat there would be fourteen and no nore. Thus far the way seemed pretty
plain; | would not trouble myself to inquire as to the nature of the assenbly,

or as to who was to assenble in the loneliest and nost dreaded pl ace anbng these
lonely hills. In Ireland or China or the Wst of Anerica the question would have
been easily answered; a nuster of the disaffected, the neeting of a secret
society, vigilantes sunmoned to report: the thing would be sinplicity itself;

but in this quiet corner of England, inhabited by quiet folk, no such
suppositions were possible for a nonent. But | knew that | should have an
opportunity of seeing and watching the assenbly, and | did not care to perplex
nysel f with hopel ess research; and in place of | reasoning a wild fancy entered

into judgnment: | renmenber what people had said about Annie Trevor's
di sappearance, that she had been 'taken by the fairies.' | tell you, Vaughan,
am a sane man as you are, my brain is not, | trust, mere vacant space to let to

any wild inprobability, and | tried ny best to thrust the fantasy away. And the
hint cane of the old nane of fairies, '"the little people', and the very probable
belief that they represent a tradition of the prehistoric Turani an inhabitants
of the country, who were cave dwellers: and then | realized with a shock that |
was | ooking for a being under four feet in height, accustoned to live in

dar kness, possessing stone instrunents, and famliar with the Mongolian cast of
features! | say this, Vaughan, that | should be ashanmed to hint at such
visionary stuff to you, if it were not for that which you saw with your very
eyes last night, and | say that | might doubt the evidence of ny senses, if they
were not confirmed by yours. But you and | cannot | ook each other in the face
and pretend delusion; as you lay on the turf beside ne | felt your flesh shrink
and quiver, and | say your eyes in the light of the flane. And so | tell you

wi t hout any shame what was in nmy mind |ast night as we went through the wood and
clinmbed the hill, and lay hidden beneath tile rock

"There was one thing that should have been npbst evident that puzzled ne to the
very last. | told you how | read the sign of the Pyram d; the assenbly was to
see a pyranmid, and the true neaning of the synbol escaped ne to the |ast nonent.
The old derivation from, fire, though fal se, should have set me on the track
but it never occurred to mne.

"I think I need say very little nmore. You know we were quite hel pl ess, even if
we had foreseen what was to cone. Ah, the particular place where these signs
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were displayed? Yes, that is a curious question. But this house is, so far as |
can judge, in a pretty central situation anongst the hills; and possibly, who
can say yes or no, that queer, old limestone pillar by your garden wall was a
pl ace of meeting before the Celt set foot in Britain. But there is one thing
nmust add: | don't regret our inability to rescue the wetched girl. You saw the
appearance of those things that gathered thick and withed in the Bow; you may
be sure that what lay bound in the mdst of themwas no |longer for earth.”

"So?" said Vaughan.

"So she passed in the Pyramid of Fire," said Dyson, "and they passed again into
t he underworld, to the places beneath the hills."

The End

THE HILL OF DREAMS

Chapter 1

THERE was a glow in the sky as if great furnace doors were opened.

But all the afternoon his eyes had | ooked on gl amour; he had strayed in
fairyland. The holidays were nearly done, and Luci an Tayl or had gone out
resolved to lose hinmself, to discover strange hills and prospects that he had

never seen before. The air was still, breathless, exhausted after heavy rain
and the clouds | ooked as if they had been noul ded of |ead. No breeze bl ew upon
the hill, and down in the well of the valley not a dry leaf stirred, not a bough

shook in all the dark January woods.

About a mle fromthe rectory he had diverged fromthe nmain road by an opening
that prom sed nystery and adventure. It was an old neglected lane, little nore
than a ditch, worn ten feet deep by its winter waters, and shadowed by great
untrinmed hedges, densely woven together. On each side were turbid streans, and
here and there a torrent of water gushed down the banks, flooding the lane. It
was so deep and dark that he could not get a glinpse of the country through

whi ch he was passing, but the way went down and down to sone unconjectured
hol | ow.

Per haps he wal ked two miles between the high walls of the | ane before its
descent ceased, but he thrilled with the sense of having journeyed very far, al
the long way fromthe know to the unknown. He had cone as it were into the
bottom of a bow anongst the hills, and bl ack woods shut out the world. Fromthe
road behind him fromthe road before him fromthe unseen wells beneath the
trees, rivulets of waters swelled and streaned down towards the centre to the
brook that crossed the |ane. Amid the dead and wearied silence of the air
beneat h | eaden and notionless clouds, it was strange to hear such a tunult of
gurgling and rushing water, and he stood for a while on the quivering footbridge
and watched the rush of dead wood and torn branches and wi sps of straw, al
hurrying madly past him to plunge into the heaped spune, the barny froth that
had gathered against a fallen tree.

Then he clinbed again, and went up between |inestone rocks, higher and hi gher
till the noise of waters becanme indistinct, a faint humming of swarning hives in
sumer. He wal ked some di stance on | evel ground, till there was a break in the
banks and a stile on which he could | ean and | ook out. He found hinself, as he
had hoped, afar and forlorn; he had strayed into outland and occult territory.
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Fromthe em nence of the lane, skirting the browif a hill, he | ooked down into
deep vall eys and dingles, and beyond, across the trees, to renoter country, wld
bare hills and dark wooded | ands neeting the grey still sky. |Inmrediately beneath
his feet the ground sl oped steep down to the valley, a hillside of close grass
patched with dead bracken, and dotted here and there with stunted thorns, and
bel ow t here were deep oakwoods, all still and silent, and lonely as if no one
ever passed that way. The grass and bracken and thorns and woods, all were brown
and grey beneath the | eaden sky; and as Luci an | ooked he was anazed, as though
he were readi ng a wonderful story, the neaning of which was a little greater
than his understanding. Then, |ike the hero of a fairy-book, he went on and on
cat chi ng now and again glinpses of the amazing country into which he had
penetrated, and perceiving rather than seeing that as the day waned everything
grew nmore grey and sonbre. As he advanced he heard the evening sounds of the
farms, the low of the cattle, and the barking of the sheepdogs; a faint thin

noi se fromfar away. It was growing |late, and as the shadows bl ackened he wal ked
faster, till once nore the | ane began to descend, there was a sharp turn, and he
found hinmself, with a good deal of relief, and a little di sappointnent, on

fam liar ground. He had nearly described a circle, and knew this end of the |ane
very well; it was not much nmore than a mle fromhome. He wal ked smartly down
the hill; the air was all glimrering and indistinct, transnuting trees and
hedges into ghostly shapes, and the walls of the Wite House Farmflickered on
the hillside, as if they were noving towards him Then a change cane. First, a
little breath of wind brushed with a dry whispering sound through the hedges,
the few | eaves |l eft on the boughs began to stir, and one or two danced nudly,
and as the wind freshened and canme up froma new quarter, the sapl ess branches
above rattled agai nst one another |ike bones. The grow ng breeze seened to clear
the air and lighten it. He was passing the stile where a path led to old Ms.

G bbon's desolate little cottage, in the niddle of the fields, at some distance
even fromthe | ane, and he saw the |ight blue snmoke of her chimey rise distinct
above the gaunt greengage trees, against a pale band that was broadeni ng al ong
the horizon. As he passed the stile with his head bent, and his eyes on the
ground, sonething white started out fromthe bl ack shadow of the hedge, and in
the strange twilight, nowtinged with a flush fromthe west, a figure seenmed to
swi m past him and di sappear. For a nonent he wondered who it could be, the light
was so flickering and unsteady, so unlike the real atnosphere of the day, when
he recollected it was only Annie Mrgan, old Mirgan's daughter at the Wite
House. She was three years older than he, and it annoyed himto find that though
she was only fifteen, there had been a dreadful increase in her height since the
sumrer hol i days. He had got to the bottomof the hill, and, lifting up his eyes,
saw t he strange changes of the sky. The pal e band had broadened into a clear
vast space of |ight, and above, the heavy | eaden clouds were breaking apart and
driving across the heaven before the wind. He stopped to watch, and | ooked up at
the great nmound that jutted out fromthe hills into md-valley. It was a natura
formati on, and always it must have had something of the formof a fort, but its
st eepness had been increased by Roman art, and there were high banks on the
sunmit which Lucian's father had told himwere the vallum of the canp, and a
deep ditch had been dug to the north to sever it fromthe hillside. On this
summi t oaks had grown, queer stunted-looking trees with tw sted and contorted
trunks, and withing branches; and these now stood out black against the |ighted
sky. And then the air changed once nore; the flush increased, and a spot |ike

bl ood appeared in the pond by the gate, and all the cl ouds were touched with
fiery spots and dapples of flane; here and there it |ooked as if awful furnace
doors were bei ng opened.

The wind blewwildly, and it came up through the woods with a noise like a

scream and a great oak by the roadside ground its boughs together with a di snal
grating jar. As the red gained in the sky, the earth and all upon it gl owed,
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even the grey winter fields and the bare hillsides crinsoned, the waterpools
were cisterns of nolten brass, and the very road glittered. He was wonder -
struck, al nost aghast, before the scarlet magic of the afterglow. The old Roman
fort was invested with fire; flanes from heaven were smtten about its walls,
and above there was a dark floating cloud, |ike fume of snoke, and every haggard
withing tree showed as bl ack as m dni ght against the black of the furnace.

When he got home he heard his nother's voice calling: "Here's Lucian at |ast.
Mary, Master Lucian has cone, you can get the tea ready." He told a long tale of
his adventures, and felt somewhat nortified when his father seened perfectly
acquai nted with the whol e course of the |ane, and knew the nanmes of the wild
woods t hrough which he had passed in awe.

"You must have gone by the Darren, | suppose"--that was all he said. "Yes,
noticed the sunset; we shall have sone stornmy weather. | don't expect to see
many in church to-norrow "

There was buttered toast for tea "because it was holidays." The red curtains
were drawn, and a bright fire was burning, and there was the old famliar
furniture, a little shabby, but charming fromassociation. It was nuch

pl easanter than the cold and squalid schoolroom and nuch better to be reading
Chanbers's Journal than learning Euclid; and better to talk to his father and
not her than to be answering such remarks as: "I say, Taylor, |'ve torn ny
trousers; how nuch to do you charge for nending?" "Lucy, dear, come quick and
sew this button on ny shirt."

That night the stormwoke him and he groped with his hands anbngst the
bedcl ot hes, and sat up, shuddering, not knowi ng where he was. He had seen
hinself, in a dream within the Roman fort, working some dark horror, and the
furnace doors were opened and a bl ast of flame from heaven was snitten upon him

Luci an went slowly, but not discreditably, up the school, gaining prizes now and
again, and falling in love nore and nore with usel ess readi ng and unlikely

know edge. He did his el egiacs and iamnbics well enough, but he preferred
exercising hinmself in the rhymed Latin of the niddl e ages. He like history, but
he loved to neditate on a land laid waste, Britain deserted by the |egions, the
rare pavenents riven by frost, Celtic magic still brooding on the wild hills and
in the black depths of the forest, the rosy nmarbles stained with rain, and the
wal I s growi ng grey. The masters did not encourage these researches; a pure

ent husiasm they felt, should be for cricket and football, the dilettanti m ght
even play fives and read Shakespeare w thout blanme, but healthy English boys
shoul d have nothing to do with decadent periods. He was once found guilty of
recommending Villon to a school-fell ow nanmed Barnes. Barnes tried to extract

unpl easantness fromthe text during preparation, and rioted in his place, ow ng
to his incapacity for the | anguage. The natter was a serious one; the headnaster
had never heard of Villon, and the culprit gave up the nane of his literary
admrer wthout renorse. Hence, sorrow for Lucian, and conplete inmunity for the
mserable illiterate Barnes, who resolved to confine his researches to the AOd
Testanment, a book whi ch the headmaster knew well. As for Lucian, he plodded on,

| earning his work decently, and sonetimes doing very creditable Latin and G eek
prose. Hi s school-fellows thought himquite nad, and tol erated him and i ndeed
were very kind to himin their barbarous manner. He often renenbered in after
life acts of generosity and good nature done by wetches |ike Barnes, who had no
care for old French nor for curious nmetres, and such recollections always noved
himto enption. Travellers tell such tales; cast upon cruel shores anobngst
savage races, they have found no little kindness and warnth of hospitality.

He | ooked forward to the holidays as joyfully as the rest of them Barnes and
his friend Duscot used to tell himtheir plans and anticipation; they were going
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horme to brothers and sisters, and to cricket, nore cricket, or to footbhall, nore
football, and in the winter there were parties and jollities of all sorts. In
return he woul d announce his intention of studying the Hebrew | anguage, or

per haps Provencal, with a walk up a bare and desol ate nmountain by way of open-
air amusenent, and on a rainy day for choice. Wereupon Barnes would inpart to
Duscot his confident belief that old Taylor was quite cracked. It was a queer
funny life that of school, and so very unlike anything in Tom Brown. He once saw
t he headmaster patting the head of the bishop's little boy, while he called him
"my little man," and smled hideously. He told the tale grotesquely in the | ower
fifth roomthe sanme day, and earned nuch appl ause, but forfeited all Iiking
directly by proposing a voluntary course of scholastic |ogic. One barbarian
threw himto the ground and another junped on him but it was done very

pl easantly. There were, indeed, sone few of a worse class in the school, solem
sycophants, prigs perfected fromtender years, who thought |ife already
"serious," and yet, as the headmaster said, were "joyous, manly young fell ows."
Sone of these dressed for dinner at hone, and tal ked of dances when they cane
back in January. But this virulent sort was conparatively infrequent, and

achi eved great success in after life. Taking his school days as a whole, he

al ways spoke up for the system and years afterward he described with enthusiasm
the strong beer at a roadside tavern, sone way out of the town. But he al ways

mai ntai ned that the taste for tobacco, acquired in early life, was the great
life, was the great note of the English Public School

Three years after Lucian's discovery of the narrow | ane and the vision of the
flam ng fort, the August holidays brought himhone at a tine of great heat. It
was one of those nenorable years of English weather, when sone Provencal spel
seens wreathed round the island in the northern sea, and the grasshoppers chirp
loudly as the cicadas, the hills snmell of rosemary, and white walls of the old
farmhouses blaze in the sunlight as if they stood in Arles or Avignon or faned
Tarascon by Rhone.

Lucian's father was late at the station, and consequently Luci an bought the

Conf essi ons of an English Opium Eater which he saw on the bookstall. When his
father did drive up, Lucian noticed that the old trap had had a new coat of dark
pai nt, and that the pony | ooked advanced in years.

"I was afraid that | should be late, Lucian," said his father, "though | made
old Polly go like anything. | was just going to tell George to put her into the
trap when young Philip Harris cane to ne in a terrible state. He said his father
fell down "all of a sudden like' in the mddle of the field, and they couldn't
make hi m speak, and would | please to cone and see him So | had to go, though
couldn't do anything for the poor fellow They had sent for Dr. Burrows, and
amafraid he will find it a bad case of sunstroke. The ol d people say they never
remenber such a heat before."

The pony jogged steadily along the burning turnpi ke road, taking revenge for the
hurrying on the way to the station. The hedges were white with the |inmestone
dust, and the vapour of heat palpitated over the fields. Lucian showed his
Confessions to his father, and began to talk of the beautiful bits he had

al ready found. M. Taylor knew the book well--had read it many years before.

I ndeed he was alnbst as difficult to surprise as that character in Daudet, who
had one formula for all the chances of life, and when he saw t he drowned
Academi ci an dragged out of the river, merely observed "J"ai vu tout ca." M.
Tayl or the parson, as his parishioners called him had read the fine books and
| oved the hills and woods, and now knew no nore of pleasant or sensationa
surprises. Indeed the living was much depreciated in value, and his own private
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nmeans were reduced al nbst to vani shing point, and under such circunstances the
great style |loses many of its finer savours. He was very fond of Lucian, and
cheered by his return, but in the evening he would be a sad man again, with his
head resting on one hand, and eyes reproaching sorry fortune.

Nobody cal |l ed out "Here's your naster with Master Lucian; you can get tea
ready, " when the pony jogged up to the front door. His nother had been dead a
year, and a cousin kept house. She was a respectable person called Deacon, of

nm ddl e age, and ordi nary standards; and, consequently, there was cold nutton on
the table. There was a cake, but nothing of flour, baked in ovens, would rise at

M ss Deacon's evocation. Still, the neal was laid in the beloved "parlour,"” wth
the view of hills and valleys and clinbing woods fromthe open wi ndow, and the
old furniture was still pleasant to see, and the old books in the shel ves had

many nenories. One of the nobst respected of the arncthairs had become weak in the
castors and had to be artfully propped up, but Lucian found it very confortable
after the hard fornms. When tea was over he went out and strolled in the garden
and orchards, and | ooked over the stile down into the brake, where foxgloves and
bracken and broom nmingled with the hazel undergrowth, where he knew of secret

gl ades and untracked recesses, deep in the woven green, the cabinets for many
years of his lonely neditations. Every path about his home, every field and
hedgerow had dear and friendly nenories for him and the odour of the
neadowsweet was better than the incense steaming in the sunshine. He |oitered,
and hung over the stile till the far-off woods began to turn purple, till the
white mists were weathing in the valley.

Day after day, through all that August, norning and evening were w apped in
haze; day after day the earth shimered in the heat, and the air was strange,
unfam liar. As he wandered in the | anes and sauntered by the cool sweet verge of
t he woods, he saw and felt that nothing was common or accustoned, for the
sunlight transfigured the meadows and changed all the formof the earth. Under
the violent Provencal sun, the elns and beeches | ooked exotic trees, and in the
early nmorning, when the msts were thick, the hills had put on an unearthly
shape.

The one adventure of the holidays was the visit to the Roman fort, to that
fantastic hill about whose steep bastions and haggard oaks he had seen the
flames of sunset withing nearly three years before. Ever since that Saturday
evening in January, the lonely valley had been a desirable place to him he had
wat ched the green battlenents in sumrer and wi nter weather, had seen the heaped
nounds rising dimy amdst the drifting rain, had marked the violent height swim
up fromthe ice-white bulwarks glinmrer and vanish in hovering April twilight. In
t he hedge of the Iane there was a gate on which he used to | ean and | ook down
south to where the hill surged up so suddenly, its sunmt defined on sumer

eveni ngs not only by the rounded ranparts but by the ring of dense green foliage
that marked the circle of oak trees. Hi gher up the Iane, on the way he had cone
that Saturday afternoon, one could see the white walls of Mdrgan's farmon the
hillside to the north, and on the south there was the stile with the view of old
M's G bbon's cottage snoke; but down in the hollow, |ooking over the gate, there
was no hint of human work, except those green and antique battlements, on which
the oaks stood in circle, guarding the inner wood.

The ring of the fort drew himw th stronger fascination during that hot August
weat her. Standing, or as his headmaster woul d have said, "nooning" by the gate,
and | ooking into that enclosed and secret valley, it seemed to his fancy as if
there were a hal o about the hill, an aureole that played like flame around it.
One afternoon as he gazed fromhis station by the gate the sheer sides and the
swel I ing bul warks were nore than ever things of enchantment; the green oak ring
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stood out against the sky as still and bright as in a picture, and Lucian, in
spite of his respect for the |law of trespass, slid over the gate. The farners
and their nmen were busy on the uplands with the harvest, and the adventure was
irresistible. At first he stole along by the brook in the shadow of the al ders,
where the grass and the flowers of wet neadows grew richly; but as he drew
nearer to the fort, and its height now rose sheer above him he left al

shelter, and began desperately to mount. There was not a breath of w nd; the
sunl i ght shone down on the bare hillside; the |Ioud chirp of the grasshoppers was
the only sound. It was a steep ascent and grew steeper as the valley sank away.
He turned for a nonment, and | ooked down towards the stream which now seened to
wi nd renote between the al ders; above the valley there were small dark figures
noving in the cornfield, and now and again there cane the faint echo of a high-
pi tched voice singing through the air as on a wire. He was wet with heat; the
sweat streaned off his face, and he could feel it trickling all over his body.
But above himthe green bastions rose defiant, and the dark ring of oaks

prom sed cool ness. He pressed on, and higher, and at |ast began to crawl up the
val l um on hands and knees, grasping the turf and here and there the roots that
had burst through the red earth. And then he lay, panting with deep breaths, on
the sunmit.

Wthin the fort it was all dusky and cool and hollow, it was as if one stood at
the bottomof a great cup. Wthin, the wall seemed hi gher than wi thout, and the
ring of oaks curved up like a dark green vault. There were nettles grow ng thick
and rank in the foss; they | ooked different fromthe common nettles in the

| anes, and Lucian, letting his hand touch a | eaf by accident, felt the sting
burn Iike fire. Beyond the ditch there was an undergrowth, a dense thicket of
trees, stunted and old, crooked and withered by the winds into awkward and ugly
forms; beech and oak and hazel and ash and yew tw sted and so shortened and
deformed that each seened, like the nettle, of no common kind. He began to fight
his way through the ugly growth, stunbling and getting hard knocks fromthe
rebound of twisted boughs. His foot struck once or tw ce agai nst sonething
harder than wood, and | ooki ng down he saw stones white with the | eprosy of age,
but still showing the work of the axe. And farther, the roots of the stunted
trees gripped the foot-high relics of a wall; and a round heap of fallen stones
nouri shed rank, unknown herbs, that smelt poisonous. The earth was bl ack and
unctuous, and bubbling under the feet, left no track behind. Fromit, in the

dar kest pl aces where the shadow was thickest, swelled the growth of an

abom nabl e fungus, making the still air sick with its corrupt odour, and he
shuddered as he felt the horrible thing pul ped beneath his feet. Then there was
a gleamof sunlight, and as he thrust the |ast boughs apart, he stunbled into

t he open space in the heart of the canp. It was a | awmn of sweet close turf in
the centre of the matted brake, of clean firmearth fromwhich no shaneful
growm h sprouted, and near the mddle of the glade was a stunp of a felled yew
tree, left untrimed by the woodman. Lucian thought it nmust have been nmade for a
seat; a crooked bough through which a little sap still ran was a support for the
back, and he sat down and rested after his toil. It was not really so
confortable a seat as one of the school forns, but the satisfaction was to find
anything at all that would serve for a chair. He sat there, still panting after
the clinmb and his struggle through the dank and jungle-like thicket, and he felt
as if he were growing hotter and hotter; the sting of the nettle was burning his
hand, and the tingling fire seened to spread all over his body.

Suddenl y, he knew that he was al one. Not nerely solitary; that he had often been
anmongst the woods and deep in the |lanes; but nowit was a wholly different and a

very strange sensation. He thought of the valley winding far below him all its
fields by the brook green and peaceful and still, without path or track. Then he
had clinbed the abrupt surge of the hill, and passing the green and swelling
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battl enments, the ring of oaks, and the natted thicket, had conme to the centra
space. And behind there were, he knew, many desolate fields, wild as conmmon,
untrodden, unvisited. He was utterly alone. He still grew hotter as he sat on
the stunmp, and at last lay down at full length on the soft grass, and nore at
his ease felt the waves of heat pass over his body.

And then he began to dream to let his fancies stray over hal f-inmagi ned,
delicious things, indulging a virgin mind in its wanderings. The hot air seemed
to beat upon himin pal pable waves, and the nettle sting tingled and itched

i ntol erably; and he was al one upon the fairy hill, within the great nounds,
within the ring of oaks, deep in the heart of the matted thicket. Slowy and
timdly he began to untie his boots, funbling with the laces, and gl anci ng al
the while on every side at the ugly misshapen trees that hedged the lawn. Not a
branch was straight, not one was free, but all were interlaced and grew one
about another; and just above ground, where the cankered stens joined the
protuberant roots, there were forns that imtated the human shape, and faces and
twining linbs that amazed him G een npbsses were hair, and tresses were stark in
grey lichen; a twisted root swelled into a linmb; in the hollows of the rotted
bark he saw the masks of men. His eyes were fixed and fascinated by the

simul acra of the wood, and could not see his hands, and so at last, and
suddenly, it seenmed, he lay in the sunlight, beautiful with his olive skin, dark
hai red, dark eyed, the gl eaning bodily vision of a strayed faun

Qui ck flanmes now quivered in the substance of his nerves, hints of nysteries,
secrets of |ife passed trenmbling through his brain, unknown desires stung him
As he gazed across the turf and into the thicket, the sunshine seened really to
become green, and the contrast between the bright gl ow poured on the | awn and

t he bl ack shadow of the brake made an odd flickering light, in which all the
grot esque postures of stem and root began to stir; the wood was alive. The turf
beneat h hi m heaved and sank as with the deep swell of the sea. He fell asleep
and lay still on the grass, in the mdst of the thicket.

He found out afterwards that he nmust have slept for nearly an hour. The shadows
had changed when he awoke; his senses came to himw th a sudden shock, and he
sat up and stared at his bare linbs in stupid amazenment. He huddl ed on his
clothes and | aced his boots, wondering what folly had beset him Then, while he
stood indecisive, hesitating, his brain a whirl of puzzled thought, his body
trenbling, his hands shaking; as with electric heat, sudden remenbrance
possessed him A flam ng blush shone red on his cheeks, and glowed and thrilled
through his linbs. As he awoke, a brief and slight breeze had stirred in a nook
of the natted boughs, and there was a glinting that night have been the flash of
sudden sunlight across shadow, and the branches rustled and murnured for a
nonent, perhaps at the wi nd' s passage.

He stretched out his hands, and cried to his visitant to return; he entreated
the dark eyes that had shone over him and the scarlet |ips that had ki ssed him
And then panic fear rushed into his heart, and he ran blindly, dashing rhrough
the wood. He clinbed the vallum and | ooked out, crouching, |est anybody shoul d
see him Only the shadows were changed, and a breath of cooler air munted from
the brook; the fields were still and peaceful, the black figures noved, far
away, anidst the corn, and the faint echo of the high-pitched voices sang thin
and di stant on the evening wind. Across the stream in the cleft on the hill,
opposite to the fort, the blue wood snoke stole up a spiral pillar fromthe
chimey of old Ms G bbon's cottage. He began to run full tilt down the steep
surge of the hill, and never stopped till he was over the gate and in the |ane
again. As he | ooked back, down the valley to the south, and saw the viol ent
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ascent, the green swelling bulwarks, and the dark ring of oaks; the sunlight
seened to play about the fort with an aureole of flane.

"\Where on earth have you been all this tine, Lucian?" said his cousin when he

got horme. "Wy, you look quite ill. It is really madness of you to go walking in
such weather as this. | wonder you haven't got a sunstroke. And the tea nust be
nearly cold. | couldn't keep your father waiting, you know "

He muttered sonething about being rather tired, and sat down to his tea. It was
not cold, for the "cosy" had been put over the pot, but it was black and bitter
strong, as his cousin expressed it. The draught was unpal atable, but it did him
good, and the thought came with great consol ation that he had only been asl eep
and dream ng queer, nightmarish dreanms. He shook off all his fancies with
resol uti on, and thought the |oneliness of the canp, and the burning sunlight,
and possibly the nettle sting, which still tingled nost abom nably, nust have
been the only factors in his farrago of inpossible recollections. He renenbered
that when he had felt the sting, he had seized a nettle with thick folds of his
handker chi ef, and having twi sted off a good I ength, and put it in his pocket to
show his father. M Taylor was al nost interested when he came in fromhis
evening stroll about the garden and saw the speci nen.

"Where did you nanage to conme across that, Lucian?" he said. "You haven't been
to Caermaen, have you?"

"No. | got it in the Ronman fort by the common.”
"Ch, the twn. You nust have been trespassing then. Do you know what it is?"
"No. | thought it |ooked different fromthe conmmon nettles.”

"Yes; it's a Ronan nettle--arctic pilulifera. It's a rare plant. Burrows says
it's to be found at Caernmen, but | was never able to cone across it. | nust add
it tothe flora of the parish.”

M Tayl or had begun to conpile a flora acconmpani ed by a hortus siccus, but both
stayed on high shelves dusty and fragnentary. He put the specinen on his desk,
intending to fasten it in the book, but the naid swept it away, dry and

wi thered, in a day or two.

Luci an tossed and cried out in his sleep that night, and the awakening in the
norning was, in a neasure, a renewal of the awakening in the fort. But the

i mpression was not so strong, and in a plain roomit seened all delirium a
phant asmagoria. He had to go down to Caermaen in the afternoon, for Ms Dixon
the vicar's wife, had "conmmanded" his presence at tea. M Dixon, though fat and
short and cl ean shaven, ruddy of face, was a safe man, with no extreme views on
anything. He "deplored" all extrene party convictions, and thought he great
needs of our bel oved Church were conciliation, noderation, and above al

"anol gamati on"--so he pronounced the word. Ms Dixon was tall, inposing,
splendid, well fitted for the episcopal order, with gifts that would have shone
at the pal ace. There were daughters, who studied Gernman Literature, and thought
M ss Frances Ridl ey Havergal wote poetry, but Lucian had no fear of them he
dreaded the boys. Everybody said they were such fine, manly fellows, such

gentl emanly boys, with such a good manner, sure to get on in the world. Lucian
had said "Bother!" in a very violent manner when the gracious invitation was
conveyed to him but there was no getting out of it. Mss Deacon did her best to
make himlook smart; his ties were all so disgraceful that she had to supply the
want with a narrow ribbon of a sky-blue tint; and she brushed himso | ong and so
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violently that he quite understood why a horse sonetinmes bites and sonetines

ki cks the groom He set out between two and three in a gloony franme of mind; he
knew too well what spending the afternoon with honest manly boys neant. He found
the reality nmore lurid than his anticipation. The boys were in the field, and
the first remark he heard when he got in sight of the group was:

"Hul | o, Lucian, how nuch for the tie?" "Fine tie," another, a stranger
observed. "You bagged it fromthe kitten, didn't you?"

Then they nmade up a gane of cricket, and he was put in first. He was |.b.w. in
his second over, so they all said, and had to field for the rest of the
afternoon. Arthur Dixon, who was about his own age, forgetting all the |laws of
hospitallity, told himhe was a beastly nmuff when he missed a catch, rather a
difficult catch. He nmissed several catches, and it seened as if he were al ways
panting after balls, which, as Edward Di xon said, any fool, even a baby, could
have stopped. At |ast he gane broke up, solely fromLucian's lack of skill, as
everybody decl ared. Edward Di xon, who was thirteen, and had a swollen red face
and a projecting eye, wanted to fight himfor spoiling the gane, and the others
agreed that he funked the fight in a rather dirty manner. The strange boy, who
was called De Carti, and was understood to be faintly related to Lord De Cart

of M Carthytown, said openly that the fellows at his place wouldn't stand such a
sneak for five mnutes. So the afternoon passed off very pleasantly indeed, till
it was time to go into the vicarage for weak tea, hone-nmade cake, and unripe
plums. He got away at last. As he went out at the gate, he heard De Carti's
final observation:

"W |ike to dress well at our place. H's governor nust be beastly poor to |et
himgo about like that. Dy' see his trousers are all ragged at heel? Is old
Tayl or a gentl eman?"

It had been a very gentlenmanly afternoon, but there was a certain relief when
the vicarage was far behind, and the evening snoke of the little town, once the
glorious capital of Siluria, hung haze-like over the ragged roofs and ningled
with the river mst. He | ooked down fromthe height of the road on the huddl ed
houses, saw the points of light start out suddenly fromthe cottages on the
hillside beyond, and gazed at the long lovely valley fading in the twlight,
till the darkness came and all that remained was the sonbre ridge of the forest.
The way was pl easant through the solem scented |ane, with glinpses of dim
country, the vague nystery of night overshadow ng the woods and neadows. A warm
wi nd bl ew gusts of odour fromthe neadowsweet by the brook, now and then bee and
beetl e span honeward through the air, boom ng a deep note as froma great organ
far away, and fromthe verge of the wood cane the "who-o00, who-o00, who-o00" of
the ows, a wild strange sound that mingled with the whirr and rattle of the
night-jar, deep in the bracken. The nobon swam up through the films of msty

cl oud, and hung, a golden glorious lantern, in md-air; and, set in the dusky
hedge, the little green fires of the gl omwrns appeared. He sauntered slowy up
the lane, drinking in the religion of the scene, and thinking the country by

ni ght as nystic and wonderful as a dinmply-lit cathedral. He had quite forgotten
the "manly young fell ows” and their sports, and only wi shed as the | and began to
shi mer and gleamin the noonlight that he knew by sone nedi um of words or
colour how to represent the |oveliness about his way.

"Had a pl easant evening, Lucian?" said his father when he cane in.
"Yes, | had a nice walk home. Ch, in the afternoon we played cricket. | didn't

care for it nmuch. There was a boy naned De Carti there; he is staying with the
Di xons. M's Di xon whi spered to ne when we were going in to tea, 'He's a second
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cousin of Lord De Carti's,' and she |ooked quite grave as if she were in
church. "

The parson grinned grimy and Iit his old pipe.

"Baron De Carti's great-grandfather was a Dublin attorney," he renmarked. "Which
his nane was Jeremiah M Carthy. H's prejudiced fellowcitizens called himthe
Unj ust Steward, also the Bloody Attorney, and | believe that "to hell with

M Cart hy' was quite a popular cry about the time of the Union."

M Tayl or was a man of very wide and irregular reading and a tenaci ous nenory;
he often used to wonder why he had not risen in the Church. He had once told M
Di xon a singular and drol ati que anecdote concerning the bishop's coll ege days,
and he never discovered why the prelate did not bow according to his custom when
the nane of Taylor was called at the next visitation. Sone people said the
reason was |ighted candles, but that was inpossible, as the Reverend and
Honour abl e Smal | wood Stafford, Lord Beanys's son, who had a cure of souls in the
cat hedral city, was well known to burn no end of candles, and with himthe

bi shop was on the best of terms. Indeed the bishop often stayed at Copl esey
(pronounced "Copsey") Hall, Lord Beanys's place in the west.

Luci an had nmentioned the nane of De Carti with intention, and had perhaps
exaggerated a little Ms Dixon's respectful manner. He knew such incidents
cheered his father, who could never |ook at these subjects froma proper point
of view, and, as people said, sonetinmes made the strangest remarks for a
clergyman. This irreverent way of treating serious things was one of the great
bonds between father and son, but it tended to increase their isolation. People
said they would often have |iked to asked M Taylor to garden-parties, and tea-
parties, and other cheap entertainnments, if only he had not been such an extrene
man and so queer. Indeed, a year before, M Taylor had gone to a garden-party at
the Castle, Caermaen, and had nade such fun of the bishop's recent address on

nm ssions to the Portuguese, that the Gervases and Di xons and all who heard him
were quite shocked and annoyed. And, as M's Meyrick of Lanyravon observed, his
bl ack coat was perfectly green with age; so on the whole the Gervases did not
like to invite M Taylor again. As for the son, nobody cared to have him Ms

Di xon, as she said to her husband, really asked himout of charity.

"I amafraid he seldomgets a real meal at hone," she remarked, "so | thought he
woul d enj oy a good whol esone tea for once in a way. But he is such an

unsati sfactory boy, he would only have once slice of that nice plain cake, and
couldn't get himto take nore than two pluns. They were really quite ripe too,
and boys are usually so fond of fruit."

Thus Luci an was forced to spend his holidays chiefly in his own conpany, and
nmake t he best he could of the ripe peaches on the south wall of the rectory
garden. There was a certain corner where the heat of that hot August seened
concentrated, reverberated fromone wall to the other, and here he liked to

i nger of nornings, when the mists were still thick in the valleys, "nooning,"
nmedi tating, extending his walk fromthe quince to the nmedl ar and back again,

besi de the nmoul dering walls of nellowed brick. He was full of a certain wonder
and awe, not unnmixed with a swell of strange exultation, and wi shed nore and
nore to be alone, to think over that wonderful afternoon within the fort. In
spite of hinself the inpression was fading; he could not understand that feeling
of mad panic terror that drove himthrough the thicket and down the steep
hillside; yet, he had experienced so clearly the physical shanme and rel uctance
of the flesh; he recollected that for a few seconds after his awakening the
sight of his own body had made hi m shudder and withe as if it had suffered sone
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pr of oundest degradati on. He saw before hima vision of two fornms; a faun with
tingling and prickling flesh lay expectant in the sunlight, and there was al so
the Iikeness of a miserable shamed boy, standing with trenbling body and

shaki ng, unsteady hands. It was all confused, a procession of blurred inages,
now of rapture and ecstasy, and now of terror and shame, floating in a |ight

t hat was al together phantasnmal and unreal. He dared not approach the fort again
he lingered in the road to Caernmen that passed behind it, but a nile away, and
separated by the wild and and a strip of wood fromthe towering battlenents.
Here he was | ooking over a gate one day, doubtful and wondering, when he heard a
heavy step behind him and gl ancing round quickly saw it was old Mrgan of the
Whi t e House.

"Good afternoon, Master Lucian," he began. "M Taylor pretty well, | suppose? |
be goin' to the house a minute; the nen in the fields are wantin' sone nore
cider. Wuld you come and taste a drop of cider, Master Lucian? It's very good,
sir, indeed."

Luci an did not want any cider, but he thought it would please old Mdrgan if he

t ook some, so he said he should like to taste the cider very nuch indeed. Mrgan
was a sturdy, thick-set old man of the ancient stock; a stiff churchman, who
breakfasted regularly on fat broth and Caerphilly cheese in the fashion of his
ancestors; hot, spiced elder wine was for winter nights, and gin for festa
seasons. The farm had al ways been the freehold of the fanmily, and when Lucian

in the wake of the yeoman, passed through the deep porch by the oaken door, down
into the long dark kitchen, he felt as though the seventeenth century stil
lingered on. One mullioned wi ndow, set deep in the sloping wall, gave all the
light there was through quarries of thick glass in which there were whorls and
circles, so that the |apping rose-branch and the garden and the fields beyond
were distorted to the sight. Two heavy beans, oaken but whitewashed, ran across
the ceiling; a little glow of fire sparkled in the great fireplace, and a curl

of blue snoke fled up the cavern of the chimey. Here was the genui ne chi mey-
corner of our fathers; there were seats on each side of the fireplace where one
could sit snug and sheltered on Decenber nights, warmand nmerry in the bl azing
light, and listen to the battle of the storm and hear the flane spit and hiss
at the falling snowflakes. At the back of the fire were great blackened tiles
with raised initials and a date.--1.M, 1684.

"Sit down, Master Lucian, sit down, sir," said Mrgan.
"Annie," he called through one of the numerous doors, "here's Master Lucian, the
parson, would like a drop of cider. Fetch a jug, will you, directly?"

"Very well, father," canme the voice fromthe dairy and presently the gir

entered, wiping the jug she held. In his boyish way Luci an had been a good dea
di sturbed by Anni e Mrgan; he could see her on Sundays fromhis seat in church
and her skin, curiously pale, her lips that seenmed as though they were stained

with some brilliant pignment, her black hair, and the quivering black eyes, gave
hi m odd fanci es which he had hardly shaped to hinmself. Annie had grown into a
worman in three years, and he was still a boy. She cane into the kitchen

cursying and smling.
"Good-day, Master Lucian, and howis M Taylor, sir?"
"Pretty well, thank you. | hope you are well."

"Nicely, sir, thank you. How nice your voice do sound in church, Master Lucian
to be sure. | was telling father about it |ast Sunday."

98



Lucian grinned and felt unconfortable, and the girl set down the jug on the
round table and brought a glass fromthe dresser. She bent close over himas she
poured out the green oily cider, fragrant of the orchard; her hand touched his
shoul der for a nmonent, and she said, "I beg your pardon, sir," very prettily. He
| ooked up eagerly at her face; the black eyes, a little oval in shape, were
shining, and the lips smled. Annie wore a plain dress of sone black stuff, open
at the throat; her skin was beautiful. For a nmoment the ghost of a fancy hovered
unsubstantial in his nmind; and then Annie curtsied as she handed himthe cider
and replied to his thanks with, "And wel cone kindly, sir."

The drink was really good; not thin, nor sweet, but round and full and generous,
with a fine yellow flame twi nkling through the green when one held it up to the
light. It was like a stray sunbeam hovering on the grass in a deep orchard, and
he swal | owed the glassful with relish, and had sone nore, warmy comending it.
M Morgan was touched.

"I see you do know a good thing, sir," he said. "lss, indeed, now, it's good
stuff, though it's ny owmn makin'. My old grandfather he planted the trees in the
time of the wars, and he was a very good judge of an apple in his day and
generation. And a fanous grafter he was, to be sure. You will never see no
swelling in the trees he grafted at all whatever. Now there's Janmes Mrris,
Penyrhaul, he's a fanpus grafter, too, and yet them Redstreaks he grafted for ne
five year ago, they be all swollen-like below the graft already. Wuld you |ike
to taste a Bl enm n pippin, now, Master Lucian? there be a fewleft in the |oft,

| believe."

Luci an said he should like an apple very nuch, and the farmer went out by
anot her door, and Annie stayed in the kitchen talking. She said Ms Trevor, her
married sister, was comng to themsoon to spend a few days.

"She's got such a beautiful baby," said Annie, "and he's quite sensible-Ilike
al ready, though he's only nine nmonths old. Mary would like to see you, sir, if
you would be so kind as to step in; that is, if it's not troubling you at all

Mast er Lucian. | suppose you nmust be getting a fine scholar now, sir?"
"I amdoing pretty well, thank you," said the boy. "I was first in ny forml ast
term"

"Fancy! To think of that! D you hear, father, what a scholar Mster Lucian be

getting?"

"He be a rare grammarian, |'msure,"” said the farner. "You do take after your
father, sir; | always do say that nobody have got such a good deliverance in the
pul pit."

Lucian did not find the Bl enheim Orange as good as the cider, but he ate it with
all the appearance of relish, and put another, with thanks, in his pocket. He

t hanked the farmer again when he got up to go; and Annie curtsied and smled,
and wi shed hi m good-day, and wel come, Kkindly.

Luci an heard her saying to her father as he went out what a ni ce-nannered young
gentl eman he was getting, to be sure; and he went on his way, thinking that
Annie was really very pretty, and specul ating as to whether he woul d have the
courage to kiss her, if they met in a dark lane. He was quite sure she would
only |l augh, and say, "Ch, Master Lucian!"
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For many nmonths he had occasional fits of recollection, both cold and hot; but
the bridge of tinme, gradually |engthening, nade those dreadful and delicious

i mges grow nmore and nore indistinct, till at last they all passed into that
wonder | and which a youth | ooks back upon in amazement, not know ng why this used
to be a synbol of terror or that of joy. At the end of each term he would cone
hone and find his father a little nore despondent, and harder to cheer even for
a nonent; and the wall paper and the furniture grew nore and nore di ngy and
shabby. The two cats, |oved and ancient beasts, that he renmenbered when he was
quite a little boy, before he went to school, died mserably, one after the
other. Ad Polly, the pony, at last fell down in the stable fromthe weakness of
old age, and had to be killed there; the battered old trap ran no | onger al ong
the wel |l -renenbered | anes. There was | ong nmeadow grass on the | awn, and the
trained fruit trees on the wall had got quite out of hand. At |ast, when Lucian
was seventeen, his father was obliged to take him from school; he could no

| onger afford the fees. This was the sorry ending of many hopes, and dreans of a
double-first, a fellowship, distinction and glory that the poor parson had | ong
entertained for his son, and the two noped together, in the shabby room one on
each side of the sulky fire, thinking of dead days and finished plans, and
seeing a grey future in the years that advanced towards them At one tine there
seened sone chance of a distant relative coning forward to Lucian's assi stance;
and indeed it was quite settled that he should go up to London with certain
definite aims. M Taylor told the good news to his acquai ntances--his coat was
too green now for any pretence of friendship; and Lucian hinself spoke of his
plans to Burrows the doctor and M Dixon, and one or two others. Then the whole
schenme fell through, and the parson and his son suffered nuch synpathy. Peopl e,
of course, had to say they were sorry, but in reality the news was received with
high spirits, with the joy with which one sees a stone, as it rolls down a steep
pl ace, give yet another bounding | eap towards the pool beneath. Ms D xon heard
the pleasant tidings fromMs Colley, who cane in to tal k about the Mthers
Meeting and the Band of Hope. Ms Dixon was nursing little AZhelwi g, or sone
such nanme, at the tinme, and nade many affecting observations on the genera

ri ghteousness with which the world was governed. |ndeed, poor Lucian's

di sappoi ntment seemed distinctly to increase her faith in the Divine Order, as
if it had been some exanple in Butler's Anal ogy.

"Aren't M. Taylor's views very extreme?" she said to her husband the sane
eveni ng.

"I amafraid they are,” he replied. "I was quite grieved at the | ast Di ocesan
Conference at the way in which he spoke. The dear ol d bishop had given an
address on Auricul ar Confession; he was forced to do so, you know, after what
had happened, and | nust say that | never felt prouder of our beloved Church."
M Dixon told all the Homeric story of the conference, reciting the achievenents
of the chanpions, "deploring" this and applauding that. It seened that M Tayl or
had had the audacity to quote authorities which the bishop could not very wel
repudi ate, though they were directly opposed to the "safe" episcopa
pronouncemnent .

M's Di xon of course was grieved; it was "sad" to think of a clergyman behaving
so shaneful ly.

"But you know, dear," she proceeded, "I have been thinking about that
unfortunate Tayl or boy and his di sappoi ntnents, and after what you've just told
me, | amsure it's sonme kind of judgnent on them both. Has M Taylor forgotten
the vows he took at his ordination? But don't you think, dear, | amright, and
t hat he has been punished: 'The sins of the fathers'?"
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Sonehow or ot her Lucian divined the atnosphere of threatenings and judgnents,
and shrank nmore and nore fromthe small society of the countryside. For his
part, when he was not "nooning" in the beloved fields and woods of happy nenory,
he shut hinself up with books, readi ng whatever could be fond on the shel ves,
and amassing a store of incongruous and obsol ete know edge. Long did he |inger
with the men of the seventeenth century; delaying the gay sunlit streets with
Pepys, and listening to the charned sound of the Restoration Revel; roani ng by
peaceful streams with |zaak Walton, and the great Catholic divines; enchanted
with the portrait of Herber the loving ascetic; awed by the nystic breath of
Crashaw. Then the cavalier poets sang their gallant songs; and Herrick made Dean
Prior magic ground by the holy incantation of a verse. And in the old proverbs
and honely sayings of the tinme he found the good and beautiful English life, a
time full of grace and dignity and rich nerrinent. He dived deeper and deeper
into his books; he had taken all obsol escence to be his province; in his disgust
at the stupid usual questions, "WIIl it pay?" "Wat good is it?" and so forth,
he woul d only read what was uncouth and usel ess. The strange ponp and synbolism
of the Cabala, with its hint of nmore terrible things; the Rosicrucian mysteries
of Fludd, the enigmas of Vaughan, dreans of alchenists--all these were his
delight. Such were his conpanions, with the hills and hangi ng woods, the brooks
and | onely waterpools; books, the thoughts of books, the stirrings of

i magi nation, all fused into one phantasy by the magic of the outland country. He
hel d hinself aloof fromthe walls of the fort; he was content to see the heaped
nmounds, the violent height with faery bulwarks, fromthe gate in the |l ane, and
to leave all within the ring of oaks in the nmystery of his boyhood' s vision. He
professed to laugh at hinself and at his fancies of that hot August afternoon
when sleep cane to himwithin the thicket, but in his heart of hearts there was
sonet hing that never faded--sonething that glowed like the red glint of a
gypsy's fire seen fromafar across the hills and nists of the night, and known
to be burning in a wild | and. Sonetinmes, when he was sunken in his books, the
flame of delight shot up, and showed hima whol e province and continent of his
nature, all shining and aglow, and in the mdst of the exultation and triunph he
woul d draw back, a little afraid. He had becone ascetic in his studious and

nmel ancholy isolation, and the vision of such ecstasies frightened him He began
to wite alittle; at first very tentatively and feebly, and then with nore
confidence. He showed sonme of his verses to his father, who told himwith a sigh
that he had once hoped to wite--in the old days at Oxford, he added.

"They are very nicely done," said the parson; "but I'mafraid you won't find
anybody to print them ny boy."

So he pottered on; reading everything, imtating what struck his fancy,
attenpting the effect of the classic nmetres in English verse, trying his hand at
a masque, a Restoration comedy, form ng inpossible plans for books which rarely
got beyond half a dozen lines on a sheet of paper; beset with splendid fancies
whi ch refused to abide before the pen. But the vain joy of conception was not
altogether vain, for it gave him sone arnour about his heart.

The nonths went by, nonotonous, and sonetimes blotted with despair. He wote and
pl anned and filled the waste-paper basket with hopel ess efforts. Now and then he
sent verses or prose articles to nmagazines, in pathetic ignorance of the trade.
He felt the inmmense difficulty of the career of literature without clearly
understanding it; the battle was happily in a mst, so that the host of the
eneny, terribly arrayed, was to some extent hidden. Yet there was enough of
difficulty to appal; fromfollowing the intricate course of little naneless
brooks, from hushed twi light woods, fromthe vision of the mountains, and the
breath of the great wind, passing fromdeep to deep, he would cone hone filled
wi th thoughts and enotions, nystic fancies which he yearned to translate into
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the witten word. And the result of the effort seenmed al ways to be bat hos!
Wboden sentences, a portentous stilted style, obscurity, and awkwardness cl ogged
the pen; it seemed inpossible to win the great secret of |anguage; the stars
glittered only in the darkness, and vani shed away in clearer light. The periods
of despair were often |long and heavy, the victories very few and trifling; night
after night he sat witing after his father had knocked out his |ast pipe,
filling a page with difficulty in an hour, and usually forced to thrust the
stuff away in despair, and go unhappily to bed, conscious that after all his

| abour he had done not hing. And these were nmonments when the accustoned vision of
the land alarmed him and the wild doned hills and darkling woods seened synbol s
of some terrible secret in the inner life of that stranger--hinself. Sonetines
when he was deep in his books and papers, sonetinmes on a lonely wal k, sonetines
am dst the tiresone chatter of Caermaen "society,"” he would thrill with a sudden
sense of awful hidden things, and there ran that quivering flame through his
nerves that brought back the recollection of the matted thicket, and that
earlier appearance of the bare black boughs enwapped with flames. |ndeed,

t hough he avoided the solitary lane, and the sight of the sheer height, with its
ring of oaks and moul ded mounds, the image of it grew nore intense as the synbol
of certain hints and suggestions. The exultant and insurgent flesh seened to
have its tenple and castle within those olden walls, and he longed with all his
heart to escape, to set hinself free in the wilderness of London, and to be
secure amidst the nurnur of nodern streets.

Chapter 2

LUCI AN was grow ng really anxious about his nmanuscript. He had gai ned enough
experience at twenty-three to know that editors and publishers must not be
hurried; but his book had been lying at Messrs Beit's office for nore than

t hree nonths. For six weeks he had not dared to expect an answer, but
afterwards |ife had beconme agoni sing. Every norning, at post-time, the poor
wretch nearly choked with anxiety to know whet her his sentence had arrived,
ant eh rest of the day was racked with alternate pangs of hope and despair
Now and then he was al nost assured of success; conning over these painfu
and eager pages in menory, he found parts that were adnirable, while again,
his i nexperience reproached him and he feared he had witten a raw and
awkwar d book, wholly unfit for print. Then he woul d conpare what he
renmenmbered of it with notable magazine articles and books praised by
reviewers, and fancy that after all there nmight be good points in the thing;
he could not help liking the first chapter for instance. Perhaps the letter
m ght come to-norrow. So it went on; week after week of sick torture made
nore exqui site by such gleans of hope; it was as if he were stretched in
angui sh on the rack, and the pain relaxed and ki nd words spoken now and
again by the tornmentors, and then once nore the grindi ng pang and burni ng
agony. At |ast he could bear suspense no |onger, and he wote to Messrs
Beit, inquiring in a hunble nmanner whether the manuscript had arrived in
safety. The firmreplied in a very polite letter, expressing regret that
their reader had been suffering froma cold in the head, and had therefore
been unable to send in his report. A final decision was prom sed in a week's
time, and the letter ended with apol ogies for the delay and a hope that he
had suffered no inconvenience. O course the "final decision: did not cone
at the end of the week, but the book was returned at the end of three weeks,
with a circular thanking the author for his kindness in subnmtting the
manuscript, and regretting that the firmdid not see their way to producing
it. He felt relieved; the operation that he had dreaded and deprecated for
so long was at |ast over, and he would no | onger grow sick of nornings when
the letters were brought in. He took his parcel to the sunny corner of the
garden, where the old wooden seat stood sheltered fromthe biting March
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Wi nds. Messrs Beit had put in with the circular on of their short lists, a
neat bookl et, headed: Messrs Beit & Co.'s Recent Publications.

He settled hinself confortably on the seat, lit his pipe, and began to read:
"A Bad Un to Beat: a Novel of Sporting Life, by the Honourable Ms Scudanore
Runnynede, aut hor of Yoicks, Wth the Midshire Pack, The Sportleigh Stables,
etc., etc., 3 vols. At all Libraries." The Press, it seenmed, pronounced this
to be a "charm ng book. Ms Runnynede has wit and humour enough to furnish
forth hal f-a-dozen ordinary sporting novels."” "Told with the sparkle and
vivacity of a past-mistress in the art of novel witing," said the Review,
while Mranda, of Smart Society, positively bubbled with enthusiasm "You

nmust forgive ne, Aninta,"” wote this young person, "if | have not sent the
description | prom sed of Madane Lulu's new creations and ot hers of that
ilk. 1 nust a tale unfold; Tom canme in yesterday and began to rave about the

Honour abl e Ms Scudanore Runnymede's | ast novel, A Bad Un to Beat. He says
all the Smart Set are talking of it, and it seens the police have to

regul ate the cromd at Mudie's. You know | read everything Ms Runnynede
wites, so | set out Mggs directly to beg, borrow or steal a copy, and
confess | burnt the nmidnight oil before | laid it down. Now, mnd you get
it, you will find it so awfully chic." Nearly all the novelists on Messrs
Beit's list were ladies, their works all ran to three volunmes, and all of

t hem pl eased the Press, the Review, and Mranda of Smart Society. One of

t hese books, MIlicent's Marriage, by Sarah Pocklington Sanders, was
pronounced fit to lie on the school-roomtable, on the draw ng-room
bookshel f, or beneath the pillow of the nost gently nurtured of our
daughters. "This," the reviewer went on, "is high praise, especially in

t hese days when we are deafened by the | oud-voiced clamur of self-styled
"artists.' W would warn the young nmen who prate so persistently of style
and literature, construction and prose harnonies, that we believe the
English reading public will have none of them Harm ess anusenent, a gentle
flow of donestic interest, a faithful reproduction of the open and manly
life of the hunting field, pictures of innocent and heal thy English girlhood
such as M ss Sanders here affords us; these are the topics that will always
find a wel come in our hones, which remain bolted and barred agai nst the
abandoned artist and the scroful ous stylist."

He turned over the pages of the little book and chuckled in high relish; he
di scovered an honest enthusiasm a determination to strike a blow for the
good and true that refreshed and exhilarated. A beam ng face, spectacled and
whi skered probably, an expansive wai stcoat, and a tender heart, seened to
shi ne through the words which Messrs Beit had quoted; and the alliteration
of the final sentence; that was good too; there was style for you if you
wanted it. The chanpion of the blushing cheek and t he gushing eye showed
that he too could handl e the weapons of the eneny if he cared to trouble
hinsel f with such things. Lucian | eant back and roared wi th indecent

| aughter till the tabby tomcat who had succeeded to the poor dead beasts

| ooked up reproachfully fromhis sunny corner, with a face |like the
reviewer's, innocent and round and whi skered. At |last he turned to his
parcel and drew out some hal f-dozen sheets of manuscript, and began to read
in a rather desponding spirit; it was pretty obvious, he thought, that the
stuff was poor and beneath the standard of publication. The book had taken a
year and a half in the making; it was a pious attenpt to translate into
English prose the formand nystery of the doned hills, the magic of occult
val | eys, the sound of the red swollen brook swirling through | eafl ess woods.
Day-dreans and toil at nights had gone into the eager pages, he had | aboured
hard to do his very best, witing and rewiting, weighing his cadences,

begi nni ng over and over again, grudging no patience, no trouble if only it

nm ght be pretty good; good enough to print and sell to a reading public
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whi ch had become critical. He glanced through the nanuscript in his hand,
and to his astonishment, he could not help thinking that in its neasure it
was decent work. After three nonths his prose seemed fresh and strange as if
it had been wought by another nman, and in spite of hinself he found
charm ng things, and inpressions that were not conmonpl ace. He knew how weak
it all was conpared with his own conceptions; he had seen an enchanted city,
awful, glorious, with flane smtten about its battlenments, |like the cities
of the Sangraal, and he had noul ded his copy in such poor clay as came to
his hand; yet, in spite of the gulf that yawned between the idea and the
wor k, he knew as he read that the thing acconplished was very far froma
failure. He put back the | eaves carefully, and glanced again at Messrs
Beit's list. It had escaped his notice that A Bad Un to Beat was in its
third three-volune edition. It was a great thing, at all events, to know in
what direction to aim if he wished to succeed. If he worked hard, he

t hought, he m ght some day win the approval of the coy and retiring M randa
of Smart Society; that nodest naiden might in his praise interrupt her task
of disinterested advertisenent, her philanthropic counsels to "go to
Jumper's, and mnd you ask for M C. Junper, who will show you the |ovely

bl ue paper with the yellow spots at ten shillings the piece." He put down

t he panphl et, and | aughed again at the books and the reviewers: so that he
m ght not weep. This then was English fiction, this was English criticism
and farce, after all, was but an ill-played tragedy.

The rejected manuscript was hi dden away, and his father quoted Horace's

maxi mas to the benefit of keeping literary works for sone tine "in the
wood. " There was nothing to grunble at, though Lucian was inclined to think
the duration of the reader's catarrh a little exaggerated. But this was a
trifle; he did not arrogate to hinmself the position of a snmall comercia
travel l er, who expects pronpt civility as a matter of course, and not at al
as a favour. He sinply forgot his old book, and resolved that he woul d make
a better one if he could. Wth the hot fit of resolution, the determ nation
not to be snuffed out by one refusal upon him he began to beat about in his
mnd for some new schenme. At first it seenmed that he had hit upon a

prom sing subject; he began to plot out chapters and scribble hints for the
curious story that had entered his mnd, arranging his circunstances and
noting the effects to be produced with all the enthusiasmof the artist. But
after the first breath the aspect of the work changed; page after page was
tossed aside as hopel ess, the beautiful sentences he had dreaned of refused
to be witten, and his puppets remmined stiff and wooden, devoid of life or
notion. Then all the old despairs cane back, the agonies of the artificer
who strives and perseveres in vain; the scheme that seened of anobrous fire
turned to cold hard ice in his hands. He let the pen drop fromhis fingers,
and wondered how he coul d have ever dreamed of witing books. Again, the

t hought occurred that he might do sonmething if he could only get away, and
join the sad procession in the nurmuri ng London streets, far fromthe shadow
of those awful hills. But it was quite inpossible; the relative who had once
prom sed assi stance was appeal ed to, and wote expressing his regret that
Luci an had turned out a "loafer," wasting his time in scribbling, instead of
trying to earn his living. Lucian felt rather hurt at this letter, but the
parson only grinned grimy as usual. He was thinking of how he signed a
cheque nany years before, in the days of his prosperity, and the cheque was
payable to this didactic relative, then in but a poor way, and of a thankfu
turn of mnd.

The old rejected manuscript had al nost passed out of his recollection. It

was recall ed oddly enough. He was | ooki ng over the Reader, and enjoying the
admrable literary criticisnms, sone three nonths after the return of his
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book, when his eye was attracted by a quoted passage in one of the notices.
The t hought and style both wakened nenory, the cadences were famliar and
bel oved. He read through the review fromthe beginning; it was a very
favourabl e one, and pronounced the volume an i mrense advance on M Ritson's
previ ous work. "Here, undoubtedly, the author has di scovered a vein of pure
netal ," the reviewer added, "and we predict that he will go far." Lucian had
not yet reached his father's stage, he was unable to grin in the nanner of
that irreverent parson. The passage selected for high praise was taken

al nrost word for word fromthe manuscript now resting in his room the work
that had not reached the high standard of Messrs Beit & Co., who, curiously
enough, were the publishers of the book reviewed in the Reader. He had a few
shillings in his possession, and wote at once to a bookseller in London for
a copy of The Chorus in Green, as the author had oddly naned the book. He
wrote on June 21st, and thought he might fairly expect to receive the

i nteresting volume by the 24th; but the postnman, true to his tradition
brought nothing for him and in the afternoon he resolved to wal k down to
Caernmen, in case it mght have cone by a second post; or it mght have been
mslaid at the office; they forgot parcels sonetines, especially when the
bag was heavy and the weather hot. This 24th was a sultry and oppressive
day; a grey veil of cloud obscured the sky, and a vaporous m st hung heavily
over the land, and funed up fromthe valleys. But at five o' clock, when he
started, the clouds began to break, and the sunlight suddenly streaned down
t hrough the mi sty air, making ways and channels of rich glory, and bright
islands in the gloom I|f was a pleasant and shining eveni ng when, passing by
devi ous back streets to avoid the barbarians (as he very rudely called the
respectabl e i nhabitants of the town), he reached the post-office; which was
al so the general shop.

"Yes, M Taylor, there is sonething for you, sir," said the man. "WIlians
the postman forgot to take it up this nmorning," and he handed over the
packet. Lucian took it under his armand went slowy through the ragged

wi nding lanes till he cane into the country. He got over the first stile on
the road, and sitting down in the shelter of a hedge, cut the strings and
opened the parcel. The Chorus in Green was got up in what reviewers call a
dai nty nanner: a bronze-green cloth, well-cut gold lettering, w de nargins
and bl ack "ol d-face" type, all witnessed to the good taste of Messrs Beit &
Co. He cut the pages hastily and began to read. He soon found that he had
wonged M Ritson--that old literary hand had by no neans stol en his book
whol esal e, as he had expected. There were about two hundred pages in the
pretty little volune, and of these about ninety were Lucian's, dovetail ed
into a rather different schene with skill that was nothing short of
exquisite. And M Ritson's own work was often very good; spoilt here and
there for some tastes by the "catal ogui ng" nethod, a somewhat materialistic
way of taking an inventory of the holy country things; but, for that very
reason, contrasting to a great advantage with Lucian's hints and dreans and
note of haunting. And here and there M Ritson had made little alterations
in the style of the passages he had conveyed, and nost of these alterations
wer e anmendments, as Lucian was obliged to confess, though he would have
liked to argue one or two points with his coll aborator and corrector. He lit
his pipe and | eant back confortably in the hedge, thinking things over,

wei ghing very coolly his experience of humanity, his contact with the
"society" of the countryside, the affair of the The Chorus in Geen, and
even sone little incidents that had struck himas he was wal ki ng through the
streets of Caermmen that evening. At the post-office, when he was inquiring
for his parcel, he had heard two old wonmen grunmbling in the street; it
seened, so far as he could nake out, that both had been di sappointed in much
the sane way. One was a Roman Catholic, hardened, and beyond the reach of

105



conversion; she had been advised to ask alns of the priests, "who are al ways
creeping and crawl i ng about." The other old sinner was a Dissenter, and, "M
Di xon has quite enough to do to relieve good Church people." Ms Dixon
assisted by Henrietta, was, it seemed, the | ady high al noner, who dispensed
these charities. As she said to Ms Colley, they would end by keeping al

the beggars in the county, and they really couldn't afford it. A large

fam |y was an expensive thing, and the girls nust have new frocks. "M Di xon
is always telling ne and the girls that we rmust not denoralise the people by
i ndi scrimnate charity." Lucian had heard of these sage counsels, and
through it themas he listened to the bitter conplaints of the gaunt, hungry
old wormen. In the back street by which he passed out of the town he saw a

| arge "heal thy" boy kicking a sick cat; the poor creature had just strength
enough to craw under an outhouse door; probably to tie in tornents. He did
not find rmuch satisfaction in thrashing the boy, but he did it with hearty
good will. Further on, at the corner where the turnpi ke used to be, was a
bi g notice, announcing a neeting at the school-roomin aid of the m ssions
to the Portuguese. "Under the Patronage of the Lord Bishop of the Diocese,"
was the inposing headline; the Reverend Merival e Di xon, vicar of Caermaen,
was to be in the chair, supported by Stanley Gervase, Esq., J.P., and by
many of the clergy and gentry of the nei ghbourhood. Senhor Diabo, "fornerly
a Ronani st priest, now an evangelist in Lisbon," would address the neeting.
"Funds are urgently needed to carry on this good work," concluded the
notice. So he lay well back in the shade of the hedge, and thought whet her
some sort of an article could not be nade by vindicating the terrible
Yahoos; one m ght point out that they were in many respects a sinple and
unsophi sticated race, whose faults were the result of their enslaved
position, while such virtues as they had were all their own. They m ght be
conpared, he thought, nmuch to their advantage, with nore conpl ex
civilisations. There was no hint of anything like the Beit system of
publishing in existence anpbngst them the great Yahoo nation would surely
never feed and encourage a scabby Houyhnhnm expelled for his foul ness from
the horse-community, and the witty dean, in all his mnuteness, had said
not hi ng of "safe" Yahoos. On reflection, however, he did not feel quite
secure of this part of his defence; he remenbered that the |eading brutes
had favourites, who were enployed in certain sinple donestic offices about
their nmasters, and it seenmed doubtful whether the contenplated vindication
woul d not break down on this point. He sniled queerly to hinself as he

t hought of these conparisons, but his heart burned with a dully fury.
Throwi ng back his unhappy menmory, he recalled all the contenpt and scorn he
had suffered; as a boy he had heard the nmasters murnmuring their disdain of
himand of his desire to |l earn other than ordi nary school work. As a young
man he had suffered the insol ence of these wetched people about him their
cackling laughter at his poverty jarred and grated in his ears; he saw the
acrid grin of sonme mserable idiot woman, sonme creature beneath the swine in
intelligence and manners, nerciless, as he went by with his eyes on the
dust, in his ragged clothes. He and his father seenmed to pass down an avenue
of jeers and contenpt, and contenpt from such aninmals as these! This putrid
filth, moul ded into human shape, made only to fawn on the rich and besl aver
them thinking no foulness too foul if it were done in honour of those in
power and authority; and no refined cruelty of contenpt too cruel if it were
contenpt of the poor and hunbl e and oppressed; it was to this obscene and
ghastly throng that he was sonething to be pointed at. And these nen and
worren spoke of sacred things, and knelt before the awful altar of GCod,
before the altar of trenendous fire, surrounded as they professed by Angles
and Archangels and all the Conpany of Heaven; and in their very church they
had one aisle for the rich and another for the poor. And the species was not
peculiar to Caermmen; the rich business nmen in London and the successfu
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brot her aut hor were probably amusing thensel ves at the expense of the poor
struggling creature they had injured and wounded; just as the "healthy" boy
had burst into a great |augh when the mserable sick cat cried out in bitter
agony, and trailed its linbs slowy, as it crept away to die. Lucian | ooked
into his own [ife and his owm will; he saw that in spite of his follies, and
his want of success, he had not been consciously malignant, he had never

del i berately aided in oppression, or |looked on it with enjoynent and
approval, and he felt that when he |l ay dead beneath the earth, eaten by
swarm ng wornms, he would be in a purer company than now, when he lived
amongst human creatures. And he was to call this |oathesonme beast, all sting
and filth, brother! "I had rather call the devils my brothers,"” he said in
his heart, "I would fare better in hell." Blood was in his eyes, and as he

| ooked up the sky seened of bl ood, and the earth burned with fire.

The sun was sinking | ow on the nountain when he set out on the way again
Burrows, the doctor, comng home in his trap, nmet hima little | ower on the
road, and gave hima friendly good-night.

"Along way round on this road, isn't it?" said the doctor. "As you have
cone so far, why don't you try the short cut across the fields? You wll
find it easily enough; second stile on the Ieft hand, and then go strai ght
ahead. "

He thanked Dr Burrows and said he would try the short cut, and Burrows span
on homeward. He was a gruff and honest bachel or, and often felt very sorry
for the lad, and wi shed he could help him As he drove on, it suddenly
occurred to himthat Lucian had an awful ook on his face, and he was sorry
he had not asked himto junp in, and to come to supper. A hearty slice of
beef, with strong ale, whisky and soda afterwards, a good pipe, and certain
Rabel ai si an tal es which the doctor had treasured for nmany years, would have
done the poor fellow a | ot of good, he was certain. He half turned round on
his seat, and | ooked to see if Lucian were still in sight, but he had passed
the corner, and the doctor drove on, shivering a little; the nists were
beginning to rise fromthe wet banks of the river.

Lucian trailed slowy along the road, keeping a |look out for the stile the
doctor had mentioned. It would be a little of an adventure, he thought, to
find his way by an unknown track; he knew the direction in which his hone

I ay, and he inmagi ned he woul d not have nuch difficulty in crossing fromone
stile to another. The path led himup a steep bare field, and when he was at
the top, the town and the valley winding up to the north stretched before
him The river was stilled at the flood, and the yellow water, reflecting
the sunset, glowed in its deep pools like dull brass. These burning pools,
the I evel meadows fringed with shuddering reeds, the |long dark sweep of the
forest on the hill,, were all clear and distinct, yet the light seenmed to
have clothed themw th a new garnent, even as voices fromthe streets of
Caer maen sounded strangely, nounting up thin with the snoke. There beneath
himlay the huddl ed cluster of Caermaen, the ragged and uneven roofs that
mar ked the w nding and sordid streets, here and there a pointed gable rising
above its nmeaner fellows; beyond he recogni sed the piled nounds that narked
the circle of the anphitheatre, and the dark edge of trees that grew where
the Roman wall whitened and waxed ol d beneath the frosts and rains of

ei ghteen hundred years. Thin and strange, mingled together, the voices cane
up to himon the hill; it was as if an outland race inhabited the ruined
city and talked in a strange | anguage of strange and terrible things. The
sun had slid down the sky, and hung quivering over the huge dark done of the
nountain like a burnt sacrifice, and then suddenly vani shed. In the
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aftergl ow the clouds began to withe and turn scarlet, and shone so
strangely reflected in the pools of the snake-like river, that one woul d
have said the still waters stirred, the fleeting and changi ng of the cl ouds
seem ng to quicken the stream as if it bubbled and sent up gouts of bl ood.
But al ready about he town the darkness was form ng; fast, fast the shadows
crept upon it fromthe forest, and fromall sides banks and w eaths of
curling mst were gathering, as if a ghostly |eaguer were being built up
against the city, and the strange race who lived in its streets. Suddenly
there burst out fro the stillness the clear an piercing nusic of the
réveillé, calling, recalling, iterated, reiterated, and ending with one |ong
high fierce shrill note with which the steep hills rang. Perhaps a boy in

t he school band was practising on his bugle, but for Lucian it was magic.
For himit was the note of the Roman trunpet, tuba mrum spargens sonum
filling all the hollow valley with its command, reverberated in dark places
in the far forest, and resonant in the old graveyards without the walls. In
his inagi nation he saw the earthen gates of the tonbs broken open, and the
serried legion swarmng to the eagles. Century by century they passed by;
they rose, dripping, fromthe river bed, they rose fromthe level, their
arnmour shone in the quiet orchard, they gathered in ranks and conpani es from
the cenetery, and as the trunpet sounded, the hill fort above the town gave
up its dead. By hundreds and thousands the ghostly battle surged about the
standard, behind the quaking mst, ready to nmarch agai nst the noul dering
wal s they had built so nany years before.

He turned sharply; it was growi ng very dark, and he was afraid of m ssing
his way. At first the path led himby the verge of a wood; there was a noise
of rustling and murrmuring fromthe trees as if they were taking evil counse
toget her. A high hedge shut out the sight of the darkening valley, and he
stunbl ed on nmechanical ly, w thout taking much note of the turnings of the
track, and when he canme out fromthe wood shadow to the open country, he
stood for a nonent quite bew | dered and uncertain. A dark wild twilight
country lay before him confused di mshapes of trees near at hand, and a
hol | ow bel ow his feet, and the further hills and woods were di mer, and al

the air was very still. Suddenly the darkness about him gl owed; a furnace
fire had shot up on the nountain, and for a nonent the little world of the
woodsi de and the steep hill shone in a pale light, and he thought he saw his

path beaten out in the turf before him The great flane sank down to a red
glint of fire, and it led himon down the ragged slope, his feet striking
agai nst ridges of ground, and falling frombeneath himat a sudden dip. The
branmbl e bushes shot out |ong prickly vines, anpbngst which he was entangl ed,
and | ower he was held back by wet bubbling earth. He had descended into a
dark and shady vall ey, beset and tapestried with gloony thickets; the weird
wood noi ses were the only sounds, strange, unutterable nutterings, dismal,
inarticul ate. He pushed on in what he hoped was the right direction,
stunbling fromstile to gate, peering through m st and shadow, and stil

vai nly seeking for any known | andnmark. Presently another sound broke upon
the grimair, the murmur of water poured over stones, gurgling against the
ol d m sshapen roots of trees, and running clear in a deep channel. He passed
into the chill breath of the brook, and al nbst fancied he heard two voices
speaking in its murnur; there seenmed a ceasel ess utterance of words, an
endl ess argunent. Wth a nobod of horror pressing on him he listened to the
noi se of waters, and the wild fancy seized himthat he was not deceived,
that two unknown beings stood together there in the darkness and tried the
bal ances of his life, and spoke his doom The hour in the matted thicket
rushed over the great bridge of years to his thought; he had sinned agai nst
the earth, and the earth trenbled and shook for vengeance. He stayed stil
for a nonment, quivering with fear, and at |last went on blindly, no |onger
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caring for the path, if only he mght escape fromthe toils of that disnal
shudderi ng holl ow. As he plunged through the hedges the bristling thorns
tore his face and hands; he fell anmongst stinging-nettles and was pricked as
he beat out his way anidst the gorse. He raced headl ong, his head over his
shoul der, through a wi ndy wood, bare of undergrowth; there |ay about the
ground noul dering stunps, the relics of trees that had thundered to their
fall, crashing and tearing to earth, long ago; and fromthese renains there
flowed out a pale thin radiance, filling the spaces of the soundi ng wood
with a dreamof light. He had | ost all count of the track; he felt he had
fled for hours, clinbing and descendi ng, and yet not advancing; it was as if
he stood still and the shadows of the land went by, in a vision. But at |ast
a hedge, high and straggling, rose before him and as he broke through it,
his feet slipped, and he fell headl ong down a steep bank into a lane. He |ay
still, half-stunned, for a noment, and then rising unsteadily, he |ooked
desperately into the darkness before him uncertain and bew | dered. In front
it was black as a mdnight cellar, and he turned about, and saw a glint in
the distance, as if a candle were flickering in a farmhouse w ndow. He
began to walk with trenbling feet towards the light, when suddenly somet hing
pale started out fromthe shadows before him and seemed to swi mand fl oat
down the air. He was going down hill, and he hastened onwards, and he coul d
see the bars of a stile franed dinmy against the sky, and the figure stil
advanced with that gliding notion. Then, as the road declined to the valley,
t he | andmark he had been seeki ng appeared. To his right there surged up in

t he darkness the darker sumit of the Roman fort, and the streaming fire of
the great full noon glowed through the bars of the w zard oaks, and made a
hal o shine about the hill. He was now quite close to the white appearance,
and saw that it was only a woman wal king swiftly down the |lane; the floating
noverrent was an effect due to the sonbre air and the nmoon's glamour. At the
gate, where he had spent so many hours gazing at the fort, they wal ked f oot
to foot, and he saw it was Annie Mrgan

"Good evening, Master Lucian," said the girl, "it's very dark, sir, indeed."

"Good evening, Annie," he answered, calling her by her name for the first
tinme, and he saw that she sniled with pleasure. "You are out late, aren't
you?"

"Yes, sir; but 1've been taking a bit of supper to old Ms G bbon. She's
been very poorly the | ast few days, and there's nobody to do anything for
her."

Then there were really people who hel ped one anot her; kindness and pity were
not mere nmyths, fictions of "society," as useful as Doe and Roe, and as
non-exi stent. The thought struck Lucian with a shock; the evening' s passion
and delirium the wild wal k and physical fatigue had al nost shattered himin
body and mind. He was "degenerate," decadent, and the rough rains and

bl ustering winds of life, which a stronger man woul d have | aughed at and
enjoyed, were to him"hail-stornms and fire-showers." After all, Messrs Beit,
t he publishers, were only sharp nen of business, and these terrible Dixons
and Gervases and Colleys nerely the ordinary limted clergy and gentry of a
qui et country town; sturdier sense would have di snissed Di xon as an old
hunbug, Stanley Gervase, Esquire, J.P., as a "bit of a bounder," and the

| adies as "rather a shoddy lot." But he was wal king slowy now in painfu
silence, his heavy, |agging feet striking against the | oose stones. He was
not thinking of the girl beside him only sonething seenmed to swell and grow
and swell within his heart; it was all the torture of his days, weary hopes
and weary di sappoi ntnent, scorn rankling and throbbing, and the thought "I
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had rather call the devils nmy brothers and live with themin hell." He
choked and gasped for breath, and felt involuntary nuscles working in his
face, and the inmpulses of a madman stirring him he hinmself was in truth the
realisation of the vision of Caermaen that night, a city w th noul dering
wal | s beset by the ghostly legion. Life and the world and the |aws of the
sunl i ght had passed away, and the resurrection and ki ngdom of the dead
began. The Celt assailed him beconing fromthe weird wood he called the
worl d, and his far-off ancestors, the "little people," crept out of their
caves, nuttering charnms and incantations in hissing i nhuman speech; he was
bel eaguered by desires that had slept in his race for ages.

"I amafraid you are very tired, Master Lucian. Wuld you like ne to give
you mmy hand over this rough bit?"

He had stunbl ed agai nst a great round stone and had nearly fallen. The
worman' s hand sought his in the darkness; as he felt the touch of the soft
warm fl esh he npaned, and a pang shot through his armto his heart. He

| ooked up and found he had only wal ked a few paces since Annie had spoken;
he had thought they had wandered for hours together. The npbon was j ust
nounti ng above the oaks, and the halo round the dark hill brightened. He

st opped short, and keeping his hold of Annie's hand, |ooked into her face. A
hazy gl ory of noonlight shone around themand lit up their eyes. He had not
greatly altered since his boyhood; his face was pale olive in colour, thin
and oval; marks of pain had gathered about the eyes, and his black hair was
already stricken with grey. But the eager, curious gaze still renained, and
what he saw before himlit up his sadness with a new fire. She stopped too,
and did not offer to draw away, but | ooked back with all her heart. They
were alike in many ways; her skin was al so of that olive col our, but her
face was sweet as a beautiful sumrer night, and her black eyes showed no

di mess, and the smle on the scarlet |ips was like a flame when it
brightens a dark and | onely | and.

"You are sorely tired, Master Lucian, let us sit down here by the gate."

It was Luci an who spoke next: "My dear, ny dear." And their |ips were

toget her again, and their arns | ocked together, each holding the other fast.
And then the poor lad |let his head sink down on his sweethearts' breast, and
burst into a passion of weeping. The tears streamed down his face, and he
shook wi th sobbing, in the happiest nmonent that he had ever lived. The woman
bent over himand tried to confort him but his tears were his consol ation
and his triunph. Annie was whispering to him her hand |laid on his heart;
she was whi spering beautiful, wonderful words, that soothed himas a song.
He did not know what they neant.

"Anni e, dear, dear Annie, what are you saying to ne? | have never heard such
beautiful words. Tell ne, Annie, what do they nmean?"

She | aughed, and said it was only nonsense that the nurses sang to the
chi |l dren.

"No, no, you are not to call nme Master Lucian any nore," he said, when they
parted, "you nust call ne Lucian; and I, | worship you, ny dear Annie."

He fell down before her, enbracing her knees, and adored, and she all owed
him and confirned his worship. He followed slowy after her, passing the
path which led to her home with a | ongi ng gl ance. Nobody saw any difference
in Lucian when he reached the rectory. He cane in with his usual dreany

i ndi fference, and told how he had | ost his way by trying the short cut. He
said he had met Dr Burrows on the road, and that he had recomended the path
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by the fields. Then, as dully as if he had been reading some story out of a
newspaper, he gave his father the outlines of the Beit case, producing the
pretty little book called The Chorus in Green. The parson listened in
amazenent .

"You nmean to tell me that you wote this book?" he said. He was quite
roused.

"No; not all of it. Look; that bit is mne, and that; and the begi nning of
this chapter. Nearly the whole of the third chapter is by ne."

He cl osed the book without interest, and i ndeed he felt astonished at his
father's excitement. The incident seemed to himuninportant.

"And you say that eighty or ninety pages of this book are yours, and these
scoundrel s have stol en your work?"

"Well, | suppose they have. 1'll fetch the manuscript, if you would like to
ook at it."

The manuscript was duly produced, wapped in brown paper, with Messrs Beit's
address label on it, and the post-office dated stanps.

"And the other book has been out a nonth." The parson, forgetting the
sacerdotal office, and his good habit of grinning, swore at Messrs Beit and
M Ritson, calling them dammed thi eves, and then began to read the
manuscript, and to conpare it with the printed book

"Why, it's splendid work. My poor fellow, " he said after a while, "I had no
notion you could wite so well. | used to think of such things in the old
days at Oxford; 'old Bill," the tutor, used to praise ny essays, but | never

wote anything like this. And this infernal ruffian of a Ritson has taken
all your best things and mi xed themup with his own rot to nake it go down.
O course you'll expose the gang?”

Lucian was mildly anused; he couldn't enter into his father's feelings at
all. He sat snmoking in one of the old easy chairs, taking the rare relish of
a hot grog with his pipe, and gazing out of his dreamy eyes at the viol ent
ol d parson. He was pleased that his father |iked his book, because he knew
himto be a deep and sober scholar and a cool judge of good letters; but he
| aughed to hinself when he saw the magic of print. The parson had expressed
no wi sh to read the manuscript when it cane back in disgrace; he had nerely
gri nned, said something about boonerangs, and quoted Horace with relish.
VWher eas now, before the book in its neat case, lettered with another man's
nane, his approbation of the witing and his di sapproval of the
"scoundrels," as he called them were |oudly expressed, and, though a good
snoker, he bl ew and puffed vehenently at his pipe.

"You'll expose the rascals, of course, won't you?" he said again.

"Ch no, | think not. It really doesn't matter nuch, does it? After all

there are some very weak things it the book; doesn't it strike you as
"young?' | have been thinking of another plan, but |I haven't done rmuch with
it lately. But |I believe |I've got hold of a really good idea this tine, and
if I can manage to see the heart of it | hope to turn out a nanuscript worth
stealing. But it's so hard to get at the core of an idea--the heart, as |
call it," he went on after a pause. "It's like having a box you can't open
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t hough you know there's somet hing wonderful inside. But | do believe I've a
fine thing in ny hands, and | nean to try nmy best to work it."

Luci an tal ked with ent husiasm now, but his father, on his side, could not
share these ardours. It was his part to be astonished at excitenent over a
book that was not even begun, the nere ghost of a book flitting elusive in
the world of unborn masterpieces and failures. He had | oved good letters,
but he shared unconsciously in the general belief that literary attenpt is
al ways pitiful, though he did not subscribe to the other half of the popul ar
faith--that literary success is a matter of very little inmportance. He

t hough wel |l of books, but only of printed books; in manuscripts he put no
faith, and the paul o-post-futurumtense he could not in any manner
conjugate. He returned once nore to the topic of pal pable interest.

"But about this dirty trick these fellows have played on you. You won't sit
quietly and bear it, surely? It's only a question of witing to the papers.™

"They wouldn't put the letter in. And if they did, |I should only get |aughed
at. Some time ago a nman wote to the Reader, conplaining of his play being
stolen. He said that he had sent a little one-act comedy to Burleigh, the
great dramatist, asking for his advice. Burleigh gave his advice and took
the idea for his own very successful play. So the man said, and | daresay it
was true enough. But the victimgot nothing by his complaint. 'A pretty
state of things,' everybody said. 'Here's a M Tomson, that no one has ever
heard of, bothers Burleigh with his rubbish, and then accuses himof petty
larceny. Is it likely that a man of Burleigh's position, a playwight who
can nake his five thousand a year easily, would borrow from an unknown

Tonson?' | should think it very likely, indeed," Lucian went on, chuckling,
"but that was their verdict. No; | don't think I'll wite to the papers.”
"Well, well, my boy, | suppose you know your own business best. | think you

are m staken, but you nust do as you like."
"It's all so uninportant," said Lucian, and he really thought so. He had
sweeter things to dream of, and desired no conmuni on of feeling with that
madman who had | eft Caernaen sone few hours before. He felt he had nmade a
fool of hinself, he was ashaned to think of the fatuity of which he had been
guilty; such boiling hatred was not only w cked, but absurd. A man could do
no good who put hinself into a position of such violent antagoni sm agai nst
his fell owcreatures; so Lucian rebuked his heart, saying that he was old
enough to know better. But he remenbered that he had sweeter things to dream
of ; there was a secret ecstasy that he treasured and | ocked tight away, as a
joy too exquisite even for thought till he was quite alone; and then there
was that schene for a new book that he had | aid down hopel essly sone tine
ago; it seemed to have arisen into life again within the I ast hour; he
understood that he had started on a false tack, he had taken the w ong
aspect of his idea. O course the thing couldn't be witten in that way; it
was like trying to read a page turned upside down; and he saw t hose
characters he had vainly sought suddenly di sambushed, and a splendid

i nevitabl e sequence of events unrolled before him

It was a true resurrection; the dry plot he had constructed reveal ed itself
as a living thing, stirring and nmysterious, and warmas life itself. The
parson was smoking stolidly to all appearance, but in reality he was full of
amazenment at his own son, and now and again he slipped sly furtive gl ances
towards the tranquil young man in the armchair by the enpty hearth. In the
first place, M Taylor was genuinely inpressed by what he had read of

Luci an's work; he had so | ong been accustonmed to | ook upon all effort as
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futile that success amazed him In the abstract, of course, he was prepared
to admt that sone people did wite well and got published and made noney,
just as other persons successfully backed an outsider at heavy odds; but it
had seened as inprobable that Lucian should show even the begi nni ngs of

achi evenent in one direction as in the other. Then the boy evidently cared
so little about it; he did not appear to be proud of being worth robbing,
nor was he angry with the robbers.

He sat back luxuriously in the disreputable old chair, drawing | ong sl ow

wr eat hs of snoke, tasting his whisky fromtinme to tinme, evidently well at
ease with hinself. The father saw himsmle, and it suddenly dawned upon him
that his son was very handsone; he had such kind gentle eyes and a kind
nmout h, and his pale cheeks were flushed like a girl's. M Taylor felt noved.
VWhat a harm ess young fellow Lucian had been; no doubt a little queer and
different fromothers, but wholly inoffensive and patient under

di sappoi ntment. And M ss Deacon, her contribution to the evening's

di scussi on had been characteristic; she had renmarked, firstly, that witing
was a very unsettling occupation, and secondly, that it was extrenely
foolish to entrust one's property to people of whom one knew not hi ng. Fat her
and son had sniled together at these observations, which were probably true
enough. M Taylor at last |left Lucian along; he shook hands with a good dea
of respect, and said, al nost deferentially:

"You mustn't work too hard, old fellow. | wouldn't stay up too late, if |
were you, after that |ong wal k. You rmust have gone nmiles out of your way."
"I"'mnot tired now, though. | feel as if | could wite nmy new book on the

spot"; and the young man | aughed a gay sweet |augh that struck the father as
a newnote in his son's life.

He sat still a noment after his father had |l eft the room He cherished his
chief treasure of thought in its secret place; he would not enjoy it yet. He
drew up a chair to the table at which he wote or tried to wite, and began
t aki ng pens and paper fromthe drawer. There was a great pile of ruled paper
there; all of it used, on one side, and signifying nmany hours of desperate
scribbling, of heart-searching and rack of his brain; an array of poor

eager lines witten by a waning fire with wani ng hope; all usel ess and
abandoned. He took up the sheets cheerfully, and began in delicious idleness
to |l ook over these fruitless efforts. A page caught his attention; he
renmenmbered how he wote it while a Novenber storm was dashi ng agai nst the
panes; and there was another, with a queer blot in one corner; he had got up
fromhis chair and | ooked out, and all the earth was white fairyland, and

t he snowfl akes whirled round and round in the wind. Then he saw t he chapter
begun of a night in March: a great gale blew that night and rooted up one of
the ancient yews in the churchyard. He had heard the trees shrieking in the
woods, and the long wail of the wind, and across the heaven a white noon
fled awfully before the stream ng clouds. And all these poor abandoned pages
now seened sweet, and past unhappi ness was transmuted i nto happi ness, and
the nights of toil were holy. He turned over half a dozen | eaves and began
to sketch out the outlines o the new book on the unused pages; running out a
skel eton plan on one page, and dotting fancies, suggestions, hints on
others. He wote rapidly, overjoyed to find that |oving phrases grew under
his pen; a particular scene he had inagined filled himw th desire; he gave
his hand free course, and saw the witten work gl owi ng; and action and al

t he heat of existence quickened and beat on the wet page. Happy fancies took
shape in happier words, and when at |last he leant back in his chair he felt
the stir and rush of the story as if it had been sone portion of his own
life. He read over what he had done with a renewed pleasure in the ninble
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and fl owi ng workmanshi p, and as he put the little pile of manuscript
tenderly in the drawer he paused to enjoy the anticipation of to-nmorrow s
| abour.

And then---- but the rest of the night was given to tender and deli cious
t hi ngs, and when he went up to bed a scarlet dawn was stream ng fromthe
east .

Chapter 3

FOR DAYS Lucian lay in a swoon of pleasure, snmiling when he was addressed,
sauntering happily in the sunlight, hugging recollection warmto his heart.
Anni e had told himthat she was going on a visit to her married sister, and
said, with a caress, that he nust be patient. He protested agai nst her
absence, but she fondled him whispering her charns in his ear till he gave
in and then they said good-bye, Lucian adoring on his knees. The parting was
as strange as the neeting, and that night when he laid his work aside, and
et himself sink deep into the joys of nenory, all the encounter seened as
wonder ful and i nmpossi bl e as magic.

"And you really don't nean to do anything about those rascals?" said his
f at her.

"Rascal s? Wich rascals? Ch, you nean Beit. | had forgotten all about it.
No; | don't think I shall trouble. They're not worth powder and shot."

And he returned to his dream pacing slowy fromthe nmedlar to the quince
and back again. It seened trivial to be interrupted by such questions; he
had not even tine to think of the book he had recomrenced so eagerly, nuch
| ess of this |abour of long ago. He recollected without interest that it
cost himnmany pains, that it was pretty good here and there, and that it had
been stolen, and it seened that there was nothing nore to be said on the
matter. He wi shed to think of the darkness in the |ane, of the kind voice
that spoke to him of the kind hand that sought his own, as he stunbled on
the rough way. So far, it was wonderful. Since he had |l eft school and | ost
t he conpany of the worthy barbarians who had befri ended hi mthere, he had
al nost | ost the sense of kinship with humanity; he had cone to dread the
human form as nmean dread the hood of the cobra. To Lucian a nan or a woman
meant sonething that stung, that spoke words that rankled, and poi soned his
life with scorn. At first such nalignity shocked him he woul d ponder over
words and gl ances and wonder if he were not mstaken, and he still sought
now an then for synpathy. The poor boy had ronmantic ideas about wonen; he
beli eved they were merciful and pitiful, very kind to the unlucky and
hel pl ess. Men perhaps had to be different; after all, the duty of a nan was
to get on in the world, or, in plain |anguage, to make noney, to be
successful; to cheat rather than to be cheated, but always to be successful
and he coul d understand that one who fell below this high standard nust
expect to be severely judged by his fellows. For exanple, there was young
Bennett, M ss Spurry's nephew. Lucian had net himonce or tw ce when he was
spending his holidays with Mss Spurry, and the two young fell ows conpared
literary notes together. Bennett showed sone beautiful things he had
witten, over which Lucian had grown both sad and enthusiastic. It was such
exqui site magi c verse, and so nuch better than anything he ever hoped to
wite, that there was a touch of anguish in his congratul ati ons. But when
Bennett, after nmany vain prayers to his aunt, threw up a safe position in

t he bank, and betook hinself to a London garret, Lucian was not surprised at
t he general verdict.
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M Dixon, as a clergyman, viewed the question froma high standpoint and
found it all deplorable, but the general opinion was that Bennett was a
hopel ess young lunatic. Od M Gervase went purple when his name was

nmenti oned, and the young Di xons sneered very merrily over the adventure.

"I always thought he was a beastly young ass," said Edward Di xon, "but |
didn't think he'd chuck away his chances |ike that. Said he couldn't stand a
bank! | hope he'll be able to stand bread and water. That's all those
littery fellows get, | believe, except Tennyson and Mark Twain and those
sort of people."

Luci an of course synpathised with the unfortunate Bennett, but such
judgrments were after all only natural. The young nman mi ght have stayed in

t he bank and succeeded to his aunt's thousand a year, and everybody woul d
have called hima very nice young fellow-"clever, too." But he had

del i berately chosen, as Edward Di xon had said, to chuck his chances away for
the sake of literature; piety and a sense of the main chance had alike
pointed the way to a delicate course of wheedling, to a little harml ess
practising on Mss Spurry's infirmties, to frequent conpliances of a

soot hing nature, and the "young ass" had been blind to the direction of one
and the other. It seened alnost right that the vicar should noralise, that
Edward Di xon should sneer, and that M Gervase should grow purple wth
contenpt. Men, Lucian thought, were like judges, who may pity the crimna
in their hearts, but are forced to vindicate the outraged majesty of the | aw
by a severe sentence. He felt the sane considerations applied to his own
case; he knew that his father should have had nore noney, that his clothes
shoul d be newer and of a better cut, that he should | have gone to the

uni versity and made good friends. If such had been his fortune he could have
| ooked his fellownen proudly in the face, upright and unashamed. Havi ng put
on the whole arnour of a first-rate West End tailor, with noney in his
purse, having taken anxious thought for the norrow, and having sone usefu
friends and good prospects; in such a case he m ght have held his head high
in a gentlemanly and Christian comunity. As it was he had usually avoided

t he reproachful glance of his fellows, feeling that he deserved their
condemati on. But he had cherished for a long tinme his romantic
sentinmentalities about wonen; literary conventions borrowed fromthe m nor
poets and pseudo-nedi avalists, or so he thought afterwards. But, fresh from
school, wearied a little with the perpetual society of barbarian though

wort hy boys, he had in his soul a charming i mage of womanhood, before which
he worshi pped with mngled passion and devotion. It was a nude figure,

per haps, but the shining arns were to be wound about the neck of a

vanqui shed knight; there was rest for the head of a wounded | over; the hands
were stretched forth to do works of pity, and the smling lips were to

mur mur not | ove alone, but consolation in defeat. Here was the refuge for a
broken heart; here the scorn of nen would but make tenderness increase; here
was all pity and all charity with |oving-kindness. It was a delightfu
picture, conceived in the "come rest on this bosom" and "a mnistering
angel thou" manner, with touches of allurement that nmade devotion all the
sweeter. He soon found that he had idealised a little; in the affair of
young Bennett, while the nmen were contenptuous the wonen were virulent. He
had been rather fond of Agatha Gervase, and she, so other |adies said, had
"set her cap" at him Now, when he rebelled, and | ost the goodwi ||l of his
aunt, dear Mss Spurry, Agatha insulted himwth all conceivable rapidity.

"After all, M Bennett," she said, "you will be nothing better than a

beggar; now, will you? You nustn't think nme cruel, but | can't hel p speaking
the truth. Wite books!" Her expression filled up the inconplete sentence;
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she waggl ed with indignant enotion. These passages cane to Lucian's ears,
and i ndeed the Gervases boasted of "how well poor Agatha had behaved."

"Never nmind, Gathy," old Gervase had observed. "If the inpudent young puppy
cones here again, we'll see what Thomas can do with the horse-whip."

"Poor dear child," Ms Gervase added in telling the tale, "and she was so
fond of himtoo. But of course it couldn't go on after his shameful
behavi our. "

But Luci an was troubl ed; he sought vainly for the ideal wonmanly, the tender
note of "conme rest on this bosom" Mnistering angels, he felt convinced, do
not rub red pepper and sul phuric acid into the wounds of suffering nortals.
Then there was the case of M Vaughan, a squire in the nei ghbourhood, at
whose board all the aristocracy of Caermaen had feasted for years. M
Vaughan had a first-rate cook, and his cellar was rare, and he was never so
happy as when he shared his good things with his friends. H's nother kept
hi s house, and they delighted all the girls with frequent dances, while the
men sighed over the amazi ng chanpagne. Investments proved di sastrous, and M
Vaughan had to cell the grey nanor-house by the river. He and his nother
took a little nbdern stucco villa in Caermaen, w shing to be near their dear
friends. But the nen were "very sorry; rough on you, Vaughan. Al ways thought
t hose Patagoni ans were risky, but you wouldn't hear of it. Hope we shall see
you before very long; you and Ms Vaughan nust come to tea some day after
Christnas. "

"OfF course we are all very sorry for them" said Henrietta Di xon. "No, we
haven't called on Ms Vaughan yet. They have no regul ar servant, you know
only a woman in the norning. | hear old nother Vaughan, as Edward will cal
her, does nearly everything. And their house is absurdly small; it's little
nore than a cottage. One really can't clal it a gentlenan's house."

Then M Vaughn, his heart in the dust, went to the Gervases and tried to
borrow five pounds of M GCervase. He had to be ordered out of the house,

and, as Edith Gervase said, it was all very painful; "he went out in such a
funny way," she added, "just |like the dog when he's had a whi pping. O
course it's sadmeven if it is all his own fault, as everybody says, but he
| ooked so ridicul ous as he was goi ng down the steps that | couldn't help

[ aughi ng." M Vaughan heard the ringing, youthful |aughter as he crossed the
[ awn.

Young girls like Henrietta Di xon and Edith Gervase naturally viewed the
Vaughans' comical position with all the high spirits of their age, but the
el der | adies could not | ook at matters in this frivolous |ight.

"Hush, dear, hush," said Ms Gervase, "it's all too shocking to be a

| aughing matter. Don't you agree with me, Ms Dixon? The sinful extravagance
that went on at Pentre always frightened nme. You renenber that ball they
gave |l ast year? M Cervase assured ne that the chanpagne must have cost at

| east a hundred and fifty shillings the dozen."

"It's dreadful, isn't it," said Ms Dixon, "when one thinks of how nany poor
peopl e there are who woul d be thankful for a crust of bread?"

"Yes, Ms Dixon," Agatha joined in, "and you know how absurdly the Vaughans

spoilt the cottagers. Ch, it was really w cked; one would think M Vaughan
wi shed to make them above their station. Edith and | went for a wal k one day

116



nearly as far as Pentre, and we begged a gl ass of water of old Ms Jones who
lives in that pretty cottage near the brook. She began praising the Vaughans
in the nost ful some manner, and showed us sone flannel things they had given
her at Christmas. | assure you, my dear Ms Dixon, the flannel was the very
best quality; no lady could wish for better. It couldn't have cost |ess than
hal f-a-crown a yard."

"I know, ny dear, | know. M Dixon always said it couldn't last. How often
have heard himsay that the Vaughans were pauperising all the comobn people
about Pentre, and putting every one else in a nbst unpleasant position. Even
froma worldly point of viewit was very poor taste on their part. So
different fromthe true charity that Paul speaks of."

"I only wish they had given away nothi ng worse than flannel," said Mss
Col l ey, a young lady of very strict views. "But | assure you there was a
perfect orgy, | can call it nothing else, every Christmas. Geat joints of
prime beef, and barrels of strong beer, and snuff and tobacco distributed
whol esal e; as if the poor wanted to be encouraged in their disgusting
habits. It was really inpossible to go through the village for weeks after
t he whol e pl ace was poisoned with the funes of horrid tobacco pipes."
"Well, we see how that sort of thing ends," said Ms Dixon, sunmng up
judicially. "W had intended to call, but | really think it would be

i mpossi bl e after what Ms Gervase has told us. The idea of M Vaughan trying
to sponge on poor M GCervase in that shabby way! | think meanness of that
kind is so hateful.'

It was the practical side of all this that astoni shed Lucian. He saw that in
reality there was no high-flown quixotismin a wonan's nature; the snpoth
arns, made he had thought for caressing, seemed nuscul ar; the hands neant
for the doing of works of pity in his system appeared dexterous in the
giving of "stingers," as Barnes mght say, and the snmiling |ips could sneer
with great ease. Nor was he nore fortunate in his personal experiences. As
has been told, Ms D xon spoke of himin connection with "judgnents," and

t he younger | adies did not exactly cultivate his acquai ntance. Theoretically
t hey "adored" books and thought poetry "too sweet," but in practice they
preferred tal king about mares and fox-terriers and their nei ghbours.

They were nice girls enough, very like other young ladies in other country
towns, content with the teaching of their parents, reading the Bible every
norning in their bedroons, and sitting every Sunday in church anpngst the
wel | -dressed "sheep" on the right hand. It was not their fault if they
failed to satisfy the ideal of an enthusiastic dreamy boy, and indeed, they
woul d have thought his feigned woman i rmodest, absurdly sentinmental, a
fright ("never wears stays, my dear") and horrid.

At first he was a good deal grieved at the |oss of that charm ng tender
worman, the work of his brain. Wien the Mss Di xons went haughtily by with a
scornful waggle, when the Mss Gervases passed in the wagonette | aughing as
the mud splashed him the poor fellow would | ook up with a facie of grief
that must have been very conic; "like a dying duck," as Edith Gervase said.
Edith was really very pretty, and he woul d have liked to talk to her, even
about fox-terriers, if she would have |istened. One afternoon at the D xons
he really forced hinmself upon her, and with all the obtuseness of an

ent husi astic boy tried to discuss the Lotus Eaters of Tennyson. It was too
absurd. Captain Kenpton was naking signals to Edith all the tine, and

Li eutenant Gatw ck had gone off in disgust, and he had pronised to bring her
a puppy "by Vick out of Wasp." At last the poor girl could bear it no
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| onger:

"Yes, it's very sweet," she said at last. "Wen did you say you were goi ng
to London, M Tayl or?"

It was about the time that his disappoi ntment becane known to everybody, and
the shot told. He gave her a piteous |ook and slunk off, "just |ike the dog
when he's had a whipping," to use Edith's own expression. Two or three

| essons of this description produced their due effect; and when he saw a
mal e Di xon or Gervase approaching himhe bit his |ip and sumoned up his
courage. But when he descried a "ninistering angel" he nmade haste and hid
behi nd a hedge or took to the woods. In course of tine the desire to escape
became an instinct, to be followed as a matter of course; in the same way he
avoi ded the adders on the mountain. His old ideals were alnmost if not quite
forgotten; he knew that the female of the béte hunmine, |ike the adder

would in all probability sting, and he therefore shrank fromits trail, but
wi t hout any feeling of special resentnent. The one had a poi soned tongue as
the other had a poisoned fang, and it was well to | eave them both al one.
Then had cone that sudden fury of rage against all hunmanity, as he went out
of Caernmen carrying the book that had been stolen fromhimby the
enterprising Beit. He shuddered as he though of how nearly he had approached
the verge of madness, when his eyes filled with blood and the earth seened
to burn with fire. He renenbered how he had | ooked up to the horizon and the
sky was blotched with scarlet; and the earth was deep red, with red woods
and red fields. There was sonething of horror in the menory, and in the
vision of that wild night wal k through di mcountry, when every shadow seened
a synbol of sone terrible inmpending doom The nurnmur of the brook, the wind
shrilling through the wood, the pale light flowing fromthe noul dered
trunks, and the picture of his own figure fleeing and fleeting through the
shades; all these seenmed unhappy things that told a story in fata

hi er ogl yphics. And then the life and | aws of the sunlight had passed away,
and the resurrection and ki ngdom of the dead began. Though his |inbs were
weary, he had felt his muscles grow strong as steel; a woman, one of the
hated race, was beside himin the darkness, and the wild beast woke within
him ravening for blood and brutal lust; all the raging desires of the dim
race fromwhich he cane assailed his heart. The ghosts issued out fromthe
wei rd wood and fromthe caves in the hills, besieging him as he had

i magi ned the spiritual |egion besieging Caernaen, beckoning himto a hideous
battle and a victory that he had never imagined in his wldest dreans. And
then out of the darkness the kind voice spoke again, and the kind hand was
stretched out to draw himup fromthe pit. It was sweet to think of that

whi ch he had found at |ast; the boy's picture incarnate, all the passion and
conpassion of his longing, all the pity and | ove and consol ati on. She, that
beauti ful passionate wonan offering up her beauty in sacrifice to him she
was worthy indeed of his worship. He renenbered how his tears had fallen
upon her breast, and how tenderly she had soothed him whispering those
wonder ful unknown words that sang to his heart. And she had nade herself

def encel ess before him caressing and fondling the body that had been so
despised. He exulted in the happy thought that he had knelt down on the
ground before her, and had enbraced her knees and worshi pped. The wonman's
body had becone his religion; he |ay awake at night [ooking into the

dar kness with hungry eyes, wishing for a niracle, that the appearance of the
so-desired form m ght be shaped before him And when he was al one in quiet

pl aces in the wod, he fell down again on his knees, and even on his face,
stretching out vain hands in the air, as if they would feel her flesh. H's
father noticed in those days that the inner pocket of his coat was stuffed
wi th papers; he would see Lucian wal king up and down in a secret shady place
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at the bottom of the orchard, reading fromhis sheaf of nanuscript,

repl aci ng the | eaves, and again drawing themout. He would wal k a few quick
steps, and pause as if enraptured, gazing in the air as if he | ooked through
t he shadows of the world into sone sphere of glory, feigned by his thought.
M Tayl or was al nost al arnmed at the sight; he concluded of course that
Lucian was witing a book. In the first place, there seened sonething

i modest in seeing the operation perforned under one's eyes; it was as if

t he "make-up" of a beautiful actress were done on the stage, in ful

audi ence; as if one saw the rounded cal ves fixed in position, the fleshings
drawn on, the vol uptuous outlines of the figure produced by nmeans purely
nechani cal, blushes mantling fromthe paint-pot, and the gol den tresses wel
secured by the w gmaker. Books, M Tayl or thought, should swminto one's
ken nmysteriously; they should appear all printed and bound, w thout apparent
genesis; just as children are suddenly told that they have a little sister
found by namma in the garden. But Lucian was not only engaged in
conposition; he was plainly rapturous, enthusiastic; M Taylor saw himthrow
up his hands, and bow his head with strange gesture. The parson began to
fear that his son was |ike sone of those mad Frenchmen of whom he had read,
young fellows who had a sort of fury of literature, and gave their whol e
lives to it, spending days over a page, and years over a book, pursuing art
as Englishmen pursue noney, building up a romance as if it were a business.
Now M Taylor held firmy by the "wal ki ng-stick"” theory; he believed that a
man of letters should have a real profession, some solid enmploynment in life.

"CGet sonething to do," he would have liked to say, "and then you can wite
as much as you please. Look at Scott, |ook at Dickens and Trol |l ope." And
then there was the social point of view, it might be right, or it mght be
wrong, but there could be no doubt that the literary nman, as such, was not

t hought much of in English society. M Taylor knew his Thackeray, and he
renmenbered that old Major Pendennis, society personified, did not exactly
boast of his nephew s occupation. Even Warrington was rather ashaned to own
his connection with journalism and Pendennis hinself |aughed openly at his
novel -witing as an agreeable way of maki ng noney, a useful appendage to the
cultivation of dukes, his true business in life. This was the plain English
view, and M Taylor was no doubt right enough in thinking it good, practica
conmon sense. Therefore when he saw Lucian loitering and sauntering, nusing
anorously over his manuscript, exhibiting mani fest signs that he fine fury
whi ch Britons have ever found absurd, he felt grieved at heart, and nore
than ever sorry that he had not been able to send the boy to Oxford.

"B.N.C. would have knocked all this nonsense out of him" he thought. "He
woul d have taken a double First |ike ny poor father and nade sonething of a
figure in the world. However, it can't be hel ped." The poor man sighed, and
it his pipe, and wal ked in another part of the garden

But he was mistaken in his diagnosis of the synptons. The book that Lucian
had begun | ay unheeded in the drawer; it was a secret work that he was
engaged on, and the manuscripts that he took out of that inner pocket never
left himday or night. He slept with themnext to his heart, and he woul d

ki ss them when he was quite al one, and pay them such devoti on as he woul d
have paid to her whom they synbolised. He wote on these | eaves a wonderfu
ritual of praise and devotion; it was the liturgy of his religion. Again and
again he copied and recopied this madness of a lover; dallying all days over
t he choice of a word, searching for nore exquisite phrases. No combn words,
no such phrases as he might use in a tale would suffice; the sentences of
worship nust stir and be qui ckened, they nmust gl ow and burn, and be decked
out as with rare work of jewellery. Every part of that holy and beautifu
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body nust be adored; he sought for terms of extravagant praise, he bent his
soul and nmind | ow before her, licking the dust under her feet, abased and
yet rejoicing as a Tenplar bfore the i mage of Baphonet. He exulted nore
especially in the know edge that there was nothing of the conventional or
common in his ecstasy; he was not the fervent, adoring |over of Tennyson's
poens, who | oves with passion and yet with a proud respect, with the |ove

al ways of a gentleman for a lady. Annie was not a |l ady; the Mrgans had
farmed their land for hundreds of years; they were what M ss Gervase and
Mss Colley and the rest of them called conmon people. Tennyson's noble
gentl eman thought of their ladies with sonething of reticence; they imagined
themdressed in flowing and courtly robes, walking with slow dignity; they
dreaned of themas always stately, the future m stresses of their houses,

not hers of their heirs. Such | overs bowed, but not too | ow, renenbering

t heir own honour, before those who were to be equal comnpanions and friends
as well as wives. It was not such conceptions as these that he enbodied in

t he amazi ng enbl ens of his ritual; he was not, he told hinself, a young

of ficer, "sonething in the city," or a rising barrister engaged to a M ss

Di xon or a M ss Gervase. He had not thought of I|ooking out for a nice little
house in a good residential suburb where they woul d have pl easant society;
there were to be no consultations about wall-papers, or jocose whispers from
friends as to the necessity of having a roomthat would do for a nursery. No
gl ad young thing had I eant on his armwhile they chose the suite in white
enanel, and china for "our bedroom" the nodest sal esman doing his best to
spare their blushes. When Edith Gervase nmarried she would get mamma to | ook
out for two really good servants, "as we nust begin quietly,"” and mama
woul d make sure that the drains and everything were right. Then her "girl
friends" would cone on a certain solem day to see all her "lovely things."

"Two dozen of everything!" "Look, Ethel, did you ever see such ducky
frills?" "And that insertion, isn't it quite too sweet?" "My dear Edith, you
are a lucky girl." "All the underlinen specially nade by Madanme Lul u!" "What
delicious things!" "I hope he knows what a prize he is winning." "Ch! do

| ook at those lovely ribbon-bows!" "You darling, how happy you nust be."

"Real Val enciennes!" Then a whisper in the |ady's ear, and her reply, "Oh,
don't, Nelly!" So they would chirp over their treasures, as in Rabelais they
chirped over their cups; and every thing would be done in due order till the
weddi ng- day, when mamma, who had strained her sinews and the conmandnents to
bring the match about, would weep and | ook indignantly at the unhappy

bri degroom "I hope you'll be kind to her, Robert." Then in a rapid whisper
to the bride: "Mnd, you insist on Wnan's flushing the drains when you cone
back; servants are so careless and dirty too. Don't |et himgo about by
hinself in Paris. Men are so queer; one never knows. You have got the
pills?" And al oud, after these secreta, "God bl ess you, nmy dear; good-bye!
cluck, cluck, good-bye!"

There were stranger things witten in the manuscript pages that Lucian
cherished, sentences that burnt and glowed like "coals of fire which hath a
nost vehement flame." There were phrases that stung and tingled as he wote
them and sonorous words poured out in ecstasy and rapture, as in sonme of
the old litanies. He hugged the thoiught that a great part of what he had
invented was in the true sense of the word occult: page after page m ght
have been read aloud to the uninitiated without betraying the inner neaning.
He dreaned ni ght and day over these synmbols, he copied and re-copied the
manuscript nine tines before he wote it out fairly in a little book which
he made hinself of a skin of creany vellum In his mania for acquirenents
that should be entirely usel ess he had gai ned sone skill in illum nation, or
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liming as he preferred to call it, always choosing the obscurer word as the
obscurer arts. First he set hinself to the sever practice of the text; he
spent many hours and days of toil in struggling to fashion the serried

col ukmms of black letter, witing and rewiting till he could shape the
massi ve character with firmtrue hand. He cut his quills with the patience
of a monk in the scriptorium shaving and altering the nib, |ightening and
increasing the pressure and flexibility of the points, till the pen
satisfied him and gave a stroke both broad and even. Then he made
experiments in inks, searching for some nmediumthat would rival the gl ossy
black letter of the old manuscripts; and not till he could produce a fair
page of text did he turn to the nore entrancing |abour of the capitals and
borders and ornaments. He nused | ong over the Lonmbardic letters, as glorious
in their way as a cathedral, and trained his hand to execute the bold and
flowing lines; and then there was the art of the border, blossomng in
fretted splendour all about the page. His cousin, Mss Deacon, called it al
a great waste of tinme, and his father thought he woul d have done nmuch better
intrying to inprove his ordinary handwiting, which was both ugly and
illegible. Indeed, there seened but a poor demand for the limer's art. He
sent some specinmens of his skill to an "artistic firm' in London; a verse of
the "Maud," curiously enbl azoned, and a Latin hymm with the notes priced on
ared stave. The firmwote civilly, telling himthat his work, though good,
was not what they wanted, and enclosing an illum nated text. "W have great
demand for this sort of thing," they concluded, "and if you care to attenpt
something in this style we should be pleased to ook at it." The said text
was "Thou, God, seest ne." The letter was of a degraded form bearing much
the sane relation to the true character as a "churchwarden gothic" building
does to Canterbury Cathedral; the colours were varied. The initial was pale
gold, the h pink, the o black, the u blue, and the first letter was sonehow
connected with a bird' s nest containing the young of the pigeon, who were
wai ted on by the fenale bird.

"What a pretty text," said Mss Deacon. "I should like to nail it up in ny
room Wy don't you try to do sonmething like that, Lucian? You m ght make
something by it."

"I sent themthese," said Lucian, "but they don't like them nmuch."

"My dear boy! | should think not! Like them What were you thinking of to
draw t hose queer stiff flowers all round the border? Roses? They don't | ook
like roses at all events. Were do you get such ideas fron®"

"But the design is appropriate; |look at the words."

"My dear Lucian, |I can't read the words; it's such a queer ol d-fashioned
witing. Look how plain that text is; one can see what it's about. And this
other one; | can't nake it out at all."

"It's a Latin hym."

"A Latin hyytm? Is it a Protestant hymm? | nmay be ol d-fashi oned, but Hymms
Anci ent and Modern is quite good enough for nme. This is the nusic, |
suppose? But, ny dear boy, there are only four lines, and who ever heard of
notes shaped like that: you have made some square and some di anond- shape?
VWhy didn't you look in your poor nother's old nmusic? It's in the ottoman in
the drawi ng-room | could have shown you how to nake the notes; there are
crotchets, you know, and quavers."
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M ss Deacon laid down the illumnated Urbs Beata in despair; she felt
convinced that her cousin was "next door to an idiot."

And he went out into the garden and raged behind a hedge. He broke two
flower-pots and hit an apple-tree very hard with his stick, and then

feeling nmore calm wondered what was the use in trying to do anything. He
woul d not have put the thought into words, but in his heart he was aggrieved
that his cousin liked the pigeons and the text, and did not like his

enbl emati cal roses and the Latin hym. He knew he had taken great pains over
the work, and that it was well done, and being still a young nan he expected
praise. He found that in this hard world there was a | ack of appreciation; a
critical spirit seemed abroad. If he could have been scientifically observed
as he withed and smarted under the strictures of "the old fool," as he
rudely called his cousin, the spectacle would have been extrenely diverting.
Little boys sonetines enjoy a very simlar entertainnent; either with their
tiny fingers or with manma's nail scissors they gradually deprive a fly of
its wings and | egs. The odd gyrations and queer thin buzzings of the
creature as it spins comcally round and round never fail to provide a fund
of harm ess amusenent. Lucian, indeed, fancied hinself a very ill-used

i ndi vidual ; but he should have tried to imtate the nervous organisation of
the flies, which, as manma says, "can't really feel."

But now, as he prepared the vellum | eaves, he remenbered his art with joy;
he had not |aboured to do beautiful work in vain. He read over his
manuscri pt once nore, and thought of the designing of the pages. He nade
sketches on furtive sheets of paper, and hunted up books in his father's
library for suggestions. There were books about architecture, and nedi ava
iron work, and brasses which contributed hints for adornment; and not
content with nmere pictures he sought in the woods and hedges, scanning the
strange forns of trees, and the poi sonous growth of great water-plants, and
the parasite tw ning of honeysuckle and briony. In one of these ranbles he
di scovered a red earth which he made into a pignent, and he found in the
unctuous juice of a certain fern an ingredi ent which he thought made his
black ink still more glossy. Hs book was witten all in symbols, and in the
sane spirit of synbolismhe decorated it, causing wonderful foliage to creep
about the text, and showi ng the blossom of certain nystical flowers, with
enbl ens of strange creatures, caught and bound in rose thickets. Al was
dedicated to | ove and a lover's madness, and there were songs in it which
haunted himwith their lilt and refrain. Wen the book was finished it

repl aced the | oose | eaves as his constant conpani on by day and ni ght. Three
times a day he repeated his ritual to hinself, seeking out the |oneliest

pl aces in the woods, or going up to his room and fromthe fixed intentness
and rapture of his gaze, the father thought himstill severely enployed in

t he questionabl e process of conposition. At night he contrived to wake for
his strange courtship; and he had a peculiar cerenpbny when he got up in the
dark and lit his candle. Froma steep and wild hillside, not far formthe
house, he had cut fromtime to tinme five |arge boughs of spiked and prickly
gorse. He had brought theminto the house, one by one, and had hidden them
in the big box that stood beside his bed. Oten he woke up weepi ng and
murmuring to hinself the words of one of his songs, and then when he had |it
the candl e, he would draw out the gorse-boughs, and place themon the floor
and taking off his nightgown, gently lay hinself down on the bed of thorns
and spines. Lying on his face, with the candl e and the book before him he
woul d softly and tenderly repeat the praises of his dear, dear Annie, and as
he turned over page after page, and saw the rai sed gold of the mgjuscul es
glow and flane in the candle-light, he pressed the thorns into his flesh. At
such nmonments he tasted in all its acute savour the joy of physical pain; and
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after two or three experiences of such delights he altered his book, naking
a curious signin vermlion on the margin of the passages where he was to
inflict on hinself this sweet torture. Never did he fail to wake at the
appoi nted hour, a strong effort of will broke through all the heavi ness of

sl eep, and he would rise up, joyful though weeping, and reverently set his

t horny bed upon the floor, offering his pain with his praise. Wen he had
whi spered the | ast word, and had risen fromthe ground, his body would be
all freckled with drops of blood; he used to view the marks with pride. Here
and there a spine would be left deep in the flesh, and he would pull these
out roughly, tearing through the skin. On sonme nights when he had pressed
with nore fervour on the thorns his thighs would streamw th bl ood, red
beads standing out on the flesh, and trickling dow to his feet. He had sone
difficulty in washing away the bl oodstains so as not to | eave any traces to
attract the attention of the servant; and after a time he returned no nore
to his bed when his duty had been acconpli shed. For a coverlet he had a dark
rug, a good deal worn, and in this he would wap his naked bl eedi ng body,
and |ie down on the hard floor, well content to add an aching rest to the
account of his pleasures. He was covered with scars, and those that heal ed
during the day were torn open afresh at night; the pale olive skin was red
with the angry marks of blood, and the graceful formof the young man
appeared |like the body of a tortured martyr. He grew thinner and thinner
every day, for he ate but little; the skin was stretched on the bones of his
face, and the black eyes burnt in dark purple hollows. His relations noticed
that he was not | ooking well.

"Now, Lucian, it's perfect madness of you to go on like this," said Mss
Deacon, one norning at breakfast. "Look how your hand shakes; sone people
woul d say that you have been taking brandy. And all that you want is a
little nedicine, and yet you won't be advised. You know it's not ny fault; I
have asked you to try Dr Jelly's Cooling Powders again and again."

He renenbered the forcible exhibition of the powders when he was a boy, and
felt thankful that those days were over. He only grinned at his cousin and
swal | owed a great cup of strong tea to steady his nerves, which were shaky
enough. Ms Di xon saw himone day in Caernmen; it was very hot, and he had
been wal king rather fast. The scars on his body burnt and tingled, and he
tottered as he raised his hat to the vicar's wife. She decided w thout
further investigation that he nust have been drinking in public-houses.

"It seens a nercy that poor Ms Taylor was taken," she said to her husband.

"She has certainly been spared a great deal. That wetched young nman passed
me this afternoon; he was quite intoxicated."

"How very said," said M Dixon. "Alittle port, ny dear?"

"Thank you, Merivale, |I will have another glass of sherry. Dr Burrows is
al ways scol ding me and saying | nmust take sonething to keep up my energy,
and this sherry is so weak."

The Di xons were not teetotallers. They regretted it deeply, and bl amed the
doctor, who "insisted on sone stinulant." However, there was sone
consolation in trying to convert the parish to total abstinence, or, as they
curiously called it, tenperance. A d wonmen were warned of the sin of taking
a glass of beer for supper; aged | abourers were urged to try Cork-ho, the
new t enperance drink; an uncouth beverage, styled coffee, was dispensed at

t he readi ng-room M Dixon preached an el oquent "tenperance" sernbn, soon
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after the above conversation, taking as his text: Beware of the |eaven of
the Pharisees. In his discourse he showed that fernented |iquor and | eaven
had much in common, that beer was at the present day "put away" during
Passover by the strict Jews; and in a noving peroration he urged his dear
brethren, "and nore especially those anpbngst us who are poor in this world's
goods," to beware indeed of that evil |eaven which was sapping the nanhood
of our nation. Ms Dixon cried after church

"Ch, Merivale, what a beautiful sermon! How earnest you were. | hope it wll
do good."

M Di xon swal | owed his port with great decorum but his w fe fuddl ed herself
every evening with cheap sherry. She was quite unaware of the fact, and
someti nes wondered in a dimway why she always had to scold the children
after dinner. And so strange things sonetines happened in the nursery, and
now and then the children | ooked queerly at one another after a red-faced
worman had gone out, panting.

Luci an knew not hing of his accuser's trials, but he was not long in hearing
of his own intoxication. The next time he went down to Caernmaen he was
hai |l ed by the doctor.

"Been drinking again to-day?"

"No," said Lucian in a puzzled voice. "Wat do you nean?"

"Ch, well, if you haven't, that's all right, as you'll be able to take a
drop with me. Come al ong in?"

Over the whisky and pi pes Lucian heard of the evil rumours affecting his
character.

"Ms Dixon assured me you were staggering fromone side of the street to the
other. You quite frightened her, she said. Then she asked me if |
recommended her to take one or two ounces of spirit at bedtine for the

pal pitation; and of course | told her two woul d be better. | have nmy living
to make here, you know. And upon nmy word, | think she wants it; she's al ways
gurgling inside like waterworks. | wonder how old Di xon can stand it."

"I like "ounces of spirit,'" said Lucian. "That's taking it nedicinally, |
suppose. |'ve often heard of |adies who have to 'take it nmedicinally'; and
that's howit's done?"

"That's it. 'Dr Burrows won't listento nme': 'I tell himhow I dislike the
taste of spirits, but he says they are absolutely necessary for ny
constitution': '"my nmedical man insists on sonmething at bedtine'; that's the
style."

Luci an | aughed gently; all these people had becorme indifferent to him he
could no longer feel savage indignation at their little hypocrisies and

mal i gnanci es. Their voices uttering calumy, and norality, and futility had
beconme like the thin shrill angry note of a gnat on a summer evening; he had
his own thoughts and his own life, and he passe don wi thout heedi ng.

"You cone down to Caernmen pretty often, don't you?" said the doctor. "I've
seen you two or three tines in the last fortnight."
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"Yes, | enjoy the walk."

"Well, ook ne up whenever you like, you know. | amoften in just at this
time, and a chat with a human being isn't bad, now and then. It's a change
for me; I"'moften afraid | shall |ose nmy patients.”

The doctor had the weakness of these terrible puns, dragged headlong into
t he conversation. He sonetines exhibited them before Ms Gervase, who woul d
smle in a faint and dignified manner, and say:

"Ah, | see. Very anusing indeed. W had an ol d coachnen once who was very
clever, | believe, at that sort of thing, but M Gervase was obliged to send
hi m away, the laughter of the other domestics was so very boisterous."

Luci an | aughed, not boisterously, but good-humouredly, at the doctor's joke.
He |iked Burrows, feeling that he was a man and not an automatic gabbling
machi ne.

"You look a little pulled down," said the doctor, when Lucian rose to go.

"No, you don't want ny nedicine. Plenty of beef and beer will do you nore
good than drugs. | daresay it's the hot weather that has thinned you a bit.
Ch, you'll be all right again in a nonth."

As Lucian strolled out of the town on his way hone, he passed a small crowd
of urchins assenbled at the corner of an orchard. They were enjoying

t hensel ves i mrensely. The "heal thy" boy, the same whom he had seen sone
weeks ago operating on a cat, seened to have recogni sed his selfishness in
keepi ng his anuserments to hinself. He had found a poor |ost puppy, a little
creature with bright pitiful eyes, alnost human in their fond, friendly
gaze. It was not a well-bred little dog; it was certainly not that fanopus
puppy "by Vick out of Wasp"; it had rough hair and a foolish long tail which
it wagged beseechingly, at once deprecating severity and asking ki ndness.
The poor animal had evidently been used to gentle treatnent; it would | ook
up in a boy's face, and give a leap, fawning on him and then bark in a
smal | doubtful voice, and cower a nmonent on the ground, astonished perhaps
at the strangeness, the bustle and ani mati on. The boys were beside

t hensel ves with eagerness; there was quite a babble of voices, arguing,

di scussi ng, suggesting. Each one had a plan of his own which he brought
before the | eader, a stout and sturdy youth.

"Drown him What be you thinkin' of, mun?" he was saying. "'Tain't no sport
at all. You shut your nouth, gwaes. Be you goin' to ask your nother for the
boiling-water? Iss, Bob Wllianms, | do know all that: but where be you
a-going to get the fire fron? Be quiet, mun, can't you? Thomas Trevor, be
this dog yourn or mine? Now, |ook you, if you don't all of you shut your

bl oody nouths, I'll take the dog 'one and keep him There now"

He was a born | eader of nmen. A singular depression and | owness of spirit
showed itself on the boys' faces. They recognised that the threat night very
possi bly be executed, and their countenances were at once conposed to hunble
attention. The puppy was still cowering on the ground in the mdst of them
one or two tried to relieve the tension of their feelings by kicking himin
the belly with their hobnail boots. It cried out with the pain and withed a
l[ittle, but the poor little beast did not attenpt to bite or even snarl. It

| ooked up with those beseeching friendly eyes at its persecutors, and fawned
on themagain, and tried to wag its tail and be nerry, pretending to play
with a straw on the road, hoping perhaps to win a little favour in that way.
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The | eader saw the noment for his master-stroke. He slowy drew a piece of
rope fromhis pocket.

"What do you say to that, mun? Now, Thomas Trevor! We'll hang hi mover that
t here bough. WIIl that suit you, Bobby WIIlians?"

There was a great shriek of approval and delight. Al was again bustle and
animation. "I'Il tie it round his neck?" "Get out, nun, you don't know how
it be done." "lIss, | do, Charley.” "Now, |let me, gwaes, now do let me." "You
be sure he won't bite?" "He hain't mad, be he?" "Suppose we were to tie up
his nouth first?"

The puppy still fawned and curried favour, and wagged that sorry tail, and
| ay down crouching on one side on the ground, sad and sorry in his heart,
but still with alittle gleam of hope; for now and again he tried to play,

and put up his face, praying with those fond, friendly eyes. And then at

| ast his ganbols and poor efforts for mercy ceased, and he lifted up his
wr et ched voice in one | ong dismal whine of despair. But he |icked the hand
of the boy that tied the noose.

He was slowy and gently swung into the air as Lucian went by unheeded; he
struggled, and his legs twisted and withed. The "heal thy" boy pulled the
rope, and his friends danced and shouted with glee. As Lucian turned the
corner, the poor dangling body was swinging to and fro, the puppy was dying,
but he still kicked a little.

Luci an went on his way hastily, and shuddering with disgust. The young of
the human creature were really too horrible; they defiled the earth, and
made exi stence unpl easant, as the pul py growmh of a noxious and obscene
fungus spoils an agreeable wal k. The sight of those nmalignant little animals
with nouths that uttered cruelty and filthy, w th hands dexterous in
torture, and feet swift to run all evil errands, had given hima shock and
broken up the world of strange thoughts in which he had been dwelling. Yet

it was no good being angry with them it was their nature to be very

| oat hsone. Only he w shed they woul d go about their hideous anmusenents in
their own back gardens where nobody could see themat work; it was too bad
that he should be interrupted and offended in a quiet country road. He tried
to put the incident out of his mnd, as if the whole thing had been a

di sagreeabl e story, and the visions anongst which he wi shed to nove were
begi nning to return, when he was again rudely disturbed. Alittle girl, a
pretty child of eight or nine, was conming along the ane to neet him She
was crying bitterly and I ooking to Ileft and right, and calling out sone word
all the tinme.

"Jack, Jack, Jack! Little Jackie! Jack!"

Then she burst into tears afresh, and peered into the hedge, and tried to
peep through a gate into a field.

"Jacki e, Jackie, Jackie!"

She canme up to Lucian, sobbing as if her heart would break, and dropped him
an ol d-fashi oned curtsy.

"Ch, please sir, have you seen ny little Jackie?"

"What do you nean?" said Lucian. "Wat is it you' ve |ost?"
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"Alittle dog, please sir. Alittle terrier dog with white hair. Father gave
nme hima nmonth ago, and said |I mght keep him Soneone did | eave the garden

gate open this afternoon, and he nust 'a got away, sir, and | was so fond of
himsir, he was so playful and loving, and | be afraid he be lost."

She began to call again, without waiting for an answer.
"Jack, Jack, Jack!"

"I"'mafraid some boys have got your little dog," said Lucian. "They've
killed him You'd better go back hone."

He went on, wal king as fast as he could in his endeavour to get beyond the
noi se of the child s crying. It distressed him and he w shed to think of
other things. He stanped his foot angrily on the ground as he recalled the
annoyances of the afternoon, and | onged for sone hermitage on the nountains,
far above the stench and the sound of hunmanity.

Alittle farther, and he came to Croeswen, where the road branched off to
right and left. There was a triangular plot of grass between the two roads;
there the cross had once stood, "the goodly and fanmous roode" of the old

| ocal chronicle. The words echoed in Lucian's ears as he went by on the
right hand. "There were five steps that did go up to the first pace, and
seven steps to the second pace, all of clene hewn ashler. And all above it
was nost curiously and gloriously wought with thorowgh carved work; in the
hi ghest place was the Holy Roode with Christ upon the Cross having Marie on
t he one syde and John on the other. And bel ow were si x spl endent and
glisteringe archaungels tha bore up the roode, and beneath themin their
stories were the nost fair and noble ymages of the xij Apostles and of
divers other Saints and Martirs. And in the |owest storie there was a
marvel | ous ymagerie of divers Beasts, such as oxen and horses and swi ne, and
little dogs and peacocks, all done in the finest and nobst curious w se, so
that they all seened as they were caught in a Wod of Thorns, the which is
their tornment of this I[ife. And here once in the year was a marvell ous

sol emm service, when the parson of Caernmmen cane out with the singers and
all the people, singing the psal mBenedicite omia opera as they passed
along the road in their procession. And when they stood at the roode the
priest did there his service, making certain prayers for the beasts, and
then he went up to the first pace and preached a sernmon to the people,
shewi ng themthat as our lord Jhu dyed upon the Tree of his deare nercy for
us, so we too owe nercy to the beasts his Creatures, for that they are al
his poor lieges and silly servants. And that |like as the Holy Aungells do
atheir suit to himon high, and the Bl essed xij Apostles and the Martirs,
and all the Blissful Saints served himaforetine on earth and now prai se him
i n heaven, so also do the beasts serve him though they be in tornent of
life and bel ow nen. For their spirit goeth downward, as Holy Wit teacheth
us."

It was a quaint old record, a curious relic of what the nodern inhabitants
of Caernmen called the Dark Ages. A few of the stones that had forned the
base of the cross still renained in position, grey with age, blotched with
bl ack |ichen and green noss. The renmi nder of the ranbus rood had been used
to mend the roads, to built pigsties and donestic offices; it had turned
Protestant, in fact. Indeed, if it had remained, the parson of Caernaen
woul d have had no tinme for the service; the coffee-stall, the Portuguese

M ssions, the Society for the Conversion of the Jews, and inportant socia
duties took up all his leisure. Besides, he thought the whol e cerenony
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unscri ptural .

Luci an passed on his way, wondering at the strange contrasts of the Mddle
Ages. How was it that people who could devise so beautiful a service
believed in witchcraft, denobniacal possession and obsession, in the incubus
and succubus, and in the Sabbath an in many other horrible absurdities? It
seened astoni shing that anybody could even pretend to credit such nonstrous
tales, but there could be no doubt that the dread of old women who rode on
broomsticks and |iked black cats was once a very genuine terror

A cold wind blew up fromthe river at sunset, and the scars on his body
began to burn and tingle. The pain recalled his ritual to him and he began
torecite it as he wal ked al ong. He had cut a branch of thorn fromthe hedge
and placed it next to his skin, pressing the spikes into the flesh with his
hand till the warm bl ood ran down. He felt it was an exquisite and sweet
observance for her sake; and then he thought of the secret gol den pal ace he
was building for her, the rare and wonderful city rising in his imagination
As the sol emm night began to cl ose about the earth, and the |last glimrer of
the sun faded fromthe hills, he gave hinself anew to the woman, his body
and his mnd, all that he was, and all that he had.

Chapter 4

IN THE COURSE of the week Lucian again visited Caermaen. He wi shed to view

t he anphitheatre nore precisely, to note the exact position of the ancient
wal I's, to gaze up the valley fromcertain points within the town, to inprint
mnutely and clearly on his mnd the surge of the hills about the city, and
the dark tapestry of the hangi ng woods. And he lingered in the rmuseum where
the relics of the Roman occupation had been stored; he was interested in the
fragnments of tessellated floors, in the glow ng gold of drinking cups, the
curious beads of fused and col oured gl ass, the carved anber-work, the
scent-flagons that still retained the nenory of unctuous odours, the

neckl aces, brooches, hairpins of gold and silver, and other intimte objects
whi ch had once bel onged to Ronan | adies. One of the glass flagons, buried in
danp earth for nany hundred years, had gathered in its dark grave all the
spl endours of the light, and now shone like an opal with a noonlight glanour
and gl eans of gold and pal e sunset green, and inperial purple. Then there
were the wine jars of red earthenware, the menorial stones from graves, and
t he heads of broken gods, with fragnents of occult things used in the secret
rites of Mthras. Lucian read on the | abels where all these objects were
found: in the churchyard, beneath the turf of the nmeadow, and in the old
cenetery near the forest; and whenever it was possi bl e he woul d nake his way
to the spot of discovery, and imagi ne the |ong darkness that had hidden gold
and stone and anber. All these investigations were necessary for the schene
he had in view, so he becane for sonme tine quite a famliar figure in the
dusty deserted streets and in the neadows by the river. His continual visits
to Caernmmen were a tortuous puzzle to the inhabitants, who flewto their

wi ndows at the sound of a step on the uneven pavenents. They were at a | oss
in their conjectures; his notive for conming down three tines a week nust of
course be bad, but it seemed undi scoverable. And Lucian on his side was at
first a good deal put out by occasional encounters with nenbers of the
Gervase or Dixon or Colley tribes; he had often to stop and exchange a few
conventional expressions, and such neetings, casual as they were, annoyed
and distracted him He was no |onger infuriated or wounded by sneers of
contenpt or by the cackling | aughter of the young peopl e when they passed
himon the road (his hat was a shocking one and his untidiness terrible),

but such incidents were unpleasant just as the snell of a drain was

128



unpl easant, and threw the strange nechani smof his thoughts out of fear for
the tine. Then he had been disgusted by the affair of the boys and the
little dog; the | oathsoneness of it had quite broken up his fancies. He had
read books of nodern occultism and renmenbered sone of the experinents
descri bed. The adept, it was alleged, could transfer the sense of

consci ousness fromhis brain to the foot or hand, he could annihilate the
wor | d around himand pass into another sphere. Lucian wondered whet her he
could not perform sone such operation for his own benefit. Human bei ngs were
constantly annoying himand getting in his way; was it not possible to

anni hilate the race, or at all events to reduce themto wholly insignificant
fornme? A certain process suggested itself to his mnd, a work partly nenta
and partly physical, and after two or three experinments he found to his

ast oni shmrent and delight that it was successful. Here, he thought, he had

di scovered one of the secrets of true nagic; this was the key to the
synbolic transnutations of the Eastern tales. The adept could, in truth,
change those who were obnoxious to himinto harnm ess and uni nportant shapes,
not as in the letter of the old stories, by transfornm ng the eneny, but by
transform ng hinmsel f. The magi ci an puts nen bel ow hi m by going up hi gher, as
one | ooks down on a nountain city froma loftier crag. The stones on the
road and such petty obstacles do not trouble the wise nman on the great
journey, and so Lucian, when obliged to stop and converse with his
fellowcreatures, to listen to their poor pretences and inanities, was no
nore i nconveni enced than when he had to clinmb an awkward stile in the course
of a walk. As for the nore unpl easant nanifestations of humanity; after al
they no | onger concerned him Men intent on the great purpose did not suffer
the current of their thoughts to be broken by the buzzing of a fly caught in
a spider's web, so why should he be perturbed by the misery of a puppy in

t he hands of village boys? The fly, no doubt, endured its tortures; lying
hel pl ess and bound in those sliny bands, it cried out inits thin voice when
the claws of the horrible nmonster fastened on it; but its dying agoni es had
never vexed the reverie of a lover. Lucian saw no reason why the boys shoul d
of fend himnmore than the spider, or why he should pity the dog nore than he
pitied the fly. The talk of the men and wonen m ght be weari sone and inept
and often malignant; but he could not imagine an alchenist at the nmoment of
success, a general in the hour of victory, or a financier with a gigantic
schenme of swindling well on the nmarket bei ng annoyed by the buzz of insects.
The spider is, no doubt, a very terrible brute with a hi deous nouth and
hairy tiger-like claws when seen through the mcroscope; but Lucian had

t aken away the mcroscope fromhis eyes. He could now wal k the streets of
Caermaen confident and secure, w thout any dread of interruption, for at a
nonent's notice the transformation could be effected. Once Dr Burrows caught
hi m and made him prom se to attend a bazaar that was to be held in aid of

t he Hungarian Protestants; Lucian assented the more willingly as he wi shed
to pay a visit to certain curious mounds on a hill alittle way out of the
town, and he cal culated on slinking off fromthe bazaar early in the
afternoon. Lord Beanys was visiting Sir Vivian Ponsonby, a |ocal nagnate,
and had kindly prom sed to drive over and decl are the bazaar open. It was a
sol emn monent when the carriage drew up and the great man alighted. He was
rather an evil-1ooking old nobleman, but the clergy and gentry, their wves
and sons and daughters wel coned himw th great and unctuous j oy.

Conversations were broken off in md-sentence, slow people gaped, not
realising why their friends had so suddenly left them the Meyricks cane up
hot and perspiring in fear lest they should be too late, Mss Colley, a

yel low virgin of austere regard, smled largely, Ms D xon beckoned wildly
with her parasol to the "girls" who were idly strolling in a distant part of
the field, and the archdeacon ran at full speed. The air grew dark with
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bows, and resonant with the genial |augh of the archdeacon, the cackle of

t he younger | adies, and the shrill parrot-like voices of the matrons; those
sm | ed who had never sniled before, and on sone nai den faces there hovered
that | ook of adoring ecstasy with which the old nmaidens graced their angels.
Then, when all the due rites had been perforned, the conmpany turned and
began to wal k towards the booths of their small Vanity Fair. Lord Beanys | ed
the way with Ms Gervase, Ms Dixon followed with Sir Vivian Ponsonby, and

the multitudes that followed cried, saying, "Wat a dear old man!"--"Isn't
it kind of himto cone all this way?"--"Wat a sweet expression, isn't
it?"--"1 think he's an old |l ove"--"One of the good old sort"--"Real English
nobl enan"--"Ch nost correct, | assure you; if a girl gets into trouble,
notice to quit at once"--"Always stands by the Church"--"Twenty livings in

his gift"--"Voted for the Public Wirship Regulation Act"--"Ten thousand
acres strictly preserved." The old lord was | eering pleasantly and nuttering
to hinmsel f: "Sone fine gals here. Like the I ooks of that filly with the pink
hat. Qught to see nore of her. She'd give Lotty points.”

The ponp swept slowy across the grass: the archdeacon had got hold of M
Di xon, and they were di scussing the m sdeeds of sonme clergyman in the rura
deanery.

"l can scarce credit it," said M D xon

"Ch, | assure you, there can be no doubt. W have wi tnesses. There can be no
guestion that there was a procession at Ll anfihangel on the Sunday before
Easter; the choir and mnister went round the church, carrying pal mbranches
in their hands."

"Very shocking. "

"I't has distressed the bishop. Martin is a hard-worki ng man enough, and al
that, but those sort of things can't be tolerated. The bishop told ne that
he had set his face against processions."

"Quite right: the bishop is perfectly right. Processions are unscriptural."
"I't's the thin end of the wedge, you know, Dixon."
"Exactly. | have always resisted anything of the kind here."

"Right. Principiis obsta, you know. Martin is so inprudent. There's a way of
doi ng things."

The "scriptural"” procession |led by Lord Beanys broke up when the stalls were
reached, and gathered round the nobl eman as he decl ared the bazaar open

Luci an was sitting on a garden-seat, a little distance off, |ooking dream |y
before him And all that he saw was a swarm of flies clustering and buzzi ng
about a lunmp of tainted meat that lay on the grass. The spectacle in no way
interrupted the harnmony of his thoughts, and soon after the opening of the
bazaar he went quietly away, wal king across the fields in the direction of

t he anci ent nounds he desired to inspect.

Al'l these journeys of his to Caermaen and its nei ghbourhood had a peculi ar
object; he was gradually levelling to the dust the squalid kraals of nodern
tinmes, and rebuilding the splendid and golden city of Siluria. Al this
nystic town was for the delight of his sweetheart and hinmsel f; for her the
wonderful villas, the shady courts, the nagic of tessellated pavenents, and
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the hangings of rich stuffs with their intricate and gl owi ng patterns.
Luci an wandered all day through the shining streets, taking shelter
sometines in the gardens beneath the dense and gloony ilex trees, and
listening to the plash and trickle of the fountains. Sonetimes he woul d | ook
out of a wi ndow and watch the crowd and col our of the narket-place, and now
and again a ship came up the river bringing exquisite silks and the

mer chandi se of unknown |ands in the Far East. He had made a curious and
accurate map of the town he proposed to inhabit, in which every villa was
set down and named. He drew his lines to scale with the gravity of a
surveyor, and studied the plan till he was able to find his way from house
to house on the darkest sumer night. On the southern slopes about the town
there were vineyards, always under a glow ng sun, and sonetinmes he ventured
to the furthest ridge of the forest, where the wild people still 1ingered,
that he mght catch the golden gleamof the city far away, as the |ight

qui vered and scintillated on the glittering tiles. And there were gardens
outside the city gates where strange and brilliant flowers grew, filling the
hot air with their odour, and scenting the breeze that blew along the
streets. The dull nodern life was far away, and people who saw himat this
peri od wondered what was aniss; the abstraction of his glance was obvious,
even to eyes not over-sharp. But nen and wonen had lost all their power of
annoyance and vexation; they could no | onger even interrupt his thought for
a nonent. He could listen to M Dixon with apparent attention, while he was
inreality enraptured by the entreating nmusic of the double flute, played by
a girl in the garden of Avallaunius, for that was the nane he had taken. M
Di xon was innocently discoursing archaml ogy, giving a brief résumé of the

vi ew expressed by M Wndham at the |ast neeting of the antiquarian society.

"There can be no doubt that the tenple of Diana stood there in pagan tinmes,"
he concl uded, and Lucian assented to the opinion, and asked a few questions
whi ch seened pertinent enough. But all the tine the flute notes were
sounding in his ears, and the ilex threw a purple shadow on the white
paverment before his villa. A boy cane forward fromthe garden; he had been
wal ki ng anmongst the vines and plucking the ripe grapes, and the juice had
trickled down over his breast. Standing beside the girl, unashamed in the
sunlight, he began to sing one of Sappho's |ove songs. His voice was as ful
and rich as a woman's, but purged of all enotion; he was an instrunent of
nmusic in the flesh. Lucian | ooked at himsteadily; the white perfect body
shone agai nst the roses and the blue of the sky, clear and gl eam ng as
marble in the glare of the sun. The words he sang burned and flamed with
passi on, and he was as unconscious of their neaning as the twin pipes of the
flute. And the girl was smling. The vicar shook hands and went on, wel

pl eased with his remarks on the tenple of Diana, and also with Lucian's
polite interest.

"He is by no neans wanting in intelligence," he said to his famly. "A
little curious in nmanner, perhaps, but not stupid."

"Ch, papa," said Henrietta, "don't you think he is rather silly? He can't
tal k about anything--anything interesting, |I nean. And he pretends to know a
| ot about books, but | heard himsay the other day he had never read The
Prince of the House of David or Ben-Hur. Fancy!"

The vicar had not interrupted Lucian. The sun still beat upon the roses, and
alittle breeze bore the scent of themto his nostrils together with the
snel | of grapes and vine-leaves. He had becone curious in sensation, and as
he | eant back upon the cushions covered with glistening yellow silk, he was
trying to anal yse a strange ingredient in the perfune of the air. He had
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penetrated far beyond the crude distinctions of nodern tines, beyond the
rough: "there's a snell of roses,” "there nust be sweetbriar sonewhere."
Moder n perceptions of odour were, he knew, far bel ow those of the savage in
delicacy. The degraded bl ack fellow of Australia could distinguish odours in
a way that made the consuner of "danper"” stare in anazenent, but the
savage's sensations were all strictly utilitarian. To Lucian as he sat in
the cool porch, his feet on the narble, the air cane |aden with scents as
subtly and wonderfully interwoven and contrasted as the harmoni ca of a great
master. The stained marbl e of the pavement gave a cool rem niscence of the
Italian nountain, the blood-red roses palpitating in the sunlight sent out
an odour nystical as passion itself, and there was the hint of inebriation
in the perfume of the trellised vines. Besides these, the girl's desire and
t he unripe innocence of the boy were as distinct as benzoin and myrrh, both
delicious and exquisite, and exhaled as freely as the scent of the roses.
But there was anot her el enment that puzzled him an aromatic suggestion of
the forest. He understood it at last; it was the vapour of the great red

pi nes that grew beyond the garden; their spicy needles were burning in the
sun, and the snell was as fragrant as the fume of incense blown from far

The soft entreaty of the flute and the swelling rapture of the boy's voice
beat on the air together, and Luci an wondered whether there were in the
nature of things any true distinction between the inmpressions of sound and
scent and col our. The violent blue of the sky, the one nystery than distinct
entities. He could al nost imagine that the boy's innocence was indeed a
perfune, and that the pal pitating roses had become a sonorous chant.

In the curious silence which followed the | ast notes, when the boy and girl
had passed under the purple ilex shadow, he fell into a reverie. The fancy

t hat sensations are synbols and not realities hovered in his nmnd, and | ed
himto speculate as to whether they could not actually be transnuted one
into another. It was possible, he thought, that a whole continent of

know edge had been undi scovered; the energies of nen having been expended in
uni nportant and foolish directions. Mdern ingenuity had been enpl oyed on
such trifles as |oconptive engines, electric cables, and cantilever bridges;
on el aborate devices for bringing uninteresting people nearer together; the
anci ents had been al nbst as foolish, because they had nistaken the synbol
for the thing signified. It was not the naterial banquet which really
mattered, but the thought of it; it was alnbst as futile to eat and take
enetics and eat again as to invent tel ephones and hi gh-pressure boilers. As
for sone other ancient methods of enjoying life, one mght as well set
oneself to inprove calico printing at once.

"Only in the garden of Avallaunius," said Lucian to hinself, "is the true

and exquisite science to be found."

He coul d imagine a man who was able to live in one sense while he pl eased,;
to whom for exanple, every inpression of touch, taste, hearing, or seeing
shoul d be translated into odour; who at the desired kiss should be ravished
with the scent of dark violets, to whom nusic should be the perfune of a
rose-garden at dawn.

When, now and again, he voluntarily resuned the experience of common life,
it was that he mght return with greater delight to the garden in the city
of refuge. In the actual world the talk was of Nonconformsts, the | odger
franchi se, and the Stock Exchange; people were constantly reading
newspapers, drinking Australian Burgundy, and doi ng other things equally
absurd. They either | ooked shocked when the fine art of pleasure was
nentioned, or confused it with going to nusical conedies, drinking bad

whi sky, and keeping late hours in disreputable and vul gar conpany. He found
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to his amusenment that the profligate were by many degrees duller than the
pi ous, but that the nobst tedious of all were the persons who preached

prom scuity, and called their systemof "pigging" the "New Mrality."

He went back to the city lovingly, because it was built and adorned for his
| ove. As the netaphysicians insist on the consciousness of the ego as the
implied basis of all thought, so he knew that it was she in whom he had
found himsel f, and through whom and for whonall the true life existed. He
felt that Annie had taught himthe rare nagi c which had created the garden
of Avallaunius. It was for her that he sought strange secrets and tried to
penetrate the nysteries of sensation, for he coul donly give her wonderfu

t houghts and a wonderful life, and a poor body stained with the scars of his
wor shi p.

It was with this object, that of making the offering of hinself a worthy
one, that he continually searched for new and exquisite experiences. He nade
| overs conme before himand confess their secrets; he pried into the innost
nysteries of innocence and shame, noting how passion and rel uctance strive
together for the mastery. In the anphitheatre he sonmetines w tnessed strange
entertai nnents in which such tales as Daphnis and Chl oe and The Gol den Ass
were perforned before him These shows were always given at night-tine; a
circle of torch-bearers surrounded the stage in the centre, and above, al
the tiers of seats were dark. He would |l ook up at the soft blue of the
sumer sky, and at the vast dimnountain hovering like a cloud in the west,
and then at the scene illumned by a flaring light, and contrasted with

vi ol ent shadows. The subdued nutter of conversation in a strange | anguage
rising frombench after bench, sw ft hissing whispers of explanation, now
and then a shout or a cry as the interest deepened, the restless tossing of
the people as the end drew near, an armlifted, a cloak thrown back, the
sudden bl aze of a torch lighting up purple or white or the gleamof gold in
the black serried ranks; these were inpressions that seenmed al ways anmazi ng.
And above, the dusky light of the stars, around, the sweet-scented neadows,
and the twinkle of lanps fromthe still city, the cry of the sentries about
the walls, the wash of the tide filling the river, and the salt savour of
the sea. Wth such a scenic ornanent he saw the tale of Apul eius
represented, heard the nanmes of Fotis and Byrrhaena and Luci us procl ai ned,
and the deep intonation of such sentences as Ecce Veneris hortator et

arm ger Liber advenit ultro. The tale went on through all its marvell ous
adventures, and Lucian left the anphitheatre and wal ked beside the river
where he could hear indistinctly the noise of voices and the singing Latin,
and note how the rumour of the stage mingled with the nmurmur of the
shudderi ng reeds and the cool |apping of the tide. Then cane the farewel!l of
the cantor, the thunder of applause, the crash of cynbals, the calling of
the flutes, and the surge of the wind in the great dark wood.

At other tines it was his chief pleasure to spend a whole day in a vineyard
pl anted on the steep slope beyond the bridge. A grey stone seat had been

pl aced beneath a shady |aurel, and her ehe often sat w thout notion or
gesture for many hours. Bel ow himthe tawny river swept round the town in a
half circle; he could see the swirl of the yellow water, its eddi es and

m niature whirlpools, as the tide poured up fromthe south. And beyond the
river the strong circuit of the walls, and within, the city glittered like a
charm ng piece of nobsaic. He freed hinmself fromthe obtuse nodern view of
towns as places where human beings |ive and make nmoney and rejoice or
suffer, for fromthe standpoint of the nmoment such facts were wholly

i npertinent. He knew perfectly well that for his present purpose the tawny
sheen and shimer of the tide was the only fact of inmportance about the
river, and so he regarded the city as a curious work in jewellery. Its
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radi ant marble porticoes, the white walls of the villas, a done of burning
copper, the flash and scintillation of tiled roofs, the quiet red of

bri ckwork, dark groves of ilex, and cypress, and laurel, glow ng
rose-gardens, and here and there the silver of a fountain, seened arranged
and contrasted with a wonderful art, and the town appeared a delicious
ornanent, every cube of colour owing its place to the thought and
inspiration of the artificer. Lucian, as he gazed fromhis arbour anobngst
the trellised vines, lost none of the subtle pleasures of the sight; noting
every nuance of colour, he let his eyes dwell for a nmonent on the scarl et
flash of poppies, and then on a glazed roof which in the glance of the sun
seened to spout white fire. A square of vines was |like sone rare green
stone; the grapes were nassed so richly anpongst the vivid | eaves, that even
fromfar off there was a sense of irregular flecks and stains of purple
runni ng through the green. The laurel garths were |ike cool jade; the
gardens, where red, yellow, blue and white gl eanmed together in a m st of
heat, had the radi ance of opal; the river was a band of dull gold. On every
side, as if to enhance the preciousness of the city, the woods hung dark on
the hills; above, the sky was violet, specked with nminute feathery clouds,
white as snowfl akes. It rem nded him of a beautiful bow in his villa; the
ground was of that sanme brilliant blue, and the artist had fused into the
wor k, when it was hot, particles of pure white gl ass.

For Lucian this was a spectacle that enchanted many hours; |eaning on one
hand, he woul d gaze at the city glowing in the sunlight till the purple
shadows grew down the sl opes and the | ong mel odi ous trumpet sounded for the
eveni ng watch. Then, as he strolled beneath the trellises, he would see al
the radi ant facets glinmering out, and the city faded into haze, a white
wal I shining here and there, and the gardens veiled in a di mglow of col our
On such an evening he would go hone with the sense that he had truly lived a
day, having received for nmany hours the npbst acute inpressions of beautifu
col our.

O'ten he spent the night in the cool court of his villa, lying am dst soft
cushi ons heaped upon the nmarble bench. A lanp stood on the table at his

el bow, its light naking the water in the cistern tw nkle. There was no sound
in the court except the soft continual plashing of the fountain. Throughout
these still hours he would nmeditate, and he becanme nore than ever convinced
that man could, if he pleased, becone lord of his own sensations. This,
surely, was the true meani ng conceal ed under the beautiful synbolism of

al chenmy. Sonme years before he had read many of the wonderful al chenica
books of the later M ddl e Ages, and had suspected that sonething other than
the turning of lead into gold was intended. This inpression was deepened
when he | ooked into Lumen de Lum ne by Vaughan, the brother of the Silurist,
and he had long puzzled hinmself in the endeavour to find a reasonabl e
interpretation of the hernmetic nystery, and of the red powder, "glistening
and glorious in the sun." And the solution shone out at last, bright and
amazing, as he lay quiet in the court of Avall aunius.

He knew that he hinself had solved the riddle, that he held in his hand the
powder of projection, the phil osopher's stone transmuting all it touched to
fine gold; the gold of exquisite inpressions. He understood now sonethi ng of
t he al chenical synbolism the crucible and the furnace, the "G een Dragon,"”
and the "Son Bl essed of the Fire" had, he saw, a peculiar meaning. He
under st ood, too, why the uninitiated were warned of the terror and danger

t hr ough whi ch they nust pass; and the vehenmence with which the adepts
disclained all desire for material riches no longer struck himas singular
The wi se nan does not endure the torture of the furnace in order that he may
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be able to conpete with operators in pork and conpany pronoters; neither a
st eam yacht, nor a grouse-moor, nor three liveried footnmen would add at al
to his gratifications. Again Lucian said to hinself:

"Only in the court of Avallaunius is the true science of the exquisite to be
found. "

He saw the true gold into which the beggarly matter of existence nmay be
transmut ed by spagyric art; a succession of delicious nonents, all the rare
flavours of |life concentrated, purged of their |ees, and pareserved in a
beautiful vessel. The nmoonlight fell green on the fountain and on the
curious pavenents, and in the |long sweet silence of the night he lay stil
and felt that thought itself was an acute pleasure, to be expressed perhaps
in terms of odour or colour by the true artist.

And he gave hinself other and even stranger gratifications. Qutside the city
wal | s, between the baths and the anphitheatre, was a tavern, a place where
wonder ful people met to drink wonderful wine. There he saw priests of
Mthras and Isis and of nmore occult rites fromthe East, nen who wore robes
of bright colours, and grotesque ornanments, synbolising secret things. They
spoke anpbngst thenselves in a rich jargon of coloured words, full of hidden
neani ngs and the sense of natters unintelligible to the uninitiated,

al luding to what was conceal ed beneath roses, and calling each other by
strange names. And there were actors who gave the shows in the anphitheatre,
of ficers of the |legion who had served in wild places, singers, and dancing
girls, and heroes of strange adventure.

The walls of the tavern were covered with pictures painted in violent hues;
bl ues and reds and greens jarring agai nst one another and lighting up the

gl oom of the place. The stone benches were al ways crowded, the sunlight cane
in through the door in a long bright beam casting a dancing shadow of vine
| eaves on the further wall. There a painter had nmade a joyous figure of the
young Bacchus driving the | eopards before himwith his ivy-staff, and the
qui veri ng shadow seened a part of the picture. The roomwas cool and dark
and cavernous, but the scent and heat of the summrer gushed in through the
open door. There was ever a full sound, with noi se and vehenence, there, and
the rolling music of the Latin tongue never ceased.

"The wi ne of the siege, the wine that we saved," cried one.
"Look for the jar marked Faunus; you will be glad."

"Bring ne the wine of the OM's Face."

"Let us have the wine of Saturn's Bridge."

The boys who served brought the wine in dull red jars that struck a charm ng
note against their white robes. They poured out the violet and purple and
gol den wi ne with cal msweet faces as if they were assisting in the
nysteries, without any sign that they heard the strange words that flashed
fromside to side. The cups were all of glass; some were of deep green, of
the colour of the sea near the land, flawed and specked with the bubbles of
the furnace. thers were of brilliant scarlet, streaked with irregul ar bands
of white, and having the appearance of white globules in the nmoul ded stem
There were cups of dark gl owi ng blue, deeper and nore shining than the blue
of the sky, and running through the substance of the glass were veins of
rich ganboge yellow, twining fromthe brimto the foot. Some cups were of a
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troubled and clotted red, with alternating bl otches of dark and |ight, sone
were variegated with white and yell ow stains, sonme wore a film of rainbow
colours, some glittered, shot with gold threads through the clear crystal
some were as if sapphires hung suspended in running water, sone sparkled
with the glint of stars, some were black and gol den |ike tortoiseshell

A strange feature was the constant and fluttering notion of hands and arns.
Gesture nade a constant commentary on speech; white fingers, whiter arns,
and sl eeves of all colours, hovered restlessly, appeared and di sappeared
with an effect of threads crossing and re-crossing on the oom And the
odour of the place was both curious and menorabl e; sonething of the danp
cold breath of the cave neeting the hot blast of sumrer, the strangely

m ngl ed aromas of rare wines as they fell plashing and ringing into the
cups, the drugged vapour of the East that the priests of Mthras and Isis
bore fromtheir steam ng tenples; these were always strong and dom nant. And
t he wonen were scented, sonetines with unctuous and overpowering perfunes,
and to the artist the experiences of those present were hinted in subtle and
del i cat e nuances of odour

They drank their wine and caressed all day in the tavern. The wonen threw
their round white arns about their lover's necks, they intoxicated themwth
the scent of their hair, the priests nuttered their fantastic jargon of
Theurgy. And through the sonorous clash of voices there always seened the
ring of the cry:

"Look for the jar marked Faunus; you will be glad."

Qutside, the vine tendrils shook on the white walls glaring in the sunshine;
the breeze swept up fromthe yellow river, pungent with the salt sea savour

These tavern scenes were often the subject of Lucian's neditation as he sat
anmongst the cushions on the narble seat. The rich sound of the voices

i npressed hi mabove all things, and he saw that words have a far higher
reason than the utilitarian office of inparting a man's thought. The common
noti on that |anguage and |inked words are inportant only as a neans of
expression he found a little ridiculous; as if electricity were to be
studied solely with the view of "wiring" to people, and all its other
properties | eft unexplored, neglected. Language, he understood, was chiefly
i mportant for the beauty of its sounds, byk its possession of words
resonant, glorious to the ear, by its capacity, when exquisitely arranged,
of suggesting wonderful and indefinable inpressions, perhaps nore ravishing
and farther renmoved fromthe domain of strict thought than the inpressions
excited by nmusic itself. Here lay hidden the secret of the sensuous art of
literature; it was the secret of suggestion, the art of causing delicious
sensation by the use of words. In a way, therefore, literature was

i ndependent of thought; the nere English listener, if he had an ear attuned,
coul d recognise the beauty of a splendid Latin phrase.

Here was the expl anation of the magic of Lycidas. Fromthe standpoint of the
formal understanding it was an affected | anent over some whol |y
uninteresting and uninportant M King; it was full of nonsense about
"shepherds" and "fl ocks" and "nuses" and such stale stock of poetry; the

i ntroduction of St Peter on a stage thronged with nynphs and river gods was
bl asphenous, absurd, and, in the worst taste; there were touches of greasy
Puritanism the twan gof the conventicle was only too apparent. And Lyci das
was probably the nost perfect piece of pure literature in existence; because
every word and phrase and |ine were sonorous, ringing and echoing with

nmusi c.
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"Literature," he re-enunciated in his mnd, "is the sensuous art of causing
exqui site inmpressions by neans of words."

And yet there was sonething nore; besides the |ogical thought, which was
often a hindrance, a troubl esone though inseparabl e accident, besides the
sensation, always a pleasure and a delight, besides these there were the

i ndefinabl e i nexpressible images which all fine literature sumons to the
mnd. As the chemist in his experinments is sonmetines astonished to find
unknown, unexpected elenents in the crucible or the receiver, as the world
of material things is considered by sone a thin veil of the imuateria

uni verse, so he who reads wonderful prose or verse is conscious of
suggestions that cannot be put into words, which do not rise fromthe

| ogi cal sense, which are rather parallel to than connected with the sensuous
delight. The world so disclosed is rather the world of dreans, rather the
world in which children sonetines live, instantly appearing, and instantly
vani shing away, a world beyond all expression or analysis, neither of the
intellect nor of the senses. He called these fancies of his "Mditations of
a Tavern," and was anused to think that a theory of letters should have
risen fromthe el oquent noise that rang all day about the violet and gol den
wi ne.

"Let us seek for nore exquisite things," said Lucian to hinmself. He could
al nost i magi ne the magi c transnutati on of the senses acconplished, the
strong sunlight was an odour in his nostrils; it poured down in the white
marbl e and the palpitating roses like a flood. The sky was a gl orious bl ue,
maki ng the heart joyous, and the eyes could rest in the dark green | eaves
and purple shadow of the ilex. The earth seemed to burn and | eap beneath the
sun, he fancied he could see the vine tendrils stir and quiver in the heat,
and the faint fume of the scorching pine needl es was bl own across the

gl eam ng garden to the seat beneath the porch. Wne was before himin a cup
of carved anmber; a wine of the colour of a dark rose, with a glint as of a
star or of a jet of flane deep beneath the brim and the cup was tw ned
about with a delicate weath of ivy. He was often loath to turn away from
the still contenplation of such things, fromthe nmere joy of the violent
sun, and the responsive earth. He |loved his garden and the view of the
tessellated city fromthe vineyard on the hill, the strange clamur of the
tavern, and white Fotis appearing on the torch-l1it stage. And there were
shops in the town in which he delighted, the shops of the perfume nmakers,
and jewellers, and dealers in curious ware. He loved to see all things made
for ladies' use, to touch the gossaner silks that were to touch their

bodi es, to finger the beads of anber and the gold chains which would stir
above their hearts, to handl e the carved hairpins and brooches, to snell
odours which were already dedicated to | ove.

But though these were sweet and delicious gratifications, he knew that there
were nore exquisite things of which he mght be a spectator. He had seen the
folly of regarding fine literature fromthe standpoint of the |ogica
intellect, and he now began to question the wi sdomof looking at life as if
it were a noral representation. Literature, he knew, could not exist wthout
sone neani ng, and considerations of right and wong were to a certain extent
i nseparable fromthe conception of life, but to insist on ethics as the
chief interest of the human pageant was surely absurd. One night as wel

read Lycidas for the sake of its denunciation of "our corrupted Cergy," or
Honer for "manners and custons."” An artist entranced by a beautifu

| andscape did not greatly concern hinself with the geol ogical fornation of
the hills, nor did the lover of a wild sea inquire as to the chenica

anal ysis of the water. Lucian saw a coloured and conplex life displayed
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before him and he sat enraptured at the spectacle, not concerned to know
whet her actions were good or bad, but content if they were curious.

In this spirit he made a singular study of corruption. Beneath his feet, as
he sat in the garden porch, was a bl ock of marble through which there ran a
scarlet stain. It began with a faint line, thin as a hair, and grew as it
advanced, sending out offshoots to right and | eft, and broadening to a poo
of brilliant red. There were strange lives into which he | ooked that were
like the block of marble; wonen with grave sweet faces told himthe
astounding tale of their adventures, and how, they said, they had net the
faun when they were little children. They told himhow they had played and
wat ched by the vines and the fountains, and dallied with the nynphs, and
gazed at images reflected in the water pools, till the authentic face
appeared fromthe wood. He heard others tell how they had | oved the satyrs
for many years before they knew their race; and there were strange stories
of those who had | onged to speak but knew not the word of the enigm, and
searched in all strange paths and ways before they found it.

He heard the history of the woman who fell in love with her slave-boy, and
tenpted himfor three years in vain. He heard the tale fromthe wonan's ful
red lips, and watched her face, full of the ineffable sadness of lust, as
she described her curious stratagenms in nellow phrases. She was drinking a
sweet yellow wine froma gold cup as she spoke, and the odour in her hair
and the aroma of the precious wine seened to mingle with the soft strange
words that flowed |ike an unguent froma carven jar. She told how she bought
the boy in the nmarket of an Asian city, and had himcarried to her house in
the grove of fig-trees. "Then," she went on, "he was led into nmy presence as
| sat between the colums of ny court. A blue veil was spread above to shut
out the heat of the sun, and rather twilight than |light shone on the painted
wal I's, and the wonderful col ours of the pavenent, and the inmges of Love and
the Mot her of Love. The nen who brought the boy gave himover to ny girls,
who undressed himbefore ne, one drawi ng gently away his robe, another
stroking his brown and flow ng hair, another praising the whiteness of his
i nbs, and another caressing him and speaking |oving words in his hear. But

the boy | ooked sullenly at themall, striking away their hands, and pouting
with his lovely and splendid |ips, and | saw a blush, like the rosy veil of
dawn, reddening his body and his cheeks. Then | made them bathe him and
anoint himwth scented oils fromhead to foot, till his |inbs shone and
glistened with the gentle and nellow gl ow of an ivory statue. Then | said:
"You are bashful, because you shine alone anpbngst us all; see, we too wl|
be your fellows.' The girls began first of all, fondling and ki ssing one

anot her, and doi ng for each other the offices of waiting-mids. They drew
out the pins and | oosened the bands of their hair, and | never knew before
that they were so lovely. The soft and shining tresses flowed down, rippling
i ke sea-waves; sone had hair golden and radiant as this wine in ny cup, the
faces of others appeared am dst the blackness of ebony; there were | ocks

t hat seenmed of burnished and scintillating copper, sone glowed with hair of
tawny spl endour, and others were crowned with the brightness of the
sardonyx. Then, |aughing, and wi thout the appearance of shane, they

unf astened the brooches and bands which sustained their robes, and so
allowed silk and linen to flow swiftly to the stained floor, so that one
woul d have said there was a sudden apparition of the fairest nynphs. Wth
many festive and jocose words they began to incite each other to mrth,

prai sing the beauties that shone on every side, and calling the boy by a
girl's nane, they invited himto be their playnmate. But he refused, shaking
his head, and still standi ng dunb-founded and abashed, as if he saw a
forbidden and terrible spectacle. Then | ordered the wonmen to undo ny hair
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and ny clothes, making themcaress ne with the tenderness of the fondest
| over, but without avail, for the foolish boy still scow ed and pouted out
his lips, stained with an inperial and glorious scarlet."

She poured out nore of the topaz-coloured wine in her cup, and Lucian saw it
glitter as it rose to the brimand mrrored the gl eamof the |lanps. The tale
went on, recounting a hundred strange devices. The wonan told how she had
tempted the boy by idleness and ease, giving himlong hours of sleep, and
allowing himto recline all day on soft cushions, that swelled about him
encl osing his body. She tried the experinment of curious odours: causing him
to snell always about himthe oil of roses, and burning in his presence rare
guns fromthe East. He was allured by soft dresses, being clothed in silks
that caressed the skin with the sense of a fondling touch. Three tinmes a day
t hey spread before hima delicious banquet, full of savour and odour and
colour; three tinmes a day they endeavoured to intoxicate himw th delicate
wi ne.

"And so," the lady continued, "I spared nothing to catch himin the
glistening nets of love; taking only sour and contenptuous gl ances in
return. And at last in an incredible shape | won the victory, and then
havi ng gained a green crown, fighting in agony agai nst his green and crude
imuaturity, | devoted himto the theatre, where he anuse the people by the
spl endour of his death."

On anot her evening he heard the history of the man who dwelt al one, refusing
all allurenments, and was at |ast discovered to be the |over of a black
statue. And there were tales of strange cruelties, of nen taken by nountain
robbers, and curiously nmained and di sfigured, so that when they escaped and
returned to the town, they were thought to be nonsters and killed at their
own doors. Lucian left no dark or secret nook of life unvisited; he sat

down, as he said, at the banquet, resolved to taste all the savours, and to
| eave no flagon unvisited.

His relations grew seriously alarmed about himat this period. Wile he

heard with sone inner ear the suave and el oquent phrases of singular tales,
and watched the lanmp-light in anber and purple wine, his father saw a | ean
pal e boy, with black eyes that burnt in hollows, and sad and sunken cheeks.

"You ought to try and eat nore, Lucian," said the parson; "and why don't you
have sone beer?"

He was | ooking feebly at the roast nmutton and sipping a little water; but he
woul d not have eaten or drunk with nore relish if the choi cest neat and
dri nk had been before him

Hi s bones seened, as M ss Deacon said, to be growi ng through his skin; he
had all the appearance of an ascetic whose body has been reduced to msery
by I ong and gri evous penance. People who chanced to see himcould not help
saying to one another: "How ill and wetched that Lucian Tayl or |ooks!" They
were of course quite unaware of the joy and luxury in which his real life
was spent, and sone of thembegan to pity him and to speak to himkindly.

It was too late for that. The friendly words had as much | ost their neaning
as the words of contenpt. Edward Di xon hailed himcheerfully in the street
one day:

"Conme in to ny den, won't you, old fellow?" he said. "You won't see the
pater. |'ve managed to bag a bottle of his old port. | know you snoke |ike a
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furnace, and |'ve got sone ripping cigars. You will conme, won't you! | can
tell you the pater's booze is first rate.”

He gently declined and went on. Kindness and unki ndness, pity and contenpt
had become for him nere phrases; he could not have distingui shed one from
the other. Hebrew and Chi nese, Hungarian and Pushtu would be pretty much
alike to an agricultural |abourer; if he cared to listen he m ght detect
some general differences in sound, but all four tongues would be equally
devoi d of significance.

To Lucian, entranced in the garden of Avallaunius, it seened very strange
that he had once been so ignorant of all the exquisite nmeanings of life.
Now, beneath the violet sky, |ooking through the brilliant trellis of the
vi nes, he saw the picture; before, he had gazed in sad astoni shnent at the
squal id rag which was wrapped about it.

Chapter 5

AND HE was at last in the city of the unending nmurnuring streets, a part of
the stirring shadow, of the anmber-1lighted gl oom

It seenmed a long tine since he had knelt before his sweetheart in the |ane,
the noon-fire stream ng upon themfromthe dark circle of the fort, the air
and the light and his soul full of haunting, the touch of the unimaginable
thrilling his heart; and now he sat in a terrible "bed-sitting-roonf in a
west ern suburb, confronted by a heap and litter of papers on the desk of a
battered ol d bureau

He had put his breakfast-tray out on the |anding, and was thinking of the
norning's work, and of some very dubi ous pages that he had bl ackened the

ni ght before. But when he had |lit his disreputable briar, he renenbered
there was an unopened letter waiting for himon the table; he had recogni sed
t he vague, staggering script of Mss Deacon, his cousin. There was not nuch
news; his father was "just the same as usual,"” there had been a good deal of
rain, the farners expected to make a | ot of eider, and so forth. But at the
close of the letter Mss Deacon becane useful for reproof and adnonition

"I was at Caermaen on Tuesday," she said, "and called on the Gervases and
the Dixons. M Gervase snmled when | told himyou were a literary nan,
living in London, and said he was afraid you wouldn't find it a very
practical career. Ms Gervase was very proud of Henry's success; he passed
fifth for some examnation, and will begin with nearly four hundred a year.

| don't wonder the Gervases are delighted. Then | went to the Dixons, and
had tea. Ms Dixon wanted to know if you had published anything yet, and
said | thought not. She showed nme a book everybody is tal king about, called
the Dog and the Doctor. She says it's selling by thousands, and that one
can't take up a paper without seeing the author's name. She told nme to tel
you that you ought to try to wite sonething like it. Then M Dixon canme in
fromthe study, and your nane was mentioned again. He said he was afraid you
had made rather a mistake in trying to take up literature as if it were a
profession, and seened to think that a place in a house of business would be
nore suitable and nore practical. He pointed out that you had not had the
advant ages of a university training, and said that you would find nmen who
had made good friends, and had the tone of the university, would be before
you at every step. He said Edward was doing very well at Oxford. He writes
to themthat he knows several nobl enen, and that young Philip Bullingham
(son of Sir John Bullinghan) is his nost intimate friend; of course this is
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very satisfactory for the Dixons. | amafraid, ny dear Lucian, you have
rather overrated your powers. Wuldn't it be better, even now, to | ook out
for sone real work to do, instead of wasting your time over those silly old
books? | know quite well how the Gervases and the Dixons feel; they think

i dl eness so injurious for a young nan, and likely to |lead to bad habits. You
know, my dear Lucian, | amonly witing like this because of nmy affection
for you, so | amsure, ny dear boy, you won't be of fended."

Luci an pigeon-holed the letter solermmly in the receptacle lettered
"Barbarians." He felt that he ought to ask hinmself sone serious questions:

"Way haven't | passed fifth? why isn't Philip (son of Sir John) ny nost
intimate friend? why am1 an idler, liable to fall into bad habits?" but he
was eager to get to his work, a curious and intricate piece of analysis. So
the battered bureau, the litter of papers, and the thick funme of his pipe,
engul fed himand absorbed himfor the rest of the nmorning. Qutside were the
di m Cctober mists, the dreary and languid life of a side street, and beyond,
on the main road, the humand jangle of the gliding trains. But he heard
none of the uneasy noises of the quarter, not even the shriek of the garden
gates nor the yelp of the butcher on his round, for delight in his great
task made hi m unconsci ous of the world outside.

He had come by curious paths to this cal mhernitage between Shepherd's Bush
and Acton Vale. The gol den weeks of the sumer passed on in their enchanted
processi on, and Anni e had not returned, neither had she witten. Lucian, on
his side, sat apart, wondering why his longing for her were not shaper. As
he though of his raptures he would smle faintly to hinself, and wonder
whet her he had not [ost the world and Annie with it. In the garden of
Aval | auni us his sense of external things had grown dimand indistinct; the
actual, material |life seened every day to becone a show, a fleeting of
shadows across a great white light. At last the news cane that Annie Mrgan
had been married fromher sister's house to a young farnmer, to whomit
appear ed, she had been | ong engaged, and Luci an was ashaned to find hinself
only consci ous of amusenent, mingled with gratitude. She had been the key

t hat opened the shut pal ace, and he was now secure on the throne of ivory
and gold. A few days after he had heard the news he repeated the adventure
of his boyhood; for the second tine he scaled the steep hillside, and
penetrated the matted brake. He expected violent disillusion, but his
feeling was rather astonishnent at the activity of boyish imagination. There
was no terror nor amazenent now in the green bul warks, and the stunted
undergrowth did not seemin any way extraordinary. Yet hid did not |augh at
the menory of his sensations, he was not angry at the cheat. Certainly it
had been all illusion, all the heats and chills of boyhood, its thoughts of
terror were without significance. But he recognised that the illusions of
the child only differed fromthose of the man in that they were nore

pi cturesque; belief in fairies and belief in the Stock Exchange as bestowers
of happi ness were equally vain, but the latter formof faith was ugly as
well as inept. It was better, he knew, and wiser, to wish for a fairy coach
than to cherish longings for a well-appointed brougham and |iveried
servants.

He turned his back on the green walls and the dark oaks w thout any feeling
of regret or resentment. After a little while he began to think of his
adventures with pleasure; the | adder by whi ch he had nmounted had

di sappeared, but he was safe on the height. By the chance fancy of a
beautiful girl he had been redeened froma world of nisery and torture, the
worl d of external things into which he had cone a stranger by which he had
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been tornented. He | ooked back at a kind of vision of hinself seen as he was
a year before, a pitiable creature burning and twi sting on the hot coals of
the pit, crying lamentably to the |l aughing bystanders for but one drop of
cold water wherewith to cool his tongue. He confessed to hinself, with some
contenpt, that he had been a social being, depending for his happi ness on
the goodwi Il of others; he had tried hard to wite, chiefly, it was true,
fromlove of the art, but a little froma social notive. He had inagi ned
that a witten book and the praise of responsible journals would ensure him
the respect of the county people. It was a quaint idea, and he saw the

| anentabl e fallacies naked; in the first place, a painstaking artist in
words was not respected by the respectable; secondly, books should not be
witten with the object of gaining the goodwi Il of the |anded and conmercia
interests; thirdly and chiefly, no man should in any way depend on anot her
Fromthis utter darkness, from danger of madness, the ever dear and sweet
Anni e had rescued him Very beautifully and fitly, as Lucian thought, she
had done her work without any desire to benefit him she had sinmply wlled
to gratify her own passion, and in doing this had handed to himthe

pricel ess secret. And he, on his side, had reversed the process; nerely to
make hinself a splendid offering for the acceptance of his sweetheart, he
had cast aside the vain world, and had found the truth, which now remai ned
with him precious and enduri ng.

And since the news of the marriage he found that his worship of her had by
no means vani shed; rather in his heart was the eternal treasure of a happy

| ove, untarni shed and spotless; it would be like a mirror of gold wthout
all oy, bright and lustrous for ever. For Lucian, it was no defect in the
woman that she was desirous and faithless; he had not conceived an affection
for certain nmoral or intellectual accidents, but for the very woman. Guided
by the self-evident axiomthat humanity is to be judged by literature, and
not literature by humanity, he detected the anal ogy between Lyci das and
Annie. Only the dullard woul d object to the nauseous cant of the one, or to
the indiscretions of the other. A sober critic mght say that the nan who
could generalise Herbert and Laud, Donne and Herrick, Sanderson and Juxon,
Hamond and Lancel ot Andrewes into "our corrupted C ergy" must be either an
i mbecile or a scoundrel, or probably both. The judgment would be perfectly
true, but as a criticismof Lycidas it would be a piece of folly. In the
case of the woman one could inmagine the attitude of the conventional |over;
of the chevalier who, with his tongue in his cheek, "reverences and
respects" all wonmen, and coming hone early in the morning wites a | eading
article on St English Grl. Lucian, on the other hand, felt profoundly
grateful to the delicious Annie, because she had at precisely the right
nonent voluntarily renoved her inmage fromhis way. He confessed to hinself
that, latterly, he had a little dreaded her return as an interruption; he
had shivered at the thought that their relations would becone what was so
terribly called an "intrigue" or "affair." There would be all the threadbare
and comopn stratagens, the vulgarity of secret assignations, and an

at nosphere suggesting the period of M Thonmas More and Lord Byron an
"segars." Lucian had been afraid of all this; he had feared |l est |ove itself
shoul d destroy | ove.

He considered that now, freed fromthe tornent of the body, |eaving untasted
the green water that makes thirst nore burning, he was perfectly initiated
in the true know edge of the splendid and gl orious |ove. There seenmed to him
a nonstrous paradox in the assertion that there could be no true |ove

wi t hout a corporal presence of the bel oved; even the popul ar sayi ngs of
"Absence nakes the heart grow fonder," and "fam liarity breeds contenpt,"

wi tnessed to the contrary. He thought, sighing, and with conpassion, of the
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manner in which men are continually |ed astray by the cheat of the senses.
In order that the unborn might still be added to the born, nature had
inspired men with the wild delusion that the bodily conpani onship of the

| over and the bel oved was desirabl e above all things, and so, by the false
show of pleasure, the human race was chained to vanity, and doonmed to an
eternal thirst for the non-existent.

Agai n and again he gave thanks for his own escape; he had been set free from
alife of vice and sin and folly, fromall the dangers and illusions that
are nost dreaded by the wi se. He | aughed as he renmenbered what woul d be the
conmon vi ew of the situation. An ordinary lover would suffer all the sting
of sorrow and contenpt; there would be grief for a lost mstress, and rage
at her faithlessness, and hate in the heart; one foolish passion driving on
another, and driving the man to ruin. For what would be comonly called the
real woman he now cared nothing; if he had heard that she had died in her
farmin Uter Grvent, he woul d have experienced only a passing sorrow, such
as he mght feel at the death of any one he had once known. But he did not
think of the young farner's wife as the real Annie; he did not think of the
frost-bitten leaves in winter as the real rose. Indeed, the life of many
rem nded himof the flowers; perhaps nore especially of those flowers which
to all appearance are for many years but dull and dusty clunps of green, and
suddenly, in one night, burst into the flame of blossom and fill all the
msty lawns with odour; till the morning. It was in that night that the
flower lived, not through the Iong unprofitable years; and, in |ike manner,
many human |ives, he thought, were born in the evening and dead before the
conm ng of day. But he had preserved the precious flower in all its glory,
not suffering it to wither in the hard Iight, but keeping it in a secret

pl ace, where it could never be destroyed. Truly now, and for the first tine,
he possessed Annie, as a man possesses the gold which he has dug fromthe
rock and purged of its baseness.

He was nusing over these things when a piece of news, very strange and
unexpected, arrived at the rectory. A distant, alnost a nmythical relative,
known from chil dhood as "Cousin Edward in the Isle of Wght," had died, and
by sone strange freak had left Lucian two thousand pounds. It was a pleasure
to give his father five hundred pounds, and the rector on his side forgot
for a couple of days to |lean his head on his hand. Fromthe rest of the
capital, which was well invested, Lucian found he would derive sonething
bet ween sixty and seventy pounds a year, and hid old desires for literature
and a refuge in the nurmuring streets returned to him He longed to be free
fromthe incantations that surrounded himin the country, to work and |ive
in a new at nosphere; and so, with nmany good wi shes fromhis father, he cane
to the retreat in the waste places of London.

He was in high spirits when he found the square, clean room horribly
furnished, in the by-street that branched formthe main road, and advanced
in an unlovely sweep to the nud pits and the desol ation that was neither
town nor country. On every side npbnotonous grey streets, each house the
replica of its neighbour, to the east an unexpl ored wi | derness, north and
west and south the brickfields and market -gardens, everywhere the ruins of
the country, the tracks where sweet |anes had been, gangrened stunps of
trees, the relics of hedges, here and there an oak stripped of its bark
white and haggard and | eprous, like a corpse. And the air seened al ways
grey, and the snoke fromthe brickfields was grey.

At first he scarcely realised the quarter into which chance had led him His
only thought was of the great adventure of letters in which he proposed to
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engage, and his first glance round his "bed-sitting-roont showed hi mthat
there was no piece of furniture suitable for his purpose. The table, I|ike
the rest of the suite, was of bird s-eye maple; but the maker seemed to have
penetrated the druidic secret of the rocking-stone, the thing was in a state
of unstable equilibriumperpetually. For sone days he wandered through the
streets, inspecting the second-hand furniture shops, and at last, in a
forlorn byway, found an ol d Japanese bureau, dishonoured and forlorn

st andi ng anongst rusty bedsteads, sorry china, and all the refuse of hones
dead and desol ate. The bureau pleased himin spite of its grine and grease
and dirt. Inlaid nother-of-pearl, the gl eamof |acquer dragons in red gold,
and hits of curious design shone through the filmof neglect and ill-usage,
and when the woman of the shop showed himthe drawers and well and

pi geon- hol es, he saw that it would be an apt instrument for his studies.

The bureau was carried to his roomand replaced the "bird' s-eye" table under
the gas-jet. As Lucian arranged what papers he had accumul ated: the sketches
of hopel ess experinents, shreds and tatters of stories begun but never

conpl eted, outlines of plots, two or three notebooks scribbled through and
through with inpressions of the abandoned hills, he felt a thrill of
exaltation at the prospect of work to be acconplished, of a new world al
open before him

He set out on the adventure with a fury of enthusiasm his |ast thought at
ni ght when all the maze of streets was enpty and silent was of the problem
and his dreans ran on phrases, and when he awoke in the norning he was eager
to get back to his desk. He immersed hinmself in a mnute, alnost a

m croscopic analysis of fine literature. It was no | onger enough, as in the
old days, to feel the charmand incantation of a line or a word; he w shed
to penetrate the secret, to understand something of the wonderfu
suggestion, all apart fromthe sense, that seemed to himthe differentia of
literature, as distinguished fromthe long follies of "character-draw ng,"
"psychol ogi cal analysis,"” and all the stuff that went to nake the

t hree- vol une novel of comerce.

He found hinmself curiously strengthened by the change fromthe hills to the
streets. There could be no doubt, he thought, that living a lonely life,
interested only in hinself and his own thoughts, he had becone in a neasure
i nhuman. The form of external things, black depths in woods, pools in |onely
pl aces, those still valleys curtained by hills on every side, sounding
always with the ripple of their brooks, had becone to himan influence |like
that of a drug, giving a certain peculiar colour and outline to his

t houghts. And fromearly boyhood there had been another strange flavour in
his life, the dream of the old Roman world, those curious inpressions that
he had gathered fromthe white walls of Caernmaen, and fromthe | oon ng
bastions of the fort. It was in reality the subconscious fanci es of nany
years that had rebuilt the golden city, and had shown himthe vine-trellis
and the marbles and the sunlight in the garden of Avallaunius. And the
rapture of |love had made it all so vivid and warmwith |ife, that even now,
when he let his pen drop, the rich noise of the tavern and the chant of the
t heatre sounded above the murmur of the streets. Looking back, it was as
much a part of his life as his school days, and the tessell ated pavenents
were as real as the square of faded carpet beneath his feet.

But he felt that he had escaped. He could now survey those splendid and
lovely visions fromw thout, as if he read of opiumdreans, and he no | onger
dreaded a weird suggestion that had once beset him that his very soul was
bei ng noul ded into the hills, and passing into the black mrror of stil

wat er pool s. He had taken refuge in the streets, in the harbour of a nodern
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suburb, fromthe vague, dreaded nagic that had charmed his |ife. Whenever he
felt inclined to listen to the old wood-whi sper or to the singing of the
fauns he bent nore earnestly to his work, turning a deaf ear to the

i ncant ati ons.

In the curious | abour of the bureau he found refreshment that was
continually renewed. He experienced again, and with a far nore viol ent

i mpul se, the enthusiasmthat had attended the witing of his book a year or
two before, and so, perhaps, passed fromone drug to another. It was,

i ndeed, with sonething of rapture that he imagi ned the great procession of
years all to be devoted to the intinmate analysis of words, to the
construction of the sentence, as if it were a piece of jewellery or nopsaic.
Sonetimes, in the pauses of the work, he would pace up and down his cell

| ooki ng out of the w ndow now and again and gazing for an instant into the
nel ancholy street. As the year advanced the days grew nore and nore m sty,
and he found hinself the inhabitant of a little island weathed about with
the waves of a white and solem sea. In the afternoon the fog would grow
denser, shutting out not only sight but sound; the shriek of the garden
gates, the jangling of the trambell echoed as if froma far way. Then there
were days of heavy incessant rain; he could see a grey drifting sky and the
drops plashing in the street, and the houses all dripping and saddened with
wet .

He cured hinmself of one great aversion. He was no | onger nauseated at the
sight of a story begun and |eft unfinished. Formerly, even when an idea rose
in his mnd bright and wonderful, he had al ways approached the paper with a
feeling of sickness and dislike, renenbering all the hopel ess begi nnings he
had made. But now he understood that to begin a romance was al nost a
separate and special art, a thing apart fromthe story, to be practised with
sedul ous care. Wenever an opening scene occurred to himhe noted it roughly
in a book, and he devoted nany | ong wi nter evenings to the el aboration of

t hese begi nnings. Sonetines the first inmpression would yield only a

par agraph or a sentence, and once or twi ce but a splendid and sonorous word,
whi ch seemed to Lucian all dimand rich with unsurni sed adventure. But often
he was able to wite three or four vivid pages, studying above all things
the hint and significance of the words and actions, striving to work into
the Iines the atnosphere of expectation and prom se, and the nurnur of
wonder ful events to cone.

In this one departnent of his task the | abour seened al nbst endl ess. He
woul d finish a few pages and then rewite them using the sane incident and
nearly the sane words, but altering that indefinite sonething which is
scarcely so much style as manner, or atnosphere. He was astoni shed at the
enor nous change that was thus effected, and often, though he hinmself had
done the work, he could scarcely describe in words how it was done. But it
was clear that in this art of manner, or suggestion, lay all the chief
secrets of literature, that by it all the great mracles were perforned.
Clearly it was not style, for style in itself was untranslatable, but it was
that high theurgic nagic that nmade the English Don Quixote, roughly traduced
by sone Jervas, perhaps the best of all English books. And it was the sane
el emrent that nmamde the journey of Roderick Randomto London, so ostensibly a
narrative of coarse jokes and conmpn experiences and burl esque nmanners, told
in no very choice diction, essentially a wonderful vision of the eighteenth
century, carrying to one's very nostrils the aroma of the Great North Road,

i ron-bound under black frost, darkened beneath shudderi ng woods, haunted by
hi ghwaynen, with an adventure waiting beyond every turn, and great old
echoing inns in the nidst of lonely winter |ands.
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It was this magic that Lucian sought for his opening chapters; he tried to
find that quality that gives to words sonething beyond their sound and
beyond their neaning, that in the first lines of a book shoul d whisper
things unintelligible but all significant. Oten he worked for nmany hours

wi t hout success, and the grimwet dawn once found himstill searching for

hi er ogl yphi c sentences, for words nystical, synmbolic. On the shelves, in the
upper part of his bureau, he had placed the books which, however various as
to matter, seened to have a part in this curious quality of suggestion, and
in that sphere which nmight alnost be called supernatural. To these books he
often had recourse, when further effort appeared altogether hopel ess, and
certain pages in Coleridge and Edgar Allan Poe had the power of holding him
in a trance of delight, subject to enptions and inpressions which he knew to
transcend altogether the real mof the formal understanding. Such |lines as:

Bott om ess val es and boundl ess fl oods,
And chasns, and caves, and Titan woods,
Wth forns that no man can di scover

For the dews that drip all over;

had for Lucian nore than the potency of a drug, lulling himinto a splendid
waki ng- sl eep, every word being a suprene incantation. And it was not only
his mnd that was charnmed by such passages, for he felt at the sane tine a
strange and delicious bodily |anguor that held himnotionless, wthout the
desire or power to stir fromhis seat. And there were certain phrases in
Kubl a Khan that had such a magic that he would sonetines wake up, as it

were, to the consciousness that he had been lying on the bed or sitting in
the chair by the bureau, repeating a single line over and over again for two
or three hours. Yet he knew perfectly well that he had not been really
asleep; alittle effort recalled a constant inpression of the wall-paper
with its pink flowers on a buff ground, and of the nuslin-curtained w ndow,
letting in the grey winter light. He had been sone seven nonths in London
when this odd experience first occurred to him The day opened dreary and
cold and clear, with a gusty and restless wind whirling round the corner of
the street, and lifting the dead | eaves and scraps of paper that littered
the roadway into eddying nounting circles, as if a stormof black rain were
to come. Lucian had sat |late the night before, and rose in the norning
feeling weary and listless and heavy-headed. Wile he dressed, his |egs
dragged himas with weights, and he staggered and nearly fell in bending
down to the mat outside for his tea-tray. He lit the spirit |lanp on the
hearth wi th shaki ng, unsteady hands, and could scarcely pour out the tea
when it was ready. A delicate cup of tea was one of his few | uxuries; he was
fond of the strange flavour of the green leaf, and this norning he drank the
straw col oured |iquid eagerly, hoping it would disperse the cloud of

| anguor. He tried his best to coerce hinself into the sense of vigour and
enjoynment with which he usually began the day, wal king briskly up and down
and arranging his papers in order. But he could not free hinself from
depression; even as he opened the dear bureau a wave of nelancholy cane upon
him and he began to ask hinsel f whether he were not pursuing a vain dream
searching for treasures that had no existence. He drew out his cousin's
letter and read it again, sadly enough. After all there was a good deal of
truth in what she said; he had "overrated" his powers, he had no friends, no
real education. He began to count up the nonths since he had come to London
he had received his two thousand pounds in March, and in May he had said
good-bye to the woods and to the dear and friendly paths. My, June, July,
August, Septenber, Cctober, Novenber, and half of Decenber had gone by; and
what had he to show? Not hing but the experinent, the attenpt, futile

scri bblings which had no end nor shining purpose. There was nothing in his
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desk that he could produce as evidence of his capacity, no fragment even of
acconplishment. It was a thought of intense bitterness, but it seened as if
the barbarians were in the right--a place in a house of business would have
been nore suitable. He | eaned his head on his desk overwhel med with the
severity of his own judgnent. He tried to confort hinmself again by the

t hought of all the hours of happy enthusiasm he had spent anpngst his
papers, working for a great idea with infinite patience. He recalled to mnd
somet hing that he had always tried to keep in the background of his hopes,

t he foundation-stone of his |life, which he had hidden out of sight. Deep in
his heart was the hope that he m ght one day wite a valiant book; he
scarcely dared to entertain the aspiration, he felt his incapacity too
deeply, but yet this longing was the foundation of all his painful and
patient effort. This he had proposed in secret to hinself, that if he

| aboured without ceasing, without tiring, he mght produce something which
woul d at all events be art, which would stand wholly apart fromthe objects
shaped |i ke books, printed with printers' ink, and called by the name of
books that he had read. G otto, he knew, was a painter, and the man who

i mtated wal nut-wood on the deal doors opposite was a painter, and he had

wi shed to be a very hunble pupil in the class of the former. It was better
he thought, to fail in attenpting exquisite things than to succeed in the
departnment of the utterly contenptible; he had vowed he woul d be the dunce
of Cervantes's school rather than top-boy in the acadeny of A Bad Un to Beat
and MIlicent's Marriage. And with this purpose he had devoted hinself to

| aborious and joyous years, so that however nean his capacity, the pains
shoul d not be wanting. He tried now to rouse hinmself froma growi ng msery
by the recollection of this high aim but it all seened hopel ess vanity. He
| ooked out into the grey street, and it stood a synbol of his life, chil

and dreary and grey and vexed with a horrible wind. There were the dul

i nhabitants of the quarter going about their conmon business; a man was
crying "mackerel" in a doleful voice, slowy passing up the street, and
staring into the white-curtained "parlours," searching for the face of a

pur chaser behind the india-rubble plants, stuffed birds, and piles of gaudy
gilt books that adorned the wi ndows. One of the blistered doors over the way
banged, and a woman came scurrying out on sone errand, and the garden gate
shrieked two nel ancholy notes as she opened it and let it swing back after
her. The little patches called gardens were nostly untilled, uncared for
squares of sliny noss, dotted with clunps of coarse ugly grass, but here and
there were the bl ackened and rotting remai ns of sunflowers and mari gol ds.
And beyond, he knew, stretched the |abyrinth of streets nore or |ess

squalid, but all grey and dull, and behind were the nud pits and the
st eam ng heaps of yellow sh bricks, and to the north was a great wi de cold
wast e, treeless, desolate, swept by bitter wind. It was all |ike his own

life, he said again to hinmself, a nmaze of unprofitable dreariness and

desol ation, and his nmind grew as black and hopel ess as the wi nter sky. The
norning went thus dismally till twelve o' clock, and he put on his hat and
great-coat. He always went out for an hour every day between twelve and one;
the exercise was a necessity, and the | andl ady made his bed in the interval.
The wi nd bl ew the snoke fromthe chimeys into his face as he shut the door
and with the acrid snpoke came the prevailing odour of the street, a blend of
cabbage-wat er and burnt bones and the faint sickly vapour fromthe
brickfields. Lucian wal ked nechanically for the hour, going eastward, al ong
the main road. The wind pierced him and the dust was blinding, and the
dreariness of the street increased his misery. The row of comron shops, ful
of common things, the blatant public-houses, the |Independent chapel, a
horri bl e stucco parody of a Geek tenple with a facade of hideous col ums
that was a nightmare, villas |ike snug Pharisees, shops again, a church in
cheap Gothic, an old garden blasted and riven by the builder, these were the
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pi ctures of the way. When he got hone again he flung hinself on the bed, and
lay there stupidly till sheer hunger roused him He ate a hunch of bread and
drank some water, and began to pace up and down the room wondering whet her
there were no escape fromdespair. Witing seenmed quite inmpossible, and
hardly knowi ng what he did he opened his bureau and took out a book fromthe
shel ves. As his eyes fell on the page the air grew dark and heavy as night,
and the wind wail ed suddenly, loudly, terribly.

"By worman wailing for her Denpn |lover." The words were on his |ips when he
rai sed his eyes again. A broad band of pale clear light was shining into the
room and when he | ooked out of the wi ndow he saw the road all brightened by
glittering pools of water, and as the last drops of the rain-stormstarred
these mirrors the sun sank into the wack. Lucian gazed about him

perpl exed, till his eyes fell on the clock above his enpty hearth. He had
been sitting, notionless, for nearly two hours wi thout any sense of the
passage of tine, and w thout ceasing he had nmurnured those words as he
dreaned an endl ess wonderful story. He experienced somewhat the sensations
of Col eridge hinself; strange, amazing, ineffable things seemed to have been
presented to him not in the formof the idea, but actually and materially,
but he was | ess fortunate than Coleridge in that he could not, even vaguely,
i mage to hinself what he had seen. Yet when he searched his nind he knew
that the consciousness of the roomin which he sat had never left him he
had seen the thick darkness gather, and had heard the whirl of rain hissing
t hrough the air. Wndows had been shut down with a crash, he had noted the
pattering footsteps of people running to shelter, the |andl ady's voice
crying to sone one to look at the rain conming in under the door. It was |ike
peering into sone old bitum nous picture, one could see at |last that the
nmere bl ackness resolved itself into the likeness of trees and rocks and
travell ers. And against this background of his room and the storm and the
noi ses of the street, his vision stood out illum nated, he felt he had
descended to the very depths, into the caverns that are hol | owed beneath the
soul. He tried vainly to record the history of his inpressions; the synbols
remained in his menory, but the meaning was all conjecture.

The next norning, when he awoke, he could scarcely understand or realise the
bitter depression of the preceding day. He found it had all vani shed away
and had been succeeded by an intense exaltation. Afterwards, when at rare

i nterval s he experienced the sane strange possession of the consciousness,
he found this to be the invariable result, the hour of vision was al ways
succeeded by a feeling of delight, by sensations of brightened and
intensified powers. On that bright Decenber day after the storm he rose
joyously, and set about the | abour of the bureau with the assurance of
success, alnost with the hope of formidable difficulties to be overcone. He
had | ong busied hinself with those curious researches which Poe had

i ndicated in the Philosophy of Conposition, and nmany hours had been spent in
anal ysing the singular effects which may be produced by the sound and
resonance of words. But he had been struck by the thought that in the finest
literature there were nore subtle tones than the |oud and insistent nusic of
"never nore," and he endeavoured to find the secret of those pages and
sentences which spoke, less directly, and | ess obviously, to the soul rather
than to the ear, being filled with a certain grave nelody and the sensation
of singing voices. It was adnirable, no doubt, to wite phrases that showed
at a glance their designed rhythm and rang with sonorous words, but he
dreaned of a prose in which the rmusic should be |less explicit, of neunes
rather than notes. He was astonished that norning at his own fortune and
facility; he succeeded in covering a page of ruled paper wholly to his

sati sfaction, and the sentences, when he read them out, appeared to suggest
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a weird elusive chanting, exquisite but alnost inperceptible, |ike the echo
of the plainsong reverberated fromthe vault of a nonastic church

He thought that such happy nornings well repaid himfor the anguish of
depression which he sonetines had to suffer, and for the strange experience
of "possession" recurring at rare intervals, and usually after many weeks of
severe diet. His income, he found, anounted to sixty-five pounds a year, and
he lived for weeks at a tine on fifteen shillings a week. During these
austere periods his only food was bread, at the rate of a |loaf a day; but he
drank huge draughts of green tea, and snoked a bl ack tobacco, which seened
to hima nore potent nmother of thought than any drug fromthe scented East.
"I hope you go to sone nice place for dinner," wote his cousin; "there used
to be some excellent eating-houses in London where one could get a good cut
fromthe joint, with plenty of gravy, and a boiled potato, for a shilling.
Aunt Mary wites that you should try M Jones's in Water Street, Islington
whose father came from near Caernmen, and was al ways nost confortable in her
day. | daresay the walk there would do you good. It is such a pity you snoke
that horrid tobacco. | had a letter fromMs Dolly (Jane Diggs, who married
your cousin John Dolly) the other day, and she said they would have been
delighted to take you for only twenty-five shillings a week for the sake of
the famly if you had not been a snoker. She told ne to ask you if you had
ever seen a horse or a dog snoking tobacco. They are such nice, confortable
peopl e, and the children woul d have been conpany for you. Johnnie, who used
to be such a dear little fellow, has just gone into an office in the City,
and seens to have excellent prospects. How | wi sh, ny dear Lucian, that you
could do something in the sane way. Don't forget M Jones's in Water Street,
and you m ght mention your name to him™"

Luci an never troubled M Jones; but these letters of his cousin's always
refreshed himby the force of contrast. He tried to imagine hinself a part
of the Dolly fam |y, going dutifully every norning to the City on the bus,
and returning in the evening for high tea. He could conceive the fine odour
of hot roast beef hangi ng about the decorous house on Sunday afternoons,
papa asleep in the dining-room manma |ying down, and the children quite
good and happy with their "Sundays books." In the evening, after supper, one
read the Quiver till bedtine. Such pictures as these were to Lucian a
confort and a help, a remedy agai nst despair. O ten when he felt overwhel med
by the difficulty of the work he had undertaken, he thought of the
alternative career, and was strengthened.

He returned again and again to that desire of a prose which should sound
faintly, not so much with an audible nusic, but with the menory and echo of
it. In the night, when the last tram had gone jangling by, and he had | ooked
out and seen the street all wapped about in heavy folds of the mst, he
conducted sone of his npst delicate experinents. In that white and solitary
m dni ght of the suburban street he experienced the curious sense of being on
a tower, renmote and apart and hi gh above all the troubles of the earth. The
gas | anmp, which was nearly opposite, shone in a pale halo of light, and the
houses thensel ves were nerely indistinct nmarks and shadows am dst that

pal pabl e whiteness, shutting out the world and its noi ses. The know edge of
the swarming life that was so still, though it surrounded him nade the

sil ence seem deeper than that of the nountains before the dawn; it was as if
he alone stirred and | ooked out am dst a host sleeping at his feet. The fog
cane in by the open wi ndow in freezing puffs, and as Luci an wat ched he
noticed that it shook and wavered |i ke the sea, tossing up weaths and
drifts across the pale halo of the |anp, and, these vani shing, others
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succeeded. It was as if the nmist passed by fromthe river to the north, as
if it still passed by in the silence.

He woul d shut his wi ndow gently, and sit down in his lighted roomwth al

t he consci ousness of the white advancing shroud upon him It was then that
he found hinself in the nbod for curious |abours, and able to handle with
sone touch of confidence the nore exquisite instrunents of the craft. He
sought for that magic by which all the glory and gl amour of nystic chivalry
were made to shine through the burl esque and gross adventures of Don

Qui xote, by which Hawthorne had lit his infernal Sabbath fires, and

fashi oned a burning aureol e about the village tragedy of the Scarlet Letter
In Hawt horne the story and the suggestion, though quite distinct and of
different worlds, were rather parallel than opposed to one another; but
Cervantes had done a stranger thing. One read of Don Qui xote, beaten, dirty,
and ridicul ous, mstaking wwndmlls for giants, sheep for an arny; but the

i mpression was of the enchanted forest, of Avalon, of the San Graal, "far in
the spiritual city." And Rabelais showed him beneath the letter, the
Tour ai ni an sun shining on the hot rock above Chinon, on the maze of narrow,
climbing streets, on the high-pitched, gabled roofs, on the grey-blue
tourelles, pricking upward fromthe fantastic |abyrinth of walls. He heard
t he sound of sonorous plainsong fromthe nonastic choir, of gross exuberant
gaiety fromthe rich vineyards; he listened to the eternal nystic mrth of
those that halted in the purple shadow of the sorbier by the white, steep
road. The graci ous and ornate chateaux on the Loire and the Vienne rose fair
and shining to confront the incredible secrets of vast, dim far-lifted

Cot hic naves, that seened ready to take the great deep, and float away from
the m st and dust of earthly streets to anchor in the haven of the clear
city that hath foundations. The rank tale of the garderobe, of the
farmkitchen, mngled with the reasoned, endless |egend of the schools, wth
| um nous Pl atonic argunment; the old ponp of the Mddle Ages put on the robe
of a fresh Iife. There was a snell of wine and of incense, of June neadows
and of ancient books, and through it all he hearkened, intent, to the
exultation of chimng bells ringing for a new feast in a new | and. He woul d
cover pages with the analysis of these marvels, tracking the suggestion
conceal ed beneath the words, and yet glowing like the golden threads in a
robe of samite, or like that device of the old binders by which a vivid

pi cture appeared on the shut edges of a book. He tried to imtate this art,
to sumon even the faint shadow of the great effect, rewiting a page of
Hawt hor ne, experimenting and changi ng an epithet here and there, noting how
sonetines the alteration of a trifling word would plunge a whole scene into
dar kness, as if one of those blood-red fires had instantly been

ext i ngui shed. Sonetines, for severe practice, he attenpted to construct
short tales in the nmanner of this or that master. He sighed over these
desperate attenpts, over the clattering pieces of mechani smwhich woul d not
even sinulate life; but he urged hinself to an infinite perseverance.
Through the white hours he worked on anidst the heap and litter of papers;
books and nmanuscripts overflowed fromthe bureau to the floor; and if he

| ooked out he saw the mist still pass by, still passing fromthe river to
t he north.
It was not till the winter was well advanced that he began at all to explore

the region in which he lived. Soon after his arrival in the grey street he
had taken one or two vague wal ks, hardly noticing where he went or what he
saw, but for all the summer he had shut himself in his room beholding
not hi ng but the formand col our of words. For his norning wal k he al nost

i nvariably chose the one direction, going along the Uxbridge Road towards
Notting Hill, and returning by the same nonotonous thoroughfare. Now,
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however, when the new year was beginning its dull days, he began to diverge
occasionally to right and |l eft, sonetines eating his |luncheon in odd
corners, in the bul ging parlours of eighteenth-century taverns, that stil
fronted the surging sea of nodern streets, or perhaps in brand new "publics"
on the broken borders of the brickfields, snelling of the clay from which
they had swollen. He found waste by-places behind railway enbanknents where
he coul d snbke his pipe sheltered fromthe wi nd; sonetinmes there was a
wooden fence by an old pear-orchard where he sat and gazed at the wet
desol ati on of the market-gardens, munching a few currant biscuits by way of
dinner. As he went farther afield a sense of inmmensity slowy grew upon him
it was as if, fromthe little island of his room that one friendly place,
he pushed out into the grey unknown, into a city that for himwas

uni nhabited as the desert.

He cane back to his cell after these purposel ess wanderings always with a
sense of relief, with the thought of taking refuge fromgrey. As he lit the
gas and opened the desk of his bureau and saw the pile of papers awaiting
him it was as if he had passed fromthe black skies and the stinging w nd
and the dull maze of the suburb into all the warmh and sunlight and viol ent
col our of the south.

Chapter 6

ITWS inthis winter after his coming to the grey street that Lucian first
experi enced the pains of desolation. He had all his |ife known the delights
of solitude, and had acquired that habit of m nd which nakes a man find rich
conpany on the bare hillside and | eads himinto the heart of the wood to
nmeditate by the dark waterpools. But now in the blank interval when he was
forced to shut up his desk, the sense of |oneliness overwhel med hi mand
filled himw th unutterabl e nel ancholy. On such days he carried about with
hi m an unceasi ng gnawi ng tornent in his breast; the anguish of the enpty
page awaiting himin his bureau, and the knowl edge that it was worse than
useless to attenpt the work. He had fallen into the habit of always using
this phrase "the work" to denote the adventure of literature; it had grown
in his mindto all the austere and grave significance of "the great work" on
the Iips of the alchemists; it included every trifling and | aborious page
and the vague magnificent fancies that sonetinmes hovered below him Al else
had becone mere by-play, uninportant, trivial; the work was the end, and the
means and the food of his life--it raised himup in the norning to renew the
struggle, it was the synbol which charmed himas he lay down at night. Al

t hrough the hours of toil at the bureau he was enchanted, and when he went
out and explored the unknown coasts, the one thought allured him and was
the col oured gl ass between his eyes and the world. Then as he drew nearer
hone his steps woul d quicken, and the nmore weary and grey the wal k, the nore
he rejoiced as he thought of his hermtage and of the curious difficulties
that awaited himthere. But when, suddenly and without warning, the faculty
di sappeared, when his mnd seened a hopel ess waste from which nothing could
ari se, then he becanme subject to a msery so piteous that the barbarians

t hensel ves woul d have been sorry for him He had known some foretaste of
these bitter and inexpressible griefs in the old country days, but then he
had i nmedi ately taken refuge in the hills, he had rushed to the dark woods
as to an anodyne, letting his heart drink in all the wonder and nagic of the
wild land. Now in these days of January, in the suburban street, there was
no such refuge.

He had been working steadily for some weeks, well enough satisfied on the
whole with the daily progress, glad to awake in the norning, and to read
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over what he had witten on the night before. The new year opened with faint
and heavy weather and a breathless silence in the air, but in a few days the
great frost set in. Soon the streets began to suggest the appearance of a
bel eaguered city, the silence that had preceded the frost deepened, and the
m st hung over the earth like a dense white snoke. N ght after night the
cold increased, and people seened unwilling to go abroad, till even the main
t horoughfares were enpty and deserted, as if the inhabitants were |ying
close in hiding. It was at this dismal tinme that Lucian found hinself
reduced to i npotence. There was a sudden break in his thought, and when he
wote on valiantly, hoping agai nst hope, he only grew nore aghast on the

di scovery of the inbecilities he had committed to paper. He ground his teeth
t oget her and persevered, sick at heart, feeling as if all the world were
fallen fromunder his feet, driving his pen on nmechanically, till he was
overwhel med. He saw the stuff he had done w thout veil or possible

conceal nent, a | anentabl e and w etched sheaf of verbiage, worse, it seened,
than the efforts of his boyhood. He was not |onger tautological, he avoided
tautology with the infernal art of a |eader-witer, filling his w nd bags
and m ncing words as if he had been a trained journalist on the staff of the
Daily Post. There seened all the matter of an insufferable tragedy in these
t houghts; that his patient and enduring toil was in vain, that practice went
for nothing, and that he had wasted the | abour of MIton to acconplish the
tenth-rate. Unhappily he could not "give in"; the longing, the fury for the
work burnt within himlike a burning fire; he lifted up his eyes in despair

It was then, while he knew that no one could help him that he | angui shed
for help, and then, though he was aware that no confort was possible, he
fervently wished to be conforted. The only friend he had was his father, and
he knew that his father would not even understand his distress. For him

al ways, the printed book was the begi nning and end of literature; the agony
of the naker, his despair and sickness, were as accursed as the pains of

| abour. He was ready to read and admire the work of the great Smith, but he
did not wish to hear of the period when the great Smth had withed and
twisted like a scotched worm only hoping to be put out of his msery, to go
mad or die, to escape sonmehow fromthe bitter pains. And Lucian knew no one
el se. Now and then he read in the paper the fane of the great littérateurs;
the Gypsies were entertaining the Prince of Wales, the Jolly Beggars were
dining with the Lord Mayor, the O d Miunpers were ningling am cably and
gorgeously with the | eadi ng nenbers of the Stock Exchange. He was so
unfortunate as to know none of these gentlemen, but it hardly seened likely
that they could have done much for himin any case. Indeed, in his heart, he
was certain that help and confort fromw thout were in the nature of things
utterly inmpossible, his ruin and grief were within, and only his own
assistance could avail. He tried to reassure hinself, to believe that his
torments were a proof of his vocation, that the facility of the novelist who
stood six years deep in contracts to produce romances was a thing wholly
undesirable, but all the while he |onged for but a drop of that

i nexhausti bl e fluency which he professed to despise.

He drove hinmself out fromthat dreary contenplation of the white paper and
the idle pen. He went into the frozen and deserted streets, hoping that he
m ght pluck the burning coal fromhis heart, but the fire was not quenched.
As he wal ked furiously along the grimiron roads he fancied that those
persons who passed himcheerfully on their way to friends and friendly
hearths shrank fromhiminto the msts as they went by. Lucian inmagi ned that
the fire of his tornent and angui sh nust in sonme way gl ow visibly about him
he noved, perhaps, in a ninbus that proclained the blackness and the flanes
within. He knew, of course, that in msery he had grown delirious, that the
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wel | - coat ed, snoot h-hatted personages who | ooned out of the fog upon him
were in reality shuddering only with cold, but in spite of common sense he
still conceived that he saw on their faces an evident horror and di sgust,
and somret hing of the repugnance that one feels at the sight of a venonous
snake, half-killed, trailing its bleeding vileness out of sight. By design
Lucian tried to make for renote and desol ate places, and yet when he had
succeeded in touching on the open country, and knew that the icy shadow
hovering through the mst was a field, he | onged for some sound and rmur rmur
of life, and turned again to roads where pale | anps were glimering, and the
dancing flame of firelight shone across the frozen shrubs. And the sight of
these honely fires, the thought of affection and consol ati on waiting by
them stung himthe nore sharply perhaps because of the contrast with his
own chills and weariness and hel pl ess sickness, and chiefly because he knew
that he had | ong closed an everlasting door between his heart and such
felicities. If those within had come out and had called himby his nane to
enter and be conforted, it would have been quite unavailing, since between
themand himthere was a great gulf fixed. Perhaps for the first tinme he
realized that he had lost the art of humanity for ever. He had thought when
he closed his ears to the wood whi sper and changed the fauns' singing for
the murmur of the streets, the black pools for the shadows and anmber i ght
of London, that he had put off the old |life, and had turned his soul to
heal thy activities, but the truth was that he had merely exchanged one drug
for another. He could not be human, and he wondered whether there were sone
drop of the fairy blood in his body that nade himforeign and a stranger in
the worl d.

He did not surrender to desolation w thout repeated struggles. He strove to
allure hinself to his desk by the prom se of some easy task; he would not
attenpt invention, but he had nenoranda and rough jottings of ideas in his
not e- books, and he would nerely anplify the suggestions ready to his hand.
But it was hopel ess, again and again it was hopel ess. As he read over his
notes, trusting that he would find some hint that mght light up the dead
fires, and kindle again that pure flane of enthusiasm he found how
desperately his fortune had fallen. He could see no light, no colour in the
lines he had scribbled with eager trenbling fingers; he renmenbered how
splendid all these things had been when he wrote them down, but now they
wer e neani ngl ess, faded into grey. The few words he had dashed on to the
paper, enraptured at the thought of the happy hours they pron sed, had
become nere jargon, and when he understood the idea it seenmed foolish, dull
unoriginal. He discovered sonething at |ast that appeared to have a grain of
prom se, and determined to do his best to put it into shape, but the first
par agraph appalled him it mght have been witten by an unintelligent
school boy. He tore the paper in pieces, and shut and | ocked his desk, heavy
despair sinking like lead into his heart. For the rest of that day he |ay
noti onl ess on the bed, snoking pipe after pipe in the hope of stupefying
himsel f with tobacco funes. The air in the room becanme blue and thick with
snoke; it was bitterly cold, and he wapped hinself up in his great-coat and
drew t he count erpane over him The night came on and the w ndow darkened,
and at last he fell asleep.

He renewed the effort at intervals, only to plunge deeper into msery. He
felt the approaches of nmadness, and knew that his only hope was to wal k til
he was physically exhausted, so that he might come home al nost fainting with
fatigue, but ready to fall asleep the nonent he got into bed. He passed the
nornings in a kind of torpor, endeavouring to avoid thought, to occupy his
mnd with the pattern of the paper, with the advertisenents at the end of a
book, with the curious greyness of the |ight that glinmered through the m st
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into his room with the nuffled voices that runmbled now and then fromthe
street. He tried to make out the design that had once col oured the faded
carpet on the floor, and wondered about the dead artist in Japan, the
adorner of his bureau. He specul ated as to what his thoughts had been as he
i nserted the rai nbow not her-of-pearl and nmade that great flight of shining
birds, dipping their wings as they rose fromthe reeds, or how he had
concei ved the |lacquer dragons in red gold, and the fantastic houses in the
garden of peach-trees. But sooner or later the oppression of his grief
returned, the loud shriek and clang of the garden-gate, the warning bell of
sone passing bicyclist steering through the fog, the noise of his pipe
falling to the floor, would suddenly awaken himto the sense of nisery. He
knew that it was tinme to go out; he could not bear to sit still and suffer.
Soneti meshe cut a slice of bread and put it in his pocket, sometines he
trusted to the chance of finding a public-house, where he could have a
sandwi ch and a gl ass of beer. He turned always fromthe nain streets and
lost hinself in the intricate suburban byways, willing to be engulfed in the
infinite whiteness of the mst.

The roads had stiffened into iron ridges, the fences and trees were
glittering with frost crystals, everything was of strange and altered
aspect. Lucian wal ked on and on through the maze, nowin a circle of shadowy
villas, awful as the buried streets of Hercul aneum now in |anes dipping
onto open country, that led himpast great el mtrees whose white boughs were
all still, and past the bitter lonely fields where the mi st seemed to fade
away i nto grey darkness. As he wandered al ong these unfam liar and ghastly
pat hs he becane the nore convinced of his utter renpteness from al

humanity, he allowed that grotesque suggestion of there bei ng sonething
visibly amiss in his outward appearance to grow upon him and often he

| ooked with a horrible expectation into the faces of those who passed by,
afraid | est his own senses gave himfalse intelligence, and that he had
really assunmed sonme frightful and revolting shape. It was curious that,
partly by his own fault, and | argely, no doubt, through the operation of
nmere coi nci dence, he was once or twice strongly confirmed in this fantastic
del usi on. He cane one day into a lonely and unfrequented byway, a country
lane falling into ruin, but still fringed with elns that had forned an
avenue |l eading to the old manor-house. It was now the road of communication
between two far outlying suburbs, and on these winter nights lay as black
dreary, and desolate as a mountain track. Soon after the frost began, a
gent| eman had been set upon in this |ane as he picked his way between the
corner where the bus had set himdown, and his home where the fire was

bl azing, and his wife watched the clock. He was stunbling uncertainly

t hrough the gloom growing a little nervous because the wal k seemed so | ong,
and peering anxiously for the lanp at the end of his street, when the two

f oot pads rushed at himout of the fog. One caught him from behind, the other
struck himw th a heavy bl udgeon, and as he | ay sensel ess they robbed hi m of
his watch and noney, and vani shed across the fields. The next norning al

the suburb rang with the story; the unfortunate nerchant had been grievously
hurt, and wi ves watched their husbands go out in the nmorning with sickening
appr ehensi on, not know ng what mi ght happen at night. Lucian of course was

i gnorant of all these runmpurs, and struck into the gloony by-road w thout
caring where he was or whither the way woul d | ead him

He had been driven out that day as with whips, another hopeless attenpt to
return to the work had agoni sed him and exi stence seemed an intol erable

pain. As he entered the deeper gl oom where the fog hung heavily, he began
hal f consciously, to gesticulate; he felt convulsed with tornent and shane,
and it was a sorry relief to clench his nails into his palmand strike the
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air as he stunbled heavily along, bruising his feet against the frozen ruts
and ridges. Hi s inpotence was hideous, he said to hinself, and he cursed
hinsel f and his life, breaking out into a I oud oath, and stanping on the
ground. Suddenly he was shocked at a screamof terror, it seemed in his very
ear, and | ooking up he saw for a nonment a woman gazing at himout of the
mst, her features distorted and stiff with fear. A nonentary convul sion
twitched her arns into the ugly mmcry of a beckoning gesture, and she
turned and ran for dear life, howing Iike a beast.

Luci an stood still in the road while the woman's cries grew faint and died
away. His heart was chilled within himas the significance of this strange

i nci dent becane clear. He renenbered nothing of his violent gestures; he had
not known at the time that he had sworn out |oud, or that he was grinding
his teeth with inpotent rage. He only thought of that ringing scream of the
horrible fear on the white face that had | ooked upon him of the woman's
headl ong flight fromhis presence. He stood trenbling and shuddering, and in
alittle while he was feeling his face, searching for sone |oathsone nark,
for the stigmata of evil branding his forehead. He staggered homewards |ike
a drunken man, and when he came into the Uxbridge Road sone children saw him
and called after himas he swayed and caught at the |anp-post. Wen he got
to his roomhe sat down at first in the dark. He did not dare to light the
gas. Everything in the roomwas indistinct, but he shut his eyes as he
passed the dressing-table, and sat in a corner, his face turned to the wall.
And when at |ast he gathered courage and the flame |eapt hissing fromthe
jet, he crept piteously towards the glass, and ducked his head, crouching

m serably, and struggling with his terrors before he could | ook at his own

i mage.

To the best of his power he tried to deliver hinmself fromthese nore
grotesque fantasies; he assured hinself that there was nothing terrific in
hi s count enance but sadness, that his face was |ike the face of other men.
Yet he could not forget that reflection he had seen in the wonan's eyes, how
the surest mrrors had shown hima horrible dread, her soul itself quailing
and shuddering at an awful sight. Her screamrang and rang in his ears; she
had fled away fromhimas if he offered some fate darker than death.

He | ooked again and again into the glass, tortured by a hideous uncertainty.
Hi s senses told himthere was nothing aniss, yet he had had a proof, and
yet, as he peered nost earnestly, there was, it seemed, sonething strange
and not altogether usual in the expression of the eyes. Perhaps it night be
the unsteady flare of the gas, or perhaps a flaw in the cheap | ooking-gl ass,
that gave sonme slight distortion to the inmage. He wal ked briskly up and down
the roomand tried to gaze steadily, indifferently, into his own face. He
woul d not allow hinmself to be misguided by a word. When he had pronounced

hi nsel f i ncapabl e of hunmanity, he had only nmeant that he could not enjoy the
sinple things of comon life. A man was not necessarily nonstrous, nerely
because he did not appreciate high tea, a quiet chat about the nei ghbours,
and a happy noi sy evening with the children. But wi th what nessage, then

did he appear charged that the wonman's mouth grew so stark? Her hands had
jerked up as if they had been pulled with frantic wires; she seenmed for the
instant |ike a horrible puppet. Her screamwas a thing fromthe nocturna
Sabbat h.

He it a candle and held it close up to the glass so that his own face
glared white at him and the reflection of the room becane an indistinct
dar kness. He saw not hing but the candle flane and his own shining eyes, and
surely they were not as the eyes of common nen. As he put down the light, a
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sudden suggestion entered his mnd, and he drew a quick breath, amazed at

t he thought. He hardly knew whether to rejoice or to shudder. For the

t hought he conceived was this: that he had nistaken all the circumstances of
t he adventure, and had perhaps repul sed a sister who woul d have wel coned him
to the Sabbat h.

He | ay awake all night, turning fromone dreary and frightful thought to the
ot her, scarcely dozing for a few hours when the dawn canme. He tried for a
nonent to argue with hinself when he got up; knowing that his true life was
| ocked up in the bureau, he nade a desperate attenpt to drive the phantomns
and hi deous shapes fromhis nind. He was assured that his salvation was in
the work, and he drew the key fromhis pocket, and nade as if he would have
opened t he desk. But the nausea, the remenbrances of repeated and utter
failure, were too powerful. For nany days he hung about the Manor Lane, half
dreadi ng, half desiring another neeting, and he swore he woul d not again

nm stake the cry of rapture, nor repulse the arns extended in a frenzy of
delight. In those days he dreaned of sonme dark place where they m ght

cel ebrate and make the marri age of the Sabbath, with such rites as he had
dared to imagi ne.

It was perhaps only the shock of a letter fromhis father that rescued him
fromthese evident approaches to madness. M Taylor wote how they had

m ssed himat Christmas, how the farners had inquired after him of the
honely famliar things that recalled his boyhood, his nother's voice, the
friendly fireside, and the good ol d fashions that had nurtured him He
renmenbered that he had once been a boy, |oving the cake and puddi ngs and the
radi ant holly, and all the seventeenth-century nmirth that |lingered on in the
anci ent farmhouses. And there came to himthe nore holy nenmory of Mass on
Christmas norni ng. How sweet the dark and frosty earth had snmelt as he

wal ked beside his nother down the winding |ane, and fromthe stile near the
church they had seen the world glinmrering to the dawn, and the wanderi ng

| ant hor ns advanci ng across the fields. Then he had cone into the church and
seen it shining with candles and holly, and his father in pure vestnments of
white linen sang the longing nusic of the liturgy at the altar, and the
peopl e answered him till the sun rose with the grave notes of the

Pat ernoster, and a red beam stol e through the chancel w ndow.

The worst horror left himas he recalled the nenory of these dear and holy
thi ngs. He cast away the frightful fancy that the scream he had heard was a
shriek of joy, that the arms, rigidly jerked out, invited himto an enbrace.
I ndeed, the thought that he had | onged for such an obscene illusion, that he
had gl oated over the recollection of that stark nouth, filled himwth

di sgust. He resolved that his senses were deceived, that he had neither seen
nor heard, but had for a nmoment externalised his own slunbering and norbid
dreans. It was perhaps necessary that he should be wetched, that his
efforts should be di scouraged, but he would not yield utterly to nadness.

Yet when he went abroad with such good resolutions, it was hard to resist an
i nfl uence that seened to conme fromw thout and within. He did not know it,
but people were everywhere tal king of the great frost, of the fog that |ay
heavy on London, making the streets dark and terrible, of strange birds that
cane fluttering about the windows in the silent squares. The Thanes rolled
out duskily, bearing down the jarring ice-blocks, and as one | ooked on the
bl ack water fromthe bridges it was like a river in a northern tale. To
Lucian it all seemed nythical, of the same substance as his own fantastic

t houghts. He rarely saw a newspaper, and did not follow fromday to day the
systematic readi ngs of the thernonmeter, the reports of ice-fairs, of coaches
driven across the river at Hanpton, of the skating on the fens; and hence
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the iron roads, the bel eaguered silence and the heavy folds of m st appeared
as anmzing as a picture, significant, appalling. He could not |ook out and
see a comon suburban street foggy and dull, nor think of the inhabitants as
at work or sitting cheerfully eating nuts about their fires; he saw a vision
of a grey road vani shing, of dimhouses all enpty and deserted, and the
silence seened eternal. And when he went out and passed through street after
street, all void, by the vague shapes of houses that appeared for a nonent
and were then instantly swallowed up, it seemed to himas if he had strayed
into a city that had suffered some inconceivabl e doom that he al one
wander ed where nyriads had once dwelt. It was a town as great as Babyl on
terrible as Rone, nmarvellous as Lost Atlantis, set in the nmdst of a white
wi | derness surrounded by waste places. It was inpossible to escape fromit;

i f he skul ked between hedges, and crept away beyond the frozen pools,
presently the serried stony lines confronted himlike an armnmy, and far and
far they swept away into the night, as sone fabled wall that guards an
enpire in the vast dimEast. O in that distorting nediumof the mst,
changing all things, he inmagined that he trod an infinite desolate plain
abandoned from ages, but circled and encircled with dol men and menhir that

| oomed out at him gigantic, terrible. Al London was one grey tenple of an
awful rite, ring within ring of wi zard stones circled about sonme centra

pl ace, every circle was an initiation, every initiation eternal loss. O
perhaps he was astray for ever in a |land of grey rocks. He had seen the
[ight of home, the flicker of the fire on the walls; close at hand, it
seened, was the open door, and he had heard dear voices calling to him
across the gloom but he had just missed the path. The | anps vani shed, the
voi ces sounded thin and di ed away, and yet he knew that those within were
wai ting, that they could not bear to close the door, but waited, calling his
nane, while he had mi ssed the way, and wandered in the pathless desert of
the grey rocks. Fantastic, hideous, they beset himwherever he turned, piled
up into strange shapes, pricked with sharp peaks, assum ng the appearance of
goblin towers, swelling into a vague done like a fairy rath, huge and
terrible. And as one dream faded into another, so these |ast fancies were
per haps the nmost tornmenting and persistent; the rocky avenues becane the
canp and fortalice of some half-human, malignant race who swarned in hiding,
ready to bear himaway into the heart of their horrible hills. It was awful
to think that all his goings were surrounded, that in the darkness he was
wat ched and surveyed, that every step but |ed himdeeper and deeper into the
[ abyri nt h.

When, of an evening, he was secure in his room the blind drawn down and the
gas flaring, he made vigorous efforts toward sanity. It was not of his free
will that he allowed terror to overmaster him and he desired nothing better
than a placid and harmess life, full of work and clear thinking. He knew
that he deluded hinmsel f with inmagi nation, that he had been wal ki ng through
London suburbs and not through Pandenonium and that if he could but unl ock
his bureau all those ugly forns would be resolved into the mst. But it was
hard to say if he consoled hinself effectually with such reflections, for
the return to comopn sense neant also the return to the sharp pangs of
defeat. It recalled himto the bitter thenme of his own inefficiency, to the
t hought that he only desired one thing of life, and that this was denied
him He was willing to endure the austerities of a nmonk in a severe
cloister, to suffer cold, to be hungry, to be lonely and friendless, to
forbear all the consolation of friendly speech, and to be glad of all these
things, if only he mght be allowed to illum nate the manuscript in

qui etness. It seened a hideous insufferable cruelty, that he should so
fervently desire that which he could never gain
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He was | ed back to the old conclusion; he had | ost the sense of humanity, he
was wretched because he was an alien and a stranger anongst citizens. It
seened probable that the enthusiasmof literature, as he understood it, the
fervent desire for the fine art, had in it sonething of the inhuman, and

di ssevered the enthusiast fromhis fellowcreatures. It was possible that

t he barbarian suspected as nuch, that by sone slow process of rum nation he
had arrived at his fixed and inveterate inpression, by no neans a clear
reasoned conviction; the average Philistine, if pressed for the reasons of
his dislike, would either become inarticulate, ejaculating "faugh" and "pah"
i ke an ol d-fashi oned Scots Magazi ne, or else he would give sone inmginary
and absurd reason, alleging that all "littery nen" were poor, that conposers
never cut their hair, that painters were rarely public-school nen, that

scul ptors couldn't ride straight to hounds to save their lives, but clearly
these inmbecilities were nere afterthoughts; the average nman hated the arti st
froma deep instinctive dread of all that was strange, uncanny, alien to his
nature; he gi bbered, uttered his harsh, sem -bestial "faugh," and di sm ssed
Keats to his gallipots fromnuch the sane notives as usually inpelled the

bl ack savages to dismiss the white man on an even | onger journey.

Luci an was not especially interested in this hatred of the barbarian for the
maker, except fromthis point, that it confirmed himin his belief that the
| ove of art dissociated the man fromthe race. One touch of art nade the
whole worl d alien, but surely miseries of the civilised man cast anongst
savages were not so much caused by dread of their ferocity as by the terror
of his own thoughts; he would perhaps in his |ast despair |eave his retreat
and go forth to perish at their hands, so that he might at least die in
conpany, and hear the sound of speech before death. And Lucian felt nost
keenly that in his case there was a double curse; he was as isolated as
Keats, and as inarticulate as his reviewers. The consol ati on of the work had
failed him and he was suspended in the void between two worlds.

It was no doubt the conposite effect of his failures, his |oneliness of
soul, and solitude of life, that had nade himinvest those conmon streets
with such grimand persistent terrors. He had perhaps yielded to a
tenptati on wi thout knowi ng that he had been tenpted, and, in the nmanner of
De Quincey, had chosen the subtle in exchange for the nore tangi bl e pains.

Unconsciously, but still of free will, he had preferred the spl endour and
the gl oom of a malignant vision before his corporal pains, before the hard
reality of his own inpotence. It was better to dwell in vague nelancholy, to

stray in the forsaken streets of a city dooned from ages, to wander am dst
forlorn and desperate rocks than to awake to a gnawi ng and i gnobl e tornment,
to confess that a house of business woul d have been nore suitable and nore
practical, that he had proni sed what he could never perform Even as he
struggl ed to beat back the phantasmagoria of the mist, and resolved that he
woul d no | onger nake all the streets a stage of apparitions, he hardly
real i sed what he had done, or that the ghosts he had called m ght depart and
return again.

He continued his long wal ks, always with the object of producing a physica
weari ness and exhaustion that woul d enable himto sleep of nights. But even
when he saw the foggy and deserted avenues in their proper shape, and

all owed his eyes to catch the pale glimrer of the | anps, and the dancing
flame of the firelight, he could not rid hinself of the inpression that he
stood afar off, that between those hearths and hinmself there was a great
gul f fixed. As he paced down the footpath he could often see plainly across
the frozen shrubs into the honely and cheerful roons. Sonetines, late in the
eveni ng, he caught a passing glinpse of the fanily at tea, father, nother,
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and children | aughing and tal king together, well pleased with each other's
conpany. Sonetines a wife or a child was standing by the garden gate peering
anxi ously through the fog, and the sight of it all, all the little details,

t he hi deous but confortable arncthairs turned ready to the fire, maroon-red
curtains being drawn close to shut out the ugly night, the sudden bl aze and
illumnation as the fire was poked up so that it m ght be cheerful for
father; these trivial and common things were acutely significant. They
brought back to himthe i mage of a dead boy--hinself. They recalled the
shabby ol d "parlour” in the country, with its shabby old furniture and
fadi ng carpet, and renewed a whol e at nosphere of affection and honely
confort. His nother would walk to the end of the drive and | ook out for him
when he was | ate (wandering then about the dark woodl ands); on wi nter

eveni ngs she would make the fire blaze, and have his slippers warm ng by the
hearth, and there was probably buttered toast "as a treat." He dwelt on al
these insignificant petty circunstances, on the genial glow and |ight after
the muddy winter lanes, on the relish of the buttered toast and the snell of
the hot tea, on the two old cats curled fast asleep before the fender, and
made theminstruments of exquisite pain and regret. Each of these strange
houses that he passed was identified in his mnd with his own vani shed hone;
all was prepared and ready as in the old days, but he was shut out, judged
and condemed to wander in the frozen mst, with weary feet, angui shed and
forlorn, and they that would pass fromw thin to help himcould not, neither
could he pass to them Again, for the hundredth time, he cane back to the
sentence: he could not gain the art of letters and he had | ost the art of
humanity. He saw the vanity of all his thoughts; he was an ascetic caring
nothing for warnth and cheerful ness and the small conforts of life, and yet
he allowed his mnd to dwell on such things. If one of those passers-hby, who
wal ked briskly, eager for home, should have pitied himby some mracle and
asked himto cone in, it would have been worse than usel ess, yet he | onged
for pleasures that he could not have enjoyed. It was as if he were cone to a
pl ace of torment, where they who could not drink |onged for water, where
they who could feel no warmh shuddered in the eternal cold. He was

oppressed by the grimconceit that he himself still slept within the matted
t hi cket, inprisoned by the green bastions of the Roman fort. He had never
cone out, but a changeling had gone down the hill, and now stirred about the
earth.

Beset by such ingenious terrors, it was not wonderful that outward events
and comon incidents should abet his fancies. He had succeeded one day in
escaping fromthe nmesh of the streets, and fell on a rough and narrow | ane
that stole into a little valley. For the nmonent he was in a somewhat happier
nood; the afternoon sun glowed through the rolling mst, and the air grew
clearer. He saw qui et and peaceful fields, and a wood descending in a gentle
slope froman old farmstead of warmred brick. The farmer was driving the
slow cattle hone fromthe hill, and his loud halloo to his dog came across
the Iand a cheerful nmellow note. From another side a cart was approachi ng
the clustered barns, hesitating, pausing while the great horses rested, and
then starting again into lazy notion. In the well of the valley a wandering
i ne of bushes showed where a brook crept in and out anobngst the neadows,
and, as Lucian stood, lingering, on the bridge, a soft and idle breath
ruffled through the boughs of a great elm He felt soothed, as by calm
musi ¢, and wondered whether it would not be better for himto live in sone
such qui et place, within reach of the streets and yet renmpte fromthem It
seened a refuge for still thoughts; he could imagine himself sitting at rest
beneath the black yew tree in the farmgarden, at the close of a sumer day.
He had al nost deternined that he would knock at the door and ask if they
woul d take himas a | odger, when he saw a child running towards hi mdown the
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lane. It was a little girl, with bright curls tossing about her head, and,

as she cane on, the sunlight gl owed upon her, illumnating her brick-red
frock and the yell ow king-cups in her hat. She had run with her eyes on the
ground, chirping and | aughing to herself, and did not see Lucian till she

was quite near him She started and glanced into his eyes for a nonent, and
began to cry; he stretched out his hand, and she ran from him scream ng
frightened no doubt by what was to her a sudden and strange apparition. He
turned back towards London, and the mist folded himin its thick darkness,
for on that evening it was tinged with bl ack

It was only by the intensest strain of resolution that he did not yield
utterly to the poi sonous anodyne which was always at hand. It had been a
difficult struggle to escape fromthe nesh of the hills, fromthe nusic of
t he fauns, and even now he was drawn by the menmory of these old allurenents.
But he felt that here, in his loneliness, he was in greater danger, and
beset by a blacker nmagic. Horrible fancies rushed wantonly into his mnd; he
was not only ready to believe that sonething in his soul sent a shudder
through all that was sinple and innocent, but he cane trenbling hone one
Sat urday night, believing, or half-believing, that he was in comunion with
evil. He had passed through the clanmorous and bl atant crowd of the "high
street,"” where, as one clinbed the hill, the shops seened all aflane, and
the black night air glowed with the flaring gas-jets and the naphtha-I| anps,
hi ssi ng and wavering before the February wi nd. Voices, raucous, clanant,
abom nabl e, were bel ched out of the blazing public-houses as the doors swung
to and fro, and above these doors were hideous brassy |anps, very slowy
swinging in a violent blast of air, so that they might have been inferna
thuribles, censing the people. Some man was calling his wares in one |ong
conti nuous shriek that never stopped or paused, and, as a respond, a deeper
| ouder voice roared to himfromacross the road. An Italian whirled the
handl e of his piano-organ in a fury, and a ring of inps danced mad figures
around him danced and flung up their legs till the rags dropped from sone
of them and they still danced on. A flare of naphtha, burning with a
rushi ng noise, threw a light on one point of the circle, and Luci an watched
a lank girl of fifteen as she came round and round to the flash. She was
qui te drunk, and had ki cked her petticoats away, and the crowd how ed

| aught er and appl ause at her. Her black hair poured down and | eapt on her
scarl et bodice; she sprang and |l eapt round the ring, |aughing in Bacchic
frenzy, and led the orgy to triunph. People were crossing to and fro,
jostling agai nst each other, swarm ng about certain shops and stalls in a
dense dark mass that quivered and sent out feelers as if it were one
withing organism A little farther a group of young nen, armin arm were
mar chi ng down the roadway chanting some nusic-hall verse in full chorus, so
that it sounded like plainsong. An inpossible hubbub, a hum of voices angry
as swarning bees, the squeals of five or six girls who ran in and out, and
di ved up dark passages and darted back into the crowd; all these ningled
together till h is ears quivered. A young fellow was playing the concertina
and he touched the keys with such slow fingers that the tune wailed sol emm
into a dirge; but there was nothing so strange as the burst of sound that
swel | ed out when the public-house doors were opened.

He wal ked anpongst these people, |ooked at their faces, and | ooked at the
children anmpongst them He had conme out thinking that he woul d see the
Engl i sh working class, "the best-behaved and the best-tenpered crowd in the
worl d," enjoying the sinple pleasure of the Saturday night's shoppi ng.

Mot her bought the joint for Sunday's dinner, and perhaps a pair of boots for
father; father had an honest glass of beer, and the children were given bags
of sweets, and then all these worthy people went decently honme to their
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wel | -earned rest. De Quincey had enjoyed the sight in his day, and had
studied the rise and fall of onions and potatoes. Lucian, indeed, had
desired to take these sinple enptions as an opiate, to forget the fine fret
and fantastic trouble of his own existence in plain things and the pal pable
joy of rest after labour. He was only afraid | est he should be too sharply
reproached by the sight of these nmen who fought bravely year after year

agai nst starvation, who knew nothing of intricate and inmagi ned grief, but
only the weariness of relentless |abour, of the long battle for their w ves
and children. It would be pathetic, he thought, to see themcontent with so
little, brightened by the expectation of a day's rest and a good di nner
forced, even then, to reckon every penny, and to nmake their children | augh
wi t h hal f pence. Either he would be ashaned before so nmuch content, or else
he woul d be again touched by the sense of his inhumanity which could take no
interest in the conmon things of life. But still he went to be at |east
taken out of himself, to be forced to | ook at another side of the world, so
that he m ght perhaps forget a little while his own sorrows.

He was fascinated by what he saw and heard. He wondered whet her De Quincey
al so had seen the sane spectacle, and had conceal ed his inpressions out of
reverence for the average reader. Here there were no sinple joys of honest
toilets, but wonderful orgies, that drew out his heart to horrible nmusic. At
first the violence of sound and sight had overwhel nmed hin the lights
flaring in the night wind, the array of naphtha | anps, the black shadows,
the roar of voices. The dance about the piano-organ had been the first sign
of an inner neaning, and the face of the dark girl as she came round and
round to the flame had been amazing in its utter furious abandon. And what
songs they were singing all around him and what terrible words rang out,
only to excite peals of laughter. In the public-houses the workmen's wi ves,
the wives of small tradesnen, decently dressed in black, were drinking their
faces to a flam ng red, and urging their husbands to drink nore. Beautifu
young wonen, flushed and | aughing, put their arns round the nmen's necks and
ki ssed them and then held up the glass to their lips. In the dark corners,
at the openings of side streets, the children were tal ki ng together

i nstructing each other, whispering what they had seen; a boy of fifteen was
plying a girl of twelve with whisky, and presently they crept away. Lucian
passed them as they turned to go, and both | ooked at him The boy | aughed,
and the girl smled quietly. It was above all in the faces around hi mthat
he saw the npbst astounding things, the Bacchic fury unveil ed and unashamned.
To his eyes it seenmed as if these revellers recognised himas a fellow, and
smled up in his face, aware that he was in the secret. Every instinct of
religion, of civilisation even, was swept away; they gazed at one anot her
and at him absolved of all scruples, children of the earth and nothing
nore. Now and then a coupl e detached thensel ves fromthe swarm and went
away into the darkness, answering the jeers and |aughter of their friends as
t hey vani shed.

On the edge of the pavenent, not far from where he was standi ng, Lucian
noticed a tall and | ovely young woman who seenmed to be al one. She was in the
full light of a naphtha flane, and her bronze hair and flushed cheeks shone
illuminate as she viewed the orgy. She had dark brown eyes, and a strange

| ook as of an old picture in her face; and her eyes brightened with an
urgent gleam He saw the revellers nudgi ng each ot her and gl anci ng at her
and two or three young nen went up and asked her to cone for a wal k. She
shook her head and said "No thank you" again and again, and seened as if she
were | ooki ng for sonebody in the crowd.

“I"mexpecting a friend," she said at |last to a man who proposed a drink and
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a wal k afterwards; and Luci an wondered what kind of friend would ultimtely
appear. Suddenly she turned to himas he was about to pass on, and said in a
| ow voi ce:

"I'"ll go for a walk with you if you like; you just go on, and I'll follow in
a mnute."

For a nmonment he | ooked steadily at her. He saw that the first glance has
msled him her face was not flushed with drink as he had supposed, but it
was radiant with the nost exquisite colour, a red flane glowed and died on
her cheek, and seened to pal pitate as she spoke. The head was set on the
neck nobly, as in a statue, and about the ears the bronze hair strayed into
l[ittle curls. She was nsiling and waiting for his answer.

He muttered sonething about being very sorry, and fled down the hill out of
the orgy, fromthe noise of roaring voices and the glitter of the great

| anps very slowy swinging in the blast of wind. He knew that he had touched
the brink of utter desolation; there was death in the wonan's face, and she
had i ndeed sunmoned himto the Sabbath. Somehow he had been able to refuse
on the instant, but if he had del ayed he knew he woul d have abandoned
hinself to her, body and soul. He | ocked hinmself in his roomand | ay
trenbling on the bed, wondering if sone subtle synpathy had shown the woman
her perfect conpanion. He |ooked in the glass, not expecting now to see
certain visible and outward signs, but searching for the meaning of that
strange glance that |lit up his eyes. He had grown even thinner than before
in the last few nonths, and his cheeks were wasted with hunger and sorrow,
but there were still about his features the suggestion of a curious classic
grace, and the look as of a faun whoo has strayed fromthe vineyards and
olive gardens. He had broken away, but now he felt the mesh of her net about
him a desire for her that was a madness, as if she held every nerve in his
body and drew himto her, to her nystic world, to the rosebush where every
flower was a fl ane.

He dreaned all night of the perilous things he had refused, and it was | oss
to awake in the norning, pain to return to the world. The frost had broken
and the fog had rolled away, and the grey street was filled with a clear
grey light. Again he | ooked out on the Iong dull sweep of the npbnotonous
houses, hidden for the past weeks by a curtain of nmist. Heavy rain had
fallen in the night, and the garden rails were still dripping, the roofs
still dark with wet, all down the line the dingy white blinds were drawn in
t he upper w ndows. Not a soul wal ked the street; every one was asleep after
the exertions of the night before; even on the main road it was only at
intervals that some straggler paddled by. Presently a woman in a brown

ul ster shuffled off on some errand, then a man in shirt-sleeves poked out
hi s head, hol ding the door half-open, and stared up at a w ndow opposite.
After a few mnutes he slunk in again, and three | oafers canme slouching down
the street, eager for nischief or beastliness of some sort. They chose a
house that seenmed rather smarter than the rest, and, irritated by the neat
curtains, the little grass plot with its dwarf shrub, one of the ruffians
drew out a piece of chalk and wote sone words on the front door. His
friends kept watch for him and the adventure achi eved, all three bolted,
bel | owi ng yahoo | aughter. Then a bell began, tang, tang, tang, and here and
there children appeared on their way to Sunday-school, and the chape
"teachers” went by with verjuice eyes and lips, scowing at the little boy
who cried "Piper, piper!"™ On the nmain road many respectable people, the nen
shining and ill-fitted, the wonen hideously bedi zened, passed in the
direction of the Independent nightnmare, the stuccoed thing with Doric
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colums, but on the whole |ife was stagnant. Presently Lucian snelt the
horrid fumes of roast beef and cabbage; the early risers were preparing the
one-0' cl ock neal, but many lay in bed and put off dinner till three, with
the effect of prolonging the cabbage atmosphere into the late afternoon. A
drizzly rain began as the people were com ng out of church, and the nothers
of little boys in velvet and little girls in foolishness of every kind were
inmpelled to slap their offspring, and to threaten themw th father. Then the
torpor of beef and beer and cabbage settled down on the street; in sone
houses they snorted and read the Parish Magazine, in sonme they snored and
read the murders and collected filth of the week; but the only novenent of
the afternoon was a second procession of children, now bl oated and di st ended
with food, again answering the sumobns of tang, tang, tang. On the main road
the trams, |aden with inmpossible people, went hunming to and fro, and young
men who wore bright blue ties cheerfully haw hawed and snmoked penny cigars.
They annoyed the shiny and respectable and verjuice-lipped, not by the
frightful stench of the cigars, but because they were cheerful on Sunday. By
and by the children, having heard about Mdses in the Bulrushes and Daniel in
the Lion's Den, came straggling home in an evil hunour. And all the day it
was as if one a grey sheet grey shadows flickered, passing by.

And in the rose-garden every flower was a flame! He thought in synbols,
using the Persian inmagery of a dusky court, surrounded by white cloisters,
gi | ded by gates of bronze. The stars came out, the sky gl owed a darker

violet, but the cloistered wall, the fantastic tellises in stone, shone
whiter. It was |like a hedge of may-blossom like a lily within a cup of
| api s-lazuli, like sea-foamtossed on the heaving sea at dawn. Al ways those

white cloisters trenbled with the lute nusic, always the garden sang with
the clear fountain, rising and falling in the mysterious dusk. And there was
a singing voice stealing through the white lattices and the bronze gates, a
soft voice chanting of the Lover and the Bel oved, of the Vineyard, of the
Gate and the Way. Onh! the | anguage was unknown; but the nusic of the refrain
returned again and again, swelling and trenbling through the white nets of
the latticed cloisters. And every rose in the dusky air was a flane.

He had seen the life which he expressed by these synbols offered to him and
he had refused it; and he was alone in the grey street, with its |anps just
twi nkling through the dreary twilight, the blast of a ribald chorus soundi ng
fromthe main road, a doggerel hymm whining fromsome parlour, to the
acconpani enent of the harnonium He wondered why he had turned away from

t hat woman who knew all secrets, in whose eyes were all the nmysteries. He
opened t he desk of his bureau, and was confronted by the heap and litter of
papers, lying in confusion as he had | eft them He knew that there was the
nmotive of his refusal; he had been unwilling to abandon all hope of the
work. The glory and the torment of his ambition gl owed upon himas he | ooked
at the nanuscript; it seened so pitiful that such a single desire should be
thwarted. He was aware that if he chose to sit down now before the desk he
could, in a nmanner, wite easily enough--he could produce a tale which would
be formally well constructed and certain of favourable reception. And it
woul d not be the utterly comronpl ace, entirely hopel ess favourite of the
circulating library; it would stand in those ranks where the real thing is
skilfully counterfeited, anmongst the books which give the reader his orgy of
enotions, and yet contrive to be superior, and "art," in his opinion. Lucian
had often observed this species of triunph, and had noted the accl amation
that never failed the clever sham Ronola, for exanple, had made the great
host of the serious, the portentous, shout for joy, while the real book, The
Cloister and the Hearth, was a conparative failure.
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He knew that he could wite a Ronpla; but he thought the art of
counterfeiting half-crowns | ess detestable than this shabby trick of
imtating literature. He had refused definitely to enter the atelier of the
gent| eman who pleased his clients by ingeniously sinmulating the grain of

wal nut; and though he had seen the ol d oaken aunbry ki cked out
contenptuously into the farnyard, serving perhaps the necessities of hens or
pi gs, he would not apprentice hinself to the masters of veneer. He paced up
and down the room gl ancing now and again at his papers, and wondering if
there were not hope for him A great thing he could never do, but he had
longed to do a true thing, to inagine sincere and genui ne pages.

He was stirred again to this fury for the work by the event of the evening
before, by all that had passed through his mnd since the mel ancholy dawn.
The lurid picture of that fiery street, the flam ng shops and fl am ng

gl ances, all its wonders and horrors, |it by the naphtha flares and by the
burni ng souls, had possessed hinm and the noises, the shriek and the

whi sper, the jangling rattle of the piano-organ, the |ong-continued scream
of the butcher as he dabbled in the blood, the lewd litany of the singers,

t hese seened to be resolved into an infernal overture, loud with the
expectation of lust and death. And how the spectacle was set in the cloud of
dark night, a phantom play acted on that fiery stage, beneath those hi deous
brassy | anmps, very slowy swinging in a violent blast. As all the nedley of
out rageous sights and sounds now fused thenselves within his brain into one
clear inpression, it seemed that he had i ndeed w tnessed and acted in a
drama, that all the scene had been prepared and vested for him and that the
choric songs he had heard were but preludes to a greater act. For in that
worman was the consunmati on and catastrophe of it all, and the whol e stage
waited for their nmeeting. He fancied that after this the voices and the
lights died away, that the crowd sank swiftly into the darkness, and that
the street was at once denuded of the great |lanps and of all its awfu
sceni ¢ appar at us.

Agai n, he thought, the same nystery woul d be represented before him
suddenly on sone dark and gl oony night, as he wandered | onely on a deserted
road, the wind hurrying before him suddenly a turn would bring himagain
upon the fiery stage, and the antique drama woul d be re-enacted. He woul d be
drawn to the sane place, to find that woman still standing there; again he
woul d watch the rose radiant and pal pitati ng upon her cheek, the argent
gleamin her brown eyes, the bronze curls gilding the white spl endour of her
neck. And for the second tine she would freely offer herself. He could hear
the wail of the singers swelling to a shriek, and see the dusky dancers
whirling round in a faster frenzy, and the naphtha flares tinged with red,
as the woman and he went away into the dark, into the cloistered court where
every flower was a flane, whence he woul d never cone out.

His only escape was in the desk; he mght find salvation if he could again
hide his heart in the heap and litter of papers, and again be rapt by the
cadence of a phrase. He threw open his w ndow and | ooked out on the di m
worl d and the glimering anber lights. He resolved that he would rise early
in the norning, and seek once nore for his true life in the work

But there was a strange thing. There was a little bottle on the mantel pi ece,
a bottle of dark blue glass, and he trenbl ed and shuddered before it, as if
it were a fetish

Chapter 7
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IT WAS very dark in the room He seened by sl ow degrees to awake froma | ong
and heavy torpor, froman utter forgetful ness, and as he raised his eyes he
could scarcely discern the pale whiteness of the paper on the desk before
him He renenbered sonething of a gloony winter afternoon, of driving rain,
of gusty wind: he had fallen asl eep over his work, no doubt, and the night
had come down.

He lay back in his chair, wondering whether it were late; his eyes were half
cl osed, and he did not make the effort and rouse hinself. He coul od hear the
storny noise of the wind, and the sound rem nded himof the half-forgotten
days. He thought of his boyhood, and the old rectory, and the great el ns
that surrounded it. There was sonething pleasant in the consciousness that
he was still half dream ng; he knew he coul d wake up whenever he pleased,
but for the nmonment he anused hinself by the pretence that he was a little
boy again, tired with his ranbles and the keen air of the hills. He
renmenmber ed how he woul d sonetinmes wake up in the dark at m dni ght, and
listen sleepily for a nmonment to the rush of the wind straining and crying
amongst the trees, and hear it beat upon the walls, and then he would fal

to dreanms again, happy in his warm snug bed.

The wind grew | ouder, and the windows rattled. He half opened his eyes and
shut them again, deternined to cherish that sensation of |long ago. He felt
tired and heavy with sleep; he inagined that he was exhausted by some
effort; he had, perhaps, been witing furiously wi thout rest. He could not
recol l ect at the instant what the work had been; it would be delightful to
read the pages when he had nmade up his nind to bestir hinself.

Surely that was the noi se of boughs, swaying and grinding in the wind. He
renenbered one ni ght at hone when such a sound had roused hi m suddenly from
a deep sweet sleep. There was a rushing and beating as of w ngs upon the
air, and a heavy dreary noise, |like thunder far away upon the nmountain. He
had got out of bed and | ooked from behind the blind to see what was abroad.
He renenbered the strange sight he had seen, and he pretended it woul d be
just the same if he cared to | ook out now. There were clouds flying awmfully
frombefore the noon, and a pale light that nade the famliar |and | ook
strange and terrible. The blast of wind came with a great shriek, and the
trees tossed and bowed and qui vered; the wood was scourged and horrible, and
the night air was ghastly with a confused tumult, and voices as of a host. A
huge bl ack cloud rolled across the heaven fromthe west and covered up the
noon, and there cane a torrent of bitter hissing rain

It was all a vivid picture to himas he sat in his chair, unwilling to wake.
Even as he let his mind stray back to that night of the past years, the rain
beat sharply on the wi ndow panes, and though there were no trees in the grey
suburban street, he heard distinctly the crash of boughs. He wandered
vaguely from thought to thought, groping indistinctly anongst nenories, |ike
a man trying to cross fromdoor to door in a darkened unfamliar room But,
no doubt, if he were to | ook out, by sone magic the whole scene would be

di spl ayed before him He would not see the curve of nonotonous two-storied
houses, with here and there a white blind, a patch of |ight, and shadows
appeari ng and vani shing, not the rain plashing in the nuddy road, not the
anmber of the gas-lanp opposite, but the wild nmoonlight poured on the dearly
| oved country; far away the dimcircle of the hills and woods, and beneath
himthe tossing trees about the | awn, and the wood heavi ng under the fury of
t he w nd.

He smiled to hinself, amdst his lazy neditations, to think howreal it
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seened, and yet it was all far away, the scenery of an old play | ong ended
and forgotten. It was strange that after all these years of trouble and work
and change he should be in any sense the sane person as that little boy
peepi ng out, half frightened, fromthe rectory window It was as if |ooking
in the glass one should see a stranger, and yet know that the i nage was a
true reflection.

The nmenory of the old hone recalled his father and nother to him and he
wonder ed whet her his nother would come if he were to cry out suddenly. One
night, on just such a night as this, when a great stormblew fromthe
nountain, a tree had falled with a crash and a bough had struck the roof,
and he awoke in a fright, calling for his nother. She had conme and had
conforted him soothing himto sleep, and now he shut his eyes, seeing her
face shining in the uncertain flickering candle |ight, as she bent over his
bed. He could not think she had died; the nenory was but a part of the evi
dreans that had conme afterwards.

He said to hinself that he had fallen asleep and dreamed sorrow and agony,
and he wished to forget all the things of trouble. He would return to happy
days, to the beloved land, to the dear and friendly paths across the fields.
There was the paper, white before him and when he chose to stir, he would
have the pleasure of reading his work. He could not quite recollect what he
had been about, but he was somehow consci ous that the had been successfu
and had brought some |ong | abour to a worthy ending. Presently he would
light the gas, and enjoy the satisfaction that only the work could give him
but for the tinme he preferred to linger in the darkness, and to think of
hinself as straying fromstile to stile through the scented neadows, and
listening to the bright brook that sang to the al ders.

It was winter now, for he heard the rain and the wi nd, and the swayi ng of
the trees, but in those old days how sweet the summer had been. The great
hawt horn bush in blossom I|ike a white cloud upon the earth, had appeared to
himin twilight, he had lingered in the enclosed valley to hear the

ni ghtingale, a voice swelling out fromthe rich gloom fromthe trees that
grew around the well. The scent of the neadowsweet was bl own to him across
the bridge of years, and with it cane the dream and the hope and the

I onging, and the afterglow red in the sky, and the marvel of the earth.
There was a quiet wal k that he knew so well; one went up froma little green
byroad, follow ng an unnamed brookl et scarce a foot w de, but yet wandering
like a river, gurgling over its pebbles, with its dwarf bushes shading the
pouring water. One went through the neadow grass, and cane to the |arch wood
that grew fromhill to hill across the stream and shone a brilliant tender
green, and sent vague sweet spires to the flushing sky. Through the wood the
pat h wound, turning and di ppi ng, and beneath, the brown fallen needl es of

| ast year were soft and thick, and the resinous cones gave out their odour
as the warm ni ght advanced, and the shadows darkened. It was quite still;

but he stayed, and the faint song of the brooklet sounded |like the echo of a
river beyond the mountains. How strange it was to | ook into the wood, to see
the tall straight stems rising, pillar-like, and then the dusk, uncertain,
and then the bl ackness. So he came out fromthe |arch wood, fromthe green
cl oud and the vague shadow, into the dearest of all hollows, shut in on one
side by the | arches and before himby high violent walls of turf, like the
slopes of a fort, with a clear line dark against the twlight sky, and a

wei rd thorn bush that grew | arge, nysterious, on the sunmit, beneath the

gl eam of the evening star

And he retraced his wanderings in those deep old | anes that began fromthe
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conmon road and went away towards the unknown, clinbing steep hills, and

pi erci ng the woods of shadows, and di pping down into valleys that seened
virgin, unexplored, secret for the foot of man. He entered such a | ane not
knowi ng where it mght bring him hoping he had found the way to fairyl and,
to the woods beyond the world, to that vague territory that haunts all the
dreans of a boy. He could not tell where he m ght be, for the high banks
rose steep, and the great hedges made a green vault above. Marvellous ferns
grew rich and thick in the dark red earth, fastening their roots about the
roots of hazel and beech and maple, clustering |ike the carven capitals of a
cathedral pillar. Down, like a dark shaft, the lane dipped to the well of
the hills, and cane anmpngst the |imestone rocks. He clinmbed the bank at

| ast, and | ooked out into a country that seened for a nmonent the | and he
sought, a mysterious realmw th unfanmiliar hills and valleys and fair plains
all gol den, and white houses radiant in the sunset |ight.

And he thought of the steep hillsides where the bracken was |i ke a wood, and
of bare places where the west wi nd sang over the gol den gorse, of stil
circles in md-Ilake, of the poisonous yewtree in the mddle of the wood,
shedding its crimson cups on the dank earth. How he lingered by certain

bl ack wat er pool s hedged on every side by droopi ng wch-el ns and

bl ack-stemmed al ders, watching the faint waves w dening to the banks as a
leaf or a twig dropped fromthe trees.

And the whole air and wonder of the ancient forest cane back to him He had
found his way to the river valley, to the long lovely holl ow between the
hills, and went up and up beneath the | eaves in the warm hush of m dsummer,
gl anci ng back now and again through the green alleys, to the river w nding
in mystic esses beneath, passing hidden glens receiving the streans that
rushed down the hillside, ice-cold fromthe rock, passing the imrenori al
tumul us, the graves where the legionaries waited for the trunpet, the grey
farmhouses sendi ng the blue weaths of wood snoke into the still air. He
went hi gher and higher, till at |ast he entered the | ong passage of the
Roman road, and fromthis, the ridge and sutmit of the wood, he saw the
waves of green swell and dip and sink towards the nmarshy level and the

gl eam ng yel l ow sea. He | ooked on the surging forest, and thought of the
strange deserted city nouldering into a petty village on its verge, of its
encircling walls nelting into the turf, of vestiges of an ol der tenple which
the earth had buried utterly.

It was winter now, for he heard the wail of the wind, and a sudden gust
drove the rain against the panes, but he thought of the bee's song in the
clover, of the foxgloves in full blossom of the wild roses, delicate,
enchanting, swaying on a |ong stem above the hedge. He had been in strange
pl aces, he had known sorrow and desol ati on, and had grown grey and weary in
the work of letters, but he lived again in the sweetness, in the clear
bright air of early norning, when the sky was blue in June, and the m st
rolled like a white sea in the valley. He | aughed when he recoll ected that
he had somneti nes fancied hinmsel f unhappy in those days; in those days when
he coul d be glad because the sun shone, because the wind blew fresh on the
nountai n. On those bright days he had been glad, |ooking at the fleeting and
passi ng of the clouds upon the hills, and had gone up higher to the broad
done of the nountain, feeling that joy went up before him

He renenbered how, a boy, he had dreamed of |ove of an adorable and

i neffabl e nystery which transcended all |onging and desire. The tine had
cone when all the wonder of the earth seened to prefigure this alone, when
he found the synbol of the Beloved in hill and wood and stream and every
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flower and every dark pool discoursed a pure ecstasy. It was the |onging for
| ongi ng, the love of love, that had come to hi mwhen he awoke one norning
just before the dawn, and for the first tinme felt the sharp thrill of

passi on.

He tried in vain to express to hinmself the exquisite joys of innocent

desire. Even now, after troubled years, in spite of sonme dark cloud that
over shadowed t he background of his thought, the sweetness of the boy's

i magi ned pleasure cane like a perfume into his reverie. It was no | ove of a
woman but the desire of womanhood, the Eros of the unknown, that nade the
heart trenmble. He hardly dreamed that such a | ove could ever be satisfied,
that the thirst of beauty could be slaked. He shrank fromall contact of
actuality, not venturing so nuch as to imagine the inner place and sanctuary
of the nysteries. It was enough for himto adore in the outer court, to know
that within, in the sweet gloom were the vision and the rapture, the altar
and the sacrifice.

He renenbered, dimy, the passage of many heavy years since that tine of
hope and passion, but, perhaps, the vague shadow woul d pass away, and he
could renew the boy's thoghts, the unformed fancies that were part of the
bright day, of the wild roses in the hedgerow. All other things should be

| aid aside, he would et themtrouble himno nore after this w nter night.
He saw now that fromthe first he had allowed his imgination to bew | der
him to create a fantastic world in which he suffered, noul ding innocent
fornms into terror and dismay. Vividly, he saw again the black circle of
oaks, growing in a haggard ring upon the bastions of the Roman fort. The

noi se of the stormw thout grew | ouder, and he thought how the w nd had cone
up the valley with the sound of a scream how a great tree had ground its
boughs together, shuddering before the violent blast. Cear and distinct, as
if he were standing now in the |ane, he saw the steep sl opes surging from
the valley, and the black crown of the oaks set against the flam ng sky,

agai nst a blaze and glow of light as if great furnace doors were opened. He
saw the fire, as it were, snmitten about the bastions, about the heaped
nmounds that guarded the fort, and the crooked evil boughs seemed to withe
in the blast of flane that beat from heaven. Strangely with the sight of the
burning fort ningled the inpression of a dimwhite shape floating up the
dusk of the lane towards him and he saw across the valley of years a girl's
face, a monmentary apparition that shone and vani shed away.

Then there was a nenory of another day, of violent sumrer, of white
farmhouse walls blazing in the sun, and a far call fromthe reapers in the
cornfields. He had clinbed the steep slope and penetrated the natted thicket
and lay in the heat, alone on the soft short grass that grew within the
fort. There was a cloud of nadness, and confusion of broken dreanms that had
no nmeaning or clue but only an indefinable horror and defil enment. He had
fallen asleep as he gazed at the knotted fantastic boughs of the stunted
brake about him and when he woke he was ashamed, and fled away fearing that
"they" would pursue him He did not know who "they" were, but it seemed as
if a woman's face watched himfrom between the matted boughs, and that she
summoned to her side awful conpani ons who had never grown ol d through al

t he ages.

He | ooked up, it seened, at a snmiling face that bent over him as he sat in
t he cool dark kitchen of the old farmhouse, and wondered why the sweetness
of those red |ips and the ki ndness of the eyes mingled with the nightmare in
the fort, with the horrible Sabbath he had i nmagi ned as he |ay sl eeping on
the hot soft turf. He had allowed these disturbed fancies, all this mad
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wreck of terror and shame that he had gathered in his mnd, to trouble him
for too long a tinme; presently he would Iight up the room and |eave all the
ol d darkness of his life behind him and from henceforth he would walk in

t he day.

He could still distinguish, though very vaguely, the pile of papers beside
him and he renenbered, now, that he had finished a | ong task that

afternoon, before he fell asleep. He could not trouble hinself to recollect
t he exact nature of the work, but he was sure that he had done well; in a
few m nutes, perhaps, he would strike a natch, and read the title, and anuse
hinself with his own forgetful ness. But the sight of the papers lying there
in order made himthink of his beginnings, of those first unhappy efforts
whi ch were so inmpossible and so hopel ess. He saw hi nsel f bendi ng over the
table in the old famliar room desperately scribbling, and then |aying down
his pen dismayed at the sad results on the page. It was late at night, his
father had been long in bed, and the house was still. The fire was al nost
out, with only a dimglow here and there anongst the cinders, and the room
was growing chilly. He rose at last fromhis work and | ooked out on a dim
earth and a dark and cl oudy sky.

Ni ght after night he had | aboured on, persevering in his effort, even

t hrough the cold sickness of despair, when every line was dooned as it was
made. Now, with the consciousness that he knew at |east the conditions of
literature, and that many years of thought and practice had given himsone
sense of | anguage, he found these early struggl es both pathetic and

ast oni shing. He could not understand how he had persevered so stubbornly,
how he had had the heart to begin a fresh page when so nany folios of

bl otted, painful effort lay torn, derided, inpossible in their utter
failure. It seemed to himthat it nmust have been a miracle or an inferna
possessi on, a species of madness, that had driven himon, every day

di sappoi nted, and every day hopef ul

And yet there was a joyous side to the illusion. In these dry days that he
lived in, when he had bought, by a |ong experience and by countl ess hours of
m sery, a knowl edge of his limtations, of the vast gulf that yawned between
the conception and the work, it was pleasant to think of a tine when al

t hi ngs were possi ble, when the nost splendid design seened an affair of a
few weeks. Now he had cone to a frank acknow edgnent; so far as he was
concerned, he judged every book wholly inpossible till the last line of it
was witten,and he had | earnt patience, the art of sighing and putting the
fine schene away in the pigeon-hole of what could never be. But to think of
t hose days! Then one could plot out a book that should be nore curious than
Rabel ai s, and jot down the outlines of a romance to surpass Cervantes, and
desi gn renai ssance tragedi es and vol unmes of contes, and conedi es of the
Restoration; everything was to be done, and the nasterpiece was al ways the
rai nbow cup, a little way before him

He touched the manuscript on the desk, and the feeling of the pages seened
to restore all the papers that had been torn so long ago. It was the

at nosphere of the silent roomthat returned, the Iight of the shaded candl e
falling on the abandoned | eaves. This had been painfully excogitated while
the snowstormwhirled aboiut the lawm and filled the |anes, this was of the
sumer night, this of the harvest moon rising like a fire fromthe tithebarn
on the hill. How well he renmenbered those hal f-dozen pages of which he had
once been so proud; he had thought out the sentences one evening, while he

| eaned on the foot-bridge and watched the brook swimacross the road. Every
word snmelt of the neadowsweet that grew thick upon the banks; now, as he
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recal | ed the cadence and the phrase that had seenmed so charm ng, he saw
again the ferns beneath the vaulted roots of the beech, and the green I|ight
of the glowwormin the hedge.

And in the west the nmountains swelled to a great done, and on the done was a
nound, the nmenorial of some forgotten race, that grew dark and | arge agai nst
the red sky, when the sun set. He had lingered belowit in the solitude,
amongst the wi nds, at evening, far away from home; and oh, the |abour and
the vain efforts to make the formof it and the ame of it in prose, to wite
t he hush of the vast hill, and the sadness of the world bel ow sinking into
the night, and the nystery, the suggestion of the rounded hillock, huge

agai nst the nagi c sky.

He had tried to sing in words the nusic that the brook sang, and the sound
of the Cctober wind rustling through the brown bracken on the hill. How nmany
pages he had covered in the effort to show a white winter world, a sun

wi thout warnth in a grey-blue sky, all the fields, all the land white and
shi ni ng, and one high sumrt where the dark pines towered, still in the
still afternoon, in the pale violet air

To win the secret of words, to make a phrase that would nurmur of sumer and
the bee, to sunmmon the wind into a sentence, to conjure the odour of the
night into the surge and fall and harnmony of a line; this was the tale of
the I ong evenings, of the candle flame white upon the paper and the eager
pen.

He remenbered that in sone fantastic book he had seen a bar or two of nusic,
and, beneath, the inscription that here was the nusical expression of
West mi nster Abbey. Hi s boyish effort seened hardly | ess anbitious, and he no
| onger believed that | anguage coul d present he nelody and the awe and the

| ovel i ness of the earth. He had | ong known that he, at all events, would
have to be content with a far approach, with a few broken notes that m ght
suggest, perhaps, the nagistral everlasting song of the hill and the
streans.

But in those far days the inpossible was but a part of wonderland that |ay
before him of the world beyond the wood and the nountain. All was to be
conquered, all was to be achieved; he had but to nake the journey and he
woul d find the golden world and the gol den word, and hear those songs that
the sirens sang. He touched the nmanuscript; whatever it was, it was the
result of painful |abour and di sappointnent, not of the old flush of hope,
but it came of weary days, of correction and re-correction. It mght be good
inits neasure; but afterwards he would wite no nore for a tine. He would
go back again to the happy world of masterpieces, to the dreams of great and
perfect books, witten in an ecstasy.

Like a dark cloud fromthe sea cane the nenory of the attenpt he had made

of the poor piteous history that had once enbittered his Iife. He sighed and
said alas, thinking of his folly, of the hours when he was shaken with
futile, mserable rage. Sonme silly person in London had nade his manuscri pt
nore sal eabl e and had sold it without rendering an account of the profits,
and for that he had been ready to curse hunmanity. Black, horrible, as the
menory of a stormy day, the rage of his heart returned to his mnd, and he
covered his eyes, endeavouring to darken the picture of terror and hate that
shone before him He tried to drive it all out of his thought, it vexed him
to remenber these foolish trifles; the trick of a publisher, the snal
ponposities and malignancies of the country folk, the cruelty of a village
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boy, had inflanmed himal nost to the pitch of nmadness. Hi s heart had burnt
with fury, and when he | ooked up the sky was bl otched, and scarlet as if it
rai ned bl ood.

I ndeed he had al nbst believed that bl ood had rained upon him and cold bl ood

froma sacrifice in heaven; his face was wet and chill and dripping, and he
had passed his hand across his forehead and | ooked at it. A red cloud had
seened to swell over the hill, and grow great, and cone near to hin he was

but an ace renoved from ragi ng nadness.

It had al npst come to that; the drift and the breath of the scarlet cloud
had wel | -nigh touched him It was strange that he had been so deeply
troubled by such little things, and strange how after all the years he could
still recall the anguish and rage and hate that shook his soul as with a
spiritual tenpest.

The menory of all that evening was wild and troubled; he resolved that it
shoul d vex himno nore, that now, for the last time, he would let hinself be
tormented by the past. In a few mnutes he would rise to a new life, and
forget all the storns that had gone over him

Curiously, every detail was distinct and clear in his brain. The figure of
t he doctor driving home, and the sound of the few words he had spoken cane
to himin the darkness, through the noise of the stormand the pattering of
the rain. Then he stood upon the ridge of the hill and saw t he snoke
drifting up fromthe ragged roofs of Caernmen, in the evening calm he
listened to the voices nounting thin and clear, in a weird tone, as if sone
outland fol k were speaking in an unknown tongue of awful things.

He saw the gat hering darkness, the nystery of twlight changing the huddl ed
squalid village into an unearthly city, into sone dreadful Atlantis,

i nhabited by a ruined race. The nmist falling fast, the gloomthat seened to
i ssue fromthe bl ack depths of the forest, to advance pal pably towards the
wal I s, were shaped before him and beneath, the river wound, snake-like,
about the town, swiming to the flood and glowing in its still pools like
nolten brass. And as the water nmirrored the aftergl ow and sent ripples and
gouts of bl ood agai nst the shuddering reeds, there cane suddenly the
piercing trunpet-call, the loud reiterated sumons that rose and fell, that
called and recall ed, echoing through all the valley, crying to the dead as
the last note rang. It sumoned the legion fromthe river and the graves and
the battlefield, the host floated up fromthe sea, the centuries swarned
about the eagles, the array was set for the last great battle, behind the

| eaguer of the m st.

He coul d inagine hinself still wandering through the di munknown, terrible
country, gazing affrighted at the hills and woods that seenmed to have put on
an unearthly shape, stunbling anongst the briars that caught his feet. He
lost his way in a wild country, and the red |ight that blazed up fromthe
furnace on the mountains only showed hima nysterious |and, in which he
strayed aghast, with the sense of doom wei ghing upon him The dry nutter of
the trees, the sound of an unseen brook, nmade himafraid as if the earth
spoke of his sin, and presently he was fleeing through a desol ate shadowy
wood, where a pale light flowed fromthe nmoul dering stunps, a dream of I|ight
that shed a ghostly radiance.

And then again the dark summt of the Roman fort, the black sheer height
ri sing above the valley, and the noonfire streaning around the ring of oaks,
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gl owi ng about the green bastions that guarded the thicket and the inner
pl ace.

The roomin which he sat appeared the vision, the trouble of the wi nd and
rain wi thout was but illusion, the noise of the waves in the seashell
Passi on and tears and adoration and the glories of the sumrer night
returned, and the cal msweet face of the woman appeared, and he thrilled at
the soft touch of her hand on his flesh.

She shone as if she had floated down into the |ane fromthe nmoon that swam
between filnms of cloud above the black circle of the oaks. She | ed hi maway
fromall terror and despair and hate, and gave herself to himw th rapture,
showi ng him |l ove, kissing his tears away, pillow ng his cheek upon her

br east .

His lips dwelt on her lips, his nouth upon the breath of her mouth, her arms
were strained about him and oh! she charned himw th her voice, with sweet
ki nd words, as she offered her sacrifice. How her scented hair fell down,
and fl oated over his eyes, and there was a nmarvellous fire called the noon,
and her lips were aflane, and her eyes shone like a light on the hills.

Al'l beautiful womanhood had come to himin the |lane. Love had touched himin
t he dusk and had flown away, but he had seen the splendour and the glory,
and his eyes had seen the enchanted |ight.

AVE ATQUE VALE

The ol d words sounded in his ears |like the ending of a chant, and he heard
the nmusic's close. Once only in his weary hapless life, once the world had
passed away, and he had known her, the dear, dear Annie, the synmbol of al
nysti c wonmanhood.

The heavi ness of |anguor still oppressed him hol ding himback anongst these
old nenories, so that he could not stir fromhis place. Oddly, there seened
somet hi ng unaccust oned about the darkness of the room as if the shadows he
had summoned had changed the aspect of the walls. He was conscious that on
this night he was not altogether hinself; fatigue, and the weariness of

sl eep, and the waking vision had perplexed him He renenbered how once or
twice when he was a little boy startled by an uneasy dream and had stared
with a frightened gaze into nothingness, not know ng where he was, al
trenbling, and breathing quick, till he touched the rail of his bed, and the
fam liar outlines of the | ooking-glass and the chiffonier began to glinmer
out of the gloom So now he touched the pile of manuscript and the desk at
whi ch he had worked so many hours, and felt reassured, though he sniled at
hinsel f, and he felt the old childish dread, the longing to cry out for some
one to bring a candle, and show himthat he really was in his own room He
gl anced up for an instant, expecting to see perhaps the glitter of the brass
gas jet that was fixed on the wall, just beside his bureau, but it was too
dark, and he could not rouse hinself and nake the effort that would drive
the cloud and the muttering thoughts away.

He | eant back again, picturing the wet street without, the rain driving like
fountain spray about the gas lanp, the shrilling of the wind on those waste
pl aces to the north. It was strange how in the brick and stucco desert where
no trees were, he all the tinme imgi ned the noi se of tossing boughs, the
grinding of the boughs together. There was a great stormand tunmult in this
wi | derness of London, and for the sound of the rain and the wind he coul d
not hear the humand jangle of the trams, and the jar and shriek of the

172



garden gates as they opened and shut. But he could inmmgine his street, the
rai n-swept desolate curve of it, as it turned northward, and beyond the
enpty suburban roads, the twinkling villa wi ndows, the ruined field, the
broken | ane, and then yet another suburb rising, a solitary gas-Ianp
glimering at a corner, and the plane tree lashing its boughs, and driving
great showers agai nst the gl ass.

It was wonderful to think of. For when these renote roads were ended one

di pped down the hill into the open country, into the dimworld beyond the
glint of friendly fires. To-night, how waste they were, these wet roads,
edged with the red-brick houses, with shrubs whi pped by the wi nd agai nst one
anot her, against the paling and the wall. There the wi nd swayed the great
el ms scattered on the sidewal k, the remmants of the old stately fields, and
beneat h each tree was a pool of wet, and a tornment of raindrops fell with
every gust. And one passed through the red avenues, perhaps by a little
settlenent of flickering shops, and passed the |ast sentinel wavering |anp,
and the road becane a ragged |ane, and the storm screaned from hedge to
hedge across the open fields. And then, beyond, one touched again upon a
still renmoter avant-guard of London, an island am dst the darkness,
surrounded by its pale of twinkling, starry lights.

He renenbered his wanderi ngs anongst these outposts of the town, and thought
how desol ate all their ways nust be to-night. They were solitary in wet and
wi nd, and only at long intervals some one pattered and hurried al ong them
bendi ng his eyes down to escape the drift of rain. Wthin the villas, behind
the close-drawn curtains, they drew about the fire, and wondered at the

vi ol ence of the storm listening for each great gust as it gathered far
away, and rocked the trees, and at |ast rushed with a huge shock agai nst
their walls as if it were the com ng of the sea. He thought of hinself
wal ki ng, as he had often wal ked, fromlanp to lanp on such a night,
treasuring his lonely thoughts, and wei ghing the hard task awaiting himin
his room Oten in the evening, after a long day's |abour, he had thrown
down his pen in utter listlessness, feeling that he could struggle no nore
wi th ideas and words, and he had gone out into driving rain and darkness,
seeking the word of the enigma as he tranped on and on beneath these outer
battl ements of London

O on some grey afternoon in March or Novenber he had sickened of the dul
nmonot ony and the stagnant life that he saw from his w ndow, and had taken
his design with himto the lonely places, halting now and again by a gate,
and pausing in the shelter of a hedge through which the austere w nd
shivered, while, perhaps, he dreanmed of Sicily, or of sunlight on the
Provencal olives. Oten as he strayed solitary fromstreet to field, and
passed the Syrian fig tree inprisoned in Britain, nailed to an ungeni a

wal |, the solution of the puzzle becane evident, and he | aughed and hurried
hone eager to nake the page speak, to note the song he had heard on his way.

Sonetimes he had spent many hours treading this edge and brimof London, now
| ost amidst the dun fields, watching the bushes shaken by the wi nd, and now
| ooki ng down from a hei ght whence he could see the di mwaves of the town,
and a barbaric watger tower rising froma hill, and the snuff-col oured cl oud
of snobke that seened blown up fromthe streets into the sky.

There were certain ways and pl aces that he had cherished; he [oved a great
old common that stood on hi gh ground, curtained about wi th ancient spacious
houses of red brick, and their cedarn gardens. And there was on the road
that led to this commpn a space of ragged uneven ground with a pool and a
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twi sted oak, and here he had often stayed in autumm and | ooked across the

m st and the valley at the great theatre of the sunset, where a red cloud

i ke a chargi ng kni ght shone and conquered a purple dragon shape, and gol den
lances glittered in a field of faery green.

O sonetines, when the unending prospect of trim nonotonous, nbdern streets
had wearied him he had found an i nmense refreshnent in the discovery of a
forgotten hamet, left in a hollow, while all new London pressed and surged
on every side, threatening the rest of the red roofs with its vul gar growt h.
These little peaceful houses, huddl ed together beneath the shelter of trees,
with their bulging | eaded wi ndows and uneven roofs, sonehow brought back to
hi mthe sense of the country, and soothed himwi th the thought of the old
farm houses, white or grey, the homes of quiet lives, harbours where,

per haps, no tornenting thoughts ever broke in.

For he had instinctively determned that there was neither rest nor health
inall the arid waste of streets about him It seemed as if in those dul
rows of dwellings, in the primnewvillas, red and white and staring, there
must be a | eaven working which transofrned all to base vulgarity. Beneath
the dull sad slates, behind the blistered doors, |ove turned to squalid
intrigue, mrth to drunken clamour, and the nystery of |ife became a common
thing; releigion was sought for in the greasy piety and flatulent oratory of
t he I ndependent chapel, the stuccoed nightmare of the Doric columms. Nothing
fine, nothing rare, nothing exquisite, it seemed, could exist in the

wel tering suburban sea, in the habitations which had risen fromthe stench
and sline of the brickfields. It was as if the sickening funes that steaned
fromthe burning bricks had been sublinmed into the shape of houses, and
those who lived in these grey places could also claimkinship with the
putrid rmud.

Hence he had delighted in the few remains of the past that he could find
still surviving on the suburb's edge, in the grave old houses that stood
apart fromthe road, in the noul dering taverns of the eighteenth century, in
t he huddl ed ham ets that had preserved only the gl ow and the sunlight of al
the years that had passed over them It appeared to himthat vulgarity, and
greasi ness and squal or had conme with a flood, that not only the good but
also the evil in man's heart had been nade commobn and ugly, that a sordid
scumwas nmingled with all the springs, of death as of life. It would be
alike futile to search anongst these mean two-storied houses for a splendid
sinner as for a splendid saint; the very vices of these people snelt of
cabbage water and a pothouse vonit.

And so he had often fled away fromthe serried maze that encircled him
seeking for the old and worn and significant as an antiquary |ooks for the
fragnments of the Ronman tenple amidst the nodern shops. In some way the gusts
of wind and the beating rain of the night rem nded himof an old house that
had often attracted himwith a strange indefinable curiosity. He had found
it on a grimgrey day in March, when he had gone out under a |eaden-noul ded
sky, cowering froma dry freezing wind that brought with it the gl oom and

t he doom of far unhappy Siberian plains. Mire than ever that day the suburb
had oppressed him insignificant, detestable, repulsive to body and nmind, it
was the only hell that a vul gar age could conceive or nmake, an inferno
created not by Dante but by the jerry-builder. He had gone out to the north,
and when he lifted up his eyes again he found that he had chanced to turn up
by one of the little lanes that still strayed across the broken fields. He
had never chosen this path before because the lane at its outlet was so

whol |y degraded and offensive, littered with rusty tins and broken crockery,
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and hedged in with a paling fashioned out of scraps of wire, rotting tinmber,
and bending worn-out rails. But on this day, by happy chance, he had fled
fromthe high road by the first opening that offered, and he no | onger
groped his way anongst obscene refuse, sickened by the bl oated bodi es of
dead dogs, and fetid odours from unclean decay, but the mal passage had
become a peaceful wi nding lane, with warm shelter beneath its banks fromthe
dismal wind. For a mile he had wal ked quietly, and then a turn in the road
showed hima little glen or hollow, watered by such a tiny rushing brookl et
as his own woods knew, and beyond, alas, the glaring foreguard of a "new

nei ghbour hood"; raw red villas, sem -detached, and then a row of |anentable
shops.

But as he was about to turn back, in the hope of finding some other outlet,
his attention was charmed by a small house that stood back a little fromthe
road on his right hand. There had been a white gate, but the paint had | ong
faded to grey and bl ack, an the wood crunbl ed under the touch, and only nobss
mar ked out the lines of the drive. The iron railing round the | aw had
fallen, and the poor flower-beds were choked with grass and a faded growth
of weeds. But here and there a rosebush lingered am dst suckers that had
sprung grossly fromthe root, and on each side of the hall door were box
trees, untrimred, ragged, but still green. The slate roof was all stained
and livid, blotched with the drippings of a great elmthat stood at one
corner of the neglected | awmn, and marks of damp and decay were thick on the
uneven wal | s, which had been washed yel |l ow many years before. There was a
porch of trellis work before the door, and Lucian had seen it rock in the

wi nd, swaying as if every gust nust drive it down. There were two wi ndows on
the ground fl oor, one on each side of the door, and two above, with a blind
space where a central w ndow had been bl ocked up.

Thi s poor and desol ate house had fascinated him Ancient and poor and
fallen, disfigured by the slate roof and the yell ow wash that had repl aced
the old nmellow dipping tiles and the warmred walls, and disfigured again by
spots and patches of decay; it seemed as if its happy days were for ever
ended. To Lucian it appealed with a sense of doom and horror; the black
streaks that crept upon the walls, and the green drift upon the roof,
appeared not so nmuch the work of foul weather and drippi ng boughs, as the
outward signs of evil working and creeping in the lives of those within

The stage seermed to hi mdecked for doom painted with the synbols of

tragedy; and he wondered as he | ooked whether any one were so unhappy as to
live there still. There were torn blinds in the wi ndows, but he had asked

hi nsel f who could be so brave as to sit in that room darkened by the dreary
box, and listen of winter nights to the rain upon the wi ndow, and the
nmoani ng of w nd anmongst the tossing boughs that beat against the roof.

He coul d not inmagi ne that any chanber in such a house was habitable. Here
the dead had lain, through the white blind the thin light had filtered on
the rigid nmouth, and still the floor nust be wet with tears and still that
great rocking el mechoed the groaning and the sobs of those who watched. No
doubt, the danmp was rising, and the odour of the earth filled the house, and
made such as entered draw back, foreseeing the hour of death.

Oten the thought of this strange old house had haunted him he had i magi ned
the enpty roonms where a heavy paper peeled fromthe walls and hung in dark
strips; and he could not believe that a |ight ever shone fromthose w ndows
that stared black and glittering on the neglected | awn. But to-night the wet
and the storm seened curiously to bring the image of the place before him
and as the wi nd sounded he thought how unhappy those nust be, if any there
were, who sat in the nusty chanbers by a flickering light, and |istened to
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the el mtree nmoani ng and beati ng and weeping on the walls.

And to-night was Saturday night; and there was about that phrase somnething
that muttered of the condemed cell, of the agony of a dooned man. Ghastly
to his eyes was the conception of any one sitting in that roomto the right
of the door behind the | arger box tree, where the wall was cracked above the
wi ndow and sneared with a black stain in an ugly shape

He knew how foolish it had been in the first place to trouble his mind with
such conceits of a dreary cottage on the outskirts of London. And it was
nore foolish nowto neditate these things, fantasies, feigned forns, the

i ssue of a sad nood and a bl eak day of spring. For soon, in a few nonments,
he was to rise to a new |life. He was but reckoning up the account of his
past, and when the |ight came he was to think no nore of sorrow and

heavi ness, of real or inagined terrors. He had stayed too |long in London
and the would once nore taste the breath of the hills, and see the river
winding in the long lovely valley; ah! he would go hone.

Sonething like a thrill, the thrill of fear, passed over himas he
renmenbered that there was no hone. It was in the winter, a year and a hal f
after his arrival in town, that he had suffered the |loss of his father. He
lay for many days prostrate, overwhelnmed with sorrow and with the thought

t hat now i ndeed he was utterly alone in the world. Mss Deacon was to |live
wi th another cousin in Yorkshire; the old home was at |ast ended and done.
He felt sorry that he had not witten nore frequently to his father: there
were things in his cousin's letters that had nade his heart sore. "Your poor
father was always | ooking for your letters," she wote, "they used to cheer
hi m so nuch. He nearly broke down when you sent himthat noney | ast
Christmas; he got it into his head that you were starving yourself to send
it him He was hoping so much that you woul d have cone down this Christnas,
and kept asking nme about the plum puddi ngs nont hs ago."

It was not only his father that had died, but with himthe |last strong |ink
was broken, and the past life, the days of his boyhood, grew faint as a
dream Wth his father his nother died again, and the |ong years died, the
time of his innocence, the nenory of affection. He was sorry that his

| etters had gone hone so rarely; it hurt himto inagine his father |ooking
out when the post cane in the norning, and forced to be sad because there
was not hi ng. But he had never thought that his father valued the few |lines
that he wote, and indeed it was often difficult to know what to say. It
woul d have been useless to wite of those agonising nights when the pen
seened an awkward and outl andi sh i nstrunment, when every effort ended in
shanmeful defeat, or of the happier hours when at |ast wonder appeared and
the I'ine gl owed, crowned and exalted. To poor M Taylor such tales would
have seenmed but trivial histories of sone Oriental gane, |ike an odd story
froma | and where nmen have tinme for the infinitely little, and can seriously
nmake a science of arranging blossons in a jar, and discuss perfunmes instead
of politics. It would have been useless to wite to the rectory of his only
interest, and so he wote sel dom

And then he had been sorry because he could never wite again and never see
his honme. He had wondered whether he woul d have gone down to the old place
at Christmas, if his father had lived. It was curious how common thi ngs
evoked the bitterest griefs, but his father's anxiety that the plum pudding
shoul d be good, and ready for him had brought the tears into his eyes. He
could hear himsaying in a nervous voice that attenpted to be cheerful: "I
suppose you will be thinking of the Christmas puddi ngs soon, Jane; you
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remenmber how fond Lucian used to be of plumpudding. | hope we shall see him
this Decenber." No doubt poor M ss Deacon paled with rage at the suggestion

t hat she shoul d make Christnmas pudding in July; and returned a sharp answer;
but it was pathetic. The wind wailed, and the rain dashed and beat again and
again upon the wi ndow. He imagined that all his thoughts of hone, of the old
rectory anmongst the elns, had conjured into his mnd the sound of the storm
upon the trees, for, to-night, very clearly he heard the creaking of the
boughs, the noi se of boughs npani ng and beating and weeping on the walls,

and even a pattering of wet, on wet earth, as if there were a shrub near the
wi ndow t hat shook off the raindrops, before the gust.

That thrill, as it were a shudder of fear, passed over himagain, and he
knew not what had nade him afraid. There were sonme dark shadow on his m nd
that saddened him it seemed as if a vague nenory of terrible days hung |ike
a cloud over his thought, but it was all indefinite, perhaps the last grim
and ragged edge of the nmelancholy wack that had swelled over his life and

t he bygone years. He shivered and tried to rouse hinself and drive away the
sense of dread and shane that seemed so real and so awful, and yet he could
not grasp it. But the torpor of sleep, the burden of the work that he had
ended a few hours before, still weighed down his Iinb and bound his

t houghts. He could scarcely believe that he had been busy at his desk a
little while ago, and that just before the winter day closed it and the rain
began to fall he had laid down the pen with a sigh of relief, and had sl ept
in his chair. It was rather as if he had slunbered deeply through a | ong and
weary night, as if an awful vision of flanme and darkness and the wormt hat

di eth not had cone to him sl eeping. But he would dwell no nore on the

dar kness; he went back to the early days in London when he had said farewel
to the hills and to the waterpools, and had set to work in this little room
in the dingy street.

How he had toiled and | aboured at the desk before hinl He had put away the
old wild hopes of the nmasterpi ece and executed in a fury of inspiration
wrought out in one white heat of creative joy; it was enough if by dint of

| ong perseverance and singl eness of desire he could at last, in pain and
agony and despair, after failure and disappoi ntnment and effort constantly
renewed, fashion sonething of which he need not be ashanmed. He had put
hinsel f to school again, and had, with what patience he could command,
ground his teeth into the rudinents, resolved that at |ast he would test out
the heart of the nystery. They were good nights to renenber, these; he was
glad to think of the little ugly room wth its silly wall-paper and its
"bird' s-eye" furniture, lighted up, while he sat at the bureau and wrote on
into the cold stillness of the London norning, when the flickering |anplight
and the daystar shone together. It was an interm nable |abour, and he had

al ways known it to be as hopel ess as al chenmy. The gold, the great and

gl owi ng nasterpi ece, would never shine anpngst the dead ashes and snoki ng
efforts of the crucible, but in the course of the life, in the interva
between the failures, he mght possibly discover curious things.

These were the good nights that he could | ook back on w thout any fear or
shane, when he had been happy and content on a diet of bread and tea and

t obacco, and could hear of sone inbecility passing into its hundredth

t housand, and | augh cheerfully--if only that |ast page had been inagi ned
aright, if the phrases noted in the still hours rang out their rusic when he
read themin the nmorning. He renenbered the drolleries and fantasies that
the worthy M ss Deacon used to wite to him and how he had grinned at her
words of reproof, adnmonition, and advice. She had once instigated Dolly fils
to pay hima visit, and that young prop of respectability had tal ked about
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t he extraordinary running of Bolter at the Scurragh nmeeting in Ireland; and
t hen, glancing at Lucian's books, had inquired whether any of them had "warm
bits." He had been ki nd though patronising, and seemed to have noved freely

in the nost brilliant society of Stoke Newi ngton. He had not been able to
give any information as to the present condition of Edgar Allan Poe's old
school. It appeared eventually that his report at home had not been a very

favourabl e one, for no invitation to high tea had foll owed, as M ss Deacon
had hoped. The Dol lys knew many ni ce people, who were well off, and Lucian's
cousin, as she afterwards said, had done her best to introduce himto the
beau nonde of those northern suburbs.

But after the visit of the young Dolly, with what joy he had returned to the
treasures whi ch he had conceal ed from profane eyes. He had | ooked out and
seen his visitor on board the tramat the street corner, and he | aughed out

| oud, and | ocked his door. There had been nmonents when he was | onely, and

wi shed to hear again the sound of friendly speech, but, after such an
irruption of suburban futility, it was a keen delight, to feel that he was
secure on his tower, that he could absorb hinmself in his wonderful task as
safe and silent as if he were in md-desert.

But there was one period that he dared not revive; he could no bear to think
of those weeks of desolation and terror in the winter after his comng to
London. His m nd was sluggish, and he could not quite remenber how nany
years had passed since that dismal experience; it sounded all an old story,
but yet it was still vivid, a flaming scroll of terror from which he turned
his eyes away. One awful scene glowed into his nenory, and he could not shut
out the sight of an orgy, of dusky figures whirling in a ring, of lurid
naphtha flares blazing in the darkness, of great glittering |anps, like
infernal thuribles, ver slowy swaying in a violent blast of air. And there
was sonet hing el se, sonething which he could not renenber, but it filled him
with terror, but it slunk in the dark places of his soul, as a wild beast
crouches in the depths of a cave.

Agai n, and wi thout reason, he began to inmage to hinself that old roul dering
house in the field. Wth what a |oud incessant noise the wi nd rmust be

cl amouring about on this fearful night, how the great el mswayed and cried
inthe storm and the rain dashed and pattered on the wi ndows, and dri pped
on the sodden earth fromthe shaking shrubs beside the door. He noved
uneasily on his chair, and struggled to put the picture out of his thoughts;
but in spite of hinself he saw the stained uneven walls, that ugly blot of
nm | dew above the wi ndow, and perhaps a feeble gleamof light filtered

t hrough the blind, and some one, unhappy above all and for ever |ost, sat
within the dismal room O rather, every w ndow was bl ack, w thout a glimer
of hope, and he who was shut in thick darkness heard the wind and the rain,
and the noise of the el mtree npani ng and beating and weepi ng on the walls.
For all his effort the inpression would not |eave him and as he sat before
his desk | ooking into the vague darkness he coul d al nost see that chanber
whi ch he had so often imagi ned; the | ow whitewashed ceiling held up by a
heavy beam the smears of snoke and | ong usage, the cracks and fissures of
the plaster. Od furniture, shabby, deplorable, battered, stood about the
room there was a horsehair sofa worn and tottering, and a dismal paper
patterned in a livid red, blackened and noul dered near the floor, and peel ed
of f and hung in strips fromthe dank walls. And there was that odour of
decay, of the rank soil steaning, of rotting wood, a vapour that choked the
breath and nmade the heart full of fear and heavi ness.

Luci an again shivered with a thrill of dread; he was afraid that he had
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overwor ked hinself and that he was suffering fromthe first synptons of
grave illness. H's mind dwelt on confused and terrible recollections, and
with a mad ingenuity gave form and substance to phantonms; and even now he
drew a long breath, alnopst inmagining that the air in his roomwas heavy and
noi sone, that it entered his nostrils with some taint of the crypt. And his
body was still |anguid, and though he made a half notion to rise he could
not find enough energy for the effort, and he sank again into the chair. At
all events, he would think no nore of that sad house in the field; he would
return to those long struggles with letters, to the happy ni ghts when he had
gai ned victori es.

He renenbered sonmet hing of his escape fromthe desol ation and the worse than
desol ati on that had obsessed himduring that first winter in London. He had
gone free one bleak norning in February, and after those dreary terrible
weeks the desk and the heap and litter of papers had once nore engul fed and
absorbed him And in the succeedi ng sumer, of a night when he |ay awake and
listened to the birds, shining i nages cane wantonly to him For an hour
whil e the dawn brightened, he had felt the presence of an age, the
resurrection of the life that the green fields had hidden, and his heart
stirred for joy when he knew that the held and possessed all the |oveliness
that had so | ong noul dered. He cold scarcely fall asleep for eager and

| eapi ng thoughts, and as soon as his breakfast was over he went out and
bought paper and pens of a certain celestial stationer in Notting HIl. The
street was not changed as he passed to and fro on his errand. The rattling
wagons jostled by at intervals, a rare hansom cane spi nning down from
London, there sounded the sane humand jangle of the gliding tranms. The
languid Iife of the pavenment was unaltered; a few people, unclassed, w thout
sal i ence or possible description, |ounged and wal ked from east to west, and
fromwest to east, or slowy dropped into the byways to wander in the bl ack
waste to the north, or perhaps go astray in the systens that stretched
towards the river. He glanced down these by-roads as he passed, and was

ast oni shed, as always, at their mysterious and desert aspect. Sone were
utterly enmpty; lines of neat, appalling residences, trimand garnished as if
for occupation, edging the white glaring road; and not a soul was abroad,
and not a sound broke their stillness. It was a picture of the desol ation of
m dni ght |ighted up, but enpty and waste as the nost profound and sol emm
hours before the day. O her of these by-roads, of older settlenent, were
furnished with nore inmportant houses, standing far back fromthe pavenent,
each in alittle wood of greenery, and thus one mght | ook down as through a
forest vista, and see a way snooth and guarded with low walls and yet
untrodden, and all a leafy silence. Here and there in sone of these echoing
roads a figure seened |laxily advancing in the distance, hesitating and
delaying, as if lost in the labyrinth. It was difficult to say which were
the nore dismal, these deserted streets that wandered away to right and
left, or the great nmmin thoroughfare with its narcotic and shadowy |ife. For
the latter appeared vast, intermnable, grey, and those who travelled by it
were scarcely real, the bodies of the living, but rather the uncertain and
m sty shapes that conme and go across the desert in an Eastern tale, when nen
| ook up fromthe sand and see a caravan pass them all in silence, without a
cry or a greeting. So they passed and repassed each other on those
paverents, appearing and vani shing, each intent on his own secret, and
wrapped in obscurity. One m ght have sworn that not a man saw hi s nei ghbour
who met himor jostled him that here every one was a phantom for the other
t hough the lines of their paths crossed and recrossed, and their eyes stared
like the eyes of live nen. Wien two went by together, they munbl ed and cast
di strustful glances behind them as though afraid all the world was an eneny,
and the pattering of feet was |ike the noise of a shower of rain. Curious
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appear ances and simnulations of |ife gathered at points in the road, for at
intervals the villas ended and shops began in a dismal row, and | ooked so
hopel ess that one wondered who coul dbuy. There were wonen fluttering
uneasi ly about the greengrocers, and shabby things in rusty black touched
and retouched the red |unps that an unshaven butcher offered, and already in
the corner public there was a confused noise, with a tossing of voices that
rose and fell like a Jewish chant, with the senseless stir of marionettes
jerked into an imtation of gaiety. Then, in crossing a side street that
seened |ike grey md-winter in stone, he trespassed fromone world to
another, for an old decayed house am dst its garden held the opposite
corner. The laurels had grown into black skel etons, patched with green
drift, the ilex glooned over the porch, the deodar had blighted the
flower-beds. Dark ivies swarmed over an el mtree, and a brown clustering
fungus sprang in gross masses on the | awn, showi ng where the roots of dead
trees noul dered. The bl ue verandah, the bl ue bal cony over the door, had
faced to grey, and the stucco was blotched with ugly nmarks of weather, and a
dank smell of decay, that vapour of black rotten earth in old town gardens,
hung heavy about the gates. And then a row of musty villas had pushed out in
shops to the pavenent, and the things in faded bl ack buzzed and stirred
about the |inp cabbages, and the red |unps of neat.

It was the sane terrible street, whose pavenents he had trodden so often
wher e sunshi ne seenmed but a gaudy light, where the funme of burning bricks

al ways drifted. On black winter nights he had seen the sparse lights
glimering through the rain and drawi ng cl ose together, as the dreary road
vani shed in |long perspective. Perhaps this was its npbst appropriate noment,
when nothing of its snug villas and skel eton shops renai ned but the bright
pat ches of their wi ndows, when the old house anongst its noul dering shrubs
was but a dark cloud, and the streets to the north and south seemned |ike
starry wastes, beyond themthe blackness of infinity. Always in the daylight
it had been to himabhorred and abomi nable, and its grey houses and purlieus
had been fungus-like sproutings, an efflorescence of horrible decay.

But on that bright norning neither the dreadful street nor those who noved
about it appalled him He returned joyously to his den, and reverently laid
out the paper on his desk. The world about himwas but a grey shadow
hovering on a shining wall; its noises were faint as the rustling of trees
in a distant wood. The lovely and exquisite fornms of those who served the
Amber Venus were his distinct, clear, and nanifest visions, and for one
anmongst hem who canme to himin a fire of bronze hair his heart stirred with
the adoration of love. She it was who stood forth fromall the rest and fel
down prostrate before the radiant formin anber, drawing out her pins in
curious gold, he glow ng brooches of enanel, and pouring froma silver box
all her treasures of jewels and precious stones, chrysoberyl and sardonyx,
opal and di anond, topaz and pearl. And then she stripped from her body her
preci ous robes and stood before the goddess in the glowi ng mst of her hair
praying that to her who had given all and cane naked to the shrine, |ove

m ght be given, and the grace of Venus. And when at |ast, after strange
adventures, her prayer was granted, then when the sweet |ight cane fromthe
sea, and her lover turned at dawn to that bronze glory, he saw beside hima
l[ittle statuette of amber. And in the shrine, far in Britain where the bl ack
rains stained the narble, they found the splendid and sunmptuous statue of

t he Gol den Venus, the last fine robe of silk that the | ady had dedi cated
falling fromher fingers, and the jewels Ilying at her feet. And her face was
like the lady's face when the sun had brightened it on that day of her
devoti on.
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The bronze m st glinmrered before Lucian's eyes; he felt as though the soft
floating hair touched his forehead and his |ips and his hands. The fune of
burni ng bricks, the reek of cabbage water, never reached his nostrils that
were filled with the perfune of rare unguents, with the breath of the violet
sea in Italy. Hs pleasure was an inebriation, an ecstasy of joy that
destroyed all the vile Hottentot kraals and nud avenues as with one white
lightning flash, and through the hours of that day he sat enthralled, not
contriving a story with patient art, but rapt into another tinme, and
entranced by the urgent gleamin the |lady's eyes.

The little tale of The Amber Statuette had at |ast issued froma hunble
office in the spring after his father's death. The author was utterly
unknown; the author's Miurray was a whol esal e stationer and printer in
process of devel opnent, so that Lucian was astoni shed when the book becane a
noder at e success. The reviewers had been sadly irritated, and even now he
recol lected with cheerfulness an article in an influential daily paper, an
article pleasantly headed: "Were are the disinfectants?"

And then---- but all the nmonths afterwards seemed doubtful, there were only

broken revel ati ons of the | aborious hours renewed, and the white ni ghts when
he had seen the nmponlight fade and the gaslight grow wan at the approach of

dawn.

He listened. Surely that was the sound of rain falling on sodden ground, the
heavy sound of great swollen drops driven down fromwet |eaves by the gust
of wind, and then again the strain of boughs sang above the tunult of the
air; there was a doleful noise as if the stormshook the masts of a ship. He
had only to get up and | ook out of the wi ndow and he woul d see the treel ess
enpty street, and the rain starring the puddl es under the gas-lanp, but he
would wait a little while.

He tried to think why, in spite of all his resolutions, a dark horror seened
to brood nore and nore over all his mind. How often he had sat and worked on
just such nights as this, contented if the words were in accord though the
wind mght wail, though the air were black with rain. Even about the little
book that he had made there seened sonme taint, sone shuddering nmenory that
cane to himacross the gulf of forgetful ness. Sonehow t he renenbrance of the
of fering to Venus, of the phrases that he had so lovingly invented, brought
back again the dusky figures that danced in the orgy, beneath the brassy
glittering lanps; and again the naphtha flares showed the way to the sad
house in the fields, and the red glare |it up the m|dewed walls and the

bl ack hopel ess wi ndows. He gasped for breath, he seened to inhale a heavy
air that reeked of decay and rottenness, and the odour of the clay was in
his nostrils.

That unknown cloud that had darkened his thoughts grew bl acker and engul fed
him despair was heavy upon him his heart fainted with a horrible dread. In
a nonent, it seemed, a veil would be drawn away and certain awful things
woul d appear.

He strove to rise fromhis chair, to cry out, but he could not. Deep, deep

t he darkness closed upon him and the storm sounded far away. The Roman fort
surged up, terrific, and he saw the withing boughs in a ring, and behind
them a gl ow and heat of fire. There were hi deous shapes that swarmed in the
t hi cket of the oaks; they called and beckoned to him and rose into the air
into the flame that was smtten from heaven about the walls. And anobngst
themwas the formof the beloved, but jets of flanme issued fromher breasts,
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and beside her was a horrible old woman, naked; and they, too, sumoned him
to mount the hill.

He heard Dr Burrows whispering of the strange things that had been found in
old Ms G bbon's cottage, obscene figures, and unknown contrivances. She was
a witch, he said, and the mstress of witches.

He fought against the nightmare, against the illusion that bew | dered him
Al his life, he thought, had been an evil dream and for the common world
he had fashi oned an unreal red garnent, that burned in his eyes. Truth and
the dream were so mingled that now he could not divide one fromthe other.
He had let Annie drink his soul beneath the hill, on the night when the
nmoonfire shone, but he had not surely seen her exalted in the flane, the
Queen of the Sabbath. Dimy he renenbered Dr Burrows coming to see himin
London, but had he not imagined all the rest?

Agai n he found hinself in the dusky |lane, and Annie fl oated down to himfrom
t he noon above the hill. H's head sank upon her breast again, but, alas, it
was afl ane. And he | ooked down, and he saw that his own flesh was afl ane,

and he knew that the fire could never be quenched.

There was a heavy wei ght upon his head, his feet were nailed to the floor
and his arms bound tight beside him He seened to hinmself to rage and
struggle with the strength of a nadman; but his hand only stirred and
quivered a little as it lay upon the desk.

Agai n he was astray in the mst; wandering through the waste avenues of a
city that had been ruined fromages. It had been splendid as Rome, terrible
as Babyl on, and for ever the darkness had covered it, and it lay desol ate
for ever in the accursed plain. And far and far the grey passages stretched
into the night, into the icy fields, into the place of eternal gl oom

Ring within ring the awful tenple closed around him unending circles of
vast stones, circle within circle, and every circle | ess throughout al

ages. In the centre was the sanctuary of the infernal rite, and he was borne
thither as in the eddies of a whirlpool, to consummate his ruin, to

cel ebrate the weddi ng of the Sabbath. He flung up his arns and beat the air
resisting with all his strength, with nmuscles that could throw down
mount ai ns; and this time his little finger stirred for an instant, and his
foot twi tched upon the floor.

Then suddenly a flaring street shone before him There was darkness round
about him but it flamed with hissing jets of |ight and naphtha fires, and
great glittering | anps swayed very slowly in a violent blast of air. A
horri bl e rmusic, and the exultation of discordant voices, swelled in his
ears, and he saw an uncertain tossing crowd of dusky figures that circled
and | eapt before him Thee was a noise |like the chant of the |lost, and then
there appeared in the nidst of the orgy, beneath a red flane, the figure of
a wonman. Her bronze hair and flushed cheeks were illum nate, and an argent
Iight shone fromher eyes, and with a snile that froze his heart her lips
opened to speak to him The tossing crowd faded away, falling into a gulf of
dar kness, and then she drew out from her hair pins of curious gold, and

gl owi ng brooches in enanel, and poured out jewels before himfroma silver
box, and then she stripped form her body her precious robes, and stood in
the glowing mst of her hair, and held out her arms to him But he raised
his eyes and saw the noul d and decay gaining on the walls of a disnmal room
and a gl oony paper was dropping to the rotting floor. A vapour of the grave
entered his nostrils, and he cried out with a | oud scream but there was
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only an indistinct guttural nmurmur in his throat.

And presently the woman fled away fromhim and he pursued her. She fled
away before himthrough m dnight country, and he foll owed after her, chasing
her fromthicket to thicket, fromvalley to valley. And at |ast he captured
her and won her with horrible caresses, and they went up to cel ebrate and
nmake the marriage of the Sabbath. They were within the matted thicket, and
they withed in the flanmes, insatiable, for ever. They were tortured, and
tortured one another, in the sight of thousands who gathered thick about
them and their desire rose up like a black snoke.

Wthout, the stormswelled to the roaring of an awful sea, the wind grew to

a shrill long scream the elmtree was riven and split with the crash of a

t hundercl ap. To Lucian the tumult and the shock cane as a gentle murmur, as

if a brake stirred before a sudden breeze in sumer. And then a vast silence
overwhel med hi m

A few mnutes later there was a shuffling of feet in the passage, and the
door was softly opened. A wonan canme in, holding a light, and she peered
curiously at the figure sitting quite still in the chair before the desk

The wonman was hal f dressed, and she had | et her splendid bronze hair flow
down, her cheeks were flushed, and as she advanced into the shabby room the
| anp she carried cast quaking shadows on the mnoul dering paper, patched wth
mar ks of rising danp, and hanging in strips fromthe wet, dripping wall. The
blind had not been drawn, but no light or glinmrer of light filtered through
the window, for a great straggling box tree that beat the rain upon the
panes shut out even the night. The woman canme softly, and as she bent down
over Lucian an argent gl eam shone from her brown eyes, and the little curls
upon her neck were |ike golden work upon marble. She put her hand to his
heart, and | ooked up, and beckoned to sone one who was waiting by the door

"Conme in, Joe," she said. "It's just as | thought it would be: 'Death by
m sadventure'"; and she held up a little enpty bottle of dark blue gl ass
that was standing on the desk. "He would take it, and | always knew he woul d

take a drop too nuch one of these days."
"What's all those papers that he's got there?"

"Didn"t | tell you? It was crool to see him He got it into 'is 'ead he
could wite a book; he's been at it for the last six nmonths. Look 'ere."
She spread the neat pile of nanuscript broadcast over the desk, and took a
sheet at haphazard. It was all covered with illegible hopel ess scribblings;
only here and there it was possible to recogni se a word.

"Why, nobody could read it, if they wanted to."
"It's all like that. He thought it was beautiful. | used to 'ear him
jabbering to hinself about it, dreadful nonsense it was he used to talk.

did ny best to tongue himout of it, but it wasn't any good."

"He nust have been a bit dotty. He's left you everything."

"Yes "
"You'l | have to see about the funeral."
"There'll be the inquest and all that first."
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"You' ve got evidence to show he took the stuff."

"Yes, to be sure | have. The doctor told himhe would be certain to do for
hi nsel f, and he was found two or three tines quite silly in the streets.
They had to drag himaway froma house in Hal den Road. He was carrying on
dreadful, shaking at the gaite, and calling out it was 'is 'ome and they

wouldn't et himin. |I heard Dr Manning nyself tell "imin this very room
that he'd kill "inmself one of these days. Joe! Aren't you ashai ned of
yourself. | declare you're quite rude, and it's al nbst Sunday too. Bring the

light over here, can't you?"
The man took up the blazing paraffin |anp, and set it on the desk, beside
the scattered heap of that terrible manuscript. The flaring light shone

t hrough the dead eyes into the dying brain, and there was a glow within, as
if great furnace doors were opened.

The End
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