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INTRODUCTION

eeidsistzs was George MacDomald’s earliest prose work.
It appeared in 18§8—the year in which Tennyson’s iidls
of the Kvgg and Carlyle’s FEimedirickk the Great! were flist
published. More definitely than his dramatic poem,
Within and Wiitlewet (1857), or the earlier Pupmss {18§5),
Pemtrtsistes proclaims the radiant imaginative power that
dominated all its author’s best work, whether we look for
it in his fairy tales or in TWe Digzyy of an O Saut/, whether
in the theology of his novels or in the most mystical of
all his writings, Lifdz. To him the imagination stood
highest of all the faculties. It is the soul of Art—the
power of creating symfbolic utterance for Ideas, which, with-
out it, could have no means of presentation. It is, no less,
the power of vision; of seeing, that is, Truth revealed in
every form of beauty. Granted this high office of the
imagination, then the fairy tale is, in so far as it is Art,
revelation: even though its significance is not to be defined
m terms of precise allegory, parable, or fable. When Anodos
steps from his bed into Fairylamd, we know that Fairyland
was always about him waiting to be stepped into. When
he reaches the clearing in the wood, whetiein “ the trees
seeffied all to have an expiession of conscious mystery, as
if they said to themselves, ' we could, an’ if we would 0’ ™
and finds a woman prepatring vegetables for dinner, who
tells him he must have fairy bloed in him or he eould never
have got so far inte the woed, it becommes guite plain that
the ash tree’s greed and the fairies’ games are fueh Mmore
real than the vulgar world that will net let us step owtside
its heavy bars. Though Amodos sets out to find his ideal
ahd comes home again rejoleing that he had lost his shadow
=tthe faaleficent part of him that vulgarises all it towches
vii



viil Phantasies

by il.irkenmg the Light that lighteth every man and trans:
fipures ,dl. the Koruance is no allegory with a secret moral
that o>yM 1 uuuv fittingly told in balder words. Never-
ttekeM it is all symbollic utterance: and if we accept Emer-
son's definition of allegory, we must give this book a
highest plice as such. "~ The moment,” says that writer,
" our discourse is infilemed with passion or exalted by
theught, it clothes iteelf in images. . . . Hence good writ-
ing and Dbrilliant diseourse are perpetual allegories. . .
This imagery is propef creation.” ! Perhaps allegory fails
as Art only when its discouise is so little inflamed and
exalted that it invites and demands Intellectual imterpreta-
tion. 1t syrely sieeeeds when by its Beauty we know its
worth and the Repelessness of trying te reveal its seeret to
the wise, when the babes understand it readily.

Once a lady, well known in the educational world, asked
the author of Ph.mtustiss if he could tell her in a few words
what might be its meaning? His reply was to the effect
(hat he had written the book with the sole object of giving
her its meaning. Hevein one may perceive one purpose of
the fairy tale in general: to serve, namely, as antithesls
to the text-book. The latter finds advertisernent for the
lark's skeleton rather than fer it§ sefng; yet, beeause the
bird's place in the empy#rean IS fere neeessary to its lover
than a shelf in a natural histery Museum, it is quite neees-
sary that fairy tales sheuld have preminenee ifl Bur edusa-
tion. The unbeliever, whe i§ ineapable of diding fﬁi}?
iale in the musiard seed, asks fof Truth iR & Mutshell.
Dogma, hewever servieeable as an algebraie sign, becomes
anti-Christ as seeR as it elaims 8 contin, tHe “HKRGWR
quantity. Art eepses i6 Be sueh when it is mééﬂi{g@éi
yet iis elaims are absurd if it admit that Truth ean Be stated
in terms ather tham its owA.

The title of this Faerie Romamnee is a little puzzling; and
1 must confess that the guetation frem Phineas Fletéher's
" Fureple Island ” is net whelly illvminating. A réferénce;
however, to the eenitext leaves ne doubt iR the Mind that
Fletcher's Phantastes stands for 1magination. Thiee gréat
councillors rule the Castle ot the Mind. The first of fhese

! Nature, chap. iwv.
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apparently is Judgment and the third Memory. Tihe follow-
ing refers to the sexondd—

*“ The next that in the Castle's front is plac't,
Pliantastes hight] his yeares are fresh and green,
His visage old, his face too much defac't
With ashes pale, his eyes deep stinken been

With often thoughts and never slakt intention:
Yet he the fount of speedy apprehension,
Father of wit, the well of arts, and quick imvention.

But in his private thoughts and busy brain
Thousand thinne forms, and idle fancies fiiit;
The three-shap't Sphinx, and direfull Harpyes train,
Which in the world had never being yet:
Oft dreams of fire and water, loose deligihi;
Amnd oft arrested by some ghastly sprite,
Nor can he think, nor speak, nor move for great affright.

Phantastes from the first all shapes deriving,
In new abiliments can quickly dight;
Of all materiall and grosse parts depriving,
Fits them unto the noble Prince’s sight;
Which soon as he hath view’d with searching eye,
He straight commits them to his Treasurie,
Which old Enmmestes keeps, Fatther of Memorie.” ?

GREVILLE MACDONALD.

i The Poemss of DPlitmaas Fleidian, BID., Fuller's Werthies
Library, 1866, vol. iv. p. 18i.
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“ Es lassen sich Erzahlungen ohne Zusammenhang, jedoch
mit Association, wie Trawme, denken; Gedichte, die bloss wathl-
khngemd und vol] schoner Worte sind, aber auch oline allen
Sinn und Zusammefihang, hochstens einzelne Strophem ver-
standlich, wie Bruchstucke aus den verschiedenartigstem Dingen.
Diese wahre Poesie kann hochstems einen allegorischemr Sinn im
Grossen, und eine indirecte Wirkumg, wie Musik haben., Darum
ist die Natur so rein poetisch, wie die Stube eines Zauberers,
eines Physikers, eine Kimderstuibe, eine Palterund Vorrath-
skammer. . . .

“ Em Mahrchen ist wie em Traumbild ohne Zuwswmmenhang.
Ein Ensemble wunderbarer Dinge und Begebenheitem, 2. B, eine
Musikalische Pbamtzsie, die harmomischen Folgen einer Aeol-
sharfe, die Natur selbst.

“ In einem echten Mahrchen muss alles wunderbar, gebheim-
nissvoll und zusammenhamgemnd sein; alles belebt, jeder auf
eine andere Art, Die ganze Natur muss wunderlich mit der
ganzen Geisterwelt gemischt sein; hier tritt die Zeit der An-
archie, der Gesetzlosigkeit, Freiheit, der Nat rstand der Natur,
die Zeit von der Welt ein. . . , Die Welt des Mahrchens ist die,
der Welt der Wallnheit durchaus eaigegengesetzte, und ebea
darum ihr so durchaus ahutich, wie das Chaos der vollendeten
Sehopfung admlieh ist."—=NOMAILIS,



" Phantastes from * their fountt’ all shapes deFiving,
{8 BEW habiliments can quickly dight.”
FLETCHER'S Puptde sbptidd:

In good sooth, my mastes. this is A9 488F:
et is it 3 little window, that looketh upon & great WeFid:



PHANTASTES

A EAERIE ROMANCE

CHAPTER 1
“ A spirit

The unilididtyry woods, amd] silent! wedl,

Amdd v S M. et 6VeRAitS &, .
Nowr deepemnis the dank shades, 15 SPHeseh aSS4miing,
Al commmse witdh hit 5 €5 W hie aid #

Were aké that wes:' SHELLEY'S AlRster.

I AwokE one morning with the usual perplexity of mind
which accompanmies the return of consciousmess. As I
lay and looked through the eastern window of my room,
a faint streak of peach-wgllour, dividing a cloud that
just rose above the low swell of the horizon, announced
the approach of the sun. As my thoughts, which a deep
and apparently dreamliess sleep had dissolved, began
again to assume crystalline forms, the strange events of
the foregeing night presented themselves anew to my
wondering consciousness. The day before had been my
one-and-tiwentieth birthday. Among other ceremonies
investing me with my legal rights, the keys of an eld
seorefary, In which my father had kept his private
papers, had been dellvered up t6 me. As soon as [ was
left alone, I ordered lights in the ehamber where the secie-
tary stood, the first lights that had been there for many
A
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a war; for, sime-my fiather's diestth, the rowm had beem
left undistuebed. But, as if the darkmess had been too
lati an inpate- to be easily expelled, and had dyed with
plackirss thie Wilsto wihich, bat-like, it had dlumg, these
tapers served hin il ta light up the gloomy hangings, and
seemed th thasw vet darker shadows into the hollows
af the deep~wwonght cornice. All the further portions
gf the room fay shrouded in a mystery whose deepest
folds wese gathered around the dark oak cabinet which
| ROW approached with a strange mingling of reverence
and ecutipsity. Perhaps, like a geologist, 1 was about
19 tuFR Hp to the light seme of the buried strata of
the human world, with its fessil remalns charred
Py passion and petrified by tears. Perhaps 1 was to
I83FR ew My father, whese persenal Ristery was um=
Known t9 me. had weven his web of stery; hew he had
found the world, 2nd hew the werld had left Rif. Pey=
Paps t was 18 find only the reeords of 1ands and meneys,
oW gotten and How seawed; coming dewn frem strange
men; 4nd fhrough trodbigws fimes, 18 me; whe knew
HEtke gF ROHNIRG Of them a1l

To solve my speculations, and to dispel the awe which
was fast gathering around me as if the dead were dram-
ing near, 1 approached the seordtary; and having found
the key that fitted the upper portion, I opened it with
some difficulty, drew near it a heavy high-backed chair,
and sat down before a multitudie of little drawers and
slides and pigeon-holes. But the door of a little cup-
board in the centre especially attracted my interest, as
if there lay the secret of this long-hidden world. Its key
1 found. One of the rusty hinges cracked and broke as
I opened the door: it revealed a number of simall pigeon-
holes. These, however, being but shallow cempared
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with the depth of those around the little cupboard, the
outer ones reaching to the back of the desk, I concluded
that there must be some accessible space behind; and
found, indeed, that they were formed in a separate
framework, which admitted of the whole being pulled
out in one piece. Behind, I found a sort of flexible port-
cullis of small bars of wood laid close together horizom-
tally. After long search, and trying many ways to mowve
it, 1 discovered at last a scarcely projecting point of
steel on one side. [ pressed this repeatedly and hard with
the point of an old tool that was lying near, till at length
ityielded inwards; and the little slide, flying up suddenly,
disclosed a chamber—empty, except that in one corner
lay a little heap of withered rose-lleaves, whose long-
lived scent had long since departed; and, in another, a
small packet of papers, tied with a bit of ribbon, whose
colour had gone with the rose-saait. Almest fearing te
toueh them, they witiessed so mutely to the law of
eblivien, 1 leaned back in my ehalr, and regarded them
for a mement; when suddenly there stoed ef the Hhies=
held ef the little ehamber, as theugh she had just
emerged from 1ts depth, a tiny weman-ferm, as perfeet in
shape as if she had been a small Geeek statuette reused
to life and metieR. Her dress was of a kind that could
never grow sld-fashiened, beeause it was simply natdral;
a rebe plaited in a band areund the neek, and confined
By a Belt abeut the waist, deseended te her feet. It was
enly afterwards, hewever, that I teak netice of her dress,
altheugh My surprise was By ne means of s9 evei=
POwering 8 degree as sueh an apparition might nafurally
Be expected to exeite. Seeing, however, as | sippess;
SOMme astenishiment if MY coHARAAMNCR, she came forward
within & yard of me,; and s3id, iR & velee that strangely



44 Phantastess

recalled a semsstion of twilight, and reedy Fiver banks,
and a low wind, even in this deathly reeim:

v Amoedaes. you nexesr s Sudh a little eneatire briere,
did you? ™

" No* sud 1; * and indeed 1 hardly believe 1 49
Rew.

* Ahl that & always the way WAth you men: yeh
believe Huthing the first time; and it is feslish ensugh
te let mere Pepetition EBRVIRCS yoU of What yoY consider
in itself unbelisvable: Tam net gghamg t8 argue with you;
hewever, but te grant yel & widh " _ _

Here | eould net help intsrrupting her with the feslish
speech, of which, hewever, | had ne cause 1 repet—

“ Hew cah sich a very hittle cieakure as you &k
oF refuse anything?

“ Is that all the philesephy yeu have gained in ene-
and-twenty years? ' she said. " Form is mueh, but size
is nothing. It 18 a mere matter of relation. 1 suppose
your six-foot lordship dees not feel altogether insignii-
eant, though to others you do look small beside your old
Unele Ralph, who rises above you a great hailf-foot at
least. But size is of so littie consequence with me, that
I may a8 well accommodate myself to your foolish
prejudices.”

8o saying, she leapt from the desk upon the floor,
where she stood a tall, gracious lady, with pale face and
large blue eyes. Her dark hair flowed behind, wavy but
uncurled, down to her waist, and against it her form
stood dlear in its robe of white.

¥ Now," said she, “ you will believe me’"

Overcome with the presence of a beauty which 1
could now perceive, and drawn towards her by an
attraction irresistible as incomprehensible, I suppose 1
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stretched out my arms towards her, for she drew back
a step or two, and sdidi—

“ Eoolish boy, if you could touch me, 1 should hwort
you. Besides, I was two hundred and thirty-seven years
old, last Midsummer eve; and a man must not fall in
love with his grandmetter, you know.™

“ But you are not my gramdimother,” said §.

“ How do you know that? * she retorted. “ I dare
say you know something of your great-gramdfathers
a good deal further back than that; but you know very
little about your great-grmmdmotiiers on either side.
Now, to the point. Your little sister was reading a fairy-
tale to you last migjnit."

.14 She m:h

“ When she had finmished, she said, as she closed the
book, *Iis timee a ffaiy~conmtimy;, nattiar? ' You negllest
with a sigh, ' [ suppeze there is, if one could find the
way into it/ "

“1 did; but I meant sumeithing quite different from
what you seem to thimk."

“ Never mind what I sesm to think. You siall fimd
the way into Fairy Land to-morrow. Now look in my
eyes

Eagerly I did so. They filled me with an unknown
longing, I remembered somehow that my mother died
when I was a baby. I looked deeper and deeper, till they
spread around me like seas, and I sank in their waters.
I forgot all the rest, till I found myself at the window,
whose gloomy curtains were withdrawn, and where I
stood gazing on a whole heaven of stars, small and
sparkling in the moonlight. Below lay a sea, still as
death and hoary in the moon, sweeping into bays and
around capes and islands, away, away, I knew not
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whither. Alas! it was no sea, but a low bog burnished
bv the moon, " Surely there is such a sea somewhere! ™
said I ttormysdlf, AAldewsswett vwoieebipssiderneerepfiidd—
In Fairy Land, Anodos.™

| turned, but saw no one. | closed the semettary, and
went to my own room, and to bed.

All this 1 recalled as I lay with halfi-closed eyes, I was
soon to find the truth of the lady’s promise, that this
day I should discover the road into Fairy Land.
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CHAPTER 11

" Wo tist der Strom 2" mief arowit Thrdwern. * Siethst du naioht
setne blauesr Wailbow thber tims ?2' Ebr sak hineaftf, wnd der Have
Stram floss leise iber Wirewm Fheppls NoWOsLIs, Heimrich von
Ofterdingen.

" Wihere dis the gweam 2" oned he, with feers.  * Seest fhou wok
its bluz waves abowe its 7' HEe looked! up), anil lo I the bluer stmmem
was flowitmg gertly over theilr /ivends."”

WHhHuLE these strange events were passing through my
mind, I suddenly, as one awakes to the consciousness
that the sea has been moaning by him for hours, or that
the storm has been howling about his window all night,
became aware of the sound of running water near me;
and, looking out of bed, I saw that a large green marble
basin, in which I was wont to wash, and which stood on
a low pedestal of the same material in a corner of my
room, was overflowing like a spring; and that a stream
of clear water was running over the carpet, all the length
of the room, finding its outlet I knew not where, And,
stranger still, where this carpet, which I had myself
designed to imitate a field of grass and daisies, berdered
the course of the little stream, the grass-blades and
daisies seemed to wave In a tiRy breeze that fellowed
the water’s fitow; while under the rivulet they bent and
swayed with every metion of the ehangeful eufrrent, as
If they were abeut te dissglve with it, and, forsaking
their fixed form, beceme fluent as the waters.

My dressing-table was an old-fashioned piece of
furniture of black oak, with drawers all down the front.
These were elaborately carved in foliage, of which ivy
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furmed the chief part. The nearer end of this table
remained just as it had been, but on the further end a
singular change had commenced. I happened to fix my
eve on a little cluster of ivy-leaves. The first of these was
evidently the work of the carver; thenext looked curious;
the third wa% unmistakable ivy; and just beyond it a
tendril of clematis had twined itself about the gilt handle
of one of the dramers. Hearing next adligiht motion above
me, I looked up, and saw that the branches and leaves
designed upon the curtains of my bed were slightly in
motion. Not knowing what change might follow next,
I thought it high time to get up; and, springing from
the bed, my bare feet alighted upon a cool green sward;
and although I dressed in all haste, 1 found myself eom-
pleting my tollet under the beughs of a great tree, whese
top waved in the gelden stream of the sunrise with many
interehanging lights, and with shadews ef leaf and
braneh gliding ever leaf and braneh, as the eesl merAing
wind swung it te and fre, like 3 sinking sea-wave.

After washing as well as I could in the clear stream, 1
rose and looked around me. The tree under whieh I
seemed to have lain all night was one of the advaneced
guard of a dense forest, towards which the rivulet fan.
Faint traces of a footpath, much overgrown with grass
and moss, and with here and there a pimprinel even,
were discernible along the right bark. " This,” iheﬁgm
I, " must surely be te path inte Fainy Land, Which e
lady of last night promised I sheuld §6 s96n fifiad” 1
crossed the rivulet, and aceompanied it, keeping the
footpath on its right banl, until it led Me, 38 I expected;
inte the woed. Here I left it, witheut any g98d FEASH:
and with a vague feeling that t eught 8 have follswed
its course, I teek a mere southerly direction.
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CHAPTER 111

“ Mam dofh wsurp ol sgpoos.
Stwress thee, tm rock, basth, rives, tn the face.
Nevew yet thiez eyes behold a tree :
"Tiss no sea thow sedst im e sea,
Tiss butt a disguisedd Armamanity.
To avoir! thy Ry, vaiy thy plam ;
Al thait intrestts & mam, 15 pean.”

EHewRy SUTTON.

THE trees, which were far apart where I entered, giving
free passage to the level rays of the sun, closed rapidly
as I advanced, so that ere long their crowded stems
barred the sunlight out, forming as it were a thick grat-
ing between me and the East. I seemed to be advancing
towards a second midnight. In the midst of the inter-
vening twilight, however, before I entered what appeared
to be the darkest portion of the forest, I saw a country
maiden coming towards me from its very depths. She
did not seem to observe me, for she was apparently intent
upen a bunch of wild flowers which she carried in her
hand. I could hardly see her face; for, though she came
direct towards me, she never looked up. But when we
met, Instead of passing, she turned and walked along-
side of me for a few yatds, still keeping her face dewvir
wards, and busled with her flloiars. She speke rapidly,
hewever, all the time, iA a lew tene, as if talking te
hersel, But evidently addressing the purpert of her
werds te me. She seemed afraid ef Being observed by
some lueking fee. " Trust the Oal,"” said she; " trust
the Oak, and the ElR, and the great Beeeh. Take eare
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of the Birch, for though she is honest, she is toe young
not to be changeable. But shun the Ash and the Alder,
for the Ash is an ogre—you will know him by his thick
fingers; and tho Aider will smother you with her welb of
hair, if you let her near you at night." All this was
uttered without pause or alteration of tone. Then she
turned suddenly and left me, walking still with the same
unchanging gait. 1 could not conjecture what she meant,
but satisfied myself with thinking that it would be time
enough to find out her meaning when there was need to
make use of her warning, and that the occasion would
teveal the admenitien. 1 concluded from the flowers
that she ecarried, that the forest could not be everywhere
so dense as it appeared from where I was now wallking;
and 1 was right In this eenclusien. For seen 1 came to
a mere open part; and By-and-by eressed a wide grassy
glade, en whieh were several eireles of Brighter green.
But even here 1 was struslk with the utter stillness. Ne
Bird sang. No insest hummed. Net a living erestire
crossed My way: Yet somehew the whele environment
seermed only asleep; and te wear even in sleep 3R gif of
expectation. The trees seemed all 8 Rave an expression
of eonseioys mystery, s If they sid to themselves; * We
eotld; 3R’ if we weuld.” They had all 2 meaning 198k
aBeut them. Then ! remembered that ight is the faiFes’
day; and the mesn thelr suA; and | CAOHERI—FwRY-
thing sleeps and dreams ASW: WHER i RIgR COMSS; it
will Be differspt. At the Same Hime 1, Being 7 Man 2ad 2
ehild of the day. felt some aRxiety &S 18 how t should
fare ameng he elves and SHGF Ehildren Sf g a;gm
Wie wake When MoHals dream, and ARd thelr Sammon
lIfe 1R HheRe WoRArsHs AoHEs FRgt HoW ASIReless 1y Sver
the moveess deatn-like forms of Men and womsn ang
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children, lying strewn and parted beneath the weight of
the heaws* waves of night, which flow on and beat them
down, and hold them drowned and senseless, until the
ebb-tide comes, and the waves sink away, back into the
ocean of the dark. But I took courageand went on. Soon,
however, I became again anxious, though from another
cause. I had eaten nothing that day, and for an hour
past had been feeling the want of food. So I grew afraid
lest I should find nothing to meet my human necessities
in this strange place; but once more I comforted myself
with hope and went on.

Before noon, I fancied I saw a thin blue smoke rising
amongst the stems of larger trees in front of me; and
soon I came to an open spot of ground in which stood a
little cottage, so built that the stems of four great trees
formed its corners, while their branches met and inter-
twined over its roof, heaping a great cloud of leaves over
it, up towards the heavens. I wondered at finding a
human dwelling m this neighbourhood; and yet it did
not look altegether human, though sufficiently so to
encourage me to expect to find some sort of food. Seeing
no door, I went round to the other side, and there I
found one, wide open. A woman sat beside it, preparing
some vegetables for dinner, This was homely and com-
forting. As I came near, she looked up, and seeing me,
showed no surprise, but bent her head again over her
work, and said in a low tone;

“ Did you sse my daughter ™"

“ I believe 1 did,” said I. * Can you give me some-
thing to eat, for I am very hungry ? ™

“ With pleaswrs,” she replied, in the same tone; * but
do not say anything more, till you come into the house,
for the Ash is watching us.”



Phantastes

Having said this, she rose and led the way into the
cottage; which, L now saw, was built of the stems ef
small trees set closely together, and was furnished with
rough chairs and tables, frem which even the bark had
not been removed. As soon as she had shut the desf
and set a chair— _

¥ You have fairy bleod in you.” sid she leking
hard at me.

* How do you knew that 3

* You could not have got so for into this weed if i
were not so; and I am trying to find eut some trace of
it in your countenance. I think I see it."

“ What do you see?

“ Oh, never mind: 1 may be mistaken in tdhate "

“ But how then do you come to live here? '

“ Because I too have fairy blood in me "

Here I, in my turn, looked hard at her, and thought I
could perceive, notwithstanding the coarseness of her
features, and espedially the heavimess of her eyebrows,
a sometthing unusual—I could hardly call it grace, amdi
yet it was an expression that strangely contrasted with
the form of her features. I noticed too that her hands
were delicately formed, though brown with work and
exposure.

“ 1 should be ill," she camtinued, * if 1 did not live
on the borders of tht fairies' country, and now and then
eat of their food. And I see by your eyes that you are not
quite free of the same need; though, from your educa-
tion and the activity of your mind, you have felt it less
than I. You may be further removed toe from the fairy
race.”

I remembered what the lady had said about my
grandmotihers.
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Here she placed some bread and some milk before me,
with a kindly apology for the homeliness of the fare,
with which, however, I was in no humour to quarrel. 1
now thought it time to try to get some explanation of
the strange words both of her daughter and herself,

“ What did you mean by spedking so about the Ash? "

She rose and looked out of the little window. My eyes
followed her; but as the window was too small to allow
anything to be seen from where I was sitting, I rose and
looked over her shoulder. I had just time to see, across
the open space, on the edge of the denser forest, a single
large ash-tree, whose foliage showed bluish, amidst the
truer green of the other trees around it; when she
pushed me back with an expression of impatience and
terror, and then almest shut out the light from the
window by setting up a large old book 1n it

“ In gerad|” soid she, recovening her composure,
“ there is no danger in the daytime, for then he is sound
asleep; but there is something unusual going on in the
woods; there must be some solemnity among the fairies
to-might, for all the trees are restless, and although they
cannot come awake, they see and hear in their slegp”

“ But what danger is to be dreaded from him? ’"

Instead of answering the question, she went again to
the window and looked out, saying she feared the fairies
would be interrupted by foul weather, for a storm was
brewing in the west,

 And the soamer it grows dark, the sooner the Ash wall
be awake,” added she.

I asked her how she knew that there was any unusual
excitement in the woods. She replied—

 Besides the look of the irees, the dog there is un-
happy; and the eyes and ears of the white rabbit are
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redder than usual, and lie frisks about as if he expected
some fun. If the cat were at home, she would have her
back up; for tlie young fairies pull the sparks out of her
tail with bramble thorns, and she knows when they are
coming. So do I, m another way

At this instant, a grey cat rushed in like a demon, and
disappeared in a hole in the wall.

' “There, littold you! " said the waiman.

" But what of the ash-tree? " suid 1, wettyrning once
more to the subject. Here, however, the young weman,
whom | had met in the morning, entered. A smile passed
between the mother and daughter; and then the latter
began to help her mother in little househeld duties.

* 1 Should like to sttay here till the eveming* 1 saiid;
" and then go on my journey, if you will allow me "

' You are wellcome to do as you please; only it mighit
be better to stay all night, than risk the dangers of the
wood then. Where are you going ? ™

** Nay, that I do not know,” I replied, * but 1 wish to
see all that is to be seen, and therefore I should like to
start just at sumdiowun

* You are a bold youth, if you have any idea of winat
you are daring; but a rash one, if you know nothing
about it; and, excuse me, you do not seem very well
informed about the country and its manmers. However,
no one comes here but for some reason, either known
to himself or to those who have charge of him; so you
shall do just as you wisih ™

Accordingly I sat down, and feeling rather tired, and
disinclined for further talk, I asked leave to look at the
old book, which still screened the window. The woman
brought it to me directly, but not before taking another
look towards the forest, and then drawing a white blind
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over the window. I sat down opposite to it by the table,
on which I laid the great old volume, and read. It com-
tained many wondrous tales of Fairy Land, and olden
timmes, and the Kmights of King Arthur’s table. I read
on and on, till the shades of the afternoon began to
deepem; for in the midst of the forest it gloomed earlier
than in the open country. At length I came to this
passage—

“ Here it chaunced, that upon their quest, Sir Galzhad
and Sir Percivale rencountered in the depths of a great
forest. Now, Sir Galahad was dight all in harmess of
silver, clear and shining; the which is a delight to look
upon, but full hasty to tarnish, and witliouten the labour
of a ready squire, uneath to be kept fair and clean. And
yet withouten squire or page, Sir Galahad’s armour
shone like the moon. And he rode a great white mare,
whose bases and other housings were black, but all
besprent with fair lilys of silver sheen. Whereas Sir
Percivale bestrode a red horse, with a tawny mane and
tail; whose trappings were all to-smirched with mud
and mire; and his armour was wondrous rosty te behold,
fie could he by any art furbish it again; so that as the
sun in his going down shone twixt the bare trunks of the
trees, full upon the knights twalin, the ene did seem all
shining with light, and the other all to glow with ruddy
fire. Now |t eame abeut in this wise. Fer Sif Pereivals,
after his escape from the demen lady, whenas the eress
ef the handle ef his swerd smete him te the heart, and
he reve himself through the thigh, and escaped away,
he eame i a great weed; and; in newise eured of his
fault, yet Bemeaning the same, the damesel of the aldek-
tree eneeuntered him, right fair te see; and with her
faif werds and false eountenanee she eomferted him and
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beguiled him, until he followed her where she led him

to a-

He'iv a low hurried erv from my hostess caused me to
look up from the book, and I read no more.

" .00k tthen-! " she saidl; * look at his fimgerst ™"

Just as | had been reading in the book, the sefiing
sun was shining through a cleft in the clouds piled up in
the wist; and a shadow as of a large distorted hand, with
thick knobs and humps on the fingers, 3o that it was much
wider across the fingers than across the undivided part
of the hand, passed slowly over the little blind, and then
as slowly returned in the opposite direction.

He is almost awake, mother; and greedier than
usual to-mijgtit7'

“ Hush, child; you need not make him more angry
with us than he is; for you do not know how soon some-
thing may happen to oblige us to be in the forest after
nightfall.”

" But you are in the foresdtt,” said I; * how is it thatt
you are safe here? ™

" He dares not come nearer than he is now,” she
replied; * for any of those four oaks, at the corners of
our cottage, would tear him to pieces; they are our
friends. But he stands there and makes awful faces at us
sometimes, and stretches out his long arms and fingers,
and tries to kill us with frightt; for, indeed, that is his
favourite way of doing. Pray, keep out of his way to-
nightt.>

* Shall 1 be zble to see these things? * said J.

" That 1 camnot tell yet, not knowing how much of
the fairy nature there is in you. But we shall soon see
whether you can discern the fairies in my little garden,
and that will be some guide to us
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“ Are the trees fairies too, as well as the fllowers ? "
I asked.

“ They are of the same racg,” she repliet; “ though
those you call fairies in your country are chiefly the
young children of the flower fairies. They are very fond
of having fun with the thick people, as they call yow;
for, like most children, they like fun better than anything
else™

“ Why do you have flowers s» near you then? Do
they not annoy you? ™

“ Oh, no, they are very amusing, with their mimicries
of grown people, and mock solemnities. Sometimes they
will act a whole play through before my eyes, with per-
fect composure and assurance, for they are not afraid of
me. Only, as soon as they have done, they burst into
peals of tiny laughter, as if it was such a joke to have
been serious over anything. These I speak of, however,
are the fairies of the garden. They are more staid and
educated than those of the fields and woods. Of course
they have near relations amongst the wild flowers, but
they patromise them, and treat them as country cousins,
who know nothing of life, and very little of manners.
Now and then, however, they are compelled te envy the
grace and simplicity of the natural flowers.”

“ Do they live in the flowers? ™ 1 said.

* 1 camnot telll” she replied. * There is something
in it I do not understand. Sometimes they disappear
altogether, even from me, though I know they are near.
They seem to die always with the flowers they resemble,
and by whose names they are called; but whether they
return to life with the fresh flowers, or, whether it be
new flowers, new fairies, I cannot tell. They have as
many sorts of dispositions as men and women, while

B
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their moods arc vet more variable; twenty different ex-
favssums will cross their little faces in half a minute,
L nftiii amuse myself with watehing them, but I have
nevt r Wwvn able to make personal acquaintamse with any
of tinin. If 1 speak to one. lie or she looks up in my face,

if I were not worth heeding, gives a little laugh, and
runs away.” Here the woman started, as if suddenly
reeollre ting herself, and said inallow voice to her daughter,
“ Make haste--go and watch him, and e in wihat
direction lie goes*

I may as well mention here, that the eonclusion 1
arrived at from the observations 1 was afterwards able
to make, was, that the flowers die because the fairies go
away; not that the fairies disappear because the flowers
die. The flowers seem a sort of houses for them, or outer
bodies, which they can put on or off when they please.
Just as you could form some idea of the nature of a man
from the kind of house he built, if he followed his own
taste, so you could, without seeing the fairies, tell what
anv one of them is like, by looking at the flower till you
feel that you understand it. For just what the flower
says to you, would the face and form of the fairy say;
only so much more plainly as a face and human figure
can express more than a flower. FEor the house or the
clothes, though like the inhabitant or the wearer, cannot
be wrought into an equal power of utteramce. Yet you
would see a strange resamblance, almost oneness, between
the flower and the fairy, which you could not describe,
but which described itself to you. Wihether all the
flowers have fairies, [ cannot determine, any more than
I can be sure whether all men and women have souls.

The woman and I continued the conversation for a
few minutes longer. I was much interested by the
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information she gave me, and astonished at the language
in which she was able to convey it. It seemed that inter-
course with the fairies was no bad education in itself,
But now the daughter returned with the news, that the
Ash had just gone away in a south-westerly direcition,;
and, as my course seemed to lie eastward, she hoped I
should be in no danger of meeting him if I departed at
once. I looked out of the little window, and there stood
the ash-tree, to my eyes the same as before; but I
believed that the}’ knew better than I did, and prepared
to go. I pulled out my purse, but to my dismay there
was nothing in it. The woman with a smile begged me
not to trouble myself, for money was not of the slightest
use there; and as I might meet with people in my journeys
whoem 1 ceuld net recognise to be fairies, it was well I had
fie meney to offer, for nothing offended them so mueh.

“ They would think,” she added, * that you were
making game of them; and that is their peculiar
privilege with regard to us.” So we went together into
the little garden which sloped down towards a lower
part of the wood.

Here, to my great pleasure, all was life and bustle.
There was still light enough from the da)’ to see a little;
and the pale half-moon, half-way to the zenith, was
reviving every moment. The whole garden was like a
carnival, with tiny, gaily decorated forms, in groups,
assamblies, processions, pairs or trios, moving stately
on, running about wildly, or sauntering hither or thither.
From the cups or bells of tall flowers, as from balcontes,
some looked down on the masses below, now bursting
with laughter, now grave as owls; but even in their
deepest solamnity, seaming only to be waiting for the
arrival of the next laugh. Some were launched on a
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little marshy stream at the bottem, in beats ehesen frem
the heaps of last year's leaves that lay abeut, eurled
and withered. These soon sank with them; whereupen
they swam ashore and got others. These whe teek fresh
rose-leaves for their boats floated the longest; but fer
these they had to fiigitt; for the fairy of the rese-tree
complained bitterly that they were stealing her ¢lothes,
and defended her property bravely:

* You can't wear half you've geft,” saiid some.

* Never you mind; 1 don't choose you to have them:
they are my propentyy:.™

“ All fior the good of the comimunity! ¥ said one, and
ran off with a great hollow leaf. But the rese-friry sprang
after him (what a beauty she was! only too like a draw-
ing-room young lady), knocked him heels-over-ead as he
ran, and recovered her great red leaf. But in the mean-
time twenty had hurried off in different directions with
others just as good; and the little creature sat down
and cried, and then, in a pet, semt a perfect pink snow-
storm of petals from her tree, leaping from branch to
branch, and stamping and shaking and puiling. At last,
after another good cry, she chose the biggest she could
find, and ran away laughing, to launch her boat amongst
the rest.

But my attention was first and chiefly attracted by a
group of fairies near the cottage, who were talking
together around what seemed a last dying primrose.
They talked singing, and their talk made a song, some-
tiring like this:

* Sibter Snowdrop died
Before we were born.”
" She came like-a bride
In a snowy morn."
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“ What'’s a bride "

“ What is snow »™
* Never tried™

* Po not know,"

“ Who told you about her? ™

" Little Primrose there
Cannot do without her.”

Oh, so sweetly fair! ™

“ Never fear,

She will come,
Primrose dear.™

* Is she dumb? ™

" She'll come Iby-amdi-ty."™

" You will never see her.™
* She went home to die,
* Till the new year.”
* Snowdrop! * " 'Tis no good
To invite her.”
* Primrose is very rude,
* 1 will bite her.

“ Oh, you naughty Poclkett!
* Look, she drops her e’
" She deserved it, Rocket,
* And she was nearly diead.™
“ To your hammock—efff with you! "
*“ And swing alome.”
* No one will laugh with you.”
* No, not ome.”

" Now let us mozm.™

“ And cover her o¢'emn’*
“* Primrose is gone."

* All but the flower.”
“ Here is a leaff”

“ Lay her upon it
* Follow in griieff™

" Pocket has done it
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* peeper, poor Orsdture!
Wimter may comi¢.”

* lle cannot reach lher—
That Neaaliuiiii."

" She is buried, the lbauuty!
" Now she is doms

* That was the «dutty.”
™ Now fior the thum,”

And with a wild laugh they sprang away, mest of
them towards the cottage. During the latter part of
the song-tialk, they had formed themselves inte a funeral
procession, two of them bearing peor Primose, whese
death Pocket had hastened by biting her stalk, upen ene
of her own great leaves. They bore her solemnly aleng
some distance, and then buried her under a tree.
Although I say her 1 saw nothing but the withered
primrose-fllower on its long stalk. Pocket, who had been
expelled from the company by common consemt, went
sulkily away towards her hammock, for she was the
fairv of the calceolaria, and looked rather wicked.
When she reached its stem, she stopped and looked
round. I could not help speaking to her, for I stood near
her. I said, " Pocket, how could you be so naughty? "

* 1 am never naughtty,” she sud, half-crosslly, half-
defiamtly; “ only if you come near my hammeock, 1
will bite you, and then you will go away.”

“ Why did you bite poor Primrose » '

'* Because she szid we should never see Smowdnemp;
as if we were not good emough to look at her, and she
was, the proud thing!!—served her right! ™

“ Oh, Pocket, Podkett,® suid 1; but by this time the
party which had gone towards the house, rushed out
again, shouting and screaming with laughter. Half of
them were on the cat’s back, and half held on by her
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fur and tail, or ran beside her; till, more coming to their
help, the furious cat was held fast; and they proceeded
to pick the sparks out of her with thorns and pins, which
they handled like harpoons. Indieed, there were more
instruments at work about her than there could hawe
been sparks in her. One little fellow who held on hard
by the tip of the tail, with his feet planted on the ground
at an angle of forty-~five degrees, helping to keep her fast,
administered a continuous flow of admonitions to Pussy.

“ Now, Pussy, be patient. You know quite well it is
all for your good. You cannot be comfortable with all
those sparks in you; and, indeed, I am charitably dis-
posed to believe " (here he became very pompaus}) © that
they are the cause of all your bad temper; so we must
have them all out, every one; else we shall be reduced
to the painful necessity of cutting your claws, and
pulling out your eye-tieeth. Quiet! Pussy, quiet!

But with a perfect hurricane of feline curses, the
poor animal broke loose, and dashed across the garden
and through the hedge, faster than even the fairies could
follow. “ Never mind, never mind, we shall find her
again; and by that time she will have laid in a fresh
stock of sparks. Hooray! ’ And off they set, after some
new mischief.

But I will not linger to enlarge on the amusing display
of these frolicsome creatures. Their mammers and habits
are now so well known to the world, having been so often
described by eye-witnesses, that it would be only in-
dulging self-comceit, to add my account in full to the
rest. I cannot help wishing, however, that my readers
could see them for themselves. Especially do I desire
that they should see the fairy of the daisy; a little,
chubby, round-eyed child, with such innocent trust in
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his look! Ewven the most mischievous of the fairies would
not tease him, although he did not belong to their set
at all, but was quite a little country bumpkin. He
wandered about alone, and looked at everything, with
his hands in his little pockets, and a white night-cap
on, the darling! He was not so beautiful as many other
wild flowers | saw afterwards, but so dear and loving
in his looks and little confident ways.
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CHAPTER 1V

“ When e tis it hyest, dove iis wyysdt,”
Ballad of Sir Aldingar.

BY this time, my hostess was quite anxious that I should
be gone. So, with warm thanks for their hospitality, 1
took my leave, and went my way through the little
garden towards the forest. Some of the garden flowers
had wandered into the wood, and were growing here and
there along the path, but the trees soon became too thick
and shadowy for them. I particularly noticed some tall
lilies, which grew on both sides of the way, with large
dazzlingly white flowers, set off by the universal green.
It was now dark enough for me to see that every flower
was shining with a light of its own. Indized = was by this
light that I saw them, an internal, peculiar light, pio-
ceeding from each, and not reflected from a commen
source of light as in the daytime. This light sufficed only
for the plant itself, and was not strong enough to cast any
but the faintest shadows around it, or to illuminate any
of the neighbouring objects with other than the falntest
tinge of 1ts ewn indlvidual hue. From the lilies abeve
faentioned, from the campanwlas, frem the foxgleves,
and every bell-shaped flower, cirlous little figures shet
up thelr heads, peeped at me, and drew baek. They
seemed 0 Inhabit them, as snalls thelr shells; But I was
sire seme of thef were InwweRES, and belenged te the
gnemes or geBlin=faicies, whe iAhabit the greund and
earthy ereeping plants. From the eups of Aruin lilies,
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orcatures with great heads and grotesque faces shot up
like Jach«im-the-box, and made grimaces at me; or rose
slowly and slily over the edge of the cup, and spouted
water at me, slipping suddenly back, like those little
soldier—crabs that inhabit the shells of sea-smails, Passing
a row of tall thistles, 1 saw them crowded with little
fares, which peeped every one from behind its flower,
and drew back as quickly; and I heard them saying to
each other, evidently intending me to hear, but the
speaker always hiding behind his tuft, when I looked in
his direction, " Look at him! Look at himi He has
begun a story without a beginning, and it will never have
any end. He! he! he! Look at him!™

Rut as | went further into the wood, these sights and
sounds became fewer, giving way to others of a different
character. A little forest of wild hyacinths was alive
with exquisite creatures, who stood nearly motioniless,
with drooping necks, holding each by the stem of her
flowar, and swaying gently with it, whenever a low
breath of wind swung the crowded floral belfry. In like
manner, though differing of course in fonn and meaning,
stood a group of harebells, like little angels waiting,
ready, till they were wanted to go on some yet unknown
message. In darker nooks, by the mossy roots of the
trees, or in little tufts of grass, each dwelling in a globe
of its own green light, weaving a network of grass and its
shadows, glowed the glowworms. They were just like
the glowworms of our own land, for they are fairies
everywhere; worms in the day, and glowworms at night,
when their own can appear, and they can be themselves
to others as well as themselves. But they had their
encmies here. For I saw great strong-armed beetles,
hurrying about with most unwieldy haste, awkward as
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elephant-calves, looking apparently for glowworms; for
the moment a beetle espied one, through what to it was
a forest of grass, or an undermvood of moss, it pounced
upon it, and bore it away, in spite of its feeble resistance.
Wonderingwhat their object could be, I watched one of the
beetles, and then I discovered a thing I could not account
for. But it is no use trying to account for things in Fairy
Land; and one who travels there soon learns to forget
the very idea of doing so, and takes everything as it
comes; like a child, who, being in a chronic comndition
of wonder, is surprised at nothing. What I saw was this.
Everywiere, here and there over the ground, lay little,
dark-looking lumps of something more like earth than
anything else, and about the size of a chestnut. The
beetles hunted in couples for these; and having found
one, one of them stayed to wateh It, while the other
hurried to find a glowweorim. By signals, I presume,
between them, the latter soon found his eempanion
again: they then teek the glewwerm and held its
luminous tall te the dark earthy pellet; when le, it
shet up inte the alr like a sly=-rocket, seldem, hewever,
reaching the height ef the highest tree. Just like a
roeket tee, it bukst in the aif; and fell in a shewer ef the
fest gergeetsly eoleured sparks of every variety of hue;
gelden and red, and purpie and green, and blue and resy
fires erossed and iRteneressed each ether, beneath the
shadewy heads, and between the eskymnar stems of the
ferest trees. They never used the same glowwsrm twies,
I obsérved; But let Rim ge; apparently uninjwred By
the use they had made ef him.

In other parts, the whole of the immediately surround-
ing foliage was illuminated by the interwoven dances
in the air of splendidly coloured fire-flies, which sped
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hither and thither.tumed,twisted, eroswst and reerossed,
entwining every complexity of intervolved motion,
Here ami there, whole mighty trees glowed with an
emitted phosphorescent light. You could trace the very
course of the great roots in the earth by the faint light
that came through; and every twig, and every vein on
every leaf was a streak of pale fire.

All this time, as I went through the wood, I was
haunted with the fediing that other shapes, more like
my own size and mien, were moving about at a little
distance on all sides of me. But as yet I could discern
none of them, although the moon was high enough to
semd a great many of her rays down between the trees,
and these rays were unusually bright, and sight-gjiving,
notwithstanding she was only a half-moon. [ con-
stantly imagined, however, that forms were visible in
all directions except that to which my gaze was turned;
and that they only became invisible, or resolved them-
selves into other woodland shapes, the moment my
looks were directed towards them. Howewver this may
have been, except for this feeling of presence, the woods
seemed utterly bare of anything like human companiomn-
ship, although mv glance often fell on some object which
I fancied to be a human fomm; for I seon found that X
was quite deceived; as, the moment I fixed my regard
on it, it showed plainly that it was a bush, or a tree, or a
rock.

Soon a vague sense of discomfort possessed me. With
variations of relief, this gradually increased; as if some
evil thing were wandering about in my neigihbourhood,
sometimes nearer and sometimes further off, but still
approaching. The feeling continued and deepened, until
all my pieasure in the shows of various kinds that every-
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where betokened the presence of the merry fairies
vanished by degrees, and left me full of anxiety and fear,
which I was unablie to associate with any definite object
whatever. At length the thought crossed my mind with
horror: " Can it be possible that the Ash is looking for
me? or that, in his nightly wanderings, his path is
gradually verging towards mine? * [ comiforted myself,
however, by remembering that he had started quite in
another direction; one that would lead him, if he kept
it, far apart from me; especially as, for the last two or
three hours, I had been diligently journeying eastward.
I kept on my way, therefore, striving by direct effort of
the will against the encroaching fear; and to this end
occupying my mind, as much as I could, with other
thoughts. I was so far successful that, altheugh I was
conscious, 1f I yielded for a mement, I should be almest
overwhelimed with horror, I was yet able to walk right
on for an heur or more. What I feared I eeuld net tell.
Indieed, I was left in a state of the vaguest uneertainty
as regarded the natuie of my enemy, and kaew net the
mede or ebjeet of his attacks; fer, semehew ef ether,
fnene of my questions had sueeeeded in drawing a definite
aaswer frem the dame 1A the eettage. How then t8
defend myself I knew net; ner even By what sign 1
faight with eerfainty recognise the presenee of my foe;
fer as yet this vague theugh pewerful fear was all the
indieation of danger I had. Te add te my distiess; the
eleyds in the west Rad risen nearly te the top of the skies,
and they and the meen were travelling slewly tewards
eaeh sther. Ineeed, some of their advaneed guard had
already met hef, and she had Beghn te wade thraugh 3
filmy vapeur that gradually deepened. At length she
was fef 3 mement aimest entirely oBseured: When she
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shone out again, with a brillianey increased by the een-
trast. | saw plainly on the path before me—from around
which at this spot the trees recedied, leaving a small space
of green sward—the shadow of a large hand, with
knotty joints and protubsranses here and there.
linperially | remarked, even in the midst of my fear, the
bulbous points of the fingers. 1 looked hurriedly all
around, but could see nothing from which sueh a shadew
should fall. Now, however, that I had a direction, how-
ever undetermined, in which to project my apprehension,
the verv sense of danger and need of action overcame
that stilling which is the worst property of fear. |
reflected in a moment, that if this were indeed a shadow,
it was useless to look for the object that cast it in any
other direction than between the shadow and the moon.
I looked, and peered, and intensified my vision, all to no
purpose. I could see nothing of that kind, not even an
ash-tree in the neighbourhood. Still the shadow re-
mained ; not steady, but moving to and fro, and once I
saw the fingers close, and grind themselves close, like the
claws of a wild animal, as if in uncontrollable longing for
some anticipated prey. There seemed but one mode left
of discovering the substance of this shadow. [ went
forward boldly, though with an inward shudder which
I would not heed, to the spot where the shadow lay,
threw myself on the ground, laid my head within the
form of the hand, and turned my ej'es towards the moon.
Good heavens! what did I see? 1 wonder that ewer I
arose, and that, the very shadow of the hand did not hold
me where | lay until fear had frozen my brain. 1 saw
the strangest figure; vague, shadowy, almost trams-
parent, in the cemtral parts, and gradually deepening in
substance towards the outside, until it ended in ex-
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tremities capable of casting such a shadow as fell from
the hand, through the awful fingers of which I now saw
the moon. The hand was uplifted in the attitude of a
pawabout tostrike its prey. But the face, which throbbed
with fluctuating and pulsatory visibility —mutt ffcom
changes in the light it reflected, but from changes in its
own conditions of reflecting power, the alterations being
from within, not from without—it was horrible. I do not
know how to describe it. It caused a new semsation.
Just as one cannot tramslate a horrible odour, or a
ghastly pain, or a fearful sound, into words. so I cannot
describe this new form of awful hideousitess. [ can only
try to describe something that is net it, but seems some-
what parallel to it; or at least is suggested by it. It
reminded me of what I had heard of vampifes; for the
face resembled that of a corpse mere than anything else
I ean think of; especially when 1 €an eeneeive Sueh a
face in motion, but not suggesting any life as the setiree
of the metion. The featuies were rather hafdseme than
otherwise, exeept the mouth, whieh had searesly a surve
In it. The lips were of egual thickmrss; but the thiek-
Aess was net at all remarkablle, even altheugh they
lesked shightly swellen. They seemed fixedly epen, But
were net wide apart. Of eourse | did net yemark these
lineaments at the time: [ was teo horrified fof that. I
fieted them afterwards, when the form retirned e my
inward sight with & vividnRss 186 intense 18 admit of my
dotibting the aecuraey of the reflex. But the mest
awiut of the features were the syes. These were 3live,
yet Ret with life. They seamed lighted up with an
[RfAlte greed: A gnawing veracity, which devaured the
deveurer, ssemed 8 be the indwelling and propetiing
power of the whole ghestly apparition. I 1ay fof 3 few
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moments simply itmhruted with terror; when anether
cloud, obscuring the moon, delivered me from the im-
mediately paralysing effects of the presence to the vision
of the object of horror, whiie it added the force of imagi-
nation to the power of fear within me; inasmuch as,
knowing far worse cause for apprehension than before, |
remained equally ignorant from what I had to defend
myself, or how to take any precautions: he might be
upon me in the darkmess any moment. | sprang to my
feet, and spiel I knew not whither, only away from the
spectre. 1 thought no longer of the path, and often
narrowly escaped dashing myself against a tree, in my
headlong flight of fear.

Great drops of rain began to patter on the leaves.
Thunder began to mutter, then growl in the distance. 1
ran on. The rain fell heavier. At length the thick leaves
could hold it up no longer; and, like a second ffimamment,
they poured their torrents on the earth. I was soon
drenched, but that was nothing. I came to a small
swollen stream that rushed through the woods. I had
a vague hope that if 1 crossed this strezm 1 should be in
safety from my pursuer; but I soon found that my hope
was as false as it was vague. 1 dashed across the stream,
ascended a rising ground, and reached a more open space,
where stood only great trees. Through them I directed
my way, holding eastward as nearly as I could guess, but
not at all certtain that I was not moving in an opposite
direction. My mind was just reviving a little from its
extreme terror, when, suddenly, a flash of lightning, or
rather a cataract of successive flashes, behind me, seemed
to throw on the ground in front of me, but far more
faintly than before, from the extent of the source of the
light, the shadow of the same horrible hand. I sprang
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forward, stung to yet wilder speed; but had not run
many steps before my foot slipped, and, vainly attempt-
ing to recover myself, I fell at the foot of one of the large
trees. Halff-stunned, I yet raised myself, and almost
involuntarily looked back. All 1 ssawweestiie Hemdi witthim
three feet of my face. But, at the same moment, I felt
two large soft arms thrown round me from behind; and
a voice like a woman'’s szid: “ Do not fear the galilim;
he dares not hurt you now.” With that, the hand was
suddenly withdrawn as from a fire, and disappeared in
the darkmess and the rain. Overcome with the mingling
of terror and joy, I lay for some time almost insensible.
The first thing I remember is the sound of a voice above
me, full and low, and strangely reminding me of the
sound of a gentle wind amidst the leaves of a great tree.
It muemuired over and over again: “‘ I may love him, 1
may love him; for he is a man, and I am only a beech-
tree.” I found I was seated on the ground, lesning
agalast a human form, and supperted still by the arms
around me, which I khew to be these of a woman whe
must be rather above the human size, and largely pio-
portioned. I turped my head, but witheut meviag othei-
wise, for 1 feared lest the arms should untwine themr
selves; and clear, somewhat mouraful eyes met mine.
At least that Is hew they impiessed me; but I eould
see very little of eslour of sutline as we sat In the dark
and ralfy shadew of the tree. The faee Seemed very
levely, and selemn from its stillness; with the aspest
ef ene whe is guite eontent, But waiting fer seme=
thing. 1 saw My eeniseture from her arms was eoFrest:
she was abeve the human scale threugheut, But net
greatly.

“ Why do you call yourself a beech-tree? ™ 1 said.
c
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" Because ] am one,” she replied, in the same low,
musical, murmuring voice.

" You arc a waman," | neturmed.

* Do you think s0? Am I very like a woman then? '

" You an- @ very beautiful weoman. Is it possible you
should not know it 2

“ Lam very glad you think so. | fancy 1 feel like &
woman sometimes., [ do so to-migjit—and always when
the rain drips from my hair. For there is an old prophecy
in our woods that one day we shall all be men and women
like you. Do you know anything about it in your region »
Shall 1 be very happy when I am a woman? [ fear mef;
for it is always m nights like these that I feel like one.
But I long to be a woman for all that.™

I had let her talk on, for her voice was like a seluttion
of all musical sounds. I now told her that I could hardly
say whether women were happy or not. [ knew one who
had not been happy; and for my part, I had often
longed for Eairy Land, as she now longed for the world
of men. But then neither of us had lived long, and
perhaps people grew happier as they grew older. Only I
doubted it. I could not help sighing.’ She felt the sigh,
for her arms were still round me. She asked me how old
I was.

“ Twenty-aneg,” said 1.

“ Why, you baby! *' said she, and kissed me with the
sweetest kiss of winds and odours. There was a cool
faithfulless in the kiss that revived my heart wonder-
fully. I felt that I feared the dreadful Ash no more.

“ What did the horrible Ash want with me? * I sasiid.

“1 am mot guite sure, but I think he wants to bury
you at the foot of liis tree. But he shall not touch you,
my <l
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“ Are all the ash-trees as dreadful as he? ™

“ Qh, no. They are all disagreeable selffich aiextmures—
(what horrid men they will make, if it be truefy—"but this
one has a hole in his heart that nobody knows of but
one or two; and he is always trying to fill it up, but he
cannot. That must be what he wanted you for. I wonder
if he will ever be a man. If he is, I hope they will kill
him."

“ How kind of you to save me from him! ’*

“1 will take care that he siall not cume near you
again. But there are some in the wood more like me,
from whom, alas! I cannot protect you. Only if you
see any of them very beautiful, try to walk round
them.”

“\Wieatt then? ™

“ 1 camnot tell you more. But now I must tie sume
of my hair about you, and then the Ash will not touch
you. Here, cut some off. You men have strange cutting
things about you.™

She shook her long hair loose over me, never moving
her arms.

“1 cannot cut your bemutiful hair. It would be a
shame."

“ Not cut my hair! It will have grown long enough
before any is wanted again in this wild forest. Perhaps
it may never be of any use again—aunot till I am a womam.”
And she sighed.

As gently as I could, I cut with a knife a long tress of
flowing, dark hair, she hanging her beautiful head over
me. When I had finished, she shuddered and breathed
deep, as one does when an acute pain,steadfastly endured
without sign of suffering, is at length relaxed. She then
took the hair and tied it round me, singing a strange,
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sweet song, which | could not understand, but which
left in UM a feding like this=
" L saw thoe ne'er before;

1 ase thee never more;

Hut luve. and help, and pain, beautiful ore,

Have made tUee mine, titl all my years are done.”
I cannot put more of it into words. She closed her arms
about me again, and went on singing. The rain in the
leaves, and a light wind that had arisen, kept her song
company. I was wrapt in a trance of still delight. It told
me the secret of the woods, and the flowers, and the birds.
At one time I felt as if I was wandering in childhood
through sunny spring forests, over carpets of primmoses,
anemones, and little white starry things—I had almost
said creatures, and finding new wonderful flowers at
every turn. At another, I lay half dreaming in the hot
summer noon, with a book of old tales beside me, beneaith
a great beedh; or, in autumn, grew sad because I trod
on the leaves that had sheltered me, and received their
last blessing in the sweet odours of decay; or, in a winter
evening, frozen still, looked up, as I went home to a
warm fireside, through the netted boughs and twigs to
the cold, snowy moon, with her opal zone around her.
At last I had fallen asleep; for I know nothing more that
passed till I found myself lying under a superb beech-
trec, in the clear light of the morning, just before sunrise.
Around me was a girdle of fresh beech-leaves. Alas! I
brought nothing with me out of Fairy Land, but memories
—memories. The great boughs of the beech hung droop-
ing around me. At my head rose its smooth stem, with
its great sweeps of curving surface that swelled like un-
developed limbs. The leaves and branches above kept
on the song which had sung me aslegp; only now, to my
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mind, it sounded like a farewell and a speedwell. I sat
a long time, unwilling to go; but my unfinished story
urged me on. I must act and wander. With the sun
well risen, I rose, and put my arms as far as they would
reach around the beech-tree, and kissed it, and said good-
bye. A trembling went through the leaves; a few of the
last drops of the night’s rain fell from off them at my
feett; and as I walked slowly away, I seemed to hear in
a whisper once more the words: * I may love him, 1
may love him; for he is a man, and I am only a beech-~
tree.”
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CHAPTER V

T aYeletfidikena s semmaldtha mddf il adfiprngteidsh
iPf Ii4» had wasthed her, or as tf a sleep
Ly <Hkdn e fvbith. i essierdaosewepp

Thutic bry [o=omidicisy
Beppors’ Bygmalion:
Setu-wtsdstidyt A kive Weitay,
(P SUBH- (! SHERSH Yot dpmtbeors 4gy
Romamee of Sir Launfal.

1 WALKED on, in the fresh morning air, as if new-txnm.
The oniv tHing that damped my pleasure was a cloud of
something between sorrow and delight that crossed my
mind with the frequently returning thought of my last
night’s hostess. “ But then,"” thought I, “ if she is sorry,
1 condd mot Indip iit; @nd she has alll the pleasures she ever
had. Such a day as this is surely a joy to her, as much at
least as to me. And her life will perhaps be the richer, for
holding now within it the memory of what came, but
could not stay. And if ever she is a woman, who knows
but we may meet somewhere? there is plenty of room
for meeting in the universe.” Comforting myself thus,
yet with a vague compunction, as if I ought not to have
left her, I went on. There was little to distinguish the
woods to-day from those of my own land; except that all
the wild thimgs, rabbits, birds, squirrels, mice, and the
numiberkss other inhabitants, were very tame; that is,
they did not run away from me, but gazed at me as I
passed, frequently coming nearer, as if to examine me
more closely. Whether this came from utter ignorance, or
from familiarity with the human appearance of beings
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who never hurt them, I could not tell. As I stood once,
looking up to the splendid flower of a parasite, which
hung from the branch of a tree over my head, a large
white rabbit cantered slowly up, put one of its little feet
on one of mine, and looked up at me with its red eyes,
just as I had been looking up at the flower above me. 1
stooped and stroked it; but when I attempted to lift it,
it banged the ground with its hind feet and scampered
off at a great rate, turning, however, to look at me
several timnes before I lost sight of it. Now and then, too,
a dim human figure would appear and disappear, at same
distance, amongst the trees, moving like a sleep-walker.
But no one ever came near me,

This day I found plenty of food in the forestt—strange
nuts and fruits I had never seen before. I hesitated to
eat them; but argued that, if I could live on the air of
Fairy Land, I could live on its food also. I found my
reasoning correct, and the result was better than I had
hoped; for it not only satisfied my hunger, but operated
in such a way upon my senses that I was brought into
far more complete relationship with the things around
me. The human forms appeared much more dense and
defined; more tangibly visible, if I may say so. I seemed
to know better which direction to choose when any doubt
arose. I began to feel in some degree what the birds
meant in their sengs, though K could net express it in
words, any mere than you can some landscapes. At
times, to Myswipike, [ found myself listening attentively,
and as If it were e uhusual thing with me, {6 a conveisa=
tion between twe sguirfels ef menkeys. The subjeets
were net very interesting, execept as associated with the
Individual life and neeessities of the little creatures:
where the best nuts were t6 Be feund in the neighbew-
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hood, and who could crack them best, or who had most
laid up for the winter, and such like; only they never
said where the store was. There was no great diffference in
kind between their talk and our ordinary human com-
versation, Some of the creatures I never heard speak
at all, and believe they never do so, except under the
impullse of some great excitement. The mice talked;
but the hedgehogs seemed very phiegmatic; and though
I met a couple of moles above ground several times, they
never said a word to each other in my hearing. There
were no wild beasts in the fores; at least, I did not see
one larger than a wild cat. There were plenty of snakes,
however, and I do not think they were all harmilless; but
none ever bit me.

Soon after mid-day I arrived at a bare rocky hill, of no
great size, but very steep; and having no trees—scarcely
even a bush—upon it, entirely exposed to the heat of the
sun. Over this my way seemed to lie, and I immediately
began the ascent. On reaching the top, hot and weary, 1
looked around me, and saw that the forest still stretched
as far as the sight could reach on every side of me. 1
observed that the trees, in the direction in which I was
about to descemd, did not come so near the foot of the
hill as on the other side, and was especially regretiting
the unexpected postponement of shelter, because this
side of the hill seemed more difficult to descend than the
other had been to climb, when my eye caught the appear-
ance of a natural path, winding down through broken
rocks and along the course of a tiny stream, which 1
hoped would lead me more easily to the foot. I teied it,
and found the descent not at all laborious; nevertheless,
when I reached the bottom, I was very tired and ex-
hausted with the heat. But just where the path seemed
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to end, rose a great rock, quite overgrown with shrubs
£nd creeping plants, some of them in full and splendid
blossamm: these almost concealed an opening in the rock,
into which the path appeared to lead. I entered, thirsting
for the shade which it promised. What was my delight
to find a rocky cell, all the angles rounded away with
r.ch moss, and every ledge and projection crowded with
bwely ferns, the variety of whose forms, and group-
ings, and shades wrought in me like a poem, for such a
harmony could not exist, except they all consented to
some one end] A little well of the clearest water filled
a mossy hollow in one comer. 1 drank, and felt as if 1
knew what the elixir of life must be; then threw myself
on a mossy mound that lay like a couch along the inner
end. Here I lay in a delicious reverie for some time;
during which all lovely forms, and colouts, and sounds
seemed to use my brain as a common hall, where they
could come and go, unbidden and unexcused. I had
fever imagined that such capacity for simple happimess
lay In me, as was now awakened by this assembly of
forms and spiritual sensetions, whieh yet were far tee
vague te admit of being tramslated inte any shape
eomimon to My ewn and anoether mind. I had laln for an
heuf, I should suppeose, though it may have been far
lenger, when, the harmonious tufmlt 1A MY mind having
somewhat relaxed, I beeame aware that my eyes were
fixed en a strange, timR-WorR bas-relief on the feek
oppesite te me. This, after some pendering, I esneluded
to represent Pygmalien, as he awaited the quiekening of
his statue. The sculptor a3t mere Figid than the figure
te whieh his eyss were turned. That seemed abetit 8 step
frem its pedestal and embrace the man, whe waited
rather than expeected.
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“ A lovely sty 1 said to myself. ' This cave, new
with the bushes cut away from the entrance to let the
light in, might be such a place as he would ehoese, Witt-
drawn from the notice of men, to set up his bleek ef
marble, and mouid into a visible bedy the theught
already clothed with form in the unseen hall of the
sculptor’s brain. And, indeed, if | mistake net," [ saig,
starting up. as a sudden ray of light arrived at that
moment through a creviee in the roof, and lighted up &
small portion of the rock, bare of vegetation, ¥ this very
rock is marble, white enough and delicate enough for any
statue, even if destined to become an ideal woman in the
arms of the souipior.

I took my knife and removed the moss from a part of
the block on which 1 had been lying; when, to my
surprise, I found it more like alabaster than ordinary
marble, and soft to the edge of the knife. In fact, it was
alabaster. By an inexplicable, though by no means
unusual kind of impullse, | went on removing the moss
from the surface of the stone; and soon saw that it was
polished, or at least smooth, throughout. [ comtinued
my labour; and after clearing a space of about a couple
of square feet, | observed what caused me to prosecute
the work with more interest and care than before. For
the ray of sunlight had now reached the spot I had
cleared, and under its lustre the alabaster revealed its
usual slight tramsparency when polished, except where
my knife had scratched the surface; and I observed that
the tramsparency seemed to have a definite limit, and to
end upon an opaque body like the more solid, white
marble. I was careful to scratch no more. And first, a
vague anticipation gave way to a startling sense of
possiility; then, as I proceeded, one revelation after
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another produced the entrancing conviction, that under
the crust of alabaster lay a dimly visible form in marble,
but whether of man or woman I could not yet tell. 1
worked on as rapidly as the necessary care would pemmniit;
and when I had uncowvered the whole mass, and rising
from my knees, had retreated a little way, so that the
effect of the whole might fall on me, I saw before me
with sufficient plainness—though at the same time with
considerable indistinctiiess, arising from the limited
amount of light the place admitted, as well as from the
nature of the object itself—a block of pure alabaster
enclosing the form, apparently in maeble, of a repesing
woman. She lay on ene side, with her hand under her
cheek, and her face towards me; but her hair had fallen
partly over her face, so that I could net see the expressien
of the whele. What 1 did see appeated te me perfestly
lovely;: more near the face that Rad been bern with me in
fiy seul, thah anything I had seen befere innatuke of art.
The aetual eutlines of the rest of the form were s6 indiA-
tinet, that the more than semi-opacity of the alabaster
seamed insuffielent te acesunt for the faet; and I eon-
jectured that a light rebe added its eBseurity. Numiter-
less histeries passed threugh my mind ef ehange of
substanee freM enchantment and ether eauses, and of
imprisenments sueh 4s this before me: 1 thought of the
Prinee of the Enchanted City, half marbke and half
living man; of Ariel; of NigBe; of the Sleeping Beanty
in the Weed: of the Bleeding trees; and many SHher
histeries. Even my adventuie of the preceding evening
with the 1ady of the Beech-tree coRiHButed 8 arouse the
wild hepe, that By some means Hie might Be given 19 this
form alse; and that, Breaking from Rer alabaster 18MmB.
she might gisFiy My eyes with her presencs:.  FOFH 1
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argued. " who can il but this eave may be the heme
of Marble, and this, essential Marble—=that spifit of
marbie which, present througheut, makes it capable ef
being moulded into any ferm ?» Then if she should awake!
But how to awake her? A kiss awoke the Sleeping
Beauty! a kiss cannot reach her through the inerusting
alabaster.” T kneeled, however, and kissed the pale
coffim; but she slept on. | bethought me of Ogpheus, and
the following stones—that trees sheuld fellow his musie
seemed nothing surprising new: Might net a seng awake
this form, that the glory of metien might for a time dis-
place the loveliness of rest? Sweet sounds can go where
kisses may not enter. [ sat and theught.

Now, although always delighting in music, [ had
never been gifted with the power of song, until [ entered
the fairy forest. I had a voice, and I had a true sense of
sound; but when I tried to sing, the one would not con-
tent the other, and so | remained silent, This morning,
however, | had found myself, ere I was aware, rejoicing
in a sumg; but whether it was before or after I had eaten
of the fruits of the forest, I could not satisfy myself. 1
concluded it was after, however; and that the increased
impulse to sing I now felt, was in part owing to having
drunk of the litthe well, which shone like a brilliant eye
in a corner of the cave. I sat down on the ground by the
‘* antenatal tomb," leaned upon it with my face towards
the head of the figure within, and sang—the words and
tones coming together, and inseparably connected, as if
word and tone formed one thing; or, as if each word
could be uttered only in that tone, and was incapable of
distinetion from it, except in idea, by an acute analysis.
I sang sometthing like this; but the words are only a dull
represaritation of a state whose very elevation precluded
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the possibility of remembrance; and in which I presume
the words really employed were as far above these, as
that state tramscended this wherein I recall it:

Ll

i

Marble woman, vainly sileeping

In the very death of dreams!

Wilt thou—sdlumiber from thee sweeping,
All but what with vision teems—

Hear my voice come through the golden
Mist of memory and hope;

And with shadowy smile embolden

Me with primal Death to cope?

Thee the sculptors all pursuing,
Have embodied but their own;
Round their visions, form enduring,
Marble vestments thou hast thrown;
But thyself, in silence winding,

Thou hast kept etermality;

Thee they found not, many fifiddigg—
I have found thee; wake for me.”

As I sang, I looked earnestly at the face so vaguely
revealed before me, I fancied, yet believed it to be but
fancy, that through the dim veil of the alabaster, I saw
a motion of the head as if caused by a simking sigh. 1
gazed more earnestly, and concluded that it was but
fancy. Nevertheless I could not help singing agmim—

" Rest ift now filled full of tbemuty,
And can give thee up, 1 ween;
Come thou forth, for other duty
Motion pineth for her queen.

* Or, :f needing years to wake thee
Erom thy slumbrous solitudes,
Come, sleep-walking, and betake thee
To the friendly, sleeping woods.

" Sweeter dreams are in the forest,
"Round thee storms would never rave:
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And when need of rest is sorest,
Glide thou then into thy cave,

" Or, if still thou choosest matther
Marble, be its spell on me;
Let thy slumber round me gather,
Let another dream with ttieet ™

Again 1 paused, and gazed through the stony shroud,
as if, by very force of penetrative sight, I would clear
every lineament of the lovely face. And now I thought
the hand that had lain under the cheek, had slipped a
little downward. But then I could not be sure that I had
at first observed its position accurately. So I sang agaiim;
for the longing had grown into a passionate need of seging
her alive—

“ Or art thou Death, O woman? for since 1
Have set me singing by thy side,
Life hath forsook the upper sky,
And all the outer world hath died,

“ Yea, 1 am dead; for thou hast dirgwn
My life all downward unte thee.
Dead moon of love! let twilight dawn:
Awake! and let the darkmess flee.

" Cold lady of the lovely stone!
Awake! or | shall perish here;
And thou be never more alone,
My form and I for ages near.

“ But words are vain; reject them alll—
Thev utter but a teeble part:
Hear thou the depths from which they eall,
The voiceless Jonging of my heard."

There arose a slightly crashing sound. Like a swdden
apparition that comes and is gene, a white ferm, veiled in
a light robe of whiteness, burst wpwards from the stone,
stood, glided forth, and gleamed away ¥Mards the
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woods. For I followed to the mouth of the cave, as soon
as the amazement and concemtration of delight per-
mitted the nerves of motion again to act; and saw the
white form amidst the trees, as it crossed a little glade
on the edge of the forest where the sunlight fell full,
seanming to gather with intemser radiance on the one
object that floated rather than flitted through its lake of
beams. I gazed after her in a kind of despair; found,
freed, lost IL It seemed useless to follow, yet follow I miist,
I marked the direction she took: and without once look-
ing round to the forsaken cave, I hastened towards the
forest,
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€EHAPTER Vi

v Nt ikt sath ditdd avm Mewseh, wann séame cofmilien irininhe
am] GA) hnsat reguen, umd er so tiber alie Mbagsse ftianh W& '—
Foi'orr4:  Der Zauberring.

"~ Ab, litaman lewere, when /s muishes, fulfiléed, natm dizsam 11fhoon
ki, and/ his happimesss is nodisomded.”

" Tiky reali léips, like woomss,
Trauat! over my oheok."
MoOTHERWEILL.

BuT as I crossed the space between the foot of the hill
and the forest, a vision of another kind delayed my steps.
Throughan opening tothe westward flowed, likea siream,
the rays of the setting sun, and overflowed with a ruddy
splendour the open space where I was. And riding as it
were down this stream towards me, came a horseman in
what appeared red armour. Erom frontlet to tail, the
horse likewise shone red in the sunset. [ felt as if [ must
have seen the knight before; but as he drew near, [ could
recall no feature of his countenance, Ere he came up to
me, however, I remembered the legend of Sir Percival
in the rusty armour, which I had left unfinished in the
old book in the cottage: it was of Sir Percival that he
reminded me. And no wonder; for when lie came close
up to me, [ saw that, from crest to heel, the whole surface
of his armour was covered with a light rust. The golden
spurs shone, but the iron greaves glowed in the sumlight.
The mornimg star, which hung from his wrist, glittered
and glowed with its silver and bronze. His whole appear-
ance was terrible; but his face did not answer to this
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appearance. It was sad, even to gloomimess; and some-
thing of shame seemed to cover it. Yet it was noble and
high, though thus beclouded; and the form looked lofty,
although the head drooped, and the whole frame was
bowed as with an inward grief. The horse seemed to share
in his master’s dejection, and walked spiritless and slow.
I noticed, too, that the white plume on his helmet was
discoloured and drooping. ‘‘ He has fallen in a joust with
spears,” I said to myself; “ yet it becomes not a noble
knight to be conquered in spirit because his body hath
fallem.” He appeared not to observe me, for he was
riding past without looking up, and started into a war-
like attitude the moment the first sound of my voice
reached him. Then a flush, as of shame, covered all of his
face that the lifted beaver disclosed. He returned my
greeting with distant courtesy, and passed on. But
suddenly, he reined up, sat a moment still, and then
turning his horse, rode back to where I stood loeking
after him.

“ 1 am astemet],” he said, * to appear a knight, and
in such a guise; but it behoves me to tell you to take
warning from me, lest the same evil, in his kind, overtake
the singer that has befallen the knight. Hast thou ever
read the story of Sir Percival and the "—(fhere he
shuddered, that his armour rang)}—‘‘ Maiden of the
Alder-tree? ™

“In part, 1 have,” said 1; * for yesterdiay, at the
entrance of this forest, I found in a cottage the volume
wherein it is recmcdteil”

* Then take hest],” he rgjoimed; * for, see my anmour
—I put it off; and as it befell to him, so has it befallen
to me. I that was proud am humfle now. Yet is she
terribly beautiful—tewamre. Never." he added, raising

D
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his In-qul. * shall this armour ho furbished, but by the
blows of knightly encounter, until the last speek has dis-
appeared from every spot where the batfle-axe and
sword of evil-doers, «x noble foes, might fall; when 1
shall again lift my head, and say to my squire, ‘ Do thy
duty once more, and niake this armour shine/ ™

Before 1 could inquire further, he had struck spurs
into his horse and galloped awav, shrouded from my
voice in the noise of his armour. For I ealled after him,
anxious to know more about this fearful emdhantress;
but in vain—he heard me not. " Yet," | said to myseif,
" Lhave mow Ieen often warmed; sarely I sl be weli
on my guard; and I am fully resolved I shall not be
ensnared by any beauty, however beautiful. Doubtlless,
seme one man may escape, and I shall be he.” So I went
«m into the wood, still hoping to find, in some one of its
mysterious recesses, my lost lady of the marble. The
sunny afternoon died into the loveliest twilight. Great
bats began to flit about with their own noiseless fligiht,
seamingly purpeseless, because its objects are unseen.
The monotonous music of the owl issued from all un-
expected quarters in the half-darkmess around me. The
glowworm was alight here and there, burning out into
the great universe. The night-hawk heightened all the
harmony and stillmess with his oft-recurring discordiant
jar. Numiierless unknown sounds came out of the un-
known dusk; but all were ot twilight-kind, oppressing
the heart as with a condensed atmosphere of dreamy um-
defined love and longing. The odours of night arose, and
bathed me in that luxurious mournfiwhess peculiar to
them, as if the plants whence they floated had been
watered with bygome-tears. Earth drew me towards her
bosam; I felt as if I could fall down and kiss her. 1
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forgot I was in Eairy Land, and seemed to be walking in
a perfect night of our own old nursing earth. Great stems
rose about me, uplifting a thick multitudimows roof
above me of branches, and twigs, and leaves—the bird
and insect world uplifted over mine, with its own land-
scapes, its own thickets, and paths, and glades, and
dwellings; its own bird-ways and insect-dielights. Great
boughs crossed my path; great roots based the tree-
columns, and mightily clasped the earth, strong to lift
and strong to uphold. It seamed an old, old forest, per-
fect in forest ways and pleasures. And when, in the midst
of this ecstasy, I remembered that under some close
canopy of leaves, by some giant stem, or in some mossy
cave, or beside some leafy well, sat the ladyof the marble,
whom my songs had called forth into the outer world,
walting (might itnot be ?) te meet and thank her deliverer
in a twilight whieh weuld veil her confusion, the whole
night became one dream-realm of joy, the central form
of which was everywhere present, altheugh unbeheid.
Then, remembering how my sengs seemed te have ealled
her frem the maebte, piereing threugh the pearly shreud
of alabaster=" Why,” theught I, " sheuld net mv velee
reach her new, threugh the ebon night that inwraps
her.” My velee Burfst inte song SO spontaneeusly that it
segmed inveluRtarily.
* Not a ssound

But, echoing in me,

Vibrates all around

With a blind delight.

Till it breaks on Thee,
Queen of Nigjlt!?

* Every ftree,
O'ershadowimg with gloom,
Seems to cover thee
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Secret, Nnirl:, love-stil’d,
In a holy room
Silence-tilled.

* Let no moon
Creep up the heaven to-migini;
I in darksome noon
Walking hopefully,
Seek my shrouded lhijghtt—
Grope for thee!

* Darker «row
The borders of the diark!
Through the branches giow,
From the roof above,
Star and diamond-spark,
Light for love."”

Scarcely had the last sounds floated away from the
hearing of my own ears, when I heard instead a low
delicious laugh near me. It was not the laugh of one who
would not be heard, but the laugh of one who has just
received soimething long and patiently desired—a laugh
tliat ends in a low musical moan. I started, and, turning
sideways, saw a dim white figure seated beside an inteir-
twining thicket of smaller trees and underwood.

* 1t is my white lady! " I said, and fllung myself on the
ground beside her; striving, through the gathering dark-
ness, to get a glimpse of the form which had broken its
marble prison at my call.

" It is your white lady! ' ssid the sweetest voice, in
reply, sanding a thrill of speechless delight through a
heart which all the love-darms of the preceding day and
evening had been tempering for this culminating hour.
Yet, if I would have confessed it, there was samething
either in the sound of the voice, although it seemed
sweetness itself, or else in this yielding which awaited
no gradation of gentle approaches, that did not vibrate
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harmoniously with the beat of my inward music. And
likewise, when, taking her hand in mime, I drew closer
to her, looking for the beauty of her face, which, indeed. |
found too plenteously, a cold shiver ran through me; but
“ it is the marble,” 1 said to myself, and heeded it not.

She withdrew her hand from mine, and after that
would scarce allow me to touch her. It seemed strange,
after the fulmess of her first greeting, that she could not
trust me to come close to her. Though her words were
those of a Jover, she kept herself withdrawn as if a mile
of space interposed between us.

“ Why did you run away from mc when you wwoke in
the cave? ” I said.

“Did I? ¥ she returned. * That was very wumkind
of me; but I did not know better."

“ 1 wish I could see you. The night, is very dianlk "

“ So it is. Come to my grotto. There is light thers "

“ Have you another cave, then ?

* Come and ses”

But she did not move until I rose first, and then she
was on her feet before I could offer my hand to help her.
She came close to my side, and conducted me through
the wood. But once or twice, when, involuntarily almost,
I was about to put my arm around her as we walked on
through the warm gloom, she sprang away several paces,
always keeping her face full towards me, and then stood
looking at me, slightly stooping, in the attitude of one
who fears some hallf-seen enemy. It was too dark to dis-
cern the expression of her face. Then she would return
and walk close beside me again, as if nothing had
happened. I thought this strange; but, besides that I
had almost, as I said before, given up the attempt to
account for appearamees in Fairy Land, I judged that it



54 Bhantasies

would be very unfair to expect from ene whe had slept
so long and had been so suddenly awakened, a behavieur
correspondent to what L might unreflectingly leek fer.
1 knew not what she might have been dreaming abeut,
Besides, it was possible that, while her words were free,
kier sense of touch might be exquisitely delicate.

At length, after walking a long way in the woeeds, we
arrived at another thicket, through the intertexture of
which was glimmering a pale rosy light.

" Push aside the branches” she said, “ and make
room for us to enter.”

lL diid as She told me.

* Qe im. She said; ' 1 will follow you'™*

I did as she desired, and found myself in a little cave,
not very unlike the marble cave. It was festooned and
draperied with all kinds of green that cling to shady
rocks. In the furthest corner, half-hidden in leaves,
through which it glowed, mingling lovely shadows
between them, burned a bright rosy flame on a littie
earthen lamp. The lady glided round by the wall from
behind me, still keeping her face towards me, and seated
herself in the furthest corner, with her back to the lamp,
which she hid completely from my view. I then saw
indeed a form of perfect lovelimess before me. Almost
it seemed as if the light of the rose-llemp shone through
her (for it could not be reflected .from her); such a
delicate shade of pink seemed to shadow what in itself
must be a marbly whitemess of hue. [ discovered after-
wards, however, that there was one thing in it I did not
like; which was, that the white part of the eye was
tinged with the same slight roseate hue as the rest of the
form, It is strange that I cannot recall her features; but
they, as well as her somewhat girlish figure, left on me
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simply and only the impression of intemse lovelimess. 1
lay down at her feet, and gazed up into her face as [ lay.

She began, and told me a strange tale, which, likewise,
[ cannot recalledt; but which, at every turn and every
pause, somehow or other fixed my eves and thoughts
upon her extreme beawty; semming always to culminate
in something that had a relation, revealed or hidden, but
alwaysoperative, withherown loveliness. I lay emtranced.
[t was a tale which brings back a feeling as of snows and
tempests;, torrents and water-sprites; lovers parted
for long, and meeting at last; with a gorgeous summer
night to close up the whole. 1 listened till she and [ were
blended with the tale; till she and I were the whole
history. And we had met at last in this same cave of
greenery, while the summer night hung round us heavy
with love, and the odours that crept through the silence
from the sleeping woods were the only signs of an outer
world that invaded our solitude. What followed I cam=
fiet clearly remember. The succeeding herror almest
obliterated it. I woke as a grey dawn stole ifte the cave.
The damsel had disappeared; But In the shrubbery, at
the mouth of the cave, stood a strange horrible objeet.
It looked like an open coffin set up en one end; only
that the part for the head and neck was defined from the
sheulder-part. [n faet, it was a rough represanatien ef
the hurman frame, only hellew, as if made of deeaying
Bark tern from a tree. It had arms, whieh were only
shightly seamed, down from the sheuldet-Blade By the
elbew, as if the bark had healed again frem the eyt of 3
knife. But the arms meved, and the hands and the fingers
were teafing asunder a leng silky tress of hair. The
thing turned reund—it had fer a faee and front tnese of
My enehantiess, But new ef a pale greenish Rue in the
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light of the morning, and with dead lustreless eyes. In
the horror of the moment, another fear invaded me. 1
put my hand to my waist, and found indeed that my
girdle of beech-leaves was gone. Hair again in her hands,
she was tearing it fiercely. Once more, as she turned, she
laughed a low laugh, but now full of scorn and derisiam,;
and then she said, as if to a companion with whom she
had been talking while 1 slept, “ There he is; you can
take him now." 1 lay still, petrified with dismay and
fear; for 1 now saw another figure beside her, which,
although vague and indistinct, ¥ yet recognised but too
well. It was the Ash-tree. My beauty was the Maid of
the Alder! and she was giving me, spoiled of my only
availing defence, into the hands of my awful foe. The
Ash bent his Gorgon-head, and entered the cave. I could
not stir. He drew near me. His ghoul-eyes and his
ghastly face fascinated me. He came stooping, with the
hideous hand outstretched, like a beast of prey. I had
given myself up to a death of unfathomaflle horror,
when, suddenly, and just as he was on the point of
seizing me, the dull, heavy blow of an axe echoed through
the wood, followed by others in quick repetition. The
Ash shuddered and groaned, withdrew the outstretched
hand, retreated backwards to the mouth of the cave,
then tumed and disappeared amongst the trees. The
other walking Death looked at me once, with a careless
dislike on her beautifully moulded features; then, heed-
less any more to conceal her hollow deformity, turned her
frightful back and likewise vanished amid the green
obscurity without. I lay and wept. The Maid of the
Alder-tree had befooled me—mearly slain me—in spite
of all the warnings I had received from those who knew
my danger.
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CHAPTER VII

v Figikt am. woy wen, Sir Andieze seaves,
A ltile, fmec hutf, but yett not slaivee ;
He but lye downee amil bleede aawhile,
Andd thew Hie rise and! figit aggame."”

Ballad of Sir Andrew Barton.

BWT I could not remain where I was any longer, though
the daylight was hateful to me, and the thought of the
great, innocent, bold sunrise unendurablle. Here there
was no well to cool my face, smarting with the bitterness
of my own tears. Nor would I have washed in the well of
that grotto, had it flowed clear as the rivers of Paradise.
I rose, and feebly left the sepulchral cave. 1 took my
way I knew not whither, but still towards the sunrise.
The birds were singing; but not for me. All the creatures
spoke a language of their own, with whieh I had nething
toe do, and to whieh I cared net to find the key any mere.
I walked listlessly along. What distressed me mest—
faore even than My own felly— was the perplexing
question, How can beauty and ugliness dwell so near?
Even with her altered complexien and her faee of dis-
like* disenchanted of the belief that eling areund her;
knewn fer a living, walldng sepulehire, faithiess, deluding,
traltorous; I fel, netwithstanding all this, hat she was
Beautiful. Upen this I pendered with wndiminished
perplexity, theugh net witheut seme gain. Then I Began
te make syrmises as to the mede of My deliveranes; anhd
esnechided that seme hers, wandering i seareh of adven-
ture, had heard hew the ferest was infested; and, kRew-
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ing it was useless to attack the evil thing in persen, had
assailed with his battlb-axe the body in which he dwelt,
and on which he was dependent for his power of misehief
in the wood. " Very likely," | thought, ' the vepeniant
knight, who warned me of the evil which has befalien me,
was busy retrieving his lost honour, whiie I was sinking
into the same sorrow with himself; and, hearing of the
dangerous and mysterious being, arrived at his tree in
time to save me from being dragged to its roots, and
buried like carrion, to nourish him for yet deeper in-
satiableness” [ found afterwards that my conjecture
was correct. | wondered how he had fared when his blows
recalled the Ash himself, and that tool leamed afterwards.

[ walked on the whole day with intervals of rest, but
without food; for I could not have eaten, had any been
offered me; till, in the afternoon, I seemed to approach
the outskirts of the forest, and at length arrived at a
farm-house. An unspeakable joy arose m my heart at
beholding an abode of human beings once more, and I
hastened up to the door, and knocked. A kind-looking,
matronlv woman, still handsome, made her appearance;
who, as soon as she saw me, said kindly, “ Ah, my poor
boy, you have come from the wood! Were you in it last
night?

I should have ill endured, the day before, to be called
boy ;; but now the motherly kindness of the word wemnt to
my heart; and, like a boy indeed, [ burst into tears.
She soothed me right genmtly; and, leading me into a
room, made me lie down on a settle, while she went to
find me some refresiment. She soon returned with food,
but I could not eat. She almost compelled me to swallow
some wine, when I revived sufficienmtly to be able to
answer some of her questions. I told her the whole story.
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“ It is just as 1 femwsl)” she said; * but you are mow
for the night beyond the reach of any of these dreadful
creatures. It is no wonder they could delude a child like
you. But I must beg you, when my husband comes in,
not to say a word about these things; for he thinks me
even half crazy for believing anything of the sort. But I
must believe my senses, as he cannot believe beyond his,
which give him no intimatioms of this kind. I think he
could spend the whole of Midsummesr-eve in the wood
and come back with the report that he saw nothing worse
than himself. Indeed, good man, he would hardly find
anything better than himself, if he had seven more
senses given Hhiim..”

“ But tell me how iit is that she counld be so hemuttifol
without any heart at all-—witthout any place even for a
heart to live in.”

“ 1 cannot quite telll,” she saidl; “ but 1 am sure she
would not look so beautiful if she did not take means to
make herself look more beautiful than she is. And then,
you know, you began by being in love with her before
you saw her beauty, mistaking her for the lady of the
manthik-—another kind altogether, I should think. But
the chief thing that makes her beautiful is this: that,
although she loves no man, she loves the love of any
man; and when she finds one in her power, her desire
to bewitch him and gain his love (not for the sake of his
love either, but that she may be conscious anew of her
own beauty, through the admiration he manifests),
fakes her very lovely—with a self-dlestructive beauty,
theugh; fer it Is that whieh Is constantly wearing her
away within, €ill, at last, the deeay will reach her face,
and her whele frent, when all the levely mask of nothing
will fall te pieces, and she be vanished for ever. So a wise
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man, whom she met in the wood some years age, and
who, I think, for all his wisdom, fared ne better than you,
told me, when, like you, lie spent the next night here, and
recounted to me his adventures

1 thanked her very warmly for her selution, though it
was but partial; wendering mueh that in her, as in the
woman I met on my first entering the forest, there should
be such superiority to her apparent condition. Here she
left me to take seme resit; though, indeed, | was teo
much agitated to rest in any ether way than by simply
ceasing to move,

In half an hour, I heard a heavy step approach and
enter the house. A jolly veice, whose slight huskiness
appeared to proceed from overmuch laughter, called out:
* Betsy, the pigs' trough is quite empty, and that is a
pitv. Let them swill, lass| They're of no use but to get
fat. Ha! ha! ha! Gluttony is not forbidden in their com-
mandments, Ha! hal ha!” The very voice, kind and
jovial, seemed to disrobe the room of the strange look
which all new places wear-—to disenchant it out of the
realm of the ideal into that of the actual. It began to
look as if | had known every corner of it for twenty
years; and when, soon after, the dame came and fetched
me to partake of their early supper, the grasp of his great
hand, and the harvest-moon of his benevolent face,
which was needed to light up the rotundity of the globe
beneath it, produced such a reaction in me, that, for a
moment, | could hardly believe that there was a Eairy
Land; and that all I had passed through since I left
home, had not been the wiandering dream of a diseased
imagination, operating on a too mobile frame, not merely
gausing me indeed to travel, but peopling for me with
vague phantoms the regions through which my actual
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steps had led me. But the next moment my eye fell upon
a little girl who was sitting in the chimmney-corner, with
a little book open on her knee, from which she had
apparently just looked up to fix great inquiring eyes
upon me. I believed in Fairy Land again. She went on
with her reading, as soon as she saw that I observed her
looking at me, I went near, and peeping over her shoulder,
saw that she was reading " The History of Graciosa and
Percimett."

 Very improving book, sir;,” remarked the old fiarmer,
with a good-fmumoured laugh. “ We are fiil the very
hottest corner of Fairy Land here. Ha! ha! Stormy
night, last night, sir.”

¥ Was it, indeed?* 1 rejoined. ™ It was not =0 witth
me. A lovelier night I never saw.™

“ Indeedl! Where were you last night? ™

* 1 spemt it in the forest. 1 had lost my wiey. "

“ Ah! then, perhaps, you will be able to camvince my
good woman, that there is nothing very remarkable
about the forest; for, to tell the truth, it bears but a bad
name in these parts. I dare say you saw nothing worse
than yourself there ? ™

I hope I did,” was my inward reply; but, for an
audible one, I contented myself with saying, * Why, 1
certiainly did see some appearances I could hardly account
for; but that is nothing to be wondered at in an umn-
known wild forest, and with the uncertain light of the
moon alone to go by.”

Very true! you speak like a sensible man, sir, We
have but few sensible folks round about us. Now, you
would hardly credit it, but my wife believes every fairy-
tale that ever was written. I cannot account for it. She
is a most sensible woman in everything else
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* Kut should not that make you treat her belief with
something <f regpect; though veu eannst shars 1p it
yoursell § _

* Yes, that i all very wal i thedry: But when you
come to live every day in the midst of absurdity; it & far
less easy to behave Fespuethully to it:  Why, my Wife
actually bulieves the story of the ‘WHhite kat’ Yau
know it; | dars sy _

" fed wlf these tales when 2 ehild; 4nd kngw that
ok especkally well.- L _

¥ Bat, father, - interposed the itte 8i in the dhimngy-
EOFREF; * you know quits Well that mothsr 18 decended
from that very pRmcsss whe was chamgsd By the
wickst faiFy 1RtS & Whits cat: Methsr has tsld ms
4 ARy times, and you Sught 6 Believe SUdNing
she sy N .

“ b e exdhy Believe that, " vaigined the farmer, Wit
anether it of laughter: * foF, the Sther Right: 4 manse
tAE ghawing and scratehing bBeneath the Heer, and
would Ret It us go 8 sleeh: YoHF mothsr SPFang out of
bed, and going as near it a8 she could, mewed & infern:
ally like a great eat; that the neise ceased instantly: 1
believe the BoBF mouse died of the trght; for we have
Rever heard it again: Hal hal hat ™ _

The seh; an iilHReking yeuth; whe had entered durng
the conversatish; jeinsd 1A his father's laugh; but his
Iat}?h Was Very different from the eld mam's: it was
polinted with a sneer. | watehed him, and saw that, as
SO0R a8 It Was BVer; he looked seared, as i he dreaded
Some evil consequences to follew his presumption. Fhe
Woman stesd near, waiting il we should seat surselyes
at the table; and listening to it all with an amused aiF,
which had something in it of the lesk with which ene
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listens to the semtentious remarks of a pompous child.
We sat down to supper, and I ate heartily. My bygone
distresses began already to look far off.

“ In what direction are you going? "' asked the old
man.
* Easttwairdl,” 1 repliledi; nor could I have given a more
definite answer. " Does the forest extend much further
in that direction? ™

“ Oh! fior miles and miles; 1 do not know how far.
Eor although 1 have lived on the borders of it all my life,
I have been too busy to make journeys of discovery into
it. Nor do I see what I could discover. It is only trees
and trees, till ope is sick of them. By the way, if you
follow the eastward track from here, you will pass close
to what the children say is the very house of the ogre that
Hop-o'-my-Tiihwmb visited, and ate his little daughters
with the crowns of golidl.™

“ Oh, father! ate his littie daughters! No; he only
changed their gold crowns for nightcaps; and the great
long-toothed ogre killed them in mistake; but I do not
think even he ate them, for you know they were his own
little ogresses.™

* Well, well, dhiikdl; you know all about it a great deal
better than I do. However, the house has, of course, in
such a foolish neighbourhood as this, a bad enough name;
and I must confess there is a woman living in it, with
teeth long enough, and white enough too, for the lineal
descemdant of the greatest ogre that ever was made. I
think you had better not go near her.™

In such talk as this the night wore on. When supper
was finished, which lasted some time, my hostess com-
ducted me to my chamber.

“ If you had not had enough of it alreatly,” she ssid,
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I would have put you in anether voom, which looks
towards the forestt; and where you would most likely
have seen sonu thing more of its inhabitants. For they
frequently pass the window, and even enter the room
sometimes. Strange creatures spend whole nights in it,
at certain seasons of the year, I am used to it, and do not
mind it. No more does my little girl, who sleeps in it
always, lint this room looks southward towards the open
country, and they never show themselves here; at least
1L mever saw @y

1 wits somewhat sorry not to gather any experience
that 1 might have, of the inhabitants of Fairy Land;
but the effect of the farmer’'s company, and of my own
later adventures, was such, that I chose rather an um-
disturbed night in my more human quarters; which, with
their clean white curtains and white linen, were very
inviting to my weariness.

In the morning I awoke refreshed, after a profound
and dreamiless sleep. The sun was high, when I looked
out of the window, shining over a wide, undulating,
cultivated country. Various garden vegetables were
growing beneath my window. Ewverything was radiant
with clear sunlight. The dew-dirops were sparkling their
busiest; the cows in a near-by field were eating as if
they had not been at it all day yesterday; the maids
were singing at their work as they passed to and fro
between the out-houses! I did not believe in Fairy Land.
I went down, and found the family already at breakfast.
But before I entered the room where they sat, the little
girl came to me, and looked up in my face, as though she
wanted to say something to me. I stooped towards her,
she put her arms round my neck, and her mouth to my
eaf, and whispersdi—
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“ A white Jady has been fliitting about the house all
night."

“ No whispering behind doors! " c¢ried the farmmer;
and we entered together. “ Well, how have you slept ?
No bogies, eh? ™

“ Not one, thank you; I slept uncommonly walll’”

“ 1 am glad to hear it. Come and hresdiffest "

After breakfast, the farmer and his son went out; and
I was left alone with the mother and diaughter.

“ When X looked out of the window this moumimgy,”
I said, “ I felt almost certain that Fairy Land was all a
delusion of my brain; but whenever I come near you or
your little daughter, I fecl differemtly. Yet I could per-
suade myself, after my last adventurres, to go back, and
have nothing more to do with such strange beings.”

* How will you go back? ™ said the warman.

' Nay, that I do not know."

“ Because I have heard, that, for those who emiter
Fairy Land, there is no way of going back. They must
go on, and go through it. How, I do not in the least
know."

“ That is quite the impression on my own mind.
Something compels me to go on, as if my only path was
onward, but I feel less inclined this morning to continue
my adventures”

“ Will you come and sse my little child's room ? She
sleeps in the one I told you of, looking towards the
forestt.”

* Willinglly," 1 suid.

So we went together, the little girl running before to
open the door for us. It was a large room, full of oid-
fashioned furniture, that seemed to have once belonged

to some great house. The window was built with a low
E
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arch, and filled with lozenge-dmaped pames: The wall
was very thick, and built of solid stone. | eould see that
part of the house had been erected against the remains
of same old castle or abbey, or other great building; the
fallen stones of which had probably served te eomplete
it. But as soon as | looked out of the windew, a gush of
wonderment and longing flowed over my seul like the
tide of a great sea. Fairy Land lay before me, and drew
me towards it with an irresistible attraction. The trees
bathed their great heads in the waves of the morning,
while their roots were planted deep in gloom; save
where on the borders the sunshine broke against their
stems, or swept in long streams through their avenues,
washing with brighter hue all the leaves over which it
flowed; revealing the rich brown of the decayed leaves
and fallen pime-~cones, and the delicate greens of the long
grasses and tiny forests of moss that covered the channel
over which it passed in motionlsss rivers of light. I
turned hurriedly to bid my hostess farewell without
further delay. She smiled at my haste, but with an
anxious look.

* You had better not go near the house of the ogre,
I think. Mv son will show you into another path, which
will join the first beyond it.™

Not wishing to be headstrong or too confident any
more, | agread; and having taken leave of my kind enter-
taimers, went into the wood, accompanied by the youth.
He scarcely spoke as we went along; but he led me
through the trees till we struck upon a path. He told
me to follow it, and, with a muttered “ good moming,™
left me.
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CHAPTER VIII

“ fich toin @it Tihedl des Thetls, dior anfanyss ales waar!®
GoETHE: Mephistopheliesin Faust,

*“ 0 com @ part af the part, which at first aves e withdle.”

MY spirits rose as I went deeper into the forest; but 1
could not regain my former elasticity of mind. I found
cheerfulmess to be like life itself—not to be created by
any argument. Afterwards I learned, that the best way
to manage some kinds of painful thoughts, is to dare
them to do their worst; to let them lie and gnaw at
your heart till they are tired; and you find you still have
a residue of life they cannot kill. So, better and worse,
I went on, till I came to a little clearing in the fores.
In the middle of this clearing stood a long, low hut, built
with one end against a single tall cypress, which rese
like a spire to the building. A vague misgiving crossed
my mind when I saw it; but I must needs go closer, and
look through a little half-open door, near the opposite
end from the cypress. Windiow | saw none. On peeping
in, and leoking towards the further end, 1 saw a lamp
burnlag, with a dif, reddish flame, and the head ef a
weman, bent downwakds, as if reading by lts light. I
eould see nething more for a few moments. At lengih, as
Yy eyes got used to the dirmess of the place, I saw that
the part of the ride bullding near me was used for hexar<
held putpeses; fer several reugh uteasils lay here and
there, and a bed stoed in the corfer. AR irresistible
attraction eaused me te enter. The weman never raised
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her fare* the upper part of which alone | could see dis-
tinctly; but, as soon as | stepped within the thresheld,
sk began to read aloud, in a low and net altogether
unpleasing voice, from an ancient little volume which she
held open with one hand on the table upon which steod
the lamp. What she read was something like this:

" So, then, as darkness had no begimning, neither will
it ever have an end. So, then, is it eternal. The negation
of aught else, is its affirmation. Wiere the light eannot
come, there abideth the darikmess, The light deth but
hollow a mine out of the infinite extension of the dark-
ness. And ever upon the steps of the light treadeth the
darkmess; yea, springeth in fountains and wells amidst
it, from the secret channels of its mighty sea. Truly, man
is but a passing flame, moving unquietly amid the sur-
rounding rest of night; without which he yet could not
be, and whereof he is in part compounded.”

As I drew nearer, and she read on, she moved a little
to turn a leaf of the dark old volume, and I saw that her
face was sallow and slightly forbidding. Her forehead
was high, and her black eyes repressedly quiet. But she
took no notice of me. This end of the cottage, if cottage
it could be called, was destitute of furniture, except the
table with the lamp and the chair on which the woman
sat. In one corner was a door, apparently of a cupboard
in the wall, but which might lead to a room beyond.
Still the irresistible desire which had made me enter the
building urged me: I must open that door, and see what
was beyond it. I approached, and laid my hand on the
rude latch. Then the woman spoke, but without lifting
her head or looking at me: * You had better not open
that door.” This was uttered quite quietly; and she
went on with her reading, partly in silence, partly alowd;
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but both modes seemed equally intended for herself
alone. The prohibition, however, only increased my
desire to see; and as she took no further notice, I gemtly
opened the door to its full width, and looked in. At
first, I saw nothing worthy of attention. It seemed a
common closet, with shelves on each hand, on which
stood various little necessaries for the humble uses of a
cottage. In one corner stood one or two brooms, in
another a hatchet and other common tools; showing that
it was in use every hour of the day for household pu-
poses. But, as I looked, I saw that there were no shelves
at the back, and that an empty space went in further;
its termination appearing to be a faintly glimmering
wall or curtain, somewhat less, however, than the width
and height of the doorway where I stood. But, as I
continued looking, for a few seconds, towards this faintly
luminous limit, my eyes came into true relation with
their object. All at once, with such a shiver as when ene
is suddenly conscious of the presence of anether in a
room where he has, for hours, considered himself alene,
L sew that the seefingly lminous extremity was a sk,
as of night, beheld through the long perspective of a
narrow, dark passage, through what, of built ef what,
I could net tell. As I gazed, I clearly discerned twe of
thiee stars glimmering faintly in the distant blue. But,
suddenly, and as If it had been running fast frem a far
distanee for this very peint, and had turned the eerner
witheut abating its swiftess, a dark figure sped inte and
aleng the passage frem the blue epening at the remete
end. [ started baek and shuddered, but kept lesking,
fer 1 eoiild fiet help it. Of and ef it eame, with & speedy
appreach but delaved arrival; till, at last, through the
fany gradatiens of appreaeh, it seomed e eome within
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the sphere of myself, rushed up te me, and passed me
into the cottage. All kL could tell of its appearance was,
that it seemed to be a dark human figuie. Its metion was
entirely noiseless, and might be called a gliding, were it
nut that it appeared that of a runner, but with ghostly
fret. 1 had moved back vet a little to let him pass me,
mid looked round after him instantly. [ eould not see
him.

* Where iis he? * I sgadd iinseonseidaanm teotireewooraan,
who still sat reading.

** There, on the floor, behind you,” she s3id, pointing
with her arm half-outstretched, but not lifting her eyes,
I turned and looked, but saw nothing. Then with a
feeling that there was yet something behind me, I looked
round over my shoulder; and there, on the ground, lay a
black shadow, the size of a man. It was so dark, that |
could see it in the dim light of the lamp, which shone
full upon it. apparently without thinning at all the
intensity of its hue.

*“ 1 told yow,” said the waman, * you had better not
look into that closdt™

Y What isit? ™ 1 suid, with a growing sense of horror.

" 1t is only your shadow that has found youw,™ she
replied. “ Everybody’s shadow is ranging up and down
looking for him. I believe you call it by a different name
in your world: yours has found you, as every person’s
is almost certain to do who looks into that closet, espe-
cially after meeting one in the forest, whom I dare say
you have mett.”

Here, for the first time, she lifted her head, and looked
full at me: her mouth was full of long, white, shining
teeth; and I knew that 1 was in the house of the ogre.
I could not speak, but turned and left the house, with the
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shadow at my heels. " A nice sort of valet to have,"” I
said to myself bitterly, as [ stepped into the sunshine, and,
looking over my shoulder, saw that it lay yet blacker in
the full blaze of the sunlight. Imdeed, only when I stood
between itandtfiesun, was the blacknessat all diminished.
I was so bewilderat—sttunned—both by the event itself
and its suddenmess, that Icould not at all realise to myself
what it would be to have such a constant and strange
attendance; but with a dim conviction that my present
dislike would soon grow to loathing, I took m}’ dreary
way through the wood.
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CHAPTER 11X

10 Ludls ! ave teceive but what we give,
Andd im our [ akone: does naies i ;
Owres is her wedditiq; garmant!, ours her shroud? ¥

At { farm the soul tiself muett issuee fiorkh,
Allight, a glory, a faifr luminvosts céioud,
Envelbpinaz the FHoath—
A nd fham the souV itself must! there be sent
A sweet amdl potentt voice, of s oitm bowth,
(W all sweet sounads the ldf andl elemeny ! ™
COLERIPDGE.

Fmom this time, until 1 arrived at the palace of Fairy
Land, I can attempt no consecutive account of my
wanderings and adventwres. Everything, henceforward,
existed for me in its relation to my attendant. What
influence he exercised upon everything into contact with
which I was brought, may be understood from a few
detached instamces. To begin with this very day on which
he first joined me; after I had walked heartlessly along
for two or three hours, I was very weary, and lay down
to rest in a most delightful part of the forest, carpeted
with wild flowers. I lay for half an hour in a dull repose,
and then got up to pursue my way. The flowers on the
spot where I had lain were crushed to the earth: but I
saw that they would soon lift their heads and rejoice
again in the sun and air. Not so these on which my
shadow had lain. The very outline of it could be traced
in the withered lifieless grass, and the scorched and
shrivelled flowers which stood there, dead, and hopeless
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of any resurrection. I shuddered, and hastened away
wifd sad forebodings.

it a few days, I had reason to dread an extension of
its btleful influences from the fact, that it was no longer
confired to one position in regard to myself. Hitherto,
when ssized with an irresistible desire to look on my evil
demon {which longing would unaccountably seize me at
any mcment, returning at longer or shorter intervals,
sometimes every minute), I had to turn my head back-
wards, ard look over my shoulder; in which position, as
long as I cowld retain it, I was fascinated. But one day,
having corr.e out on a clear grassy hill, which cammanded
a glorious prospect, though of what 1 cannot now tell,
my shadow moved round, and came in front of me. And,
presently, a new manifestation increased iny distress.
For it began to coruscate, and shoot out on all sides a
radiation of dim shadow. These rays of gloom issued from
the central shadow as from a black sun, lengthening and
shortening with continual change. But wherever a ray
struck, that part of earth, or sea, or sky, became veid
and desert, and sad te my heart. On this, the first
development of its new power, one ray shot out beyond
the rest, seeming to lengthen infinltely, until it smote the
great sun on the faee, whiech withered and darkened
ben?ath the blew. 1 turhed away and went en. The
shadew reireated te its fermer pesition; and when I
leeked again, it had drawn 1A all its spears of darkness,
and follewed like a deg at my hesls.

Once, as I passed by a cottage, there came out a lovely
fairy child, with two wondrous toys, one in each hand.
The one was the tube through which the fairy-gifted poet
looks when he beholds the same thing everywhere; the
other that through which he looks when he combines into
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now forms of lovelimess those images of beauty which his
own choice has gathered from all regions wherein henas
travelled. Round the child’s head was an aureok of
emanating ravs. As | looked at him in wonder and
delight, round crept from behind me the something dark,
and the child stood in my shadow. Straightway he was
a commonplace boy, with a rough broad-brimmed straw
hat, through which brim the sun shone from beliiid. The
toys he carried were a multighiieg-g@lass and a kaleide-
scope. | sighed and departed.

One evening, as a great silent flood of western gold
flowed through an avenue in the woods, down the stream,
just as when I saw him first, came the sad knight, riding
on his chestmut steed. But his armour did not shine half
so red as when | saw him first. Many a blow of mighty
sword and axe, turned aside by the strength of his mail,
and glancing adown the surface, had swept from its path
the fretted rust, and the glorious steel had answered the
kindly blow with the thanks of returning light. These
streaks and spots made his armour look like the floor of a
forest in the sunlight. His forehead was higher than
before, for the contracting wrinkles were nearly gone;
and the sadness that remained on his face was the sad-
ness of a dewy summer twilight, not that of a frosty
autumn morn. He, too, had met the Alder-maiden as I,
but he had plunged into the torrent of mighty deeds, and
the stain was nearly washed away. No shadow followed
him. He had not entered the dark house; he had not had
time to open the closet door. * Will he ever look in? ™ 1
said to myself. * Must his shadow find him some day? ™
But I could not answer my own questions.

We trawvelled together for two days, and I began to
love him. It was plain that he suspected my story in
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some degree; and I saw him once or twice looking
curiously and anxiously at my attendant gloom, which
all this time had remained very obsequiously behind me;
but 1 offered no explanation, and he asked none. Shame
at my neglect of his warning, and a horror which shrunk
from even alluding to its cause, kept me silemt; till, on
the evening of the second day, some noble words from
my companion roused all my heart, and I was at the
point of falling on his neck, and telling him the whole
story; sedking, if not for helpful advice, for of that I was
hopeless, yet for the comfort of sympathy—wihen round
slid the shadow and inwrapt my friend; and I could not
trust him. The glory of his brow vanished; the light
of his eye grew cold; and I held my peace. The next
morning we parted.

But the most dreadful thing of all was, that I now
began to feel samething like satisfaction in the presence
of the shadow. I began to be rather vain of myattendant,
saying to myself, “ In a land like this, with so many
illusions everywhere, I need his aid to disenchant the
things around me. He does away with all appearances,
and shows me things in their true colour and form. And
I am not one to be fooled with the vanities of the coammon
crowd. I will not sec beauty where there is none. I will
dare to behold things as they are. And if I live in a
waste instead of a paradise, I will live knowing where I
live.” But of this a certain exercise of his power which
soon followed quite cured me, turning my feelings
towards hifm onece more Into loathing and distrust. It
was thus:

One bright noon, a little maiden joined me, coming
through the wood in a direction at right angles to my
path. She came along singing and dancing, happy as a



) Bhantasies

child, though she seemed almost a woman. In her hands
—now in one, now in another—she carried a small globe,
bright and clear as the purest erystal. This seemed at
once her plaything and her greatest treasure. At one
moment, you would have thought her utterly careless of
it. and at another, overwhelmed with anxiety for its
safety~ But | believe she was taking eare of it all the
time, perhaps not least when least oceupied about it.
She stopped by me with a smile, and bade me good day
with the sweetest voice. I felt a wonderful liking to the
child—for she produced on me more the impwession of
a child, though my understanding told me differantty.
We talked a little, and then walked on together in the
direction 1 had been pursuing. I asked her about the
globe she carried, but getting no definite answer, i held
out my hand to take it. She drew back, and said, but
smiling almost invitingly the while, “ You must not
touch it; "—tthen, after a moment’s pause—* Or if you
do. it must be very gemily.” I touched it with a finger.
A slight vibratory motion arose in it, accompanied, or
perhaps maniflested, by a faint sweet sound. I touched
it again, and the sound increased. I touched it the third
time: a tiny torrent of harmony rolled out of the little
globe. She would not let me touch it any more.

We travelled on together all that day. She left me
when twilight came on; but next day, at noon, she met
me as before, and again we trawvelled till evening. Th?
third day she came once more at noon, and we walked
on together. Now, though we had talked about a great
many things connected with Fairy Land, and the life she
had led hitherto, I had never been able to learn anything
about the globe. This day, however, as we went on, the
shadow glided round and inwrapt the maiden. It could
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not change her. But my desire to know about the
globe, which in his gloom began to waver as with an
inward light, and to shoot out flashes of many-coloured
flame, grew irresistible. I put out both my hands and
laid hold of it. It began to sound as before. The sound
rapidly increased, till it grew a low tempest of harmony,
and the globe trembled, and quivered, and throbbed
between my hands. I had not the heart to pull it away
from the maiden, though I held it in spite of her attempts
to take it from me; yes, I shame to say, in spite of her
prayers, and, at last, her tears. The music went on
growing in intensity and complication of tones, and the
globe vibrated and heaved; till at last it burst in our
hands, and a black vapour broke upwards from out of if;
then turned, as if blown sideways, and enveloped the
maiden, hiding even the shadow in its blacksess. She
held fast the fragments, which 1 abandoned, and fled
from me inte the forest in the direction whence she had
come, wailmg llke a child, and erying, " Yeu have
broken my glebe; my globe s brokem—imy globe I8
broken! ™ |1 fellewed hef, in the hope of comforting her;
but had net pursued her far, befere a sudden cold gust
of wind bowed the tiee-iops above us, and swept through
thetr stems areund us; a great cloud everspread the day,
and a fieree ternpest eame on; in whieh 1 lest sight of hef:
It lies heavy en my heart e this heur. At Aight, ere 1
fall asleep, eften, whatever 1 may be thinking abeut, 1
suddenly hear her veiee, erying eut, " You have braken
my gleBe; my glebe is breken; ah; my glebe!

Here 1 will mention one more strange thing; but
whether this peculiarity was owing to my shadow at all,
I am not able to assure myself, I came to a village, the
inhabitants of which could not at first sight be distim-
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guished Inmi the dwellers in our land. They rather
avoided than sought my company, though they were very
pleasant wiien I addiressed them. But at last | observed,
that whenever | came within a certain distance of any
unic of them, which distance, however, varied witli
different individuals, the whole appearance of the person
began to change; and this change increased in degree as
{ :approached. When I nageliadl to tthe ffomer disttance,
the former appearance was restored. The nature of the
change was grotesque, following no fixed rule. The
nearest resamblance to it that I know, is the distortion
produced in your countenamece when you look at it as
reflected in a concave or convex surface—say, either
side of a bright spoon. Of this phenomenon I first became
aware in rather a ludicrous way. My host’s daughter
was a very pleasant pretty girl, who made herself more
agreeable to me than most of those about me. For some
days my compamiem-shadow had been less obtrusive than
usual; and such was the reaction of spirits occasioned
by the simple mitigation of torment, that, although I had
cause enough besides to be gloomy, I felt light and com-
paratively happy. My impression is, that she was quite
aware of the law of appearamzes that existed between
the people of the place and inyself, and had resolved to
amuse herself at my expense; for one evening, after some
jesting and raillery, she, ssmehow or other, provoked me
to attempt to kiss her. But she was well defended from
any assault of the kind. Her countenance became, of
a sudden, absurdly hideows; the prefty mouth was
elongated and otherwise amplified sufficiently to have
allowed of six simultameous kisses. I started back in
bewildered dismay; she burst into the merriest fit of
laughter, and ran from the room. I soon found that the
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same undefinable law of change operated between me
and all the other villagers; and that, to feel I was in
pleasant company, it was absolutely necessary for me to
discover and observe the right focal distamce between
myself and each one with whom I had to do. This done,
all went pleasantly enough. Whether, when I happened
to neglect this precaution, I presented to them an equally
ridiculous appearance, I did not ascentain; but I presume
that the alteration was common to the approximating
parties. 1 was likewise unable to determine whether I
was a necessary party to the production of this strange
transformation, or whether it took place as well, under
the given circumstanges, between the inhabitants themr-
selves,
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CHAPTER X

" It Hdenis buxovwer ¢ ithd fdlfrel 7 ixiver Sl dtow,
To puidd the ouwfcasits {o the-ddamd opievoe :
Quir Eanthi one [itdk fodingg streamidy wields,
To guittle the wandbrarss to the haggyy fiidds."”

ArTER leaving this village, where I had rested for nearly
a week, I travelled through a desert region of dry samd
and glittering rocks, peopled principaily by goblim-
fairies. Wihen I first entered their domaims, and, indeed,
whenever I fell in with another tribe of them, they began
mocking me with offered handfuls of gold and jewels,
making hideous grimaces at me, and performing the
most antic homage, as if they thought I expected rever-
ence, and meant to humour me like a maniac. But ever,
as soon as one cast his eyes on the shadow behind me, he
made a wry face, partly of pity, partly of contempt, and
looked ashamed, as if he had been caught doing some-
thing inhuman; then, throwing down his handful of
gold, and ceasing all his grimaces, he stood aside to let
me pass in peace, and made signs to his companions to
do the like. 1 had no inclination to observe them much,
for the shadow was in my heart as well as at my heels.
I walked listlessly and almost hopelessly along, till I
arrived one day at a small spring; which, bursting cool
from the heart of a sun-heated rock, flowed somewhat
southwards from the direction I had been taking. 1
drank of this spring, and found myself wonderfully
reireshed. A kind of love to the cheerful little stream
arose in my heart. It was born in a desent; but it
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seemed to say to itself, “ I will flow, and sing, and lave
my banks, till I make my desert a paradise.” I thought
I could not do better than follow it, and see what it made
of it. So down with the stream I went, over rocky lands,
burning with sunbeams. But the rivulet flowed not far,
before a few blades of grass appeared on its banks, and
then, here and there, a stunted bush. Sometimes it dis-
appeared altogether under ground; and after I had
wandered some distamce, as near as I could guess, in the
direction it seemed to take, I would suddenly hear it
again, singing, sometimes far away to my right or left,
amongst new rocks, over which it made new cataracts
of watery melodies. The verdure on its banks increased
as it filowsdl; other streams joined it; and at last, after
many days' travel, I found myself, one gorgeous summer
evening, resting by the side of a broad river, with a
glorious horse-cinestnut tree towering above me, and
dropping its blossoms, milk-white and rosy-red, all about
me. As I sat, a gush of joy sprang forth in my heart, and
overflowed at my eyes, Through my tears, the whole
landscape glimmered in such bewildering lovelitess, that
I felt as if 1 were entering Fairy Land for the first time,
and some loving hand were waiting to cool my head, and
a loving word to warm my heart. Roses, wild roses,
everywhere! So plentiful were they, they net enly pei-
fumed the air, they seemed to dye it a faint rose-iue.
The eolour floated abroad with the scent, and clemb, and
spread, until the whele west blushed and glowed with the
gathered ineense of reses. And My heart fainted with
lenging in My besem. Ceuld I but see the Spifit of the
Earth, a5 I saw enee the indwelling woeman ef the beeeh
tree, and my beauty of the pale marble, [ sheuld be cen=
tent. Content!—Oh, hew gladly weuld I die ef the lighit.
F
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of her eves! Yea. ] would eease to be, if that would bring
me one word of love from the one meuth; The twilight
sank around, and infoided me with sleep. | slept as |
had not slept for months. | did net awake till late in the
morning; when, refreshed in body and mind, I rose as
from the death that wipes out the sadness of life, and
then dies itself in the new morrow. Again I followed the
stremm; now climbing a steep roeky bank that hemmed
it in; now wading through long grasses and wild flowers
in its path; now through meadows; and anon through
woods that erowded down to the very lip of the water.
At length, in a nook of the river, gloemy with the
weight of overhanging foliage, and still and deep as a
soul in which the torrent eddies of pain have hollowed a
great gulf, and then, subsiding in violence, have left it
full of a motioniless, fathomlkess somow—I saw a littie boat
lying. So still was the water here, that the boat needed
no fastening. It lay as if some one had just stepped
ashore, and would in a moment return. But as there
were no signs of presence, and no track through the thick
bushes; and, moreover, as I was in Fairy Land where
one does very much as he pleases, 1 forced my way to
the brink, stepped into the boat, pushed it, with the help
of the tree-iranches, out into the stream, lay down in the
bottom, and let my boat and me float whither the stream
would carry us. | seemed to lose myself in the great
flow of sky above me unbroken in its infinitude, except
when now and then, coming nearer the shore at a bend
in the river, a tree would sweep its mighty head silemtly
above mimne, and glide away back into the past, never
more to fling its shadow over me. I fell asleep in this
cradle, in which mother Nature was rocking her weary
child; and while 1 slept, the sun slept not, but went
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round his arched way. When I awoke, he slept in the
waters, and I went on my silent path beneath a round
silvery moon. And a pale moon looked up from the floor
of the great blue cave that lav in the abysmal silence
beneath.

Why are all reflections lovelier than what we call the
reality >—not so grand or so strong, it may be, but
always lovelier ? Fair as is the gliding sloop on the shining
sea, the wavering, trembling, unresting sail below is
fairer still. Yea, the reflecting ocean itself, reflected in
the mirror, has a wondrousmess about its waters that
somewhat vanishes when I turn towards itself. All
mirrors are magic mirrors. The commomest room is a
room in a poem when I turn to the glass. (And this
reminds me, while I write, of a strange story which I read
in the fairy palace, and of which I will try to make a
feeble memorial in its place.) In whatever way it may
be accounted for, of one thing we may be sure, that this
feeling is no cheat; for there is no cheating in natuve
and the simple unsought feelings of the soul. There must
be a truth invelved in it, though we may but in part
lay hold of the meaning. Even the memories of past paln
are beautiful; and past delights, though beheld only
through clefts in the grey clouds of serrow, are levely as
Fairy Land. But how have I wandered into the deeper
fairyland of the soul, while as yet I only float towards
the falry palace of Falry Land! The feen, whieh Is
the lovelier memery or reflex of the dowm-gone sufi, the
jeyeus day seen in the faint mireor of the broeding night,
had rapt me away.

I sat up in the boat. Gigantic forest trees were about
me; through which, like a silver snake, twisted and
twined the great river. The little waves, when I moved
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in the boat, heaved and fell with a plash as of melten
silver, breaking the image of the moen into a thousand
morsels, fusing again into one, as the ripples of laughter
die into the still face of joy. The sleeping woeds, in un-
defined massiveness; the water that flowed in its sleep;
and, above all, the enchantesss moon, which had cast
them all, with her pale eye, inte the eharmed slumber,
sank into iny soul, and | felt as if I had died in a dream,
and should never more awake.

Erom this | was partly aroused by a glimmring of
white, that, through the trees on the left, vaguely crossed
my vision, as | gazed upwards. But the trees again hid
the object; and at the moment, seme strange melodious
bird took up its seng, and sang, not an ordinary bird-
song, with constant repetitions of the same melody, but
what sounded like a continuous strain, in which one
thought was expressed, deepening in intensity as evolved
in progress. It sounded like a welcome already ower-
shadowed with the coming farewell. As in all sweetest
music, a tinge of sadness was in every note. Nor do we
know how much of the pleasures even of life we owe to
the intermimgled sorrows. Joy cannot unfold the deepest
truths, although deepest truth must be deepest joy.
Cometh white-robed Sorrow, stooping and wan, and
flingeth wide the doors she may not enter. Almost we
linger with Sorrow for very love.

As the song concluded the stream bore my little boat
with a gentle sweep round a bend of the niver; and lo!
on a broad lawn, which rose from the water’s edge with
a long green slope to a clear elevation from which the
trees receded on all sides, stood a stately palace glimmer-
ing ghostly in the moonshine: it seemed to be built
throughout of the whitest marble. There was no reflec-
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tion of moonlight from windows—tiiere seemed to be
none; so there was no cold glitter; only, as I said, a
ghostly shimmer. Numientkss shadows tempered the
shine, from column and balcony and tower. For every-
where galleries ran along the face of the buildings; wings
were extended in many directions; and numbenlkss
openings, through which the moonbeams vanished
into the interior, and which served both for doors
and windows, had their separate balconies in front,
communicating with a common gallery that rose on its
own pillacs. Of course, I did not discover all this from
the river, and in the moonlight. But, though I was
there for many days, I did not succeed in mastering the
inner topography of the building, so extensive and com-
plicated was it.

Here I wished to land, but the boat had no oars on
board. Howewver, I found that a plank, serving for a
seat, was untastened, and with that [ brought the boat
to the bank and scrambled on shore. Deep soft turf
sank beneath my feet, as I went up the ascent towards
the palace. When I reached it, I saw that it stood on a
great platform of marble, with an ascent, by broad stairs
of the same, all round it. Arrived on the platform, I
found there was an extensive outlook over the forest,
which, however, was rather veiled than revealed by the
meonlight. Emtering by a wide gateway, but without
gates, into an inner court, surrounded on all sides by
great marble pillars supporting galleries above, I saw a
large fountaln of porphyry i the middle, throwing up a
lofty column of water, whieh fell, with a rieise as of the
fusien of all sweet sounds, inte a basin Beneath; ever-
flowing whieh, It ran inte a single ehannel towards the
interior of the building. Although the moeen was By this
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time so low in the west, that not a ray of her light fell into
the court, over the height of the surrounding buildings;
yet was the court lighted by a second reflex from the sun
of other lands. For the top of the eolumn of water, just
as it spread to fall, caught the moonbeams, and like a
great pale lamp, hung high in the night air, threw a dim
memory of light (as it were) over the court below, This
court was paved in diamonds of white and red marble.
According to my custom since | entered Fairy Land, of
taking for a guide whatever | first found moving in any
direction, I followed the stream from the basin of the
fountain. It led me to a great open door, beneath the
asoemding steps of which it ran through a low arch and
disappeared. Enmtering here, I found myself in a great
hall, surrounded with white pillars, and paved with black
and white. This I could see by the moonlight, which,
from the other side, streamed through open windows
into the hall. Its height 1 could not distinctly see. As
soon as I entered, I had the feeling so common to me in
the woods, that there were others there besides myself,
though I could see no one, and heard no sound to indicate
a presence. Since my visit to the Church of Darkmess, my
power of seeiing the fairies of the higher orders had gradu-
ally dimimished, until it had almost ceased, But I conld
frequently believe in their presence while unable to see
them. Still, although I had company, and doubtlkess of
a safe kind, it ssemed rather dreary to spend the might
in an empty marble hall, however beautiful, especially as
the moon was near the going down, and it would soon be
dark. So I began at the place where I entered, and
walked round the hall, looking for some door or passage
that might lead me to a more hospitable chamber. As I
walked, I was deliciously haunted with the feeling that
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behind some one of the semmingly innumerahble pillars,
one who loved me was waiting for me. Then I thought
she was following me from pillar to pillar as I went along;
but no arms came out of the faint moonlight, and no sigh
assured me of her presence.

At length I came to an open corridor, into which 1
turned; notwithstanding that, in doing so, I left the light
behind. Along this I walked with outstretched hands,
groping my way, till, arriving at another corridor, which
seemed to strike off at right angles to that in which [ was,
I saw at the end a faintly glimmering light, too pale even
for moonshine, resambling rathera stray phosphorescence.
However, where everything was white, a little light went
a great way. So 1 walked on to the end, and a long core-
ridor it was. When I came up to the light, I found that
it proceeded from what looked like silver letters upon a
door of ebony; and, to my surpkise even in the home of
wonder itself, the letters formed the words, Tle Chhamider
of Sy Amdes. Although I had as yet ne right te the
honours of a knight, I ventured te conelude that the
chamber was indeed intended for me; and, epening the
door without hesitation, 1 entered. Any doeubt as to
whether [ was right 1A so doing, was soen dispelled.
What to my dark eyes seemed a blaze of light, burst
upen me. A fire of large pieces of some sweet-saanted
woed, supperted by degs of silver, was burfing ef the
hearth, and a bright lamp stoed en a table, in the midst
of a plentiful meal, apparently awaiting my arfival.
But what surprised me meore thaf all, was, that the reem
was In every respect a copy of my ewn roem, the reem
whenee the little stream from my basin had led me ints
Fairy Land. There was the very earpet of grass and
mess and daisies, whieh 1 had myself designed; the
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curtains of pale blue silk, that fell like a cataract over the
windows; the old-fashioned bed, with the chintz furmi-
ture, on which I had slept from boyhood.  Now [ shall
slegp.” I said to myself. “ My shadow dares not come
here/"

1 set down to the table, and begrn to help myself to
the good things before me with confidence. And now I
found, as in many instamces before, how true the fairy
tales are; for | was waited on, all the time of my meal,
by invisible hands. I had scarcely to do more than look
towards anything I wanted, when it was brought me,
just as if it had come to me of itself. My glass was kept
filled with the wine I had chosen, until I looked towards
another bottle or decanter; when a fresh glass was sub-
stituted, and the other wine supplied. When I had eaten
and drank more heartily and joyfully than ever since I
entered Fairy Land, the whole was removed by several
attendants, of whom some were male and some female, as
1 thought 1 cmild distinguish firam the way the dishes
were lifted from the table, and the motion with which
they were carried out of the room. As soon as they were
all taken away, I heard a sound as of the shutting of a
door, and knew that I was left alone. I sat long by the
fire, meditating, and wondering how it would all emd;
and when at length, wearied with thinking, I betook
myself to my own bed, it was half with a hope that, when
I awoke in the morning, I should awake not only in my
own room, but in my own castle also; and that I should
walk out upon my own native soil, and find that Fairy
Land was, after all, only a vision of the night. The
sound of the falling waters of the fountain floated me
into oblivion.
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CHAPTER XI

A williEnesss of buildfigg, sindngg far

Ay self-withdlewnn intte a wordhouss diepth,

Fary sindingg ivtto splendbons—-withadlont end ©

Fatiricc it seemed of diamendd amd! of gold,

Witth alaliasterr dowes, andi stiver spires,

Aned blaziiwe terrace upeom teyrace, high

Upitged.”

WA TR S MRRITH,.

BWT when, after a sleep, which, although dreamless, yet
left behind it a sense of past blessedness, I awoke in the
full morning, I found, indeed, that the room was still my
own; but that it looked abroad upon an unknown land-
scape of forest and hill and dale on the one side—and on
the other, upon the marble court, with the great fogntain,
the crest of which now flashed glorious in the sun, and
cast on the pavement beneath a shower of faint shadows
from the waters that fell from it inte the marble basin
below.

Agreeably to all authentic accounts of the treatment
of trawellers in Fairy Land, I found by my bedside a
complete suit of fresh clothing, just such as I was in the
habit of wearing; for, though varied suofficiently from
the one removed, it was yet in complete accordance with
my tastes. I dressed myself in this, and went out. The
whole palace shone like silver in the sun., The marble was
partly dull and partly polished; and every pinnacle,
dome, and turret ended in a ball, or cone, or cusp of
silver. It was like frost-wiork, and too dazzling, in the
sun, for earthly eyes like mine. I will not attempt to
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describe the environs, save by saying, that all the
pleasures to he found in tile most varied and artistic
arrangement of wood and river, lawn and wild forest,
garden and shrubbery, rocky hill and luxurious vale;
in living creatures wild and tame, in gorgeous birds,
scattered fountains, little streams, and reedy lakes—
all were here. Some parts of the palace itself I shall have
occasion to describe more minutely.

For this whole morning I never thought of my demon
shadow; and not till the weariness which supervened on
delight brought it again to my memory, did I look round
to see if it was behind me: it was scarcely discemnible.
But its presence, however faintly revealed, sent a pang
to my heart, for the pain of which, not all the beauties
around me could compensate. It was followed, however,
by the comforting reflection that, peradventure, I might
here #And the magic word of power to banish the demon
and set me free, so that I should no longer be a man
beside myself. The Queen of Fairy Land, thought I,
must dwell here: surely she will put forth her power to
deliver me, and send me singing through the further
gates of her country back to my own land. ™ Shadow of
me! " I said; ' which art not me, but which representest
thyself to me as me; here I may fwd a shadow of light
which will devour thee, the shadow of dackmess! Here
I may find 2 blessiimgwhieh will fall en thee as a curse, and
damn thee to the blackness whenee thou hast emerged
unbidden. * I said this, streiched at length on the slope
of the lawn above the niver; and as the hope arose within
me, the sun came forth from a light fleeey eloud that
swept across his face; and hill and dale, and the great
river winding on through the still mysterious ferest,
flashed back his rays as with a silent shout of jey; all
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nature lived and glowed; the very earth grew warm
beneath me; a magnificent dragom-fly went past me like
an arrow from a bow, and a whole concert of birds burst
into choral song.

The heat of the sun soon became too intemse even for
passive support. I therefore rose, and sought the shelter
of one of the arcades. Wanmdlering along from one to
another of these, wherever my heedless steps led me, and
wondering everywhere at the simple magnifirence of the
building, I arrived at another hall, the roof of which was
of a pale blue, spangled with constellations of silver stars,
and supported by porphyry pillars of a paler red than
ordinary.—In this house (I may remark in passing),
silver seemed everywhere preferred to gold; and such
was the purity of the air, that it showed nowhere signs
of tarnishing.—The whole of the floor of this hall, except
a narrow path behind the pillars, paved with black, was
hollowed into a huge basin, many feet deep, and filled
with the purest, mest liguid and radiant water., The
sides of the basin were white makible, and the bettom was
pavedwith all kinds of refulgent stones, of every sihape and
hue. In their arrangement, you weiild have suppesed,
at first sight, that there was no design, fer thev seemed
te lle as if east there from careless and playful hands;
but it was a mest hatrmonious cenfusion; and as I leeked
at the play ef thelr coleurs, espesially when the waters
were {n metien, 1 eame at last te feel as if net ene litile
pebble eeuld be displaeed, witheut iRjucing the effect
of the whele. Beneath this Heor of the water, lay the
reflection of the Blue inveried reef, fretted with its silver
stars; like a second deeper sex, elasping ahd dphelding
the fiicet. The fairy bath was prebably fed frem the
feuntain in the eouwrt: Led By an irresistible desire. 1
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undiressed, and plunged into the water. It clothed me as
with a new sense and its object both in one. The waters
lay so close to me, they seemed to enter and revive my
heart. [ rose to the surface, shook the water from my
hair, and swam as in a rainbow, amid the coruscations
of the gems below seen through the agitation caused by
my motion. Then, with open eyes, I dived, and swam
In-neath the surface. And here was a new wonder. For
the basin, thus beheld, appeared to extend on all sides
like a sea, with here and there groups as of ocean rocks,
hollowed by ceaseless billows into wondrous caves and
grotesque pinmaciles. Around the caves grew sea-weeds
of all hues, and the cords glowed between; while far off,
I saw the glimmer of what seemed to be creatures of
human form at home in the waters. I thought I had been
enchanted; and that when I rose to the surface, I should
find myself miles from land, swimming alone upon a
heaving sem; but when my eyes emerged from the
waters, I saw above me the blue spangled vault, and the
red pillars around. I dived again, and found myself once
more in the heart of a great sea. I then arose, and swam
to the edge, where I got out easily, for the water reached
the very brim, and, as I drew near, washed in tiny waves
over the black marble border. I dressed, and went out,
deeply refreshed.

And now I began to discern faint, gracious forms, here
and there throughout the building. Some walked to-
gether in earnest conversation. Others strayed alone.
Some stood m groups, as if looking at and talking about
a picture or a statue. None of them heeded me. Nor were
they plainly visible to my eyes. Sometimes a group, or
single individual, would fade entirely out of the realm of
my vision as I gazed. When evening came, and the moon
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arose, clear as a round of a horizon-sea when the sun
hangs over it in the west, I began to see them all more
plainly; especially when they came between me and the
moon; and yet more especially, when I myself was in the
shade. But, even then, I sometimes saw only the passing
wave of a white robe; or a lovely arm or neck gleamed
by in the moonshine; or white feet went walking alone
over the moony sward. Nor, I grieve to say, did I ever
come much nearer to these glorious beings, or ever look
upon the Queen of the Fairies herself. My desiiny
ordered otherwise.

In this palace of marble and silver, and fountains and
moonshine, I spent many days; waited upon cmmsttamtly
in my room with everything desirable, and bathing daily
in the fairy bath. All this time I was little troubled with
my demon shadow. I had a vague feeling that he was
somewhere about the palace; but it seamed as if the hope
that I should in this place be fimally freed from his hated
presence, had sufficed to banish him for a time. How
and where I found him, I shall soon have to relate.

The third day after my arrival. I found the library of
the palace; and here, all the time I remained, I spent
most of the middie of the day. For it was, not to mem-
tion far greater attractioms, a luxurious retreat from the
noontide sun. During the mornings and afternoons, I
wandered about the lovely neighbourhood, or lay, lost in
delicious day-dreams, beneath some mighty tree on the
open lawn. My evenings were by-and-by spent in a part
of the palace, the account of which, and of my adventures
in connection with it, I must yet postpone for a little.

The library was a mighty hall, lighted from the roof,
which was formed of something like glass, vaulted over
in a single piece, and stained throughout with a great
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mysterious picture in gorgeous colouring. The walls were
lined from floor to roof with books and beoks: mest of
them in ancient bindimgs, but some in strange new
fashions which I had never seen, and which, were | to
make the attempt, I could ill describe. All around the
walls, in front of the books, ran galleries in rows, com-
municating by stairs. These galleries were built of all
kinds of coloured stones; all sorts of marble and granite,
with porphyry, jasper, lapis lazuli, agate, and various
ottim'rs, were ranged in wonderful melody of successive
colours. Although the material, then, of which these
galleries and stairs were built, rendered necessary a
certain degree of massivemess in the construction, yet
such was the size of the place, that they seemed to run
along the walls like cords. Owver some parts of the library,
descended curtains of silk of various dyes, none of which
I ever saw lifted while 1 was there; and I felt somehow
that it would be presumptuous in me to venture to look
within them. But the use of the other books seemed
free; and day after day I came to the library, threw
myself on one of the many sumptuous eastern carpets,
which lay here and there on the floor, and read, and read,
until weary; if that can be designated as weariness,
which was rather the faintmess of rapturous delight; or
until, sometimes, the failing of the light invited me to go
abroad, in the hope that a cool gentle breeze might have
arisen to bathe, with an airy invigorating bath, the limbs
which the glow of the burning spirit within had withered
no less than the glow of the blazing sun without,

One peculiarity of these books, or at least most of
those I looked into, [ must make a somewhat vain
attempt to describe.

it, for instance, it was a book of metaphysics I opened,
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I had scarcely read two pages before | seemed to myself
to be pondering over discovered truth, and comsttracting
the intellectual machine whereby to communicate the
discovery to my fellow men. With some books, however,
of this natumre, it seemed rather as if the process was re-
moved yet a great way further back; and I was trying to
find the root of a mamifestation, the spiritual truth
whence a material vision sprang; or to combine two
propositions, both apparently true, either at once or in
different remembered moods, and to find the point in
which their invisibly converging lines would unite in one,
revealing a truth higher than either and differing from
both; though so far from being opposed to either, that
it was that whence each derived its life and power. Or if
the book was one of trawvels, 1 found myself the traveller.
New lands, fresh experiences, novel customs, rose around
me, [ walked, I discovered, I fought, I suffered, I
rejoiced in my success. Was it a history ? I was the chief
actor therein. I suffered my own blame; I was glad in
my ewn praise. With a fiction it was the same. Mine was
the whole story. For I took the place of the character
whe was most like myself, and his story was mine; until,
grown weary with the life of years condensed in an hour,
or arrived at my deathbed, or the end of the velume, I
would awake, with a sudden bewilderment, to the eom-
sciousness of my present life, recognising the walls and
roef areund me, and finding I Joyed or sorrowed only if
a beek. If the book was a poem, the words disappeared,
er teek the suberdinate position of an acssmpaniment
te the sueeession of forms and images that rese and
vanished with a seundliess rhythm, and a hidden rime.
In one, with a mystical title, which I cannot recall,
I read of a world that is not like ours. The wondrous
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acoount, in such a feeble, fragmentary way as is possible
to me, ] would willingly impart. Wihether or net It was
all a poem, I cannot tell; but, from the impuke 1 fek,
when I first contemplated writing it, to break Inte fime,
to which impulse I shall give way if It comes upen fie
again, I tliink it must have been, paftly at least, in
verse.
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CHAPTER XII

" Charest! dis tihe Springg.  The might-wind! hod
Bliawss over the handl earth ;
Tinee is not move confuset! amil cold,
Narr keeps move wintéyy midnkh,

" YWet Wimerf cand nldl téhe wordd albout )
Blhviey, Temee—bioloe, wintbrrss Wioad ¥
TWwaugph chinides of Tures, heavew. peepeth out,
Anad Sgridgg the fastt bobhind."
G. E, M.
TeEY who believe in the influences of the stars over the
fates of men, are, in feeling at least, nearer the truth than
they who regard the heavenly bodies as related to them
merely by a common obedience to an external law, All
that man sees has to do with man. Worlds cannot be
without an intermumndame relationship. The community
of the centre of all creation suggests an interradiating
connection and dependemnce of the parts. Else a grander
idea is conceivable than that which is already imbodied.
The blank, which is only a forgotten life, lying behind the
consciousness, and the misty splendour, which is an um-
developed life, lying before it, may be full of mysterious
revelations of other connexions with the worlds around
us, than those of science and poetry. No shining belt
or gleaming moon, no red and green glory in a self-
encircling twim-star, but has a relation with the hidden
things of a man's soul, and, it may be, with the secret
history of his body as well. They are portions of the
living house wherein he abides,
G
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Through the realms of the monarch Sun
Creeps a world, whose course had begua,
On a weary path with a weary pace,
Belore the Earth sprang forth on her race:
But many a time the Earth had sped
Around the path she still must tread,

Ere the elder planet, on leaden wing,
Once cireled the court of the planet's king.

There, in that lonely and distant star,
The seasons are not as our seasons are;
But many a year hath Autumm to dress
The trees in their matrom loveliness;
As long hath old Winter in triumph to go
O’'er beauties dead in his vaults below;
Amnd many a year the Spring doth wear
Combing the icicles from her bair;
And Sumener, dear Summer, hath yeaes of June,
With large white clouds, and cool showers at neon.:
And a beauty that grows to a weight like grief,
Till a burst of tears Is the heart's relief.

Children, born when Wimter is king,
May never rejoice in the hoping Spring;
Though their own heart-buds are bursting with joy,
And the child hath grown to the girl or boy;
But may die with cold and icy hours
Wattching them ever in place of fiowers.
And some who awake from their primal sleep,
When the sighs of Summer through forests creep,
Live, and love, and are loved again;
Seek for pleasure, and find its paln;
Sink to their last, their forsaken sleeping;
With the same sweet adeurs around them ereeping:

Now the children, there, are not born as the children
are born in worlds nearer to the sun. For they arrive no
one knows how. A maiden, walking alone, hears a cry:
for even there a cry is the first utterance; and searching
about, she findeth, under an overhanging rock, or within
a dump of bushes, or, it may be, betwixt gray stones on
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the side of a hill, or in any other sheltered and unex-
pected spot, a little child. This she taketh tenderly, and
beareth home with joy, calling out, “ Mother, mother ™—
if so be that her mother lives—" I have got a baly—I
have found a child! > All the household gatiers round
to see;—" Whkere is it ? Whiat is it like ? Whieve did you
fimel it ? ” and such-like questions, abounding. And thene-
upon she relates the whole story of the discovery; for
by the circumstames, such as season of the year, time of
the day, condition of the air, and such like, and, espe-
cially, the peculiar and never-repeated aspect of the
heavens and earth at the time, and the nature of the place
of shelter wherein it is found, is determined, or at least
indicated, the nature of the child thus discovered.
Therefore, at certain seasons, and in certain states of the
weather, according, in part, to their own faney, the
young women go out te leek for children. They generally
avold seeking them, though they cannot help semetimes
finding: thef, In places and with eircumstanees UReoRM=
genial to their pecullar likings. But ne seener is a ehild
found, than Its elalm for protection and Aurture
obliterates all feeling of eholee In the matier. Chiefly,
hewever, 1f the season of summer, whieh lasts se leng,
coming as It does afier such long intervals; and mestly
In the warm evenings, abeut the middle of twilight; and
prifneipally in the weeds aned aleng the fiver banks, de
the maidens go leeking fer children, just as children
leek fer flwers. And ever as the ehild grews, yea, mere
and mere as he advanees In years, will his faee indieate {8
these whe Hnderstand the spifit of Natuie, and her Hties-
anees in the faee of the werld, the nature of the plaee of
his Birth, and the other circumstances theresf; whether a
Elear merning sun guided his mether e the neek whenee
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issued the boy’s low try; or at eve the lonely maiden (fior
the same woman never finds a second, at least while the
first lives) discovers the girl by the glimmer of her white
skin, lying in a nest like that of the lark, amid long en-
circling grasses, and the upward-gazing eyes of the lowly
daisies; whether the storm bowed the forest trees
around, or the still frost fixed in silence the else flowing
and babbling stream.

After thev grow up, the men and women are but little
together. There is this peculiar difference between them,
which likewise distinguisties the women from those of
the earth. The men alone have arms; the women have
only wings. Resplendent wings are they, wherein they
can shroud themselves from head to foot in a panoply of
glistering glory. By these wings alone, it may freguently
be judged in what seasons, and under what aspects, they
were born. From theose that came in winter, go great
white wings, white as snow; the edge of every feather
shining like the sheen of silver, so that they flash and
glitter like frost in the sun. But underneath, they are
tinged with a faint pink or rose-cdiour. Those born in
spring have wings of a brilliant green, green as grass;
and towards the edges the feathers are enamelled like
the surface of the grass-iblades. These again are white
within. Those that are born in summer have wings of a
deep rose-wullowr, lined with pale gold. And those born in
autumn have purple wings, with a rich brown on the
inside. But these colours are modified and altered in all
varieties, corresponding to the mood of the day and hour
as well as the season of the year; and sometimes I
found the various colours so intermingted, that I could
not determine even the season, though doubtlkss the
hieroglyphic could be deciphered by more experienced
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eves. One splendour, in particular. I remember—wings
of deep carmine, with an inner down of warm gray,
around a form of brilliant whitemess. She had been
found as the sun went down through a low sea-fiog,
casting crimson along a broad sea-peth into a little
cave on the shore, where a bathing maiden saw her
lying.

But though I speak of sun and fog, and sea and shore,
the world there is in some respects very different from
the earth whereon men live. For instamce, the waters
reflect no forms. To the unaccustomed eye they appear,
if undisturbed, like the surface of a dark metal, only that
the latter would reflect indistinctly, whereas they reflect
not at all, except light which falls immediately upon
them. This has a great effect in causing the landscapes
to differ from those on the earth. On the stillest evening,
no tall ship on the sea sends a long wavering reflection
almost to the feet of him on shore; the face of ne maiden
brightens at its own beauty in a still forest-well. The
sun and moon alone make a glitter on the surface. The
sea is like a sea of death, ready to ingult and never to
reveal: a visible shadow of oblivion. Yet the women
sport in its waters like gorgeous sea-birds. The men meore
rarely enter them. But, on the contrary, the sky reflects
everything beneath it, as if it were built of water like
ours. Of course, from Its concavity there is seme dis-
tortion of the reflected objects; yet wendrous combima-
tions of form are often te be seen in the everhanging
depth. And then it is net shaped so mueh like a round
defne as the sky of the earth, But, mere of an egg-sinaps,
rises te 8 great tewering height in the middlie, 2ppearing
far mere lefty than the ether. When the stars eeme out
at night, it shews a mighty eupela, " fretied with gelden
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fires," winarein there is room for all tempests to rush and
rave.

One evening in early summer, | steod with a group of
men and women on a steep roek that everhung the sea.
They were all questioning me about my world and the
way thereof, In making reply to ene of their questions,
1 was compelled to say that children are net bern in the
Earth as with them. Upon this | was assailed with a
whole battery of inquities, which at first I tried to aveid;
but, at last, I was compelled, in the vagusst manner |
could invent, to make some approach toe the subjeet in
question. Immediately a dim netion of what I meant,
seemed to dawn in the minds of most of the women. Seme
of them folded their great wings all around them, as they
generally do when in the least offended, and stood ereet
and motionikss, One spread out her rosy pinions, and
flashed from the promontory into the guif at its foet,
A great light shone in the eyes of one maiden, who turned
and walked slowly away, with her purpie and white wings
half dispread behind her. She was found, the next monm-
ing, dead beneath a withered tree on a bare hiil-side,
some miles inland. They buried her where she lay, as is
their custom; for, before they die, they instinctively
search for a spot like the place of their birth, and having
found one that satisfies them, they lie down, fold their
wings around them, if they be women, or cross their arms
over their breasts, if they are men, just as if they were
going to slegp; and so sleep indeed. The sign or cause
of coming death is an indescribable longing for some-
tlling, they know not what, which seizes them, and
drives them into sdlitude, consuming them within, till
the body fails. When a youth and a maiden look too deep
into each other’s eyes, this longing seizes and possesses
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them; but instead of drawing nearer to each other, they
wander away, each alone, into solitary places, and die of
their desire. But it seems to me, that thereafter they
are born babes upon our earth: where, if, when grown,
they find each other, it goes well with them: if not, it
will seem to go ill. But of this I know nothing. When 1
told them that the women on the Earth had not wings
like them, but arms, they stared, and said how bold and
masculine they must look; not knowing that their wings,
glorious as they are, are but undeveloped arms.

But see the power of this book, that, while recoumting
what I can recall of its contents, I write as if myself had
visited the far-off planet, learned its ways and appear-
ances, and conversed with its men and women. And so,
while writing, it seamed to me that I had.

The book goes on with the story of a maiden, who,
born at the close of autumn, and living in a long, to her
endless winter, setf out at last to find the regions of spuimg;
for, as in our earth, the seasons are divided over the
globe. It begins something like this:

She watched them dying for many a day,
Dropping from off the old trees away,

One by one; or else in a shower

Crowding over the withered flower.

For as if they had done some grievous wrong,
The sun. that had nursed them and loved them so long,
Grew weary of loving, and, turning back,
Hastemed away on his southern track;

Amd helplessly hung each shrivelled leaf,
Faded away with an idle grief.

And the gusts of wind, sad Autumn’s sighs,
Mournfully swept through their families;
Casting away with a helpless moan

All that he yet might call his own,

As the child, when his bird is gone for ever,
Flingeth the cage on the wandering river.
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Ami the giant trees, as bare as Death,

Slunvly bowed to the great Wind's breath;

And groaned with trying to keep from groaning
Amidst the young trees bending and moaning.
And the ancient planet's mighty sea

Was heaving and filling most restlessly,

And the iops of the waves were broken and white,
Tossing about to ease their might;

And the river was striving to reach the main,

And the ripple was hurrying back again.

Nature lived in sadness mow;

Sadmess lived on the maiden’s brow,

As bhe watched, with a fixed, half-conscious eye,
One lonely leal that trembled on high,

Till it dropped at last irom the desolate bowgih—
Sorrow, oh, sorrow! 'tis winter now,

Amnd her tears gushed forth, thmigh it was but a leaf,
For little will loose the swollen fountain of grief:
When up to the Hip the water goes,

It needs but a drop, and it overflows.

Oh! many and many a dreary year

Must pass away ere the buds appear:

Many a night of darksome sorrow

Yield to the light of a joyless morrow,

Ere birds again, on the clothed trees,

Shall fill the branches with melodies.

She will dream of meadows with wakeful streams;
Of wavy grass in the sunny beams;

Of hidden wells that soundless spring,
Hoarding their joy as a holy thing;

Of founts that tell it all day long

To the listening woods, with exultant seng;
She will dream of evenings that die inte nights,
Where each sense is filled with its own delights,
And the soul is still as the vaulted sky,

Lulled with an inner hamnmony ;

Amd the flowers give out to the dewy night,
Changed into perfume, the gathered light;
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And the darkmess sinks upon all their host,
Till the sun sail up on the eastern cmmdt—
She will wake and see the branches bare,
Weaving a net in the frozen air.

The story goes on to tell how, at last, weary with
wintniness, she travelled towards the southern regions
of her globe, to meet the spring on its slow way nortfh-
wards; and how, after many sad adventures, many dis-
appointed hopes, and many tears, bitter and fruitlless, she
found at last, one stormy afternoon, in a leafless forest, a
single snowdrop growing betwixt the borders of the
winter and spring. She lay down beside it and died, 1
almost believe that a child, pale and peaceful as a snow-
drop, was born in the Earth within a fixed season from
that stormy afternoon,
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CHAPTER XIIl

" 1 seo @ Ship sulmg wpow ibe sva,
Deeglly ladhkm as skip coullil be ;
Bt not so deep as im love I qm,
Farr [ cave not wiketder I sinik or sawm."
Old Ballad.
* But Love sis stach a Maystory
¥ camos? fimdl it owd -
Far whem ¥ thinkk Frwr best resgdty'd,
J thew amm im most diqeit."
Sk Jomw SUCKLING.

ONE story I will try to reproduce. But, alas! it is like
trying to reconstruct a forest out of broken branches
and withered leaves. In the fairy book, everything was
just as it should be, though whether in words or some-
thing else, I cannot tell. It glowed and flashed the
thoughts upon the soul, with such a power that the
medium disappeared from the consciousness, and it was
occupied only with the things themselves. My repme-
sentation of it must resamble a tramslation from a rich
and powerful language, capable of embodying the
thoughts of a splendidly developed people, into the
meagre and half-articulate speech of a savage tribe. Of
course, while I read it, I was Cosmo, and his history was
mine. Yet, all the time, I seemed to have a kind of double
consciousness, and the story a double meaning. Sorme-
times it seemed only to represent a simple story of
ordinary life, perhaps almost of universal life; wherein
two souls, loving each other and longing to come nearer,
do, after all, but behold each other as in a glass darkly.
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As through the hard rock go the branching silver
veins; as into the solid land run the creeks and gulfs
from the unresting sea; as the lights and influences
of the upper worlds sink silently through the earth's
atmosphere; so doth Faerie invade the world of men, and
sometimes startle the common eye with an association as
of cause and effect, when between the two no comnecting
links can be traced.

Cosmo von Wehrstahl was a student at the University
of Prague. Though of a noble family, he was poor, and
prided himself upon the independence that poverty
gives, for what will not a man pride himself upon, when
he cannot get rid of it? A favourite with his fellow
students, he yet had no companions; and none of them
had ever crossed the thireshold of his lodging in the top
of one of the highest houses in the old town. Indeed,
the secret of much of that complaisance which recom-
mended him to his fellows, was the thought of his un-~
khewn fretreat, whither in the evening he could betake
himself and indulge undistuibed in his own studies and
reveries. These studies, besides these subjeets necessary
to his course at the University, embraced some less
commenly khewn and approved; for In a secret drawer
lay the works of Albertus Magnus and Cernelius Agrippa,
aleng with others less read and mere abstruse. AS vet,
Rewever, he had fellewed these researehes enly from
euriesity, and had turned them e A0 practieal purpese.

His lodging consisted of one large low-cgiled room,
singularly bare of furniture; for besides a couple of
wooden chairs, a couch which served for dreaming on
both by day and night, and a great press of black oak,
there was very little in the room that could be called
furniture. But curious instruments were heaped in the
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corners; and in one stood a skeleton, half-lezning against
ttie wall, half-supported by a string about its neck. One
of its hands, all of fingers, rested on the heavy pommel of
a great sword that stood beside it, Various weapons were
scattered about over the fflear. The walls were utterly
bare ijf] aelbonmeant; fforttheféewsstrangettiimgs, saothassa
large dried bat with wings dispread, the skin of a por-
cupine, and a stuffed sea-mowse,oould hardly be reckoned
as such. But although his fancy delighted in vagaries
like these, he indullged his imagination with far different
fare. His mind had never yet been filled with an absoriy-
ing passion; but it lay like a still twilight open to any
wind, whether the low breath that wafts but odours, or
the storm that bows the great trees till they strain and
creak. He saw everything as through a rose-csiloured
glass. When he looked from his window on the street
below, not a maiden passed but she moved as in a story,
and drew his thoughts after her till she disappeared if
the vista. When he walked in the streets, he always felt
as if reading a tale, into which he sought to weave every
face of interest that went by; and every sweet veice
swept his soul as with the wing of a passing angel. He
was in fact a poet without words; the more absorbed
and endangered, that the springing waters were dammed
back into his soul. where, finding neo utteramnce, they grew,
and swelled, and undermined. He used to lie o his hard
couch, and read a tale or a peem, till the beek drepped
from his hand; but he dreamed on, he lkhew net whether
awake or asleep, until the oppesite resf grew upen Hhis
sense and turned golden iR the sunfise. Then he arese
too; and the impubes of vigereus yeuth kept Rim ever
active, either in study or In spert, until again the elese ef
the day left him free; and the werld ef night, whieh had
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lain drowned in the cataract of the day, rose up in his
soul, with all its stars, and dim-seen phantom shapes.
But this could hardly last long. Some one form must
sooner or later step within the charmed circle, enter the
house of life, and compel the bewildered magician to
kneel and worship.

One afternoon, towards dusk, he was wandering
dreamily in one of the principal streets, when a fellow
student roused him by a slap on the shoulder, and asked
him to acoompany him into a little back alley to look at
some old armour which he had taken a fancy to possess.
Cosmo was considered an authority in every matter per-
taining to arms, ancient or modern. In the use o<
weapons, none of the students could come near him;
and his practical acquaintanee with some had principally
contributed to establish his authority in reference to all.
He accompanied him willingly. They entered a narrow
alley, and thence a dirty little court, where a low arched
door admitted them into a heterogeneous assemblage of
everything musty, and dusty, and old, that could well
be Imagined. His verdict on the armour was setisfactory,
and his companion at once concluded the puichase. As
they were leaving the place, Cosme’s eye was attracted
by an eld mieror of an elliptical shape, which leaned
agalnst the wall, covered with dust. Around it was some
clrieus earving, whieh he could see btit very indistifnetly
by the glimmering light whieh the ewner of the shep
earried in his hand. It was this earving that atteacted his
attentien; at least so it appeared te him. He left the
plaee, hewever; with his friend, taking fne furiher neties
of it. They walked tegether te the main street, where
they parted and teelk oppesite direetions:

No sooner was Cosmo left alone, than the thought of
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the curious old mirror returned to him, A strong desire
to see it more pknnlv arose within him, and he directed
his steps once more towards the shop. The owner opened
the door when he knocked, as if he had expected him,
He was a little, old. withered man, with a hooked nose,
and burning eyes constantly in a slow restless motion,
and looking here and there as if after something that
eluded them. Pretending to examine several other
articles, Cosmo at last approached the mirror, and
requested to have it taken down.

“ Take it down yourself, master; I canmnot reach i, "
said the old man.

Cosmo took it down carefully, when he saw that the
carving was indeed delicate and costly, being both of
admirablle design and exemution; containing withal many
devices which seemed to embody some meaning to which
he had no clue. This, naturally, m one of his tastes and
temperament, increased the interest he felt in the old
mirror; so much, indeed, that he now longed to possess
it, in order to study its frame at his leisure. He pretended,
however, to want it only for use; and saying he feared
the plate could be of little service, as it was rather old,
he brushed away a little of the dust from its face, ex-
pecting to see a dull reflection within. His surprise was
great when he found the reflection brilliant, revealing a
glass not only uninjured by age, but wondrously clear
and perfect (sihwould the whole correspond to this part)
even for one newly from the hands of the maker. He
asked carelessly what the owner wanted for the th'ng.
The old man replied by mentioning a sum of money far
beyond the reach of poor Cosmo, who proceeded to
replace the mirror where it had stood before.

* You think the price too high ?* sazid the old man.
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“1 do not know that it is too much for you to
ask,” replied Cosmo; “ but it is far too much for me
to give.”

The old man held up his light towards Cosmo's face.
“ 1 like your lodk,™ sazid he.

Cosmo could not return the compliment. In fact,
now he looked closely at him for the first time, he felt a
kind of repugnamce to him, mingled with a strange feel-
ing of doubt whether a man or a woman stood before him.

“ What is your name? "' he cumtimued.

“ Cosmo von Welrsttdidl "

“ Ah, ah! T thought asmuch. I see your father in you.
I knew your father very well, young sir, I dare say in
some odd corners of my house, you might find some old
things with his crest and cipher upon them still. Well,
I like you: you shall have the mirror at the fourth part
of what I asked for it; but upon one condiitiomn.™

What is that ? ” said Cosmo; for, although the price
was still a great deal for him to give, he could just
manage it; and the desire to possess the mircor had
increased to an altogether unaccountable degree, since
it had seemed beyond his reach.

“ That if you should ever want to get rid of it again,
you will let me have the first offier.™

“ Centtriidly,” replied Cosmo, with a smile; adding,
*“ @ moderate cmmdiition imdiest "

* On your honour? ™ insisted the sdlier.

“On my honour,” ssid the buyer; and the bargain
was concluded.

“ 1 will carry it home for youw,” said the old man, as
Cosmo took it in his hands.

“ No, no; I will carry it mysdff,” said he; for he had
a peculiar dislike to revealing his residence to any one,



i1 o Phantzastes

and more espedially to this persen, to whom he felt every
moment a greater antipathy.

* just as you please” suid the old oresture, and
muttered to himself as lie held his light at the door to
show him out of the court: * Sold for the sixth timel
I wonder what will be the upshot of it this time. I should
think my lady had enough of it by now! ™

Cosmo carried his prize carefully home. But all the
way he had an uncomfortable feelling that he was watched
and dogged. Repeatedly he looked about, but saw
nothing to justify his suspicions. Indeed, the streets
were too crowded and too ill lighted to expose very
readily a careful spy, if such there should be at his heels.
He reached his lodging in safety, and leaned his pumr-
chase against the wall, rather relieved, strong as he was,
to be rid of its weight; then, lighting his pipe, threw
himself on the couch, and was soon lapt in the folds of
one of his haunting dreams.

He returned home earlier than usual the next day, and
fixed the mirror to the wall, over the hearth, at one end of
his long room. He then carefully wiped away the dust
from its face, and, clear as the water of a sunny spring,
the mirror shone out from beneath the envious covering.
But his interest was chiefly occupied with the curious
carving of the frame. This he cleaned as well as he could
with a brush; and then he proceeded to a minute ex-
amination of its various parts, in the hope of discovering
some index to the intention of the carver. In this, how-
ever, he was unsuccessfiul; and, at length, pausing with
some weariness and disappointment, he gazed vacantly
for a few moments into the depth of the reflected room.
But ere long he said, half aloud: “ What a strange thing
a mirror is! and what a wondrous affimnity exists between
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it and a man’s imagination! For this room of mime, as |
beheld it in the glass, is the same, and yet not the same.
It is not the mere represemttation of the room [ live in,
but it locks just as if I were reading about it in a story 1
like. All its commomess has disappeared. The mirror
has lifted it out of the region of fact into the realm of art;
and the very represemting of it to me has clothed with
interest that which was otherwise hard and bare; just
as one sees with delight upon the stage the representa-
tion of a character from which one would escape in life as
from something unendurably wearisome. But is it not
rather that art rescues nature from the weary and sated
regards of our senses, and the degrading injustice of our
anxious everyday life, and, appealing to the imagination,
which dwells apart, reveals Nature in some degree as
she really is, and as she represents herself to the eye of
the child, whose everyday life, fearless and unambitious,
meets the true import of the wonder-teeming world
around him, and rejoices therein without questioning”
That skeleton, now—I almost fear it, standing there so
still, with eyes only for the unseen, like a watch-tower
looking across all the waste of this busy world into the
quiet regions of rest beyond. And yet I know every bone
aned every joint in it as well as my own fist. And that old
batik-axe looks as if any moment it might be caught up
by a mailed hand, and, berne forth by the mighty arm,
go erashing theough casque, and skull, and brain, in-
vading the Unknewh with yet another bewildered ghost.
I sheld like telive in that roem if 1 could only getinte it.”

Scarcely had the half-moulded words floated from
him, as he stood gazing into the mirror, when, striking
him as with a flash of amazement that fixed him in his
posture, noiseless and unanmoumced, glided swddenly

H
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through the door into the reflected room, with stately
motion, yet reluctant and faltering step, the graceful
form of a woman, clothed all in white. Her back only was
visible as she walked slowly up to the couch in the
further end of the room, on which she laid herself wearily,
turning towards him a face of unutterable loveliness, in
which suffering, and dislike, and a sense of compulsion,
strangely mingled with the beauty. He stood without the
power of motion for some moments, with his eyes ime-
coverably fixed upon her; and even after he was com-
scious of the ability to mowve, he could not summon up
courage to turn and look on her, face to face, in the
veritable chamber in which he stood. At length, with a
sudden effort, in which the exercise of the will was so
pure, that it seemed involuntary, he turned his face to
the couch. It was vacant. In bewilderment, mingled
with terror, he turned again to the mirror: there, on the
reflected couch, lay the exquisite lady-form. She lay
with closed eyes, whence two large tears were just welling
from beneath the veiling lids; still as death, save for the
convulsive motion of her bosom.

Cosmo himself could not have described what he felt.
His emotions were of a kind that destroyed consciousness,
and could never be clearly recalled. He could not help
standing yet by the mirror, and keeping his eyes fixed on
the lady, though he was painfully aware of his rudeness,
and feared every moment that she would open hers, and
meet his fixed regard. But he was, ere long, a little
relieved; for, after a while, her eyelids slowly rose, and
her eyes remained uncovered, but unemployed for a time;
and when, at length, they began to wander about the
room, as if languidly seeking to make some acquaintance
with her environment, they were never directed towards
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him: it seemed nothing but what was in the mirror ¢ould
affect her vision; and, therefore, if she saw him at all,
it could only be his back, which, of necessity, was turned
towards her in the glass. The two figures in the mirror
could not meet face to face, except he turned and looked
at her, present in his room; and, as she was not there, he
concluded that if he were to turn towards the part in his
room corresponding to that in which slie lay, his refles-
tion would either be invisible to her altogether, or at
least it must appear to her to gaze vacantly towards her,
and no meeting of the eyes would produce the impression
of spiritual proximity. By-and-by her eyes fell upon the
skeleton, and he saw her shudder and close them. She did
not open them again, but signs of repugnance continued
evident on her countenamce. Cosmo would have removed
the obnoxious thing at once, but he feared to discompose
her yet more by the assertion of his presence which the
act would involve, So he stood and watched her. The
eyelids yet shrouded the eyes, as a costly case the jewel
within; the troubled expression gradually faded frem
the countenamce, leaving only a falnt serrow bethindg;
the featuies seftled into an unchanging expression of
rest; and by these signs, and the slow regular motioen of
her breathing, Cosme knew that she slept. He eould new
gaze on her witheut embarrassment. He saw that her
figure, dressed 1A the simplest rebe of white, was werthy
ef her face; and se harmoniows, that either the delicately
fAeulded feet, o afy finger of the egually delieate hand,
was af index te the whele. As she lay, her whele ferm
maniflested the relaxation ef perfect repese. He gazed
till he was weary, and at last seated Rimself near the
new-found shrine, and meehanieally tesk up a beel, like
8ne whe watenes By a siel-bed. But his eyes gathered A8



11 Phantastes

thoughts from the page before him. His intellect had
been stunned by the bold contradiction, to its face, of
all its experience, and now lay passive, without assenttion,
or speaulation, or even conscious astonishment; while
liis imagination sent one wild dream of blessedness after
another coursing through his soul. How long he sat he
knew not; but at length he roused himself, rose, and,
trembling in every portion of his frame, looked again into
the mirror. She was gone. The mirror reflected faithfully
what his room presented, and nothing more. It stood
there like a golden setiting whence the central jewel has
been stolen away—like a night-sky without the glory of
its stars. She had carried with her all the strangeness
of the reflected room. It had sunk to the level of the one
without. But when the first pangs of his disappointment
had passed, Cosmo began to comfort himself with the
hope that she might return, perhaps the next evening, at
the same hour. Resolving that if she did, she should not
g1 least be scared by the hateful skelefon, he removed
that and several other articles of questionable appearance
into a recess by the side of the hearth, whence they could
not possibly cast any reflection into the mirror; and
having made his poor room as tidy as he could, sought
the solace of the open sky and of a night wind that had
begun to blow, for he could not rest where he was. When
he returned, somewhat compesed, he could hardly pie-
vail with himself to lie down on his bed; for he could not
help feeling as if she had lain upon it; and fer him te lie
there would now be something llke saecrllege. Hewever,
weariness prevailed; and laying himself on the eoueh,
dressed as he was, lie slept till day.

With a beating heart, beating till he could hardly
breathe, he stood in dumb hope before the rirror, on
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the following evening. Again the reflected room shone
as through a purple vapour in the gathering twilight.
Everything seemed waiting like himself for a coming
splendour to glorify its poor earthlimess with the presence
of a heavenly joy. And just as the room vibrated with
the strokes of the neighbouring church bells, announcing
the hour of six, in glided the pale beauty, and again laid
herself on the couch. Poor Cosmo nearly lost his senses
with delight. She was there once more! Her eyes sought
the corner where the skeleton had stood, and a faint
gleam of satisfaction crossed her face, apparently at
seeing it empty. She looked suffering still, but there was
less of discomfort expressed in her countenamee than
there had been the night before. She took more notice
of the things about her, and seemed to gaze with some
curiosity on the strange apparatus standing here and
there in her room. At length, however, drowsiness
seemed to overtake her, and again she fell asleep.
Resolved not to lose sight of her this time, Cosme watehed
the sleeping form. Her slumber was so deep aned abserb-
ing that a fascinating repose seemed to pass contagiously
from her to him as he gazed upon her; and he started as
if from a dream, when the lady meved, and, witheut
opening her eyes, rose, and passed from the room with
the galt of a somnwambulist.

Cosmo was now in a state of extravagant delight.
Most men have a secret treasure somewhere. The miser
has his golden hoard; the virtueso his pet ring; the
student his rare book; the poet his favourite haunt; the
lover his secret drawer; but Cosmo had a micror with a
lovely lady in it, And now that he knew by the skeletion,
that she was affected by the thimgs around her, he had a
new object in life: he would turn the bare chamier in the
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mirror into a room such as no lady need disdain to call
her own. This he could effect only by furnishing and
adorning his. And Cosmo was poor. Yet he possessed
accomplishments that could be tumed to acocmumit;
although, hitherto, lie had preferred living on his slender
allowance, to increasing his means by what his pride
considered unworthy of his rank. He was the best
swordsman in the University; and now he offered to
give lessons in fencing and similar exercises, to such as
chose to pay him well for the trouble. His proposal was
heard with surprise by the students; but it was eagerly
accepted by many; and soon his instructions were not
confined to the richer students, but were anxiously
sought by many of the young nobility of Prague and its
neighbourhood. So that very soon he had a good deal of
money at his command. The first tiling he did was to
remove his apparatus and oddities into a closet in the
room. Then he placed his bed and a few other necessaries
on each side of the hearth, and parted them from the
rest of the room by two screens of Indian fabric. Then
he put an elegant couch for the lady to lie upon. in the
corner where his bed had formerly stood; and, by degrees,
every day adding some article of luxury, converted it,
at length, into a rich boudoir.

Every night, about the same time, the lady entered.
The first time she saw the new couch, she started with
a half-amile; then her face grew very sad, the tears came
to her eyes, and she laid herself upon the couch, and
pressed her face into the silken cushions, as if to hide from
everything. She took notice of each addition and each
change as the work proceeded; and a look of acknow-
ledgment, as if she knew that some one was ministering to
her, and was grateful for it, mingled with the constant
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look of suffering. At length, after she had lain down as
usual one evening, her eyes fell upon some paintings
with which Cosmo had just finished adorning the walls.
She rose, and to his great delight, walked across the
room, and proceeded to examine them carefully, testi-
fying much pleasure in her looks as she did so. But again
the sorrowful, tearful expression returned, and again she
buried her face in the pillows of her couch. Gradually,
however, her countenamece had grown more composed;
much of the suffering manifiest on her first appearance
had vanished, and a kind of quiet, hopeful expression
had taken its place; which, however, frequently gave
way to an anxious, tioublled look, mingled with samething
of sympathetic pity.

Meantime, how fared Cosmo? As might be expected
in one of his temperament, his interest had blossomed
into love, and his love—shall I call it ripemed, or—
withered into passion. But, alas! he loved a shadow. He
could not come near her, could not speak to her, could
not hear a sound from those sweet lips, to which liis
longing eyes would cling like bees to their honey-fiounts.
Ever and anon he sang to himselif:

*“ 1 shall die for love of the maiden; "™

and ever he looked again, and died not, though his heart
seamed ready to break with intensity of life and longing.
And the more he did for her, the more he loved her; and
he hoped that, although she never appeared to see him,
yet she was pleased to think that one unknown would
give his life to her. He tried to comfort himself over his
separation from her, by thinking that perhaps some day
she would see him and make signs to him, and that would
satisfy him; “ for,” thought he, “ is not this all that a
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loving son) can do to enter into communion with another?
Nay. how many who love never come nearer than to
behold each other as in a mirror; seem to know and yet
never know the inward life; never enter the other swul;
#nd part at last, with but the vaguest notion of the
universe on the borders of which they have been hower-
ing for years? If 1 cooitithuttsgpeditioo vy, s Koesw titedt
she heard me. | should be satisfied.' Once he contem-
plated painting a picture on the wall, which should, of
necessiity, convey to the lady a thought of himself; but,
though he had some skill with the pencil, he found his
hand tremble so much when he began the attempt, that
he was forced to give it up.

" Who lives, lie dies; who dies, he is allive.

One evening, as he stood gazing on his treasure, he
thought he saw a faint expression of self-aansciousness
on her countenance, as if she surmised that passionate
eyes were fixed upon her. This grew,; till at last the red
blood rose over her neck, and check, and brow. Cosmo's
longing to approach her became almost delirious. This
night she was dressed in an evening costume, resplendent
with diamonds. This could add nothing to her beauty,
but it presented it in a new aspect; enabled her loveli-
ness to make a new manifestation of itself in a new
embodiment. For essantial beauty is infinite; aned, as
the soul of Natute needs an endless succession of varied
forms to embody her lovelingss, countiess faces of beauty
springing forth, not any twe the same, at any one of her
heart-throbs; so the individual form needs an infinite
change of its environments, to enable it to uncover all
the phases of its loveliress. Diamonds glittered from
amidst her hair, half hidden In its luxuriamee, like stars
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through dark rain-diouds; and the bracelets on her
white arms flashed all the colours of a rainbow of
lightnings, as she lifted her snowy hands to cover her
burning face. But her beauty shone down all its adorm-
ment. “ If I might have but one of her feet to kiss,”
thought Cosmo, “ I should be contemt.” Alas! he
decaived hieaself, for passion is never content. Nor did
he know that there are two ways out of her emchanted
house. But, suddenly, as if the pang had been driven
into his heart from without, revealing itself first in pain,
and afterwards in definite form, the thought darted into
his mind, " She has a lover somewhere, Remembered
words of his bring the colour on her face now. I am
nowhere to her. She lives in another world all day, and
sll night, after she leaves me. Why does she come and
make me love her, till I, a strong man, am toe faint to
look upon her meore? ” He logked again, and her face
was pale as a lily. A sorrowful compassion seemed to
rebuke the glitter of the restless jewels, and the slew
tears rose in her eyes. She left hef rogm soener this
evening than was her wont. Cesme remained alene, with
a fedkng as if his besem had been suddenly left empty
and hellew, and the weight of the whele werld was erush=
Ing in its walls. The next evening, for the first time sinee
ghe Began e eeme, she eame not.

And now Cosmo was in wretched plight. Since the
thought of a rival had occurred to him, he could not rest
for a moment. More than ever he longed to see the lady
face to face. He persuaded himself that if he but knew
the worst he would be satisfied; for then he could
abandon Prague, and find that relief in constant motion,
which is the hope of all active minds when invaded by
distress. Meantime he waited with unspeakable anxiety
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for the next night, hoping she would return; but she did
not appear. And now he fell really ill. Rallied by his
fellow students on his wretehed looks, he eeased to attend
the lectures. His engagements were neglected. He cared
tor nothing. The sky, with the great sun in it, was to
him a heartiless, burning desert. The men and women in
the streets were mere puppets, without motiwes in them-
selves, or interest to him, He saw them all as on the ever-
changing field of a camera obscura. She—she alone and
altogether—uwas his universe, his well of life, his incarnate
good. For six evenings she came not. Let his absorbing
passion, and the slow fever that was consuming his brain,
be his excuse for the resolution which he had taken and
begun to execute, before that time had expired.

Reasoning with himself, that it must be by some
enchantment connected with the mirror, that the form
of the lady was to be seen in it, he determined to attempt
to turn to account what he had hitherto studied prim-
cipally from curiosity. ‘‘ For," said he to himself, * if a
spell can force her presence in that glass (and she came
unwillingly at first), may not a stronger spell, such as I
know, especially with the aid of her hallf-presence in the
mirror, if ever she appears again, compel her living form
to come to me here? If I do her wrong, let love be my
excuse. [ want only to know my doom from her own lips.”
He never doubted, all the time, that she was a real
earthly woman; or, rather, that there was a woman, who,
somehow or other, threw this reflection of her form into
the magic mirror.

He opened his secret drawer, took out his books of
magic, lighted his lamp, and read and made notes from
midnight till three in the morning, for three successive
nights. Then he replaced his books; and the next night
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went out in quest of the materials necessary for the com-
juration, These were not easy to find; for, in love-cisarms
and all incantatioms of this nature, ingredients are em-
ployed scarcely fit to be mentioned, and for the thought
even of which, in connexion with her, he could only
excuse himself on the score of his bitter need. At length
he succeeded in procuring all he required; and on the
seventh evening from that onwhich she hadlzst appeared,
he found himself prepared for the exercise of unlawful
and tyraanical power.

He cleared the centre of the room; stooped and drew a
circle of red on the floor, around the spot where he stood;
wrote in the four quarters mystical signs, and numbers
which were all powers of seven or nine; examined the
whole ring carefully, to see that no smallest break had
occurred in the circumference; and then rose from his
bending posture. As he rose, the church clock struck
sevem; and, just as she had appeared the first time,
reluctant, slow, and stately, glided in the lady. Cosmo
trembled; and when, turning, she revesled a countem-
ance worn and wan, as with sickness or inward trouble,
he grew faint, and felt as if he dared not proeceed. But
as he gazed on the face and form, which now possessed his
whole soul, to the exclusion of all other joys and griefs,
the longing te speak to her. to kaow that she heard him,
to hear from her one word In return, became §0 umRM=
durable, that he suddenly and hastily reswmed his pre-
parations. Stepplag carefully frem the eirele, Re put a
small Brazier into its centre. He then set fire t6 ifs een-
tents of ehareeal, and while it burded up, epened his
windew and seated himself, walting, beside it.

It was a sultry evening. The air was full of thunder.
A sense of luxurious depression filled the brain. The sky
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seemed to have grown heavy, and to compusss the air
beneath it. A kind of purplish tinge pervaded the
atmosphere, and through the open window eame the
scemts of the distant fields, which all the vapours of
the city could not quench. Soon the charcoal glowed.
Cosmo sprinkled upon it the incense and other sub-
stances which he had compounded, and, stepping within
the circle, turned liis face from the brazier and towards
the mirror. Then, fixing his eyes upon the face of the
lady, he began with a trembling voice to repeat a powrer-
ful incantation. He had not gone far, before the lady
grew pale; and then, like a returning wave, the blood
washed all its banks with its crimson tide, and she hid
her face in her hands. Then he passed to a cemjuration
stronger yet. The lady rose and walked uneasily to and
fro in her room. Another spell; and she seemed segking
with her eyes for some object on which they wished to
rest. At length it seemed as if she suddenly espied him;
for her eyes fixed themselves full and wide upon his, and
she drew gradually, and smmewhat unwillingly, close to
her side of the mirror, just as if his eyes had fascinated
her. Cosmo had never seen her so near before. Now at
least, eyes met eyes; but he could not quite understand
the expression of hers. They were full of tender entreaty,
but there was smmething more that he could not interpret.
Though his heart seemed to labour in his throat, he would
allow no delight or agitation to turn him from his task.
Looking still in her face, he passed on to the mightiest
charm he knew. Suddenly the lady tuened and walked
out of the door of her reflected chamiber. A moment after
she entered his room with veritable presence; and, for-
getting all his precautions, he sprang from the charmed
circle, and knelt before her. There she stood, the living
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lady of his passionate visions, alone beside him, in a
thumdery twilight, and the glow of a magic fire.

* Why," said the lady, with a trembling voice, * didst
thou bring a poormaiden through the rainy streets alone "

“ Because I am dying for love of thee; but I only
brought thee from the mirror there.”

“ Ah, the mirror! ™ and she looked up at it, and
shuddered. “ Alas! I am but a slave, while that mirror
exists. But do not think it was the power of thy spells
that drew me; it was thy longing desire to see me, that
beat at the door of my heart, till I was forced to yielid.

* Canst thou love me then?" said Cosmo, in a voice
calm as death, but almost inarticulate with emotion.

¥ 1 do not know," she replied sadily; * that I camnot
tell, so long as I am bewildered with enchantments. It
were indeed a joy too great, to lay my head on thy
bosom and weep to death; for I think thou lowvest me,
though I do not know ;—but——™

Cosmo rose from his knees.

“ 1 love thee as—nay, 1 know not what—for since ]
have loved thee, there is nothing else.™

He seized her hand: she withdrew it.

* No, better nott; 1 @m in thy power, and therefore 1
may not.”™

She burst into tears, and kneeling before him in her
turn, said—

“ Commmo, if thou lovest me, set me free, even from
thyself; break the mirror.™

“ And shall 1 see thyself instead » ™

* That 1 cannot tell, I will not deceive thee; we may
never meet agaim.”

A fierce struggle arose in Cosmo’s bosom. Now she was
in his power. She did not dislike him at least; and he
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oould see her when he would. To break the mierer would
be to destroy his very life, to banish out of his universe
the only glory it possessed. The whele werld weuld be
but a prison, if he annihilated the ene window that leeked
into the paradise of love. Net yet pufs in leve, he
hesitated.

With a wail of sorrow the lady rese te her feet: * Ah!
he loves me net; he loves me net even as | loeve him;
and alas! | eare mere for his leve than even foF the
freedom | agk.”

%) widll not wiadte t@ e willing' " @irsh @ssieo; andh
sprang to the corner where the great sword steed.

Meantime it had grown very dark; only the embers
cast a red glow through the reom. He seized the swerd
by the steel scabbard, and stood before the mirror; but
as he heaved a great blow at it with the heavy pemmel,
the blade slipped half-way out of the seabbard, and the
pommel struck the wall above the mirror. At that
moment, a terrible clap of thunder seemed to burst in the
very room beside them; and ere Cosmo could repeat the
blow, he fell senseless on the hearth. Wihen he came to
himself, he found that the lady and the mirror had both
disappeared. He was seized with a brain fever, which
kept him to his couch for weeks.

When he recovered his reason, he began to think what
could have become of the mirror. Eor the lady, he hoped
she had found her way back as she came; but as the
mirror involved her fate with its own, he was more im-
mediately anxious about that. He could not think she
had carried it away. It was much too heavy, even if it
had not been too firmly fixed in the wall, for her to
remove it. Then again, he remembered the thunderf
which made him believe that it was not the lightning
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but seme other blow that had struck him down. He con-
cluded that, either by supernmatural agency, he having
exposed himself to the vengeance of the demons in
leaving the circle of safety, or in some other mode, the
mirror had probably found its way back to its former
owner; and, horrible to think of, might have been by
this time once more disposed of, delivering up the lady
into the power of another man; who, if he used his
power no worse than he himself had done, might yet
give Cosmo abundant cause to curse the selfish inde-
cision which prevented him from shattering the mirror at
once. Indeed, to think that she whom he loved, and who
had prayed to him for freedom, should be still at the
mercy, in some degree, of the possessor of the mirror,
and was at least exposed to his constant observation, was
in itself enough to madden a chary lover,

Anxiety to be well retarded his recovery; but at
length he was able to creep abroad. He first made his way
to the old broker’s, pretending to be in search of some-
thing else. A laughing sneer on the creature’s face con-
vinced him that he knew all about it; but he could not
see it amongst his furniture, or get any information out
of him as to what had become of it. He expressed the
utmost surprise at hearing it had been stolen, a surprise
which Cosmo saw at once to be counterfeited; while,
at the same time, he fancied that the old wretch was not
at all anxious to have it mistaken for genuine. Full of
distress, which he concealed as well as he could, he made
many searches, but witli no avail. Of course he could ask
ne gquestions; but he kept his ears awake for any
remotest hint that might set him in a direction of search.
He never went out without a short heavy hammer of
steel about him, that he might shatter the mirror the
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moment he was made happy by the sight of his lest
treasure, if ever that blessed moment sheuld arrive.
Whether lie should see the lady again, was now a
thought altogether sewondary, and postponed te the
achievement of her freedom. He wandered here and
there, like an anxious ghost, pale and haggard; gnawed
ever at the heart, by the thought of what she might be
suffering—all from his fault.

One night, he mingled with a crowd that filled the
rooms of one of the most distinguished mamsions in the
city; for he accepted every invitation, that he might
lose no chance, however poor, of obtaining some infor-
mation that might expedite his discovery. Here he
wandered about, listening to every stray word that
he could catch, in the hope of a revelation. As he
approached some ladies who were talking quietly in a
corner, one said to another: “ Hawve you heard of the
strange illness of the Prinwess von Hobemweiss ? ™

* Yes; she has been ill for more than a year now.
It is very sad for so fine a creature to have such a terrible
malady. She was better for some weeks lately, but
within the last few days the same attacks have returned,
apparently accompanied with more suffering than ever.
It is altogether an inexplicable stiomy..”

* Is there a story connected with her illness? ™

* 1 have only heard imperfect reports of it; but it is
said that she gave offence some eighteen months ago to
an old woman who had held an office of trust in the
family, and who, after some incoherent threats, dis-
appeared. This peculiar affection followed soon after.
But the strangest part of the story is its assoni@tion
with the loss of an antique mimror, which stood in her
dressing-room, and of which she constantly made use.”
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Here the speaker’s voice sank to a whisper; and
Cosmo, although his very soul sat listening in his ears,
could hear no more. He trembled too much to dare to
address the ladies, even if it had been adwisable to
expose himself to their curiosity. The name of the
Princess was well known to him, but he had never seen
her; except indeed it was she, which now he hardly
doubted, who had knelt before him on that dreadful
night. Fearful of attracting attention, for, from the
weak state of his health, he could not recover an appear-
ance of calmmess, he made his way to the open air, and
reached his lodgings; giad in this, that he at least knew
where she lived, although he never dreamed of approach-
ing her openly, even if he should be happy enough to
free her from her hateful bondage. He hoped, too, that
as he had unexpectedly learned so much, the other and
far more important part might be revealed to him ere
long.

Hawve you seen Steinwald lately? ™

“ No, I have not ssem him for some time. He is
almost a match for me at the rapier, and I suppose he
thinks he needs no more lessums™

“ 1 wonder what has become of him. I want to see
him very much. Let me see; the last time I saw him
he was coming out of that old broker’s den, to which, if
you remember, you accompanied me once, to look at
some armour. That is fully three weeks ago.”

This hint was enough for Cosmo. Von Steinwald was
a man of influence in the court, well known for his reck-
less habits and fierce passions. The very possibility that
the mirror should be in his possession was hell itself to
Cosmo. But violent or hasty measures of any sort were

I
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most unlikely to succeed. All that he wanted was an
opportunity of breaking the fatal glass; and to obtain
this lie must bide his time. He revolved many plans in
his mind, but without being able to fix upon any.

At length, one evening, as he was passing the house of
Von Steinwald, he saw the windows more than usually
brilliant. He watched for a while, and seeing that com-
pany began to arrive, hastened home, and dressed as
richly as he could, in the hope of mingling with the
guests unquestioned: in effecting which, there could be
no difficulty for a man of his carriage.

In a lofty, silent chamber, in another part of the city,
lay a form more like marble than a living woman. The
loveliness of death seemed frozen upon her face, for her
lips were rigid, and her eye-lids closed. Her long white
hands were crossed over her breast, and no bresthing
disturbed their repose. Beside the dead, men speak in
whispers, as if the deepest rest of all could be broken by
the sound of a living voice. Just so, though the soul was
evidently beyond the reach of all intimations from the
senses, the two ladies, who sat beside her, spoke in the
gentlest tones of subdued sorrow.

** She has lain so for an hown:”

* This cannot last long, 1 fisar”

“ How much thinner she has grown within the last
few weeks! If she would only speak, and explain what
she suffers, it would be better for her. I think she has
visions in her tramoes, but nothing can mduce her to
refer to them when she is awake.

“ Does she ever speak in these trances? '

“ 1 have never heard her; but they say she walks
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sometimes, and once put the whole household in a
terrible fright by disappearing for a whole hour, and
returning drenched with rain, and almost dead with
exhaustion and fright. But even then she would give
no account of what had happenedl.™

A scarce audible murmur from the yet motionikess lips
of the lady here startled her attendamts. After several
ineffectual attempts at articulation, the word * Cosmp / *
burst from her. Then slte lay still as before; but only
for a moment. With a wild cry, she sprang from the
couch erect on the floor, flung her arms above her head,
with clasped and straining hands, and, her wide eyes
flashing with light, called aloud, with a voice exultant
as that of a spirit bursting from a sepulchre, * 1 am free!
1 @m firee! 1 thank thee! ™ Then she fllung herself on
the couch, and sobbed; then rose, and paced wildly up
and down the room, with gestures of mingled delight
and anxiety. Then turning to her motionlkss attend-
ants—"@uick, Lisa, my cloak and hoed!'” Then
lower="1 must go to him. Make haste, Lisa! You
may come with me, if you willl.”

In another moment they were in the street, hurrying
along towards one of the bridges over the Moldau. The
moon was near the zemith, and the streets were almost
empty. The Princess soon outstripped her attendant,
and was half-way over the bridge, before the other
reached it.

** Are you free, lady—* The mirror is brokem: are you
free? ™

The words were spoken close beside her, as she
hurried on. She turned; and there, leaning on the
parapet in a recess of the bridge, stood Cosmo, in a
splendid dress, but with a white and quivering face.
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“ Cosmoll—] am free—and thy seraent for ever. 1
was coming to yon now."

* And 1 to you, for Death made me beld; but I coald
get no further. Have | atoned at all? Do I love you a
little—truly? *

“ Ah, I know now that you leve me, my Cowne; but
what do you say abeut death ? *

He did not reply. His hand was pressed against his
side. She looked meore closely: the bleod was welling
from between the fingers. She flung her arms around
him with a faint bitter wail.

When Lisa eame up, she found her mistress kneeling
above a wan dead face, which smiled en in the spectral
moonbeams.

And now 1 will say no more about these wondrous
volumes; though I could tell many a tale out of them,
and could, perhaps, vaguely represent some emtrancing
thoughts of a deeper kind which I found within them.
From many a sultry noon till twilight, did I sit in that
grand hall, buried and risen again in these old books.
And I trust I have carried away in my soul some of the
exhalations of their undying leaves. In after hours of
deserved or needful sorrow, portions of what I read
there have often come to me again, with an unexpected
comforting; which was not fruitlkss, even though the
comfort might seem in itself groundlss and vain.
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CHAPTER XIV

Yourr grilery
Fhvee we passtd throughl, not witioue! moath contemt
¥w manyy siagpidritigses ; bt we saew not
That? whinth my daughkésr came: to [ook ufpon,
The statase of her rmutther."
Winter's Tale.

IT seemed to me strange, that all this time I had heard
no music in the fairy palace. 1 was convinced there
must be music in it, but that my sense was as yet too
gross to receive the influence of those mysterious motions
that beget sound. Sometimes I felt sure, from the way
the few figures of which I got such tramsitory glimpses
passed me, or glided into vacancy before me, that they
were moving to the law of music; and, in fact, several
tismes I fancied for a moment that I heard a few wondrous
tones coming I knew not whence. But they did not last
long enough to convince me that I had heard them with
the bodily sense. Such as they were, however, they took
strange liberties with me, causing me to burst suddenly
into tears, of which there was no presence to make me
ashamed, or casting me into a kind of trance of speech-
less delight, which, passing as suddenly, left me faint
and longing for more,

Now, on an evening, before [ had been a week in the
palace, I was wandering through one lighted arcade and
corridor after another. At length I arrived, through a
door that closed behind me, in another vast hall of the
palace. It was filled with a subdued crimson light; by
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which 1 saw that siender pillars of blaek, built elese to
walls of white marble, rose to a great height, and then,
dividing into innumerablle divergent arehes, supported
a roof, like the walls, of white marble, upen which the
arches intersected intricately, forming a fretting of
black upon the white, like the network of a skeleton-leaf.
The floor was black., Between several pairs of the pillars
upon everv side, the place of the wall behind was oceu-
pied by a crimson curtain of thick silk, hanging in heavy
and rich folds. Behind each of these curtains burned a
powerful light, and these were the sources of the glow
that filled the hall, A peculiar delicious odour pervaded
the place. As soon as I entered, the old inspiration
seemed to return to me, for I felt a strong impuilse to
sing; or rather, it seemed as if some one else was sing-
ing a song in my soul, which wanted to come forth at
mv lips, imbodied in my breath. But [ kept silence;
and feeling somewhat overcome by the red light and
the perfume, as well as by the emotion within me, and
secing at one end of the hall a great crimson chair, more
like a throne than a chair, beside a table of white marble,
I went to it, and, throwing myself in it, gave myself up
to a succession of images of bewildering beauty, which
passed before my inward eye, in a long and occasionally
crowded train. Here I sat for hours, I suppose; till,
returning somewhat to myself, I saw that the red light
had paled away, and felt a cool gentle breath gliding
over my forehead. 1 noseardilkdtt tive Hell witth unsteatly
steps, finding my way with some difficulty to my own
chamber, and faintly remembering, as I went, that only
in the marble cave, before I found the sleeping statue,
had I ever had a similar experience.

After this, I repaired every morning to the same hall;
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where [ sometimes sat in the chair and dreamed
deliciously, and sometimes walked up and down over
the black fltwor. Sometimes [ acted within myself a
whole drama, during one of these perambulations,
sometimes walked deliberately through the whole epic
of a tale; sometimes ventured to sing a song, though
with a shrinking fear of I knew not what. [ was
astonistied at the beauty of my own voice as it rang
through the place, or rather crept undulating, like a
serpent of sound, along the walls and roof of this superb
music-hall. Entrancing verses arose within me as of
their own accord, chanting themselves to their own
melodies, and requiring no addition of music to satisfy
the inward sense. But, ever in the pauses of these, when
the singing mood was upon me, I seemed to hear sore-
thing like the distant sound of multitudizs of dancers,
and felt as if it was the unheard music, moving their
rhythmic metien, that within me blossomed in verse
and song. I feklt, too, that could I but see the dance, I
should, from the harmeny of complicated movements,
net of the dancers In relation to each other merely, but
of each damcer individually in the manifiested plastic
power that tmoved the consemting harmonious form,
understand the whole of the musie on the billows of
whieh they floated and swung.

At length, one night, suddenly, when this feeling of
dancing came upon me, I bethought me of lifting one of
the crimson curtains, and looking if, perchance, behind
it there might not be hid some other mystery, which
might at least remove a step further the bewilderment of
the present one. Nor was [ altogether disappointed. I
walked to one of the magnificent draperies, lifted a
corner, and peeped in. There, burned a great, crimson,
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globe-sihaped light, high in the cubical centre of another
hall, which might be larger or less than that in which I
stood, for its dimensions were not easily perceived, seeing
that floor and roof and walls were entirely of black
marble. The roof was supported by the same arramge-
ment of pillars radiating in arches, as that of the first
hall; only, here, the pillars and arches were of dark red.
But what absorbed my delighted gaze, was an innumssr-
able assembly of white marble statues, of every form,
and in multitudimows posture, filling the hall throughout.
These stood, in the ruddy glow of the great lamp, upon
pedestals of jet black. Around the lamp shone in golden
letters, plainly legible from where I stood, the two
words—
TOUCH NOT!

There was in all this, however, no salution to the sound
of dancing; and now I was aware that the influence on
my mind had ceased. I did not go in that evening, for
I was weary and faint, but I hoarded up the experitation
of entering, as of a great coming joy.

Next night I walked, as on the preceding, through
the hall. My mind was filled with pictures and songs,
and therewith so much absorbed, that I did not for some
time think of looking within the curtain I had last night
lifted. When the thought of doing so occurred to me
first, I happened to be within a few yards of it. I became
conscious, at the same moment, that the sound of
dancing had been for some time in my ears, I approached
the curtain quickly, and, lifting it, entered the black
hall. Everything was still as death. I should have con-
cluded that the sound must have proceeded from some
other more distant quarter, which conclusion its faint-
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ness would, in ordinary circamstamces, have necessitated
from the first; but there was a something about the
statues that caused me still to remain in doubt. As I
said, feacth stood perfectly still upon its black pedesttal:
but there was about every one a certain air, not of
motion, but as if it had just ceased from movement; as
if the rest were not altogether of the marbly stilltess of
thousands of years. It was as if the peculiar atmosphere
of each had yet a kind of invisible tremullousness; as if
its agitated wavelets had not yet subsided into a perfect
calm, I had the suspicion that they had anticipated my
appearance, and had sprung, each, from the living joy
of the dance, to the death-silence and blackmess of its
isolated pedestal, just before I entered, I walked across
the central hall to the curtain oppesite the one I had
lifted, and, entering there, found all the appearances
similar; only that the statues were different, and
differently grouped. Nelther did they produce en my
faind that impression—ot meotion just explred, whieh 1
had experienced from the ethers. 1 found that Behind
every one of the crimsen eurtalns was a similaf hall,
similakly lighted, and similarly eceupied.

The next night, I did not allow my thoughts to be
absorbed as before with inward images, but crept
stealthily along to the furthest curtain in the hall, from
behind which, likewise, I had formerly seemed to hear
the sound of dancing. I drew aside its edge as suddenly
as I could, and, looking in, saw that the utmest stillness
pervaded the vast place. T walked in, and passed through
it to the other end. There I found that it cammunicated
with a circular cerridor, divided from it only by two
rows of red columns. This corridor, which was black,
with red niches holding statues, ran entirely about the



138 Phantastes

statwe-halls, forming a communication between the
further ends of them all; further, that is, as regards the
Gantral hall of white whence they all diverged like radii,
finding their circumfierence in the corridor. Round this
corridor I now went, entering all the halls, of which
there were twelve, and finding them all similarly con-
structed, but filled with quite various statues, of what
seamed both ancient and modern sculpture. After I had
simply walked through them, I found myself sufficiently
tired to Jong for rest, and went to my own room.

in the night 1 dreamed that, walking close by one of
the curtains, I wass suddenly seized with the desire to
enter, and darted in. This time I was too quick for
them. Al the statues were in motion, statues no longer,
but men and women—all shapes of beauty that ever
sprang from the brain of the sculptor, mingled in the
convolutions of a complicated dance. Passing through
them to the further end, I almost started from my
sleep on beholding, not taking part in the dance with
the others, nor seamingly endued with life like them,
but standing in marble coldness and rigidity upon a
black pedestal in the extreme left corner—my lady of
the cave; the marble beauty who sprang from her tomb
or her cradle at the call of my songs, Whille I gazed in
speechless astonishment and admiration, a dark shadow
descemding from above like the curtain of a stage,
gradually hid her enticely from my view. I felt with a
shudder that this shadow was perchance my missing
demon, whom I had not seen for days. I awoke with a
stifled cry.

Of course, the next evening I began my journey
through the halls (for Kkmew nutt tto wititdhmmy diesam Headi
carried me), in the hope of proving the dream to be a
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true one, by discovering my marble beauty upon her
black pedestal. At length, on reaching the tenth hall,
I thought I recognised some of the forms I had seen
dancing in my dream; and to my bewilderment, when
I arrived at the extreme corner on the left, there stood,
the only one I had yet seen, a vacant pedestal. It was
exactly in the position occupied, in my dream, by the
pedestal on which the white lady stood. Hope beat
violently in my heart,

“ Now.." said 1 to myself, “ if yet another part of the
dream would but come true, and I should succeed in
surprising these forms in their nightly dance; it might
be the rest would follow, and I shotld see on the pedestal
my marble queen. Then surely if my songs sufficed to
give her life before, when she lay in the bonds of
alabaster, much more would they be sufficient then
to give her volition and motion, when she alone of
assembled crowds of marble forms, would be standing
rigid and esidl,”

But the difficulty was, to surprise the dancers. I had
found that a premeditated attempt at surprise, though
executed with the utmest care and rapidity, was of no
avail. And, in my dream, it was effected by a sudden
thought suddenly executed. I saw, therefore, that there
was no plan of operation offering any probability of
success, but this: to allow my mind to be occupied with
other thoughts, as I wandered around the great centne-
hall; and so wait till the impulse to enter one of the
others should happen to arise in me just at the moment
when I was close to one of the crimson curtains. For I
hoped that if I entered any one of the twelve halls at
the right moment, that would as it were give me the
right of entrance to all the others, seeing they all had
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communication behind. I would not dimimish the hope
of the right chance, by supposing it necessary that a
desire to enter should awake within me, precisely when
I was close to the curtains of the tenth hall.

At first the impuilses to see recurred so continually, in
spite of the crowded imagery that kept passing through
my mind, that they formed too nearly a comtinuous
chain, for the hope that any one of them would succeed
as a surprise. But as I persisted in banishing them, they
recurred less and less often; and after two or three, at
considerable intervals, had come when the spot where 1
happened to be was unsuitalble, the hope sirengthened,
that soon one might arise just at the right momemntt;
namely, when, in walking round the hall, I should be
close to one of the curtains.

At length the right moment and the impulse
coincided. I darted into the ninth hall. It was full of
the most exquisite moving foims. The whole space
wavered and swam with the involutioms of an intricate
dance. It seemed to break suddenly as I entered, and
all made one or two bounds towards their pedestals;
but, apparently on finding that they were thoroughly
overtaken, they returned to their employment {for it
seamed with them earnest enough to be called such)
without further heeding me. Somewhat impeded by
the floating crowd, I made what haste I could towards
the bottom of the hall; whence, entering the corridor,
I turned towards the tenth. I soon arrived at the corner
I wanted to reach, for the corridor was anmparatively
empty; but, although the dancers here, after a little
confusion, altogether disregarded my presence, I was
dismayed at beholding, even yet, a vacant pedestal.
But I had a conviction that she was near me. And as I
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looked at the pedestal, I thought I saw upon it, vaguely
revealed as if through overlapping folds of drapery, the
indistinct outlines of white feet. Yet there was no sign
of drapery or concealing shadow whatever. But I re-
memibered the descemding shadow in my dream. And I
hoped still in the power of my songs; thinking that what
could dispel alabaster, might likewise be capable of dis-
pelling what concealed my beauty now, even if it were
the demon whose darkmess had overshadowed all my
life,
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CHAPTER XV

" Alexander. Wiyeit will you finish! Camppasge ?
“ Apeiles. Neginighnish @ for alwsps in absolutr beaudy there is
somewikat! above et -MLYISY's Campaspe,

AND now, what song should I sing to unwveil my Ists,
if indeed she was present unseen? [ hurried away to the
white hall of Phantasy, heediess of the innumerabie
forms of beauty that crowded my way; these might
cross my eyes, but the umseen filled my brain. 1
wandered long, up and down the silent space: no songs
came. My soul was not still enough for songs. Only in
the silence and darkmess of the soul’s night, do those
stars of the inward finmament sink to its lower surface
from the singing realms beyond, and shine upon the
conscious spirit. Here all effort was unawvailing. If they
came not, they could not be found.

Next night, it was just the same. [ walked through
the red glimmer of the silent hall; but lonely as there
I walked, as lonely trod my soul up and down the halls
of the brain. At last I entered one of the statue-halls.
The dance had just commenced, and I was delighted to
find that I was free of their assembly. I walked on till
I came to the sacred comer. There I found the pedestal
just as I had left it, with the faint glimmer as of white
feet still restting on the dead black. As soon as I saw it,
I seemed to feel a presence which longed to become
visible; and, as it were, called to me to gift it with self-
manifestation, that it might shine on me. The power of
song came to me. But the moment my voice, though I



A Faerie Rommance i 7

sang low and soft, stirred the air of the hall, the damcers
started; the quick interweaving crowd shook, lost its
form, divided; each figure sprang to its pedestal, and
stood, a self-exallving life no more, but a rigid, life-like,
marble shape, with the whole form compeosed into the
expression of a single state or act. Silence rolled like a
spiritual thunder through the grand space. My song
had ceased, scared at its own influemces. But I saw in
the hand of one of the statues close by me. a harp whaose
chords yet quivered. I remembered that as she bounded
past me, her harp had brushed against my arm; so the
spell of the marble had not infolded it. I sprang to her,
and with a gesture of entreaty, laid my hand on the
harp. The marble hand, probably from its contact with
the uncharmed harp, had strength enough to relax its
hold, and yield the harp to me. No other motion
indicated life.

Imstinctiwely I struck the chords and sang. And
not to break upon the record of my song, I mention here,
that as I sang the first four lines, the loveliest feet became
clear upon the black pedestal; and ever as I sang, it
was as if a veil were being lifted up from before the form,
but an invisible veil, so that the statue appeared to grow
before me, not so much by evolution, as by infinitesimal
degrees of added height. And, while I sang, I did not
feel that I stood by a statue, as indeed it appeared to
be, but that a real womam-soul was revealing itself by
successive stages of imbodiment, and consequent manmii-
festation and expression.

Feet of beauty, firmly planting
Arches white on rosy heel!

Whemnce the lile-spring, throbbimg, panting,
Pulses upward to reveal!



Phantastes

Fairest things know least despising;
Foot and earth meet tendenly:

'Tis the womam, resting, rising
Upward to sublimity.

Rise the limbs, sedately sloping.
Strong and gentie, full and free;
Soft and slow, like certain hoping,
Drawing nigh the broad firm knee.
Up to speech! As up to roses
Pants the life from leaf to fitower,
So each blending change discloses,
Nearer still, expression’s power,

Lo! fair sweeps, white surges, twining
Up and outward fearlessly!

Temple columns, close combining,
Lift a holy mystery.

Heart of mine! what strange surprises
Mount aloft on such a stair!

Some great vision upward mses,
Curving, bending, flloating fair.

Bands and sweeps, and hill and hollow
Lead my fascinated eye;
Some apocalypse will follow,
Some new world of deity.
Zoned unseen, and outward swelling,
With new thoughts and wonders rife,
Queenly majesty foretslling,
See the expandimg house of lifel

Sudden heaving, unforbidden
Sighs eternal, still the somme—
Mounts of snow have summits hidden
In the mists of uttered fiiame.
But the spirit, dawning nearly,
Finds no speech for earnest pain;
Finds a soundless sighing mens jy—
Builds its stairs, and mounts again.,
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Heart, the queen, with secret hoping,
Sendeth out her waiting pair;

Hamnds, blind hands, half blindly groping,
Half inclasping visions rare;

And the great arms, heartways bending;
Might of Beauty, drawing home;

There returning, and re-blending,
Where from roots of love they roam,

Buiidl thy slopes of radiance beamy,
Spirit, fair with womamnhood 1
Tower thy precipice, white-gleamy,
Climb unto the hour of good.
Dumb space will be rent asunder,
Now the shining column stands
Ready to be crowned with wonder
By the builder's joyous hands.

All the lines abroad are spreading,
Like a fountain's falling race.
Lo, the chin, first feature, treading,

Airy foot to rest the face!

Speech is nigh; oh, see the blushing,
Sweet approach of Hp and breath!
Round the mouth dim silence, hushing,

Waits to die ecstatic death.

Span across in treble curving,
Bow of promise, upper lp!
Set them free, with gracious swerving;
Let the wing-words float and dip.
Dumbb art thou ? O Love immortal,
More than words thy speech must be;
Childless yet the tender portal
Of the home of melody.

Now the nostrils open fearless,
Proud in calm uwnconsciousness,

Sure it must be something peerless
That the great Pan would express!
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Deepens, crowds some meaning tender,
In the pure, dear lady-face,

Lo, a blinding burst of splentr'—
‘Tits the free soul’s issuing grace.

Two calm lakes of molten glory
Circling round unfathomed deeps!
Lijgitming-flashes, tmansitany,
Cross the gulfs where darkmess sleeps.
This the gate, at last, of gladness,
To the outward striving me :
1n a rain of light and sadness,
Out its loves and longings fliee!

With a presence 1 am smitten
Dumip, with a foreknown surprise;
Presence greater yet than written
Even in the glorious eyes,
"Through the gulfs, with inward gazes,
I may look till T am lost;
Wamndlering deep ir spirit-mazes,
In a sea without a coast.

Windows open to the glorious!
Time and space, oh, far beyomad !
Womam, ah! thou art victorious,
And I perish, overfond.
Springs aloft the yet Unspoken
In the forehead's endless grace,
Full of silences unbroken;
Infinite, unfeatured face.

Domes above, the mount of wonder;
Height and hollow wrapt in night;

Hiding in its caverms under
Womam-nations in their might.

Passing forms, the highest Human
Faints away to the Divine:

Features none, of man or woman,
Can unveil the holiest shine.
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Sideways, grooved porches only
Visible to passing eye,

Stand the silent, doorless, lonely
Entramce-gates of melody.

But aH sounds fly in as boldly,
Groan and song, and kiss and cry

At their galleries, lifted coldly,
Darkly, 'twixt the earth and sky.

Beauty, thou art spent, thou knowest
So, in faint, half-glad despair,
From the summit thou o'erflowest
In a fall of torrent hair;
Hiding what thou hast created
In a half-transparent shrowd:
Thus, with glory soft-abated,
Shines the moon through vapoury cloud:



Bhantastestes

CHAPTER XVI

* Salbst divr Styx, dior meunfanth: sie wmmpwindi,
Wetlntt die Ruciddketkr Ceres Tochter miatht :
Naohh dem Alidb! greifft sie, undi es hindet
Buitg sie des Ovduss Fiffickt.”
ScHiLLER, Das Ideal und das Lcben.
" Eu'm tie Styx, which mimefolil or 1rifodiied).
Hemss not Ceres' daughhésr it its flow ;

Butt she grasgs the agiée—everr holdeth
Haw, sad Oveuss, down b

Ewver as I sang, the veil was uplifted; ever as I sang,
the signs of life grew; till, when the eyes dawned upon
me, it was with that sunrise of splendour which my feeble
song attempted to reiimibody. The wonder is, that I
was not altogether overcome, but was able to complete
my song as the unseen veil continued to wise. This
ability came solely from the state of mental elevation
in which I found myself. Only because uplifted in song,
was I able to endure the blaze of the dawn. But I
cannot tell whether she looked more of statue or more
of woman; she seemed removed into that region of
phantasy where all is intemsely vivid, but nothing
clearly defined. At last, as I sang of her descending
hair, the glow of soul faded away, like a dying sufiset.
A lamp within had been extinguished, and the house of
life shone blank in a winiter morn. She was a statue
once more—but visible, and that was ruch galned. Yei
the revillsion from hepe and fruition was sueh, that,
unable to restrain myself, 1 sprang te he¥, and, In defianee
of the law of the place, flung my arms areund her, as if
I would tear her from the grasp of a visible Death, and
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lifted her from the pedestal down to my heart. But no
sooner had her feet ceased to be in contact with the black
pedestal, than she shuddered and trembiled all over; then
writhing from my arms, before I could tighten their hold,
she sprang into the corridor, with the reproachful cry,
* You sihowld not have touched me! * darted behind one
of the exterior pillars of the circle, and disappeared. 1
followed almost as fastt; but ere I could reach the pillar,
the sound of a closing door, the saddest of all sounds
sometimes, fell on my ear; and, arriving at the spot
where she had vanished, I saw, lighted by a pale yellow
lamp which hung abowve it, a heavy, rough door, alto-
gether unlike any others I had seen in the palace; for
they were all of ebony, or ivory, or covered with silvesr-
plates, or of some odorous wood, and very ommete;
whereas this seemed of old oak, with heavy nails and
iron studs. Notwithstanding the precipitation of my
pursiit, I could not help reading, in silver letters beneath
the lamp: " No one enters here without the leave of the
Queen.”” But what was the Queen to me, whefn 1 fol=
lewed fy white lady? 1 dashed the door te the wall
and sprang through. Lo! I stood on a waste windy
hill. Great stones like tomibstoirs stood all abeut fme.
No door, no palace was to be seen. A white figire
gleamed past me, wringing her hands, and erying, ™ Ah!
yeu sheuld have sung te me; you sheuld have sung te
fae! ” and disappeared behind one of the stenes. 1
fellewed. A eold gust of wind met me from behind the
stone; and when 1 leeked, I saw nething but a great
fele in the earth, inte whieh I esuld find ne way ef
entering. Had she fallen In? I eould net tell. I must

wait for the daylight. 1 sat dewn and wept, fer there
was A8 help:
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CHAPTER XVII

v hvffrijgss avdlt dith fast oeraggen.
(fmi ich glaubk?’ ith: triig’ es ate,
["mi ich hob’ es dock getraggen—
Adecy fhagy! micdh mity nietly @ wie ? "
Bl aNE.
" First, & thought, almost dedpspairing.
Thiss muet! crostlt mav spirit? now ;
Vit ¥ bore #. andl am bbesiing—
Mitly do not asik mwe Thoww,"

Wk the daylight came, it brought the possibility of
action, but with it little of consolation. With the first
visible increase of light, I gazed into the chasm, but
could not, for more than an hour, see sufficiently well
to discover its nature. At last I saw it was almost a
perpendicular opening, like a roughly excavated well,
only very large. I could perceive no bottom; and it
was not till the sun actually rose, that I discovered a
sort of natural staircase, in many parts little more than
suggested, which led round and round the gulf, descend-
ing spirally into its abyss. I saw at once that this was
my path; and without a moments hesitation, glad to
quit the sunlight, which stared at me most heartlessly,
I commenced my tortuous descent. 1t was very difficuil,
In some parts I had to cling to the rocks like a bat. In
one place, I dropped from the track down upen the next
returning spire of the stair; wiich being broad in this
particular portion, and standing out from the wall at
right angles, received me upen my feet safe, though
somewhat stupefied by the shock. After descending
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a great way, I found the stair ended at a narrow opeming
which entered the rock horizontally. Into this I crept,
and, having entered, had just room to turn round. I
put my head out into the shaft by which I had come
down, and surveyed the course of my descent. Looking
up, I saw the stars; although the sun must by this time
have been high in the heavens. Looking below, I saw
that the sides of the shaft went sheer down, smooth as
glass; and far beneath me, [ saw the reflection of the
same stars [ had seen in the heavens when I looked up.
I turned again, and crept inwards some distance, when
the passage widened, and 1 was at length able to stand
and walk upright. Wider and loftier grew the way;
new paths branched off on every side; great open halls
appeared; till at last I found myself wandering on
through an underground country, in which the sky was
of rock, and instead of trees and flowers, there were
only fantastie rocks and stones. And ever as [ went,
darker grew my thoughts, till at last I had ne hope
whatever of finding the white lady: 1 no lenger ealled
her to myself my white lady, Whenever a cheice was
necessery, I always ehese the path which seemed to lead
downwards.

At length I began to find that these regions were
inhabited. From behind a rock a peal of harsh grating
laughter, full of evil humour, rang through my ears, and,
looking round, I saw a queer, goblin creature, with a great
head and ridiculous features, just such as those described
in German histories and travels, as Kobolds. " What
do you want with me? " I said. He pointed at me
with a long forefinger, very thick at the root, and
sharpened to a point, and answered, “HE! he! he!
what do you want here? ™ Then, changing his tone,
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he continued, with mock humillityr—"" Honoured sir,
vouchsafe to withdraw from thy slaves the lustre of thy
august presence, for thy slaves cannot support its bright-
ness™ A second appeared, and struek in: * You are 8o
big. you keep the sun from us. We can't see for you,
and we're so cold.” Thereupon arose, on all sides, the
most terrific uproar of laughter, from voices like those
of children in volume, but serannel and harsh as these
of decrepit age, though, unfortumately, without its
weakness. The whole pandemonium of fairy devils,
of all varieties of fantastic uglimess, both in form and
feature, and of all sizes from one to four feet, seemed to
have suddenly assembled about me. At length, after
a great babble of talk among themselves, in a language
unknown to me, and after semmingly endless gesticula-
tion, consultation, elbow-mudging, and unmitigated peals
of laughter, they formed into a circle about one of their
nurmber, who scrambled upon a stone, and, much to my
surprise, and somewhat to my dismay, began to sing,
in a voice corresponding in its nature to his talking one,
from beginning to end, the song with which I had
brought the light into the eyes of the white lady. He
sang the same air too; and, all the time, maintained a
face of mock entreaty and worship; accompanying the
song with the travestied gestures of one playing on the
lute. The whole assembly kept silence, except at the
close of every verse, when they roared, and danced, and
shouted with laughter, and flung themselves on the
ground, in real or pretended econvulsions of delight.
When he had finished, the singer thtew himself from
the top of the stone, turning heels over head several
times in his descent; and when he did alight, it was on
the top of his head, en whiech he hopped about, making
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the most grotesque gesticulations with his legs in the
air. Imexpressible laughter followed, which broke up in
a shower of tiny stones from innumerable hands. They
could not materially injure me, although they cut me
on the head and face. I attempted to run away, but they
all rushed upon me, and, laying hold of every part that
afforded a grasp, held me tight. Crowding about me
like bees, they shouted an insect-swarm of exaspersiing
speeches up into my face, among which the most fre-
quently recurring were—" You shan’t have her; you
shan't have her; he! he! he! She's for a better man;
she's for a better man; how he’'ll kiss her! how he’ll
kiss her! ™

The galvanic torrent of this battery of malevolence
stung to life within me a spark of nobleness, and I said
aloud, “ Well, if he is a better man, let him hawve her.”

They instantly let go their hold of me, and fell back
a step or two, with a whole broadside of grunts and
huraphs, as of unexpected and disappointed approbea-
tion. I made a step or two forward, and a lane was
instantly opened for me through the midst of the
grinning little antics, who bowed most politely to me
on every side as I passed. After I had gone a few
yards, I looked back, and saw them all standing quite
still, looking after me, like a great school of boys; till
suddenly one turned round, and with a loud whoaop,
rushed into the midst of the others. In an instant, the
whole was one writhing and tumbling heap of contortion,
reminding me of the live pyramids of intertwined snakes
of which travellers make report. As soofi 85 ene was
worked out of the mass, he bounded off a few paces,
and then, with a semersault and a run, thiew himself
gyrating inte the air, and descended with all his weight
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on thv summit of the heaving and struggling chaos of
fantastic figures, I left them still busy at this fierce and
apparently aimlless amusement. And as I went, I seng—

Itf a nobler waits for thee,
I will weep asidie;

It is well that thou should’st be,
Of the nobler, bride.

For ff love builds up the home,
Where the heart is free,

Homeless yet the heart must roam,
That has not found thee,

One must suffer: 1, for her,
Yiield in her my part.

Take her, thou art wortinier—
Still! be still, my heart!

Gift ungottenll largess high
Of a frustrate will!

But to yield it lovingly
Is a something still.

Then a little song arose of itself in my soul; and I felt
for the moment, while it sank sadly within me, as if I
was once more walking up and down the white hall of
Phantasy in the Fairy Palace. But this lasted no longer
than the song, as will be seen.

Do not vex thy violet
Perfume to afford:

Else no odour thou wilt get
From its little hoard.

In thy lady’s gracious eyes
Look not thou too long;

Else from them the glory fflies,
And thou dost her wrong.

Come not thou too near the rnmaid.
Clasp her not too wild;

Else the splendour is allayed,
And thy heart beguiled.
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A crash of laughter, more discordant and deriding
than any I had yet heard, invaded my ears. Looking
on in the direction of the sound, 1 saw a little elderly
woman, much taller, however, than the goblins [ had
just left, seated upon a stone by the side of the path.
She rose, as I drew near, and came forward to meet me.
She was very plain and commonplace in appearance,
without being hideously ugly. Looking up in my face
with a stupid sneer, she said: " Isn‘t it a pity you
haven’t a pretty girl to walk all alone with you through
this sweet country? How different everything would
look! wouldn’t it ? Strange that one can never have what
one would like best! How the roses would bloom and all
that, even in this infernal hole! wouldn't they, Anodos?
Her eyes would light up the old cave, wouldn't they? “

“ That depends on who the pretty girl shoold be,*
replied 1.

“NNot so very much matter that,” she answersd;
“ ook Ihexe’”

[ had turned to go away as | gave my reply, but
now I stopped and looked at her. As a rough unsightly
bud might suddenly blossom into the most lovely fliowser;
or rather, as a sunbeam bursts through a shapeless cloud,
and tramsfigures the earth; so burst a face of resplemdent
beauty, as it were through the unsightly visage of the
woman, destroying it with light as it dawned through it.
A summer sky rose above me, gray with heat; across a
shining slumberous landscape, looked from afar the
peaks of snow-capped mountains; and down from a
great rock beside me fell a sheet of water mad with its
own delight.

¥ Stay with me,” she said, lifting up her exguisite
face, and looking full in mine,
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I drew back. Again the infernal laugh grated upon
my ears; again the rocks closed in around me, and the
ugly woman looked at me with wicked, mocking hazel
eyes.

* You shall have your rewand|” said she. * You shall
see your white lady again.'

* That lies not with yow,” 1 replied, and turned amd
left her.

She followed me with shriek upon shriek of laughter,
as I went on my way.

I may mention here, that although there was always
light enough to see my path and a few yards on every
side of me, K mewar comlthl flind] omit e seaneze aff tihiss saat]
segpulchral illumination.
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CHAPTER XVIII

“ I Sawsen dies Winddss, im Bravisen des Mesns,

Unttd tm: Seuffeen der eigemen Bavust."
HBmWE,

" Im tihe windss wproar, the sue's neging gomm.
Ardd the sights that ave borm tm Abim.™

" Ja, eswird avarein andeves Zcitatbrr homman, wo assLickt wind),
ymi! wo der MEewsh/ auss erhainear Traiiineer erwantly, unid die Tvaume
—windder finddef, well er nicthss verfor als dem Sciliddf-IEAEAN PAUL,
Hesperus.

“ Erom dweamss aff bliss shall men cavcke
Oz day, butt mot fo weep
Thhe doremmss remann ; they omiy break
The miirvor of the sdegp."”

How I got through this dreary part of my trawels, I do
not know. I do not think I was upheld by the hope
that any moment the light might break in upon me;
for I scarcely thought about that. I went on with a dull
endurance, varied by moments of uncontrollable sad-
ness; for more and more the conviction grew upon me
that I should never see the white lady again. It may
seem strange that one with whom I had held so little
communion should have so engrossed my thoughts; but
benefits conferred awaken love in some minds, as surely
as benefits received in others. Besides being delighted
and proud that my songs had called the beautiful creature
to life, the same fact caused me to feel a tendermess
unspeakable for her, accompanied with a kind of feelling
of property In her; for so the goblin Selfishness would
reward the angel Love. When to all this is added, an
overpowering sense of her beauty, and an unquestioning
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conviction that this was a true indlse to inward loveli-
ness, it may be understood how it came to pass that
my imagination filled my whole soul with the play of
its own multitudimous colours and harmenies around
the form which yet stood, a gracious marble radiance,
in the midst of its white hall of phantasy. The time
passed by unheeded; for my thoughts were busy.
Perhaps this was also in part the cause of my needing
no food, and never thinking how I should find any,
during this subterraneous part of my travels, How long
they endured I could not tell, for I had no means of
measuring time; and when I looked back, there was
such a discrepancy between the decisions of my imagimea-
tion and my judgment, as to the length of time that
had passed, that I was bewildered, and gave up all
attempts to arrive at any conclusion on the point.

A gray mist comtinually gathered behind me. When
I looked back towards the past, this mist was the
medium through which my eyes had to strain for a
vision of what had gone by; and the form of the white
lady had receded into an unknown region, At length
the country of rock began to close again around me,
gradually and slowly narrowing, till I found myself
walking in a gallery of rock once more, both sides of
which I could touch with my outstretched hands. It
narrowed yet, until I was forced to move carefully, in
order to avoid striking against the projecting pieces of
rock. The roof sank lower and lower, until I was com-
pelled, first to stoop, and then to creep on my hands
and knees. It recalled terrible dreams of childheod; but
[ was not much afraid, because I felt sure that this was
my path, and my only hope of leaving Fairy Land, of
which I was now almost weary.
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At length, on getting past an abrupt turn in the
passage, through which I had to force myself, I saw, a
few yards ahead of me, the long-forgotten daylight
shining through a small opening, to which the path, if
path it could now be called, led me. With great diffi-
culty I accomplished these last few yards, and came
forth to the day. I stood on the shore of a wintry sea,
with a wintry sun just a few feet above its horizom-edge.
It was bare, and waste, and gray. Humdireds of hopeless
waves rushed constantly shorewards, falling exthausted
upon a beach of great loose stomes, that seemed to
stretch miles and miles in both directions. There was
nothing for the eye but mingling shades of gray ] nothing
for the ear but the rush of the coming, the roar of the
breaking, and the moan of the retreating wave. No
rock lifted up a sheltering severity above the dreariness
around; even that from which I had mysell emerged
rose scarcely a foot above the opening by which I had
reached the dismal day, more dismal even than the tomb
I had left. A cold, deathlike wind swept across the
shore, seeming to issue from a pale meouth of cleud upen
the herizen. Sign of life was nowhere visible. 1 wandefed
over the stones, up and down the beach, a human M-
bodiment of the natuie around me. The wind inereasedl;
Its keen waves flowed through fmy soul; the feam rished
higher up the stones; a few dead stars Began te gleam
in the east; the sound of the waves grew leuder and yet
frore despairing. A dark eurtaln of eloud was lified up,
and a pale blue rent shene between its et and the edge
of the sea, eut fref whieh rushed an iey sterm of frezen
wind, that tefe the waters inte spray as it passed, 2Ad
flung the billews in raving heaps upen the desslate shere.
I eould bear it ne longer.
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“ 1 will not be tortured to deatin,” I cmiedi; *“ 1 wall
meet it half-way. The life within me is yet enough to
bear me up to the face of Death, and then I die un-
conquered."

Before it had grown so dark, I had observed, though
without any particular interest, that on one part of the
shore a low platform of rock seemed to run out far into
the midst of the breaking waters. Towards this I now
went, scrambling over smooth stones, to which scarce
even a particle of sea-weed clung; and having found it,
I got on it, and followed its direction, as near as I could
guess, out into the tumbling chaos. I could hardly keep
my feet against the wind and sea. The wawves repeatedly
all but swept me off my path; but I kept on my way,
till I reached the end of the low promontory, which, in
the fall of the waves, rose a good many feet above the
surface, and, in their rise, was covered with their waters,
I stood one moment and gazed into the heaving abyss
beneath me; then plunged headlong into the mounting
wave below. A blessing, like the kiss of a mother, seemed
to alight on my soul; a calm, deeper than that which
accompanies a hope deferred, bathed my spirit. I sank
far into the waters, and sought not to return, I fek
as if once more the great arms of the beech-tree were
around me, soothing me after the miseries I had passed
through, and telling me, like a little sick child, that I
should be better to-morrow. The waters of themselves
lifted me, as with loving arms, to the surface. I breathed
again, but did not unclose my eyes. I would fiet look
on the wintry sea, and the pitikss gray sky. Thus 1
floated, till something gently touched me. It was a little
boat floating beside me. How it came therfe I could not
tell; but it rose and sank on the waters, and kept toudh-
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ing me in its fall, as if with a human will to let me know
that help was by me. It was a little gay-colounecl boat,
seemingly covered with glistering scales like thase of a
fish, all of brilliant rainbow hues. I scrambled into it,
and lay down in the bottom, with a sense of exquisite
repose. Then I drew over me a rich, heavy, purple cloth
that was beside me; and, lying still, knew, by the sound
of the waters, that my little bark was flestfing rapidly
onwards. Finding, however, none of that stormy motion
which the sea had manifiested when I beheld it from the
shore, I opened my eyes; and, looking first up, saw
above me the deep violet sky of a warm southern nigint;
and then, lifting my head, saw that [ was sailing fast
upon a summer sea, in the last border of a sowthern
twilight. The aureole of the sun yet shot the extreme
faint tips of its longest rays above the horizon-waves,
and withdrew them not. It was a perpetual twilight.
The stars, great and earnest, like childrens eyes, bent
down lovingly towards the waters; and the reflected
stars within seemed to float up, as If longing te meet
thelr embraces. But when I leoked down, a new wender
met my view. For, vaguely revealed benegth the wave,
I floated above my whele Past. The fields of my ehild=
hood flitted by; the halls of my yeuthful labeurs; the
streets of great cities where I had dwelt; and the
assemblies of men and women wherein 1 had wearied
myself seeldng for rest. But se indistinet were the
visiens, that sometimes I thought [ was sailing en a
shallew sea, and that strange rocks and ferests of sea-
plants beguiled My eye, sufficiently to Be transfermed,
By the magic of the phantasy, inte well-knewn ebjeets
and regiens. Yet, at times, a Deloved ferm seemed to
lie clese bBeneath me in slesp; and the eyslids weuld
L
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tremble as if about to forsake the conscious eye; and
the arms would heave upwards, as if in dreams they
sought for a satisfying presence. But tihese motions
might come only from the heaving of the waters between
those forms and me. Soon I fell asleep, overcome with
fatigue and delight. In dreams of unspeakable joy—of
restored friendships; of revived embraces; of love whicli
said it had never died; of faces that had vanished long
ago, yet said with smiling lips that they knew nothing
of the grave; of pardons implored, and granted with
such bursting floods of love, that I was almjpst glad I
had simned—thus I passed through this wondrous twii-
light. I awoke with the feeling that I had been kissed
and loved to my heart’s contemt; and found that my
boat was flo@ting motiomkss by the grassy shore of a
little island.
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CHAPTER XiX

" In Silller Ruim, 1in medkediloser Edmfatt fidhr sokhnsapdbetoradion
das Bewiissttesyw et ganzem: Wbnssbhéitiz im  mimil —SCHLEIER-
MACHER, Monologen.

" In sl wesdt, tin chengeless simpllcitty, 1 heer, wnintkorupyeldd, the
consciaussesss of ke whole of Himanitety wiithor me,'"

LL

. suck a sweeiness, sucik a grace,

Iw all thy speech agpbear,
TVatt what! fo th° eye a beawtkuuss face.

TVatt thy tongue: is fo the «ar.”
CowLEY.

THE water was deep to the very edge; and I sprang
from the little boat upon a soft grassy turf. The island
seemed rich with a profusion of all grasses and low
flowers. All delicate lowly things were most plemtifiul;
but no trees rose skywards, not even a bush overtopped
the tall grasses, except in one place near the cottage I
am about to describe, where a few plants of the gum-
cistus, which drops every night all the blossoms that
the day brings forth, formed a kind of natural arbour.
The whole island lay open to the sky and sea. It rose
nowhere more than a few feet above the level of the
waters, which flowed deep all around its border. Here
there seemed to be neither tide nor storm. A sense of
persistent calm and fulress arose in the mind at the
sight of the slow, pulBe-like rise and fall of the deep,
clear, unrippled waters against the bank of the island,
fer shore it could hardly be called, being so much mere
like the edge of a full, solemn river. As [ walked over
the grass towards the cottage, which stood at a little
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distance from the bank, all the flowers of childhood
looked at me with perfect child-eyes out of the grass.
My heart, softened by the dreams through whieh it had
passed, overflowed in a sad. tender love towards them,
They looked to me like children impregnably fortified
in a helpless confidence. The sun stood half-way down
the western sky. shining very soft and golden; and there
grew a second world of shadows amidst the world of
grasses and wild flowers.

The cottage was square, with low walls, and a high
pyramidal roof thatched with long reeds, of which the
withered blossoms hung over all the eaves. It is notitze-
able that most of the buildings I saw in Fairy Land were
cottages. There was no path to a door, nor, indeed, was
there any track worn by footsteps in the island. The
cottage rose right out of the smooth turf. It had no
windows that I could see; but there was a door in the
centre of the side facing me, up to which I went. I
knocked, and the sweetest voice I had ever heard said,
“ Come in.” 1 emtered. A bright fire was burning on a
hearth in the centre of the earthen floor, and the smoke
found its way out at an opening in the centre of the
pyramidal roof. Over the fire hung a little pot, and over
the pot bent a womam-face, the most wonderful, I
thought, that I had ever beheld. For it was older than
any countenance I had ever looked upon. There was
not a spot in which a wrinkle could lie, where a wrinkle
lay not. And the skin was ancient and brown, like old
parchment. The woman's form was tall and spare: and
when she stood up to welcome me, I saw that she was
straight as an arrow. Could that voice of sweetness have
issued from those lips of age? Mild as they were, could
they be the portals whence flowed such melody? But
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the moment 1 saw her eyes, I no longer wondered at her
voice: they were absolutely young—tiose of a woman
of tive-and-twemty, large, and of a clear gray. Wrinkles
had beset them all about; the eyelids themselves were
old, and heavy, and womm; but the eyes were very
incarnations of soft light. She held out her hand to me,
and the voice of sweetness again greeted me, with the
single word, * Welcome.” She set an old wooden chair
for me, near the fire, and went on with her cooking. A
wondrous sense of refuge and repose came upon me. |
felt like a boy who has got home from school, miles
across the hills, through a heavy storm of wind and
snow. Almost, as I gazed on her, I sprang from my seat
to kiss those old lips. And when, having finished her
cooking, she brought some of the dish she had prepared,
and set it on a little table by me, covered with a snow-
white cloth, 1 could not help laying my head en her
bosom, and bursting into happy tears. She put her
arms round me, saying, " Poor child; peer child! ™

As I continued to weep, she gently disengaged herself,
and, taking a spoon, put some of the food {I did not
know what it was) to my lips, entreating me most
endearingly to swallow it. To please her, | made an
effort, and succeeded. She went on feeding me like a
baby, with one arm round me, till I looked up in her
face and smiled: then she gave me the spoon and told
me to eat, for it would do me good. 1 obeyed her, and
found myself wonderfully refreshed. Then she drew
near the fire an old-fashioned couch that was in the
cottage, and making me lie down upon it, sat at my
feet, and began to sing. Amazing store of old ballads
rippled from her lips, over the pebbles of ancient tunes;
and the voice that sang was sweet as the voice of a
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tuneful maiden that singeth ever from very fulness of
song. The songs were almost all sad, but with a sound
of comfort. One I can faintly recall. It was sumething
like this:

Sir Aglovaile through the churchyamrd rode;
Singg, Al alome: ¥ lie -

Little recked he where'er he yode,
Al alone;, up iw the sky.

Swerved his courser, and plunged with fear
Al alore ¥ ke ;

His cry might have wakened the dead men near,
Al alone, th 1 the sky.

The very dead that lay at his feet,
Lapt in the mouldy winding-sheet.

But he curbed him and spurred him, until he stood
Still in his place, like a horse of wood,

With nostrils uplift, and eyes wide and wan;
But the sweat in streams from his fetlocks ran.

A ghost grew out of the shadowy air,
Amnd sat in the midst of her moony hair.

In her gleamy hair she sat and wept;
In the dreamful moon they lay and slept;

The shadows above, and the bodies below,
Lay and slept in the moonbeams slow.

Amnd she sang, like the moan of an autummn wind
Over the stubble left behind:

Albss, how easidy thiwgs go wromg ¥

A sighk too muath, or & kiss loo long,

Amid there flallbvss a mistt andi a weepiing rran,
Andd ' e is never the same ageain,

Abss, how handl)y thiwgs gn righiie-!!

‘Tigs handl fo wattch om a summerr night,

Fav the sigh willl come, andi the kiss willl Swy,
A nd the sumrpeey R is a wihityr divy,
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* Oh, lovely ghost, my heart is woe,
To see thee weeping and wailing so.

Oh, lovely ghost,"” said the fearless knight,
*“ Can the sword of a warrior set it righit ?

Or prayer of bedesman, praying mild,
As a cup of water a feverish child,

Soothe thee at last, in dreamless mood
To sleep the sleep a dead lady should?

Thine eyes they fill me with longing sore,
As if I had known thee for evermore.

Oh, lovely ghost, I could leave the day
To sit with thee in the moon away

If thou wouldst trust me, and lay thy head
To rest on a bosom that is not dead."

The lady sprang up with a strange ghost-cry,
And she flung her white ghost-arms on high:

And she laughed a laugh that was not gay,
And it lengthened out till it died away;

And the dead beneath turned and moaned,
And the yew-trees above they shuddered and groaned.

“ Will he love me twice with a love that is vain?
Will he kill the poor ghost yet again?

I thought thou wert good; but I said, and wept:
*Can I have dreamed who have not slept?*

And I knew, alas! or ever I would,
Whetirer I dreamed, or thou wert good.

When my baby died, my brain grew wild.
I awoke, and found I was with my child/*

“ If thou art the ghost of my Adelaide,
How is it? Theu wert but a village maid,
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And tliou seemest an angel lady white,
Though thin, and wan, and past deligit."

The lady smiled a fhidkerimg; smite,
Amnd she pressed her temples hard the while,

*“ Thou seesst that Heath tor a woman c¢an
Do more than knighthood for a man."

* But show me the child thou callest mine,
Is she out to-night in the ghost’s sunshine? ™

* 1In St, Peter's Church she is playing on,
At hide-and-seek, with Apaostle John.

When the moonbeams right through the window go,
Where the twelve are standing in glorious show,

She says the rest of them do not stir,
But one comes dowmn to play with her.

Then I can go where 1 list, and weep,
For good St. John my child will keep.”

“ Thy beauty filleth the very air,
Never saw 1 a woman so fair.”

" Come, if thou darest, and sit by my sidie;
But do not touch me, or woe will betide,

Alas, 1 am weak: T might well know
Tiis gladmess betokems some further woe.

Yet come. It will come. 1 will bear it. 1 can.
For thou lovest me yet—tihough but as a man."

The knight dismounted in earnest speed;
Away through the tombstomes thumndered the steed,

And fell by the outer wall, aad died.
But the knight he kneeled by the lady's side;

Kmeeled beside her in wondrous bliss,
Rapt in an everlasting kiss:
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Though never his lips come the lady nigh,
And his eyes alone on her beauty lie.

All the night long, till the cock crew loud,
He kneeled by the ladv, lapt in her shroud.

And what they said, I may not say
Dead night was sweeter than living day.

How she made him so blissful glad
Who made her and found her so ghostly sad,

I may not tell; but it needs no touch
To make them blessed who love so much.

" Come ever}' night, my ghost, to me;
And one night I will come to thee.

'Tis good to have a ghostly wife:
She will not tremble at clang of strife;

She will only hearken, amid the din,
Behind the deer, if he cometh in."

And this is how Sir Aglovaile
Often walked in the moonlight pale.

Amd oft when the crescent but thinned the gloom,
Full orbed moonlight filled his room;

Amnd through beneath his chamber door,
Fell a ghostly gleam on the outer floor;

Amd they that passed, in fear averred
That murmured words they often heard.

'Twas then that the easterm crescent shone
Through the chamcel window, and good St. John

Played with the ghost-child all the night,
And the mother was free till the morning light,

And sped through the dawming night, to stay
With Aglovaile till the break of day.
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And their love was a rapture, lone and high.
And dumb as the moon in the topmost sky.

One night Sir Aglovaille, weary, slept,
And dreamed a dreatn wherein he wept.

A warrior he was, not often wept he,
But this night he wept full bitterly.

He woke—lsside him the ghost-girl shone
Out of the dark: 'twas the eve of St. John,

He had dreamed a dream of a still, dark wood,
Where the maiden of old beside him stood;

But a mist came down, and caught her away,
And he sought her in vain through the pathless day

Till he wept with the grief that can do no more,
And thought he had dreamt the dream before.

From bursting heart the weeping fllowed omn;
And lo! beside him the ghost-girl shone;

Shone like the light on a harbour’s breast,
Over the sea of his dream’s unrest;

Shone like the wondrous, nameless boon,
That the heart seeks ever, night or noon:

Wamnings forgotten, when needed most,
He clasped to his bosom the radiant ghost.

She wailed aloud, and faded, and sank.
With upturn’d white face, cold and blank,

In his arms lay the corpse of the maiden pale,
And she came no more to Sir Aglovaile.

Only a voice, when winds were wild,
Sobbed and wailed like a chidden child.

Alas, how easily thingss go wrong [

A sigth foo muath;, or a kiss too llong,

A nd theve faltoss a misti antl a weepingg raain,
Axd ldfe is never the samm aggam.
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This was one of the simplest of her songs, which,
perhaps, is the cause of my being able to remember it
better than most of the others.

While she sung, I was in Elysium, with the sense of
a rich soul upholding, embracing, and overhanging mine,
full of all plenty and bounty. I felt as if she could give
me everything I wanted; as if I should never wish to
leave her, but would be content to be sung to and fed
by her, day after day, as years rolled by. At last I fell
asleep while she sang.

When I awoke, I knew not whether it was night or
day. The fire had sunk to a few red embers, which just
gave light enough to show me the woman standing a
few feet from me, with her back towards me, facing the
door by which I had entered. She was weeping, but very
gently and plentifully. The tears seemed to come freely
from her heart. Thus she stood for a few minuttes; then,
slowly turning at right angles to her former position,
she faced another of the four sides of the cottage. I
now observed, for the first time, that here was a door
likewise; and that, indeed, there was one in the centre
of ever}’ side of the cottage. When she looked towards
the second door, her tears ceased to flow, but sighs took
their place. She often closed her eyes as she stood; and
every time she closed her eyes, a gentle sigh seemed to
be born in her heart, and to escape at her lips. But
whef her eyes were open, her sighs were deep and wveryy
sad, and shook her whole frame. Then she furned
towards the third ceor, and a cry as of fear or suppressed
paiin broke frem her; but she seemed to hearten hem-
self agalnst the dismay, and to front it steadily; for,
although I often heard a slight cry, and sometimes a
faean, yet she never moved or bent her head, and I felt
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sure that her eyes never closed. Then she turned to the
fourth door, and | saw her shudder, and then stand still
as a statue; till at last she turmed towards me and
approached the tire. | saw that her face was white as
death. But she gave one look upwards, and smiled the
sweetest, most child-innocent smile; then heaped fresh
wood on the fire, and, sitting down by the blaze, drew
her wheel near her, and began to spin. Wihile she spun,
she murmmred a low strange song, to which the hum of
the wheel made a kind of infinite symphony. At length
she paused in her spinning and singing, and glanced
towards me, like a mother who looks whether or not
her child gives signs of waking. She smiled when she
saw that my eyes were open. [ asked her whether it
was day yet. She answered, " It is always day here, so
long as I keep my fire burming.”

I felt wonderfully refreshed; and a great desire to
see more of the island awoke within me. [ rose, and
saying that I wished to look about me, went towards
the door by which I had entered.

“ Stay a2 moment,” said my hostess, with some
trepidation in her voice. “ Listen to me. You will
not see what you expect when you go out of that door.
Only remember this: whenever you wish to come back
to me, enter wherever you see this mark.”

She held up her left hand between me and the fire.
Upon the palm, which appeared almest tramsparent, I
saw, in dark red, a mark like this \ » which I took
care to fix in my mind.

She then kissed me, and bade me good-bye with a
sollemnity that awed me; and bewildered me too, sesing
I was only going out for a little ramble in an islkend,
which I did not believe larger than could easily be
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compassed in a few hours’ walk at most. As I went
she resumed her spinning.

I opened the door, and stepped out. The moment
my foot touched the smooth sward, I seemed to issue
from the door of an old barn on my father’s estate,
where, in the hot afternoons, I used to go and lie amongst
the straw, and read. It seemed to me now that I had
been asleep there. At a little distamce in the field, I saw
two of my brothers at play. The moment they caught
sight of me, they called out to me to come and jom
them, which I did; and we played together as we had
done years ago, till the red sun went down in the west,
and the gray fog began to rise from the river. Then
we went home together with a strange happiness. As
we went, we heard the continually renewed alarum of a
landeail in the long grass. One of my brothess and 1
separated to a little distance, and each commenced
running towards the part whence the sound appeared
to come, in the hope of approaching the spet where the
bird was, and so getting at least a sight ef it, if we
should riot be able to capture the little creature. My
father's voice recalled us from trampling dewn the fieh
long grass, soon to be cut down and laid aside for the
winter. 1 had quite forgotten all about Fairy Land,
and the wenderful old woman, and the eurieus red
mark.

My favourite brother and I shared the same bed.
Some childish dispute arose between us; and our last
words, ere we fell asleep, were not of kindhess, noi-
withstanding the pleasures of the day. When I woke
in the morning, I missed him. He had risen early, and
had gone to bathe in the river. In another hour, he was
brought home drowned. Alas! alas! if we had only
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gone to sleep as usual, the one with his arm about the
other! Amidst the horror of the moment, a strange
conviction flashed across my mind, that I had gone
through the very same once before.

I rushed out of the house, I knew not why, sulbbing
and crying bitterly. I ran through the fields in aimiless
distress, till, passing the old barn, I caught sight of
a red mark on the door. The merest trifles sumetimes
rivet the attention m the deepest misery; the intellect
has so little to do with grief. I went up to look at this
mark, which I did not remember ever to hawve seen
before. As I looked at it, I thought I would go in and
lie down amongst the straw, for I was very weary with
running about and weeping. I opened the door; and
there in the cottage sat the old woman as I had left
her, at her spinning-wheel.

" 1 did not expect you quite so swam,” she said, as 1
shut the door behind me. I went up to the couch, and
threw myself on it with that fatigue wherewith one
awakes from a feverish dream of hopeless grief.

The old woman samng:

The great sun, benighted,
May faint from the sky;

But love, once uplighted,
Will never more die.

Form, with its brightness,
From eyes will depart:

It walketth, in whiteness,
The halls of the heart.

Ere she had ceased singing, my courage had returned.
| started from the couch, and, without taking leave of
the old woman, opened the door of Sighs, and sprang
into what should appear.
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I stood in a lordly hall, where, by a blazing fire on
the hearth, sat a lady, waiting, I knew, for some one
long desired. A mimror was near me, but [ saw that
my form had no place within its depths, so I feared not
that I should be seen. The lady wonderfully resembled
my maxble lady, but was altogether of the daughtiers of
men, and I could not tell whether or not it was she. It
was not for me she waited. The tramp of a great horse
rang through the court without. It ceased, and the
clang of armour told that his rider alighted, and the
sound of his minging heels approached the hall. The
door opened; but the lady waited, for she would meet
her lord alone. He strode in: she flew like a home-
bound dove into his arms, and nestled on the hard steel.
It was the knight of the soiled armour. But now the
armour shone like polished glass; and strange te tell,
though the mirror reflected not my fonm, I saw a dim
shadow of myself in the shining steel.

“ O my beloved, thou art come, and 1 am blessel"

Her soft fingers speedily overcame the hard clasp of
his helmet; one by one she undid the bucklles of his
armour; and she toiled under the weight of the mail,
as she would carry it aside. Then she unclasped his
greaves, and unbuckled his spurs; and once more she
sprang into his arms, and laid her head where she could
now feel the beating of his heart. Then she disengaged
herself from his embrace, and, moving back a step or
two, gazed at him. He stood there a mighty form,
crowned with a noble head, where all sadmess had dis-
appeared, or had been absorbed m solemn putpese. Yet
I suppose that he looked more thoughtful than the lady
had expected to see him, for she did not renew her
caresses, although his face glowed with love, and the




176 Phantastes

few words he spoke were as mighty deeds for strengfin;
but she led him towards the hearth, and seated him in
an anciemt rhair, and set wine before him, and sat at
his feet.

1 am sadl” he said, * when 1 think of the youth
whom 1 met twice in the forests of Fairy Land; and
who, you say, twice, with his songs, roused you from
the deatth-sh'ep of an evil enchantment. There was somms-
thing noble in him, but it was a nobieness of thought,
and not of deed. He may yet perish of vile fear."

* Ah! " retturned the lady, ' you saved him once, amd
for that I thank you; for may I not say that I some-
what loved him? But tell me how you fared, when you
struck your battl-axe into the ash-tree, and he came
and found you; for so much of the story you had told
me, when the beggar-child came and took you away."

" As soom as | saw him,” rejoined the knight, *' I
knew that earthly arms availed not against such as he;
and that my soul must meet him in its naked strength.
So I unclasped my helm, and flung it on the groumd;
and. holding my good axe yet in my hand, gazed at him
v.ith steady eyes. On he came, a horror indeed, but I
did not {flindh. Enduwramee must conquer, where force
could not reach. He came nearer and nearer, till the
ghastly face was close to mine. A shudder as of death
ran through me; but I think I did not mowe, for he
seemed to quail, and retreated. As soon as he gave
back, I struck one more sturdy blow on the stem of his
tree, that the forest rang; and then looked at him again.
Hi- writhed and grinned with rage and apparent pain,
and again approached me, but retreated sooner than
before. [ heeded him no more, but hewed with a will
at the tree, till the trunk creaked, and the head bowed,
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and with a crash it fell to the earth. Then I looked up
from my labour, and lo! the spectre had vanished, and
I saw him no more; nor ever in my wanderings have 1
heard of him agmim.”

“Wll struck! well withstood! my hero,” said the
lady.

“Eut,” said the knight, somewhat troubled, “dlwst
thou love the youth still? ™

“ Ah! " she replied, “ how can I help it? He woke
me from worse than death; he loved me. I had never
been for thee, if he had not sought me first. But I love
him not as I love thee. He was but the moon of my
night; thou art the sun of my day, O belowed.."

“ Thou art riglttt,” retturned the noble man. * It were
hard, indeed, not to have some love in return for such
a gift as he hath given thee. I, too, owe him more than
words can spedk.”

Humihled before them, with an aching and desoclate
heart, I yet could not restrain my words:

“ Let me, then, be the moon of thy night still, O
woman! And when thy day is beclouded, as the fairest
days will be, let some song of mine comfort thee, as an
old, withered, half-forgotten thing, that belongs to an
ancient mournful hour of uncompleted birth, which yet
was beautiful in its time.”

They sat silent, and I almost thought they were
listening. Tihe colour of the lady's eyes grew deeper
and deeper; the slow tears grew, and filled them, and
overflowed. They rose, and passed, hand in hand, close
to where I stood; and each looked towards me in pags-
ing. Then they disappeared through a door which closed
behind them; but, ere it closed, I saw that the room
into which it opened was a rich chamber, hung with

M
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gorgeous arras. [ stood with an ocean of sighs frozen
in mv bosom. I could remain no longer. She was near
mr, and | could not see her; near me in the arms of
one loved better than I, and I would not see her, and
I would not be by her. But how to escape from the
nearness of the best beloved? 1 had not this time
forgotten the mark; for the fact that I could not enter
the sphere of these living beings kept me aware that, for
me. | moved in a vision, while they mowved in life. 1
looked all about for the mark, but could see it nowhere J
for I avoided looking just where it was. There the dull
red cipher glowed, on the very door of their secret
chamber. Stnick with agony, 1 dashed it open, and fell
at the feet of the ancient woman, who still spun on, the
whole dissolved ocean of my sighs bursting from me in
a storm of tearless sobs. Whether 1 fainted or slept, 1
do not know; but, as I returned to consciousrrss, before
I seemed to have power to move, I heard the woman
singing, and could distinguish the words:

O light of dead and of dying days!
O Love! in thy glory go,

In a rosy mist and a moony maze,
O’er the pathless peaks of snow.

But what is left for the cold gray soul,
That moans like a wounded dove?
One wine is left in the broken bowdl!—

"Tis—To love, amil love, andl love.

Now 1 could weep. When she saw me weeping, she
sang:
Better to sit at the watets’ birth,
Than a sea of waves to win;

To live m the love that fllowetth forth,
Than the iove that cometh in.
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Be thy heart a well of love, my child,
Flowing, and free, and sure;

For a cistern of love, though undefiled,
Keeps not the spirit pure.

I rose from the earth, loving the white lady as I had
never loved her before.

Then I walked up to the door of Dismay, and opened
it, and went out. And lo! I came forth upon a crowded
street, where men and women went to and fro in muiti-
tudes. I knew it welll; and, turning to one hand, walked
sadly along the pavement. Suddenly I saw approaching
me, a little way off, a form well known to me {well
known !—alkss, how weak the word!) in the years when
I thought my boyhood was left behind, and shaortly
before I entered the realm of Fairy Land. Wrong and
Sorrow had gone together, hand-in-hand as it is well
they do. Unchangeably dear was that face. It lay in
my heart as a child lies in its own white bed; but I
could not meet her.

“ Anything but that,” 1 said, and, turning aside,
sprang up the steps to a door, on which I fancied I saw
the mystic sign. I entered—not the mysterious cottage,
but her home. I rushed wildly on, and stood by the
door of her room.

“ She is ouftt,” 1 said, * I will see the old room once
more."

I opened the door gently, and stood in a great solkmn
church. A deep-toned bell, whose sounds throbbed and
echoed and swam through the empty building, struck
the hour of midnight. The moon shone through the
windows of the clerestory, and enough of the ghostly
radiance was diffused through the church to let me see,
walking with a stately, yet somewhat trailing and
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stumbling step, down the oppesite aisle, for I steed in
one of the transepts, a figure dressed in a white robe,
whether for the night, or for that longer night which
lies too deep for the day, 1 could not tell. Was it she?
and was this her chamber? [ crossed the church, and
followed. The figure stopped, seemed to ascend as it
were a high bed, and lay down. I reached the place
where it lay, glimmering white. The bed was a tomb.
The light was too ghostly to see clearly, but 1 passed
my hand over the face and the hands and the feet,
which were all bare. They were cold—they were marble,
but I knew them. It grew dark. I turned to retrace my
steps, but found, ere long, that I had wandered into
what seemed a little chapel. I groped about, seeking
the door. Ewerything I touched belonged to the dead.
My hands fell on the cold effigy of a knight who lay
with his legs crossed and his sword broken beside him.
He lay in his noble rest, and I lived on in ignoble strife.
[ fedt for the left hand and a certain finger; 1 found
there the ring I knew: he was one of my own ancestors.
I was in the chapel over the burial-vault of my race.
I called aloud: *“ If any of the dead are moving here,
let them take pity upon me, for I, alas! am still alive;
and let some dead woman comfort me, for [ am a
stranger in the land of the dead, and see no ligiht.”
A warm kiss alighted on my lips through the dark.
And I said, " The dead kiss well; 1 will net be afiraiid.”
And a great hand was reached out of the dark, and
grasped mine for a moment, mightily and tenderly. 1
said to myself: “ The veil between, though very dark,
is very thm.”

Groping my way further, I stumbled over the heavy
stone that covered the entrance of the vault: and, in
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stumbling, descried upon the stone the mark, glowing
in red fire. I caught the great ring. All my effort could
not have moved the huge slkab; but it opened the door
of the cottage, and I threw myself once more, pale and
speechless, on the couch beside the ancient dame. She
sang once more:

Thou dreamest: on a rock thou art.
High o'er the brokem wave;

Thou fallest with a fearful start,
But not into thy grave;

For, waking in the morning’s light,

Thou smilest at the vamished night.

So wilt thou sink, all pale and dumb,
Into the fainting gloom;
But ere the coining terrors come,
Thou wak'st—whrere is the tomb?
Thou wak'st—itthe dead ones smile above,
With hovering arms of sleepless love.

She paused; then sang agaim:

We weep for gladmess, weep for grief;
The tears they are the same;

We sigh for longing, and rebef;
The sighs have but one name.

And mingled in the dying strife.
Are moans that are not sad;

The pangs of death are throbs of life,
Its sighs are sometimes glad.

The face is very strange and white:
It is Earth’s only spot

That feebly flickers back the light
The living seeth not.

I fell asleep, and slept a dreamless sleep, for I know
not how long. When I awoke, I found that my hostess
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had moved from where she had been sitting, and now
sat between me and the fourth door. | guessed that her
design was to prevent my entering there. | sprang from
the couch, and darted past her to the door. I opened
it at once and went out. All I remember is a ery of
distress from the woman: “ Don’t go there, my childi
Don't go there! ¥ But I was gone.

I knew nothing more; or, if I did, I had forget it all
when I awoke to consciousmess, lying on the floor of
the cottage, with my head in the lap of the woman,
who was weeping over me, and stroking my hair with
both hands, talking to me as a mother might talk to a
sick and sleeping, or a dead child. As soon as I looked
up and saw her, she smiled through her tears; smiled
with withered face and young eyes, till her countenance
was irradiated with the light of the smile. Then she
bathed my head and face and hands in an icy cold,
colourfess liquid, which smelt a little of damp earth.
Inemediately I was able to sit up. She rose and put
some food before me. When I had eaten, she said:

“ Listen to me, my dhild. You must leave me
directly! ™

“Leave you! ¥ I said. “ I am so happy with you.
I never was so happy in my lifie™

“ But you must go,” she rejoined sadly. * Listem!
What do you hear? ™

“ 1 hear the smund as of a grest throbbing of waten:’"

“ Ah! you do hear it? Well, I had to go through
that door—the door of the Timeless " (and she shuddered
as she pointed to the fourth door)—" to find you; for
if I had not gone, you would never have entered agsaim;
and because I went, the waters around my cottage will
rise and rise, and flow and come, till they build a great



A Faerie Romance i 7
firmament of waters over my dwelling. But as long as
I keep my fire burning, they cannot enter. I have fuel
enough for years; and after one year they will sink
away again, and be just as they were before you came.
I have not been buried for a hundred years now.” And
she smiled and wept.

“ Alas! alas!™ 1 cried. * I have brought this evil on
the best and kindest of friends, who has filled my heart
with great giffts ™

“ Do not think of that,” she rejoined. ““ I can bear
it very well. You will come back to me some day, I
know. But I beg you, for my sake, my dear child, to
do one thing. In whatever sorrow you may be, however
inconsolable and irremediable it may appear, believe me
that the old woman in the cottage, with the young eyes "
fand she smiled), “ knows semething, though she must
not always tell it, that would quite satisfy you about it,
even in the worst moments of your distress. Now you
must ge.”

“But how can 1 go, if the waters are all about,
and if the doors all lead into other regions and other
worlds ? *

“ This is not an iskand],” she replied; “ but is joined
to the land by a narrow neck; and for the door, I will
lead you myself through the right one.™

She took my hand, and led me through the third
door; whereupon I found myself standing in the deep
grassy turf on which I had landed from the little boat,
but upon the opposite side of the cottage. She pointed
out the direction I must take, to find the isthmus and
escape the rising waters.

Then putting her arms around me, she held me to
her bosomm; and as I kissed her, I felt as if I were
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leaving my mother for the first time, and could not
help weeping bitterly. At length she gently pushed me
away, and with the words, “ Go, my son, and do some-
thing worth doing,"” turned back, and, entering the
cottage, closed the door behind her.

I felt very desolate as 1 wemt.
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CHAPTER XX

ThWour hadkt? no famee ; thai! whicth thoa: dubt lide good
Wazs but thy apyetitée that swayedi thy blond
Far that tinee fo the best ; ffr as a blast
TVatt thvoughVs a house comes, usuatlyy doth cast
Thirgss out of oyder, yet by change: mayw come
Andd blow some owe thingg fo his prepesr moom,
So didl thy aggetitéc, and! not thy seal,
Swayy thee by channe fo do some one tiingg wngll.”
FiercHeR'S Faithful Shepherdess.

* Trhe muhle hart tihet frarbounss tverttstons ¢ithagdiit
Andd is witth chilliér of glovinuss great ‘indent,
Cam never rest, undf! it fortv: have brougiy
TW' eternall brood of gloviee excellent."
SrENSER, The Faetie Queene,

I HAD not gone very far before I felt that the turf
beneath my feet was soaked with the rising waters,
But I reached the isthmus in safety. It was rocky, and
so much higher than the level of the peninsula, that I
had plenty of time to cross. I saw on each side of me
the water rising rapidly, altogether without wind, or
violent motion, or broken waves, but as if a slow strong
fire were glowing beneath it. Ascending a steep accliivity,
I found myself at last in an open, rocky country, After
travelling for some hours, as nearly in a straight line
as I could, I arrived at a lonely tower, built en the tep
of a little hill, whieh overlooked the whele neighbouring
country. As I appeoached, I heard the elang of an anvil;
and so rapld were the blows, that I despaired ef making
fyself heard till a pawse i the woerk should ensue. It
was some minutes before a cessation took place; but
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when it did, I knocked loudly, and had not long to wait;
for, a moment after, the door was partly opened by a
noble-llaaking youth, half-undizessed, glowing with heat,
and begrimed with the blackmess of the forge. In one
hand he held a sword, so lately from the furnace that
it yet shone with a dull fire. As soon as he saw me, he
threw the door wide open, and standing aside, invited
me very cordially to enter. I did so; when he shut and
bolted the door most carefully, and then led the way
inwards. He brought me into a rude hall, which seemed
to occupy almost the whole of the ground floor of the
little tower, and which I saw was now being used as a
workshop. A huge fire roared on the hearth, beside
which was an anvil. By the anvil stood, in similar um-
dress, and in a waiting attitude, hammer in hand, a
second youth, tall as the former, but far more slightly
built. Reversing the usual course of perception in such
meetings, I thought them, at first sight, very unlike;
and at the second glance, knew that they were brothers.
The former, and apparently the elder, was muscular
and dark, with curling hair, and large hazel eyes, which
sometimes grew wondrously soft. The second was
slender and fair, yet wiith a countenance like an eagle,
and an eye which, though pale blue, shone with an
almost fierce expression. He stood erect, as if looking
from a lofty mountain crag, over a vast plain out-
stretched below. As soon as we entered the hall, the
elder turned to me, and I saw that a glow of satisfaction
shone on both their faces. To my surprise and great
pleasure, he addtessed me this:

* Brother, will you sit by the fire and restt, till we
finish this part of our work? *

I signified my assanit; and, resolved to await any
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disclosure they might be inclined to make, seated myself
in silence near the hearth.

The elder brother then laid the sword in the fire,
covered it well over, and when it had attained a suffii-
cient degree of heat, drew it out and laid it on the anvil,
moving it carefully about, while the younger, with a
succession of quick smart blows, appeared either to be
welding it, or hammering one part of it to a consemting
shape with the rest. Having finished, they laid it care-
fully in the fiire; and, when it was ver{ hot indeed,
plunged it into a vessel full of some liquid, whence a
blue flame sprang upwaxds, as the glowing steel entered.
There they left it; and drawing two stools to the fire,
sat down, one on each side of me.

“ We are very glad to see you, brother. We have
been expecting you for some days," said the dark-haired
youth.

“ 1 am proud to be called your brother,” I mgjoimet;

and you will not think I refuse the name, if I desire
to know why you honour me with it? ™

“ Ah! then he does not know about it," sasid the
younger. “ We thought you had known of the bond
betwixt us, and the work we hawve to do together. You
must tell him, brother, from the finsdt”

So the elder begrm:

“ Our father is king of this coumntry. Before we were
born, three giant brothers had appeared in the land.
No one knew exactly when, and no one had the least
idea whence they came. They took possession of a
ruined castle that had stood unchanged and unoccupied
within the memory of any of the country people. The
vaults of this castle had remained uninjured by time,
and these, I presume, they made use of at fiisit. They
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wore rarely seen, and never offered the least injury to
any one; so that they were regarded in the neighbour-
hood as at least perfectly harmiless, if not rather beneve-
lent beings. But it began to be observed, that the old
castle had assumed somehow or other, no one knew
when or how, a semewhat different look from what it
used to have. Not only were several breaches in the
lower part of the walis built up, but actually some of
the battlements which yet stood, had been repaired,
apparently to prevent them from falling into worse
decay, while the more important parts were being
restored. Of course, every one supposed the giants
must have a hand in the work, but no one ever saw
them engaged in it. The peasants became yet more
uneasy, after one, who had concealed himself, and
watched all night, in the neighbourhood of the castle,
reported that he had seen, in full moonlight, the three
huge giants working with might and main, all night
long, restoring to their former position some massive
stones, formerly steps of a grand turnpike stair, a great
portion of which had long since fallen, along with part
of the wall of the round tower in which it had been
built. This wall they were completing, foot by foot,
along with the stair. But the people said they had no
just pretext for interfering: although the real reason
for letting the giants alone was, that everybody was far
too much afraid of them to interrupt them.

“ At length, with the help of a neighbouring gquarry,
the whole of the external wall of the castle was finished.
And now the country folks were in greater fear than
before. But for several years the giants remained very
peaceful. The reason of this was afterwards supposed
to be the fact, that they were distantly related to several
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good people in the country; for, as long as these lived,
they remained quiet; but as soon as they were all dead
the real nature of the giants broke out. Having com-
pleted the outside of their castle, they proceeded, by
spoiling the country houses around them, to make a
quiet luxurious provision for their comfort within.
Affairs reached such a pass, that the news of their
robberies came to my father's ears; but he, alas! was
so crippled in his resources, by a war he was carrying
on with a neighbouring prince, that he could only spare
a very few men, to attempt the capture of their strong-
hold. Upon these the giants issued in the night, and
slew every man of them. And now, grown belder by
success and impunity, they no longer confined their
depredations to property, but began to seize the persons
of their distinguished neighbouis, knights and ladies,
and heold them in duramce, the misery of which was
heightened by all manmer of indignity, until they were
redeemed by their friends, at an exorbitant ransem.
Many knights have adventured thelr overthrew, but te
thelr own Instead; for they have all been slaif, ef
captured, or forced to make a hasty retreat. To c6réwn
thelr enormities, if any man new attempts thelr desteue=
tion, they, immediately upen his defeat, put ene er
more of thelr captives to a shameful death, en a turret
In sight of all passers-tby; s that they Rave been mueh
less molested of late; and we, altheugh we have buried,
for years, te attaek these demens and desirey them,
dared net, fer the sake of their eaptives, risk the ad-
venture, befere we sheuld have reaehed at least ouf
earliest Manheed. New, hewever, we are preparing fer
the attempt; and the greunds ef this preparatien are
these. Having enly the resshwtien,; and net the experienee



190 Phantastes

necessary for the undertaking, we went and consulted
a lonely woman of wisdem, who lives not very far from
here, in the direction of the quarter from which you
have come. She received us most kindly, and gave us
what seems to us the best of advice. She first inquired
what experience we had had in arms. We told her we
had been well exercised from our boyhood, and for some
years had kept ourselves in constant practice, with a
view to this necessity.

“1But you have not actually fought for life and
death? * said she.

“ We were forced to confess we had not.

* *So much the better in some respetits,’ she replied.
* Now listen to me. Go first and work with an armourer,
for as long time as you find needful to obtain a know-
ledge of his craft; which will not be long, seeing your
hearts will be all in the work. Then go to some lonely
tower, you two alone. Receive no visits from man or
woman. There forge for yourselves every piece of
armour that you wish to wear, or to use, in your coming
encounter. And keep up your exercises. As, however,
two of you can be no match for the thiee giants, I will
find you, if I can, a third brother, who will take on
himself the third share of the fight, and the preparation.
Indeed, I have already seen one who will, I think, be the
very man for your fellowship, but it will be some time
before he comes to me. He is wandering now without
an aim. I will show him te yeu in a glass, and, when he
comes, you will knew him at ence. If he will share your
endeavours, you must teaeh him all you knew, and he
will repay you well, in present song, and in future deeds.’

 She opened the door of a curious old cabinet that
stood in the room. On the inside of this door was an
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oval convex mirror. Looking in it for some time, we at
length saw reflected the place where we stood, and the
old dame seated in her chair. Our forms were not
reflected. But at the feet of the dame lay a young man,
yourself, weeping.

“ “ Sarely this youth will not serve our emds/ szid 1,
* for he wesps.”

“ The old woman smiled. “ Past tears are presemt
strength,’ said she.

“ “Oh! * sad my brother, * I saw you weep once over
an eagle you shot.'

¥ “That was because it was so like you, brother,’ I
replied; ‘ but indeed, this youth may have better cause
for tears than that—I was wrong.’

“ “Wait a while,’ said the womam; °if I mistake not,
he will make you weep till your tears are dry for ever.
Tears are the only cure for weeping. And you may have
need of the cure, before you go forth to fight the giants.
You must wait for him, in your tower, till he comes.’

“ Now if you will join us, we will soon teach you to
make your armour; and we will fight together, and
work together, and love each other as never three loved
before. And you will sing to us, will you not? ™

“That 1 will, when I cam,” 1 answerad; “ but it is
only at times that the power of song comes upon me.
For that I must wait; but I have a feeling that if I
work well, song will not be far off to enliven the labour.”

This was all the compact made: the brothers required
nothing more, and I did not think of giving anything
more. I rose, and threw off my upper garments.

“1 know the uses of the swond]” I smid. *“ 1 am
ashamed of my white hands beside yours so nobly soiled
and hard; but that shame will soon be wiped away.™
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" No, no; we will not work to-day. Rest is as needifal
as toil. Bring the wine, brother; it is your turn to
serve to-tay."

The younger brother soon covered a table with rough
viands, but good wine; and we ate and drank heartily,
beside our work. Before the meal was over, I had learned
all their story. Each had something in his heart which
made the conviction, that he would victoriously perish
in the coming conflict, a real sorrow to him. Otherwise
they thought they would have lived enough. The causes
of their trouble were respectiively these:

While they wrought with an armourer, in a city famed
for workmanship in steel and silver, the elder had fallen
in love with a lady as far beneath him in real rank, as
she was above the station he had as apprentice to an
armourer. Nor did he seek to further his suit by dis-
covering himself; but there was simply so much mam-
hood about him, that no one ever thought of rank when
in his company. This is what his brother said about it.
The lady could not help loving him in return. He told
her when he left her, that he had a perilous adventure
before him, and that when it was achieved, she would
either see him return to claim her, or hear that he had
died with honour. The younger brother’s grief arose
from the fact, that, if they were both slain, his old
father, the king, would be childless. His love for his
father was so exceeding, that to one unable to sympathise
with it, it would have appeared extravagant. Both loved
him equally at heart; but the love of the younger had
been more developed, because his thoughts and anxieties
had not been otherwise occupied. When at home, he
had been his constant companion; and, of late, had
ministered to the infirmities of his growing age. The
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youth was never weary of listening to the tales of his
sire's youthful adventures; and had not yet in the
smallest degree lost the conviction, that his father was
the greatest man in the world. The grandest triumph
possible to his conception was, to return to his father,
laden with the spoils of one of the hated giants. But they
both were in some dread, lest the thought of the lonel:-
ness of these two might occur to them, in the moment
when decision was most necessary, and disturb, in some
degree, the self-possession requisite for the success of
their attempt. For, as I have said, they were yet untried
in actual conflict. “ Now,” thought I, ™ I see to what
the powers of my gift must minister.” For my own part,
I did not dread death, for 1 had nothing to care to live
for; but I dreaded the encounter because of the responsi-
billty econnected with It. I resolved however to work
hard, and thus grow coel, and guick, and forceful.

The time passed away in work and song, in talk and
ramble, in friendly fight and brotherly aid. I would not
forge for myself armour of heavy mail like theirs, for 1
was not so powerful as they, and depended more for
any success I might secure, upon nimiiikmess of motion,
certainty of eye, and ready response of hand. Therefore
I began to make for myself a shirt of steel plates and
rings; which work, while more troublksome, was better
suited to me than the heavier labour. Much assistance
did the brothers give me, even after, by their instiuge-
tions, I was able to make some progress alone. Their
work was in a moment abandoned, to render any required
aid to mine. As the old woman had promised, I tried
to repay them with song; and many were the tears they
both shed over my ballads and dirges. The songs they

liked best to hear were two which I made for them.
i
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They were not half so good as many others 1 knew,
especially some [ had learned from the wise woman in
the cottage; but what comes nearest to our needs we
like the best.

1

The king sat on his throne
Glowing in gold and red;

The crown in his right hamnd shone,
And the gray hairs crowned his head.

His only son walks in,
And in walls of steel he stands:

" Make me, O father, strong to win.
With the blessing oif holy hands.”

He knelt befare his sire,
Who blessed him with feeble smile;
His eyes shone out with a kingly fire,
But his old lips quivered the while.

" Go to the fight, my son,
Bring back the giant's head;

And the crown with which my brews have dofe,
Shalll glitter on thine imsieed ™

" My father, 1 seek no crown,
But unspoken praise from thee;

Ior thy people’s good, and thy renewn,
I will die to set them free.”

The king sat down and waiied there,
And rose not, night nor day;

Till a sound of shouting filled the ai¥,
Amd cries of a sore dismay.

Them iike a king he sat onee mere,
With the crown upon his head:

And up to the throne the people bere
A inighty giant dead.
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And up to the throne the people bore
A pale and lifeless boy.

The king rose up like a prophet of vore,
In a lofty, deathlike joy.

He put the crown on the chilly brow:

* Thou should'st have reigned with me;
But Death is the king of both, and now

I go to obey with thee.

" Surely some good in me there lay,
To beget the noble one.”

The old man smiled like a winter day,
Amnd fell beside his son.

H

O lady, thy lover is dead,” they cried;
“ He is dead, but hath slain the foe;

He hath left his name to be magnified
In a song of wonder and woe."

" Alas! I am well repaid,” said she,
* With a pain that stings like joy:
For I feared, from his tendermess to me,
That he was but a feeble boy.

* Now I shall hold my head on high,
The queen among my kind;

If ye hear a sound, 'tis only a sigh
For a glory left lbelnimndl.”

The first three times I sang these songs they both
wept passionately. But after the third time, they wept
no more. Their eyes shone, and their faces grew pale,
but they never wept at any of my songs again.
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CHAPTER XXI1
=] put my Ufr in my hands"Z="The Book of Judges.

AT length, with much toil and equal delight, eur armeur
was ffingdivell. We armed each other, and tested the
strength of the defence, with many blews of loving foree.
I was inferior in stremgth to both my brothers, but a
little more agile than either; and upon this agility,
joined to precision in hitting with the point of my
weapon, | grounded my hopes of success in the ensuing
combat, I likewise laboured to develop yet more the
keenness of sight with which I was naturally gifted;
and, from the remarks of my companiomns, I soon learned
that my endeavours were not in vain.

The morning arrived on which we had determined to
make the attempt, and succeed or perish—perhaps both.
We had resolved to fight on foot; knowing that the
mishap of many of the knights who had made the
attempt, had resulted from the fright of their horses at
the appearance of the giants; and believing with Sir
Gawam, that, though mare’s sons might be false to us,
the earth would never prove a traitor. But most of our
preparations were, in their immediate aim at least,
frustrated.

We rose, that fatal morning, by daybreak. We had
rested from all labour the day before, and now were
fresh as the lark. We bathed in cold spring water, and
dressed ourselves in clean garments, with a sense of
preparation, as for a solemn festivity. When we had



A Faerie Romance i 7

broken our fast, | took an old lyre, which I had feund
in the tower and had myself repaired, and sung for the
last time the two ballads of which I have said so muech
already. I followed them with this, for a closing somg:
Oh, well for him who breaks his dream
With the blow that ends the strife;

And, waking, knows the peace that fllwws
Around the pain of lifel

Ye are dead, my brothers! Our bodies clasp,
As an armour, our souls about;

This hand is the battle-axe I grasp.
Amnd this my hammer stout.

Fear not, my brothers, for we are dead;
No noise can break our rest;

The calm of the grave is about the head,
And the heart heaves not the breast.

And our life we throw to our people back.
To live with, a further store;

We leave it them, that there be no lack
In the land where we live no more,

Oh, we!l for him who breaks his dream
With the blow that ends the strife;
Amd, wakimg, knows the peace that flows

Around the noise of hife!

As the last few tones of the instrument were following,
like a dirge, the death of the song, we all sprang to our
feet. For, through one of the little windows of the
tower, towards which I had looked as I sang, I saw,
suddenly rising over the edge of the slope on which our
tower stood, three enormous heads. The brothers knew
at once, by my looks, what caused my sudden movement.
We were utterly unarmed, and there was no time to arm.
But we seemed to adopt the same resdution simul-
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taneously; for each caught up his favourite weapon,
and, leaving his defence behind, sprang to the door. 1
snatched up a long rapier, abruptly, but very finely
pointed, in my sword-lend, and in the other a sabre;
the elder brother seized his heavy battlle-axe; and the
younger, a great, two-handed sword, which he wielded
in one hand like a feather. We had just time to get clear
of the tower, embrace and say good-bye, and part to
some little distance, that we might not encumber each
other’'s motions, ere the triple giant-brotherhood drew
near to attack us. They were about twice our height,
and armed to the teeth. Through the visors of their
helmets their monstrous eyes shone with a horrible
ferocity. I was in the middle position, and the middle
giant approached me. My eyes were busy with his
armour, and I was not a moment in settling my mode
of attack. I saw that his body-armour was somewhat
clumsily made, and that the overlappings in the lower
part had more play than necessary; and I hoped that,
in a fortunate moment, some joint would open a little,
in a visible and accessible part. I stood till he came
near enough to aim a blow at me with the mace, which
has been, in all ages, the favourite weapon of giants,
when, of course, I leaped aside, and let the blow fall
upon the spot where I had been standing. I expected
this would strain the joints of his armour yet morxe. Full
of fury, he made at me again; but I kept him busy,
constantly eluding his blows, and hoping thus te fatigue
him. He did not seem to fear any assault from fme, and
I attempted nore as yet; but while I watehed his metiens
in order to avoid his blows, I, at the same time, kept
equal watch upon those jolnts of his armeur, threugh
some one of which I hoped te reaeh his life. At length,
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as if somewhat fatigued, he paused a moment, and drew
himself slightly up] I bounded forward, foot and hand,
ran my rapier right through to the armour of his back,
let go the hilt, and passing under his right arm, turned
as he fell, and flew at him with my sabre. At one happy
blow I divided the band of his helmet, which fell off,
and allowed me, with a seaond cut across the eyes, to
blind him quite; after which I clove his head, and
turned, uninjured, to see how my brothers had fared.
Both the giants were down, but so were my brothers. I
flew first to the one and then to the other couple. Both
pairs of combatants were dead, and yet locked together,
as in the deati~struggle. The elder had buried his battlk=
axe in the body of his foe, and had fallen benesth him
as he fell. The giant had strangled him In his own
death-agonies. The younger had nearly hewn off the
left leg of his enemy; and, grappled with in the aet, had,
while they rolled together on the earth, feund fef his
dagaer a passage betwixt the gorget aned euirass of the
giant, and stabbed hif meortally in the threat. The
bleed frem the giant’s throat was yet peuring ever the
hand of his fee, whieh still grasped the hilt of the dagger
sheathed In the weuhd. They lay silent. I, the least
worthy, remalned the sele surviver if the lists:

As I stood exhausted amidst the dead, after the first
worthy deed of my life, I suddenly looked behind me,
and there lay the Shadow, black in the sunshine. I went
into the lonely tower, and there lay the useless armour
of the noble youths—supine as they. Ah, how sad it
looked! It was a glorious death, but it was death. My
songs could not comfort me now. I was almost ashamed
that I was alive, when they, the true-hearted, were no
more. And yet I breathed freer to think that I had gone
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through tlie trial, and had not failed. And perhaps 1
may be forgiven, if some feelings of pride arese in my
bosom, when I looked down on the mighty form that
lay dead by my hand.

“ After all, however;," I said to myself, and my heart
sank, " it was only skill. Your giant was but a
bhmderer."”

I left the bodies of friends and foes, peaceful emough
when the death-fight was over, and, hastening to the
country below, roused the peasants. They came with
shouting and gladmess, bringing waggons to carry the
bodies. I resolved to take the primees home to their
father, each as he lay, in the arms of his country’s foe.
But first I searched the giants, and found the keys of
their castle, to which I repaired, followed by a great
company of the people. It was a place of wonderful
strength. I released the prisoners, knights and ladies,
all in a sad condition, from the cruelties and neglects of
the giants. It humbled me to see them crowding round
me with thanks, when in truth the glorious brothers,
lying dead by their lonely tower, were those to whom
the thanks belonged. I had but aided in carrying out
the thought born in their brain, and uttered in visible
form before ever I laid hold thereupon. Yet I did count
myself happy to have been chosen for their brother in
this great deed.

After a few hours spent in refreshing and clotthing
the prisoners, we all commenced our journey towards
the capital. This was slow at fiirst; but, as the sirength
and spirits of the prisoners returned, it became more
rapid; and in three days we reached the palace of the
king. As we entered the city gates, with the huge bulks
lying each on a waggon drawn by horses, and two of
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them inextricably intertwined with, the dead bodies of
their princes, the people raised a shout and then a cry,
and followed in multituxdies the solemn procession.

1 will not zfttempt to deswiibe the behaviour of the
grard old king. Joy and pride in his sons overcame his
sorrow at their loss. On me he heaped every kindmess
that heart could devise or hand execute. He used to sit
and question me, night after night, about everything
that was in any way connected with them and their
preparations. Our mode of life, and relation to each
other, during the time we spent together, was a constant
theme. He entered into the minutiest details of the
construction of the armour, even to a peculiar mode of
riveting some of the plates, with unwearying interest.
This armour I had intended to beg of the king, as my
sole memorials of the contest; but, when I saw the
delight he took in contemplating it, and the conseletion
it appeared to afferd him in his serrow, I could ot ask
for 1t; but, at his request, left my ewn, weapons and
all, to be joined with theirs In a trophy, ereected in the
grand square ef the palace. The king, with gergeeus
ceremony, dubbed me knight with his ewn eld hand,
in whieh trembled the swerd of his yeuth.

During the short time I remained, my company was,
naturally, much courted by the young nobles. I was in
a comstant round of gaiety and diversion, notwithstand-
ing that the court was in mourning. For the country
was so rejoiced at the death of the giants, and so many
of their lost friends had been restored to the nobility
and men of wealth, that the gladmess surpassed the grief.
“ Ye have indeed left your lives to your people, my
great brothers! [ said.

But I was ever and ever haun' 1 oy ttive odét shiaahtowy,

A Faerie Romance
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which | had not secen all the time that T was at work
in the tower. Ewen in the society of the ladies of tiie
court, who seamed to think it only their duty to make
my stay there as pleasant to me as possible, I could aot
help being conscious of its presence, although it might
not be annoying me at the time. At length, somewhat
weary of uninterrupted pleasure,and nowise strengthened
thereby, either in body or mind, I put on a splemdid
suit of armour of steel inlaid with silver, which the old
king had given me, and, mounting the horse on which
it had been brought tome, took my leave of the palace,
to visit the distant city in which the lady dwelt, whom
the elder prince had loved. I anticipated a sore task, in
conveying to her the news of his glorious fate: but this
trial was spared me, in a manner as strange as anything
that had happened to me in Fairy Land.
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CHAPTER XXII

" Niemandd et weine Gestlt als dior Todh'™
sehopps: fr JEAY PAVL'S Htun
NG SHE f4S wy R Buf the L
. I8y g i e
1 thind manss hapypicsst whern he fovgets ) hmsdfi.
Cyrm. TourneEumr, The Revemger's Tragedy.

ON the third day of my journey, I was riding gemtly
along a road, apparently little frequented, to judge from
the grass that grew upon it. I was approaching a forest.
Everywihere in Fairy Land forests are the places where
one may most certainly expect adventunes. As I drew
near, a youth, unarmed, gentle, and beautiful, who had
just cut a branch from a yew growing on the skirts of
the wood, evidently to make himself a bow, met me,
and thus accosted me:

“ Sir knight, be careful as thou ridest through this
forestt; for it is said to be strangely enchanted, in a
sort which even these who have been witmesses of its
enchantment can hardly desmiibe ™

I thanked him for his advice, which I promised to
follow, and rode on. But the moment 1 entered the
wood, it seemed to me that, if enchantment there was,
it must be of a good kind; for the Shadow, which had
been more than usually dark and disteessing, since I had
set out on this journey, suddenly disappeared. I felt a
wonderful elevation of spirits, and began to reflect on
my past life, and especially on my combat with the
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giants, with such satisfaction, that I had astually te
remind myself that I had enly killed ene of them; and
that, but for the brothers, I should never have had the
idea of attacking them, net te mentien the smallest
power of standing to it. Still I rejeiced, and eounted
myself amongst the glorious knights of eld; having even
the unspeakable presumption—my shame and self-eon-
demnation at the memory of it are sueh, that I write it
as the only and sorest penance I ean perfoim—te think
of myself (will the world believe it?) as side by side with
Sir Galahad! Scarcely had the thought been bern in
my mind, when, approaching me from the left, through
the trees, I espied a resplendent knight, of mighty size,
whose armour seemed to shine of itself, without the sun.
When he drew near, 1 was astonished to see that this
armour was like my own; nay, I could trace, line for
line, the correspondence of the inlaid silver to the device
on my own. His horse, too, was like mine in colour,
form, and motion; save that, like his rider, he was
greater and fiercer than his counterpart. The knight
rode with beaver up. As he halted right opposite to me
in the narrow path, barring my way, I saw the refletttion
of my countenance in the centre plate of shining steel
on his breastplate. Abowe it rose the same face—his
face—only, as I have said, larger and fitawear. [ was
bewildered. I could not help feeling some admiration
of him, but it was mingled with a dim conviction that
he was evil, and that I ought to fight with him.

* Let me pass,” 1 said.

“ When 1 willl,” he replied.

Something within me said: *“ Spear in rest, and ride
at him! else thou art for ever a skave.

I tried, but my arm trembled so much, that I could
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not couch my lance. To tell the truth, I, who had over-
come the giant, shook like a coward before this knight.
He gave a scomful laugh, that echoed through the wood,
turned his horse, and said, without looking round,
“ Follow me "

I obeyed, abashed and stupefied. How long he led,
and how long I followed, I cannot tell. “ I never knew
misery before,” I said to myself. “ Would that I had
at least struck him, and had had my death-blow in
return! Why, then, do I not call to him to wheel and
defend himself? Alas! I know not why, but I cannot,
One look from him would cow me like a beaten hound.™
I followed, and was silemt.

At length we came to a dreary square tower, in the
middle of a dense forest. It looked as if scarce a tree
had been cut down to make room for it. Across the
very door, diagonally, grew the stem of a tree, so large
that there was just room to squeeze past it in order to
enter. One miserable square hole in the roof was the
only visible suggestion of a window. Turret or batile-
ment, or projecting masonry of any kind, it had none.
Clear and smooth and massy, it rose from its base, and
ended with a line straight and unbroken. The roof,
carried to a centre from each of the four walls, rose
slightly to the point where the rafters met. Round the
base lay several little heaps of either bits of broken
branches, withered and peeled, or half-whitened bones;
I could not distinguish which. As I approached, the
ground sounded hellow beneath my horse's hoefs, The
knight took a great key from his pocket, and reaching
past the stem ef the tree, with some difficulty opened
the door, " Dismount,” he commanded. I obeyed. He
turned my horse’s head away from the tower, gave him
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a terrible blow with the fiat side of his swerd, and seak
him madly tearing threugh the forest. _

" News," sdid he\ * enter, and take yOUF SUREARIRR
With Yo _ _

I lpoked rownd: knight and horse had vanished: and
behind me fay the herribls shadsyw: T entsred: for 1
could net help myselt: and the shadow feliowsd me:
b gk 2 berrible conviction that the knight and he wire
sne: The degr clesed Behind me: _

Now T was indsed in pitiful phight: Thers was literall
Rething in the tower but my shadew and me. The walls
rese Fight up {8 the resk: In which: as I had seen Hom
witheut, there was one litte squars opening: This |
oY knew to Be the BRly window the tower possesied:
I stk AR O e HRs, itk lietdess whstchedness. | tHmik
| mugt have fallen asieep, and have Sept for heurs: for
I suddenly beeame aware of existence; in oBserving that
the mesh Was shining threugh the hele in the ek As
she Fose higher and higher, her light erept dewn the
wall BVeF Fe; till at last 1t shere Fight upen my head.
Instantansously the walls of the towsr seemed to vanish
away like a mist: T sat beneath a beech, on the edge of
a forest, and the open couRtFy lay, in the meeonlight,
for milss and milss around me, spetted With glimmering
heuses and spires and towers: [ theught with myself,
" Gh, jey! it was enly a dreatm; the herrible narrew
waste 1& gone, and | wake beneath a beseh-tres, perhaps
one that leves me, and Trean go where I will.” [ rese,
as | theught, and walked abeut, and did what T weuld,
but ever kept near the tree; for always, and, of esurse,
sinee my meeting with the weman of the beseh-tree far
mere than ever, I leved that tree. Be the night wore
BR: [ waited for the sun te Fise, before | could venture
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to renew may journey. But as soon as the first faint light
of the dawn appeared, instead of shining upon me from
the eye of the morning, it stole like a fainting ghost
through the little square hole above my head; and the
walls came out as the light grew, and the glorious night
was swallowed up of the hateful day. The long dreary
day passed. My shadow lay black on the floor. I felt
no hunger, no need of food. The night came. The moon
shone. I watched her light slowly descemding the wall,
as I might have watched, adown the sky, the long,
swift approach of a helping angel. Her rays touched
me, and I was free. Thus night after night passed away.
I should have died but for this. Ewvery night the con-
viction returned, that I was free. Ewvery morning I sat
wretchedly disconsolate. At length, when the course of
the moon no longer permitted her beams to touch me,
the night was dreary as the day. Wihen I slept, I was
somewhat consoled by my dreams; but all the time I
dreamed, 1 knew that 1 was only dreaming. But one
night, at length, the moon, a mere shred of paller,
scattered a few thin ghostly rays upon me; and [ think
I fell asleep and dreamed. 1 sat in an autumn night
before the vintage, on a hill overlooking my own castle.
My heart sprang with joy. Oh, to be a child again,
Innocent, fearless, without shame or desire! 1 walked
down to the casile. Al were IR consternation at my
absence. My sisters were weeping fer my less. They
sprang up and clung te e, with ineeherent eries, as 1
entered. My old friends came floeking reund me. A
gray light shene en the reef ef the Rall. It was the
light ef the dawn shining thfough the sgquare windew
of my tower. Moere earnestly than ever, 1 lenged fer
freedom after this drean; meore deearily than ever,
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crept on the next wretehed day. [ measured by the
sunbeams, caught through the little windew in the trap
of my tower, how it went by, waiting enly for the dreams
of the night.

About noon, I started as if something foreign to all
my senses and all my experience, had suddenly invaded
me; yet it was only the voice of a woman singing. My
whole frame quivered with joy, surprise, and the sensa-
tion of the unforeseen, Like a living soul, like an in-
carnation of Nature, the song entered my prison-house.
Each tone folded its wings, and laid itself, like a caressing
bird, upon my heart. It bathed me like a sea; inwrapt
me like an odorous vapour; entered my soul like a long
draught of clear spring-waier; shone upon me like
essantial sunlight; soothed me like a mother’s voice
and hand. Yet, as the clearest forest-well tastes some-
times of the bittemess of decayed leawes, so to my
weary, prisoned heart, its cheerfulness had a sting of
cold, and its tenderness unmanmned me with the faintmess
of long-departed joys. I wept half-bitterly, half-huxuri-
ously; but not Jong. I dashed away the tears, ashamed
of a weakness which I thought I had abandoned. Ere
I knew, I had walked to the door, and seated myself
with my ears against it, in order to catch every syllable
of the revelation from the unseen outer world. And now
I heard each word distinctly. The singer seamed to be
standing or sitting near the tower, for the sounds
indicated no change of place. The song was sermething
like this:

The sum, like a golden knot on high,
Gathers the glories of the sky,

And binds them into a shining tent,
Roofing the world with the fififraament.
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And through the pavilion the rich winds blow,
Amd through the pavilion the waters go.

Amnd the birds for joy, and the trees for prayer,
Bowing their heads in the sunny air,

Amnd for thoughts, the gently talking springs,
That come from the centre with secret tthiggs-
All make a2 music, gentle and strong,

Bound by the heart into one sweet song.

And amidst them all, the mother Earth

Sits with the children of her birth;

She tendeth them all, as a mother hen

Her little ones round her, twelve or ten:

Oft she sitteth, with hands on knee,

Idle with love for her family.

Go forth to her from the dark and the dust,
And weep beside her, if weep thou must;

If she may not hold thee to her breast,

Like a weary infant, that crees for rest;

At least she will press thee to her kunee,

And tell a low, sweet tale to thee,

Till the hue to thy cheek, and the light to thine eye,
Strength to thy limbs, and courage high

To thy fainting heart, return amain,

Amd away to work thou goest again.

From the narrow desert, O man of pride,
Come into the house, so high and wide.

Hardly knowing what I did, I opened the door. Why
had I not done so before? I do not know.

At first I could see no one; but when I had forced
myself past the tree which grew across the entrance,
I saw, sested on the ground, and leaning against the
tree, with her back to my prison, a beautiful woman.
Her countenamce seemed known to me, and yet um-
known. She looked at me and smiled, when I made
my appearance.

“ Ah! were you the prisoner there? 1 am very glad
I have wiled you outt.”

“ Do you know me then? "



|82 Phamntastes

" Do you not know me? But you hurt me, and that,
I suppose, makes it emsy for 2 man to forget. You
broke my globe. Yet I thank you. Perhaps I owe you
many thanks for breaking it. I took the pieces, all black,
and wet with crying over them, to the Fairy Queen.
There was no music and no light in them now. But she
took them from me, and laid them aside; and made
me go to sleep in a great hall of white, with black
pillars, and many red curtains. When I woke in the
morning, I went to her, hoping to have my globe again,
whole and sound; but she sent me away without it, and
I have not sean it simce. Nor do 1 care for it now. 1
have something so much better. I do not need the globe
to play to me; for I can sing. I could not sing at all
before. Now I go about everywhere through Fairy Land,
singing till my heart is like to break, just like my globe,
for very joy at my own songs. And wherever I go, my
songs do good, and deliver people. And now [ have
delivered you, and 1 am so happy.”

She ceased, and the tears came into her eyes.

All this time, I had been gazing at her; and now fully
recognised the face of the child, glorified in the countem-
ance of the woman. 1 was ashamed and humibled before
her; but a great weight was lifted from my thoughts.
I knelt before her, and thanked her, and begged her
to forgive me,

* Rise, rise" she said; ™ I have nothing to forgive;
I thank you. But now I must be gone, for I do not
know how many may be waiting for me, here and there,
through the dark forests; and they cannot come out
till I came.™

She rose, and with a smile and a farewell, turned and
left me. I dared not ask her to stay; in fact, I could
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hardly speak to her. Between her and me, there was a
great gulf. She was uplifted, by sorrow and well-diving,
into a region I could hardly hope ever to enter. 1
watched her departure, as one watches a sunset. She
went like a radiance through the dark wood, which was
henceforth bright to me, from simply knowing that such
a creature was in it. She was bearing the sun to the
unsunned spots. The light and the music of her broken
globe were now in her heart and her brain. As she went,
she sang; and I caught these few words of her song;
and the tones seemed to linger and wind about the trees
after she had disappeared:
Thou goest thine, and I go mime—
Many ways we wend;

Many days, and many ways,
Ending in one end.

Many a wrong, and its curing song;
Many a road, and many an inn;

Room to roam, but only one home
For all the world to win.

And so she vanished. With a sad heart, soothed by
humility, and the knowledge of her peace and gladmess,
I bethought me what now I should do. First, I must
leave the tower far behind me, lest, in some evil moment,
I might be once more caged within its horrible walls.
But it was ill walking in my heavy armour; and besides
[ had now no right to the golden spurs and the re-
splendent mail, fitly dulled with long neglect. I might
do for a squire; but I honoured knighthood too highly,
to call myself any longer one of the noble bretherhood.
I stripped off all my armout, piled it under the tree,
just where the lady had been seated, and took my um-
known way, eastward through the woods. Of all my
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weapons, | carried only a short axe in my hand. Then
first | knew the delight of being lowly; of saying to
myself, “ I am what I am, nothing mere."” "1 have
failed,” I said, “ I have lost myself—would it had been
my shadow.” I looked round: the shadow was nowhere
to be seem. Ere long, I learned that it was not myself,
but only my shadow, that I had lost. I learned that it
is better, a thousandl-fold, for a proud man to fall and
be humbled, than to hold up his head in his pride and
fancied innocence, I learned that he that will be a hero,
will barely be a man; that he that will be nothing but
} divar of s wanlk, i sure off lnis manhood. Im nuddnimg
was my ideal lowered, or dimmed, or grown less precious;
I only saw it too plainly, to set myself for a moment
beside it. Indeed, my ideal soon became my life;
whereas, formerly, my life had consisted in a vain
attempt to behold, if not my ideal in myself, at least
myself in my ideal. Now, however, I took, at first, what
perhaps was a mistaken pleasure, in despising and
degrading myself. Another self seemed to arise, like a
white spirit from a dead man, from the dumb and
trampled self of the past. Doulbfkss, this self must
again die and be buried, and again, from its tomb,
spring a winged child; but of this my history as yet
bears not the record. Self will come to life even in the
slaying of sellf; but there is ever something deeper and
stronger than it, which will emerge at last from the
unknown abysses of the seul: will it be as a selemn
gloem, burning with eyes? or a clear morning after the
rain? or a smiling child, that finds ltself newhere, and
everywhere ?
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CHAPTER XXIII

" Migh eretrelthought, seded in @ et off coanteasy’
Sz PHiLir» SIDNEY.

" A swedétaliractive Ainde off gyaas,
A fatl] asswemwee givem by lookes,
Contiruadk!l comffot im a face,
The linemsans's of Gosged! bookes. *
MarTHEW Rownow, or Sir Philip Sidney.

I HAD not gone far, for I had but just lost sight of the
hated tower, when a voice of another sort, sounding
near or far, as the trees permitted or intercepted its
passage, reached me. It was a full, deep, manly voice,
but withal clear and melodious. Now it burst on the
ear with a sudden swell, and anon, dying away as
suddenly, seemed to come to me across a great space.
Neverthelkss, it drew nearer; till, at last, [ could dis-
tinguish the words of the song, and get transient glimpses
of the singer, between the columns of the trees. He
came nearer, dawning upon me like a growing thought.
He was a knight, armed from head to heel, mounted
upon a strange-Jooking beast, whose form 1 could not
understand. The words which I heard him sing were
like these:

Heart be stout,
And eye be true;

Good blade out!
Amd ill shall vue.

Courage, hovse!

Thou lackst no skill;
Wedll thy force

Hath matched my will.
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Eor the foe

With fiery breath,
At a blow,

Is still in death.

Gently, horse!

Tread fearlesslhy;
'Tis his corse

That burdens thee,

The sun's eye

Is fierce at noon;
Thou and |

Will rest fuil soon.

Amnd new strength
New work will meet;
Till, at length,
Long rest is sweet,

And now horse and rider had arrived near emough
for me to see, fastened by the long neck to the hinder
part of the saddle, and trailing its hideous length on
the ground behind, the body of a great dragon. It was
no wonder that, with such a drag at his heels, the horse
could make but slow progress, notwithstanding his
evident dismay. The horrid, serpent-like head, with
its black tongue, forked with red, hanging out of its
jaws, dangled against the horse's side. Its neck was
covered with long blue hair, its sides with scales of green
and gold. Its back was of corrugated skin, of a purple
hue. Its belly was similar in nature, but its colour was
leaden, dashed with blotches of livid blue. Its skinny,
bat-like wings and its tail were of a dull gray. It was
strange to see how so many gorgeous colours, so many
curving lines, and such beautiful things as wings and
hair and scales, combined to form the horrible creature,
intense in ugliness.
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The knight was passing me with a salutation; but,
as [ walked towards him, he reined up, and I stood by
his stirrup. When I came near him, I saw to my surprise
and pleasure likewise, although a sudden pain, like a
birth of fire, sprang up in my heart, that it was the
knight of the sciled armour, whom I knew before, and
whom I had seen in the vision, with the lady ef the
marble. But I could have thrown my arms around him,
because she loved him. This discovery only strengthened
the resdlution I had formed, before I recognised him. of
offering myself to the knight, to wait upen him as a
squire, for he seemed to be unattended. [ made my
request in as few words as possible. He hesitated for a
moment, and looked at me thoughtfully. [ saw that he
suspected whe I was, But that he eontinued uneertain
of his susplelon. No deubt he was seen eenvineed of its
truth; but all the time [ was with Rim, net a werd
crossed his lips with referenee te what he evidently
eoneluded I wished te leave innetieed, if net e keep
coneealed.

* Squire and knight should be friemdss,” said he: “ cam
you take me by the hand? ¥ And he held out the great
gauntleted right hand. I grasped it willingly and sirongly.
Not a word more was said. The knight gave the sign
to his horse, which again began his slow march, and I
walked beside and a little behind.

We had not gone very far before we arrived at a little
cottage; from which, as we drew near, a woman rushed
out with the cry:

“ My dhild! my dhilld! have you found my child? "™

“ 1 have found her,” replied the knight, * but she is
sorely hurt. 1 was forced to leave her with the hermit,
as I returned. You will find her there, and 1 think she
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will get hotter. You see I have brought you a presenmt.
This wretch will not hurt you again.” And he undid
the cremture’s neck, and flung the frightful burden down
by the cottage door.

The woman was now almost out of sight in the woed;
but the husband stood at the door, with speechless thanks
in his face.

“ You must bury the monster.” said the knight. * I
I had arrived a moment later, 1 should have been too
late. But now you need not fear, for such a ereature as
this very rarely appears, in the same part, twice during
a lifkeriime "

“ Will you not dismount and rest you, Sir Knight 2"
said the peasant, who had, by this time, recovered
himself a little.

“ That 1 willl, thankfully," szid he; and, dismounting,
he gave the reins to me, and told me to unbridle the
horse, and lead him into the shade. “ You need not
tie him up,” he added; “ he will not run away."

Wihen I returned, after obeying his orders, and
entered the cottage, I saw the knight seated, without
his helmet, and talking most familiarly with the simple
host. 1 stood at the open door for a moment, and,
gazing at him, inwardly justified the white lady in
preferring him to me. A nobler countenamce I never
saw. Lovimg-Kindmess beamed from every line of his
face. It seemed as if he would repay himself for the late
arduous combat, by indulging in all the gentlemess of a
womanly heart. But when the talk ceased for a moment,
he seemed to fall into a reverie. Then the exquisite
curves of the upper lip vanished. The lip was lengthened
and compressed at the same moment. You could have
told that, within the lips, the teeth were firmly closed.
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The whole face grew stern and determined, all but fierce;
vally the eyes burned on like a holy sacrifice, uplift on
a granite rock.

The woman entered, with her mamgiled child in her
arms. She was pale as her little burden. She gazed,
with a wild love and despairing tendermess, on the still,
all but dead face, white and clear from loss of blood
and terror.

The knight rose. The light that had been confined
to his eyes, now shone from his whole countenamce. He
took the little thing in his arms, and, with the mother’s
help, undiressed her, and looked to her wounds. The
tears flowed down his face as he did so. With tender
hands he bound them up, kissed the pale cheek, and
gave her back to her mother., When he went home, all
his tale would be of the grief and joy of the parents;
while to me, who had looked on, the gracious countem
ance of the armed man, beaming from the panoply of
steel, over the seamingly dead child, while the pewerful
hands turned it and shifted it and bound it, it pessible
even mere gently than the motihee's, formed the centre
of the story.

After we had partaken of the best they could give
us, the knight took his leave, with a few parting instrue-
tions to the mother as to how she should treat the
child.

I brought the knight his steed, held the stirrup while
he mounted, and then followed him through the wood.
The horse, delighted to be free of his hideous load,
bounded beneath the weight of man and armour, and
could hardly be restrained from galloping on. But the
knight made him time his powers to mine, and so we
went on for an hour or two. Then the knight dismounted,
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and compelled me toget into thesaddie, saying: * Knight
and squire must share the labour.™

Holding by the stirrup, he walked along by my sids,
heavily clad as he was, with apparent ease. As we went
he led a conversation in which I took what humiblle psit
my sense of my condition would permit me.

" Somehow or other,” said he, * notwithstanding the
beauty of this country of Faerie, in which we are, there
is much that is wrong in it. If there are great splendours,
there are corresponding horrors; heights and depths;
beautiful women and awful firandls; noble men and
weaklings. All a man has to do, is to better what he
can. And if he will settle it with himself, that even
renown and success are in themselves of no great value,
and be content to be defeated, if so be that the fault
is not his; and so go to his work with a cool brain and
a strong will, he will get it done; and fare none the worse
in the end, that he was not burdened with provision
and precautimn.”

" But he will not always come off welll” 1 wemtured
to say.

“PRatiayps not,” rejoined the knight, “im the indi-
vidual act; but the result of his lifetime will content
him.”

“S$o it will fare with you, doubtless,” thought I;
* but for nme-e—""

Venturing to resume the conversation after a pause,
I smid, hesttetimghy

“ May 1 ask for what the little beggar-girl wanted
your aid, when she came to your castle te find you? ™

He looked at me for a moment in silence, and then
said—

“ 1 camot help wondering how you knew of tiatt;
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but there is something about you quite strange enough
to entitle you to the privilege of the country; namely,
to go unquestioned, I, however, being only a man, such
as you see me, am ready to tell you anything you like
to ask me, as far as I can. The little beggar-girl came
into the hall where K was sitting, and told me a very
curious story, which I can only recollect very vaguely,
it was so peculiar. What I can recall is, that she was
sent to gather wings. As soon as she had gathered a
pair of wings for herself, she was to fiv away, she said,
to the country she came from; but where that was, she
could give no information. She said she had to beg
her wings from the buttetflies and moths; and wherever
she begged, no one refused her. But she needed a great
many of the wings of buttenffies and moths to make a
pair for her; and so she had to wander about day after
day, looking for butteffiies, and night after night, looking
for moths; and then she begged for their wings. But
the day befere, she had come inte a part of the ferest,
she said, where there were multitidrs of splendld butter-
flies flitting abeut, with wings whieh were just fit {6
fnake the eyes In the shoulders of hers; and she knew
she eeuld have as many ef them as she liked for the
asking; but as s6en as she began te beg, there éame a
great ereature right up te her, and threw her dewn, and
walked ever her. When she get up, she saw the weed
was full of these beings stalking abeut, and seeming o
have nething te de with eseh other. AS §66A a8 ever
she Began to beg, ene of them walked gver her; fill &
last iR dismay, ahd iR grewing herrer ef the senseless
erestures, she had run away i8 188k for semeBedy to
help her. I asked her what they were like. She said,
like great men, made of weed, witheut kpRe- of 8lBRw-
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joints, and without any noses or mouths oF eyes in their
faces. 1 laughed at the little maiden, thinking she was
making child’s game of me; but, although she burst out
laughing too, she persisted in asseqting the truth of her
story,

“*Only come, knight, eome and =@ | will lead
you.!
" 8o | armed myselt, to be ready for anything that
might happen, and fellowed the child; for, though |
could make nothing of her story, 1 eould see she was &
little human being in need of some help oF sther. As
she walked before me, | leoked attsptivsly at her.
Wikether oF net it was frem being &0 often knecked
dewn and walked ever, | eould net tell, but her ¢lothes
Wers very much tern, ard in several places her whiie
gkin was peeping through: | theught she was hump:
backed; but on leeking mere eclesely, I saw, threugh
the tatters of her frock=-de not laugh at me—a buneh
on each shoulder, of the mest gorgeous eolours. Looking
yet more clesely, I saw that they were of the shape ef
folded wings, and were made of all kinds of buttenily-
Wings and meth-wings, ecrowded together like the
feathers on the individual butterfly pinien; but, like
them, mest beautifully arranged, and producing a
perfest harmeny of colour and shade. [ could now
mere easily believe the rest of her story; especially as
| saw, every now and then, a certain heaving motion
In the wings, as if they longed to be uplifted and out-
spread. But beneath her seanty garments complete
wings eould net be eoneealed, and indeed, from her own
story, they were yet unfinished.

" After walking for two or three hours (low the little
girl found her way, | eould not imagine), we came to a
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part of the forest, the very air of which was quivering
with the motions of multitudies of resplendent butter-
flies; as gorgeous in colour, as if the eyes of peacocks'
feathers had taken to flight, but of infinite variety of
hue and form, only that the appearance of some kind of
eye on each wing predominated. ‘ There they are, there
they are!’ cried the child, in a tone of victory mingled
with terror. Except for this tone, I should have thought
she referred to the butterffiles, for I could see nothing
else. But at that moment an enormous butterfly, whose
wings had great eyes of blue surrounded by confused
cloudy heaps of more dingy colouring, just like a break
in the clouds on a stormy day towards evening, settled
near us. The child instantly began murmuring: °“Buteor-
fly, butterfly, give me your wings ’; when, the moment
after, she fell to the ground, and began crying as if hurt.
I drew my sword and heaved a great blow in the direction
in whieh the ehild had fallen. It struck semething, and
instantly the most grotesque imitation of a man became
visible. Yeu see this Fairy Land is full of oddities and
all sorts of ineredibly ridiculens things, whiech a man 1Is
compelled to meet and treat as real existences, although
all the time he feels foelish for doing s6. This belng, It
being it eould be called, was like a bleck of weod reughly
hewn inte the mere eutlines of a man; and hardly se,
for it had but head, bedy, legs, and arms—the head
witheut a faee, and the limbs utierly formless. [ had
hewn off ene of its legs, but the twe portiens meved en
as best they eould, quite independent of eaeh other; se
that I had dene fe gosd: 1 ran after it, and eleve it in
twain frem the head dewnwards; But it esuld net be
esnvineed that its veeation was fiet te walk ever peeple;
fof, as seen as the litthe girl Began her begging again,
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all three parts came bustling up; and if | had not inter-
posed my weight between her and them, she would have
been trampled again under them. [ saw that semething
else must be done. If the wood was full of the creatures,
it would be an endless work to chop them so small that
they could do no injury; and then, besides, the parts
would be so numerous, that the buttenflies would be in
danger from the drift of flying chips. [ served this one
so however; and then told the girl to beg again, and
point out the direction in which one was coming. [ was
glad to find, however, that I could now see him myself,
and wondered how they could have been invisible before.
1 would not allow him to walk over the child; but while
I kept him off, and she began begging again, another
appeared; and it was all I could do, from the weight of
my armour, to protect her from the stupid, persevering
efforts of the two. But suddenly the right plan occurred
to me. I tripped one of them up, and, taking him by the
legs, set him up on his head, with his heels against a
tree. [ was delighted to find he could not move, Mean-
time the poor child was walked over by the other, but
it was for the last time. Whemnever one appeared, I
followed the same plan—ttipped him up and set him
on his head; and so the little beggar was able to gather
her wings without any trouble, whieh oeccupation she
continued for several hours 1A My comp@my.”

* What became of her? ™ 1 asked.

“ 1 took her home with me to my castle, and she
told me all her story; but it seemed to me, all the time,
as if I were hearing a child talk in its sleep. [ could
not arrange her story in my mind at all, although it
seomed to leave hers in some certain order of its own.
My wife——™
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Here the knight checked himself, and said no more.
Neither did I urge the conversation farther.

Thus we journeyed for several days, resting at night
in such shelter as we could get; and when no better
was to be had, lying in the forest under some tree, on
a couch of old leaves.

I loved the knight more and more. 1 believe never
squire served his master with more care and joyfiilmess
than I. I tended his horse; I cleaned his armour; my
skill in the craft enabled me to repair it when necessany;
I watched his needs; and was well repaid for all by the
love itself which I bore him.

¥ This," 1 said to myself, ' is a true man. 1 will sarve
him, and give him all worship, seging in him the im-
bodiment of what I would fain become. If I cannot be
noble myself. I will yet be servant to his nobleness™
He, in return, soon showed me such signs of friendship
and respect, as made my heart glad; and I felt that,
after all, mine would be no lost life, if I might wait on
him to the world’s end, although no smile but his should
greet me, and no one but him should say, “ Well, done!
he was a good servamt! ™ at last. But I burned to do
something more for him than the ordinary routine of a
squire’s duty pemmitted.

One afternoon, we began to observe an appearance
of roads in the wood. Branches had been cut down,
and openings made, where footsteps had worn no path
below. These indications increased as we passed on, till,
at length, we came into a long, narrow avenue, formed
by felling the trees in its line, as the remaining roots
evidenced. At some little distance, on both hands, we
observed signs of similar avenues, which appeared to
converge with ours, towards one spot. Along these we
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indistinctly saw several forms moving, which seemed,
with ourselves, to approach the common centre. Our
path brought us, at last, up to a wall of yew-trees, grow-
ing close together, and intertwining their branches so
that nothing could be seen beyond it. An opening was
cut in it like a door, and all the wall was trimmed ssmooth
and perpendicular. The knight dismounted, and waited
till I had provided for his horse's comfort; upon which
we entered the place together.

It was a great space, bare of trees, and enclosed by
four walls of yew, similar to that through which we had
entered. These trees grew to a very great height, and
did not divide from each other till close to the top,
where their summits formed a row of conical battike-
ments all around the walls. The space contained was a
parallelogram of great length. Along each of the two
longer sides of the interior, were ranged thiee ranks of
men, in white robes, standing silent and solemn, each
with a sword by his side, although the rest of his costume
and bearing was more priestly than soldierly. Fof some
distance inwards, the space between these opposite rews
was filled with a company of men and wemen and
children, in holiday attire. The looks of all were directed
inwards, towards the further end. Far beyond the crowd,
in a long avenue, seeming te narrow In the distanes,
went the long rows of the white-rebed men. On what
the attention of the multitude was fixed, we eould net
tell, for the sun had set before we arfived, and it was
growing dark within. It grew darker and darker. The
multitude walted in silefee. The stars began te shine
down Into the enclesure, and they grew Brighter and
larger every moment. A wind arese, and swayed the
pinnacles of the tree-tops; and made a sifange sownd,
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half like music, half like moaning, through the close
branches and leaves of the tree-walls. A young girl who
stood beside me, clothed in the same dress as the priests,
bowed her head, and grew pale with awe.

The knight whispered to me, “ l[low solemn it is!
Surely they wait to hear the voice of a prophet. There
is something good near! ™

But I, though somewhat shaken by the fedling
expressed by my master, yet had an unaccountable
conviction that here was samething bad. So I resolved
to be keenly on the watch for what should follow.

Suddenly a great star, like a sun, appeared high in
the air over the temple, illuminating it throughout; and
a great somg arose fram the men in white, which went
rolling round and round the building, now receding to
the end, and now approaching, down the other side, the
place where we stood. For some of the singers were
regularly ceasing, and the next to them as regularly
taking up the song, so that it crept onwards with grada-
tions produced by changes which could not themselves
be detected, for only a few of these who were singing
ceased at the same moment. The song paused; and I
saw a company of six of the white-robed men walk up
the centre of the human avenue, surrounding a youth
gorgeously attired beneath his robe of white, and wear-
ing a ehaplet of flowers on his head. I followed them
closely, with my keenest observation; and, by accom-
panying thelt slow progiess with my eyes, [ was able
to perceive fmore clearly what teok place when they
arrived at the ether end. I kRew that my sight was so
mueh more keen than that of mest peeple, that I had
gooed reasen te suppose 1 should see more than the rest
could, at such a distance. At the farther end a throne

P
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stood upon a platform, high above the heads of the
surrounding priests. To this platform | saw the company
begin to ascend, apparently by an inclined plame or
gentle slope. The throne itself was elevated again, on
a kind of sguare pedesital, to the top of which led a
flight of steps. On the throme sat a majestic-locking
figure, whose posture seemed to indicate a mixture of
pride and benignity, as he looked down on the multi-
tude below. The company ascended to the foot of the
throne, where they all kneeled for some minutes; then
they rose and passed round to the side of the pedestal
upon which the throne stood. Here they crowded close
behind the youth, putting him in the foremost place,
and one of them opened a door in the pedestal, for the
vouth to enter. I was sure | saw him shrink back, and
those crowding behind pushed him in. Then, again,
arose a burst of song from the multitude in white, which
lasted some time. When it ceased, a new company of
seven commenced its march up the centre, As they
advanced, I looked up at my master: his neble countemn-
ance was full of reverence and awe. Incapable of evil
himself, he could scarcely suspect it in another, mueh
less in a multitude such as this, and surrounded with
such appearances of solemmity. I was certain it was the
really grand accompaniments that overeame him; that
the stars overhead, the dark towering tops of the yew-
trees, and the wind that, like an unseen spirit, sighed
through their bramches, bowed his spirit to the bellef,
that in all these ceremonies lay seme great mystieal
meaning, whieh, his hurility teld him, his ignerapnee
prevented him from understanding.

More convinced than before, that there was evil here,
I could not endure that my master should be decsiived;
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that one like him, so pure and noble, should respect
what, if my suspicions were true, was worse than the
ordinary deceptions of priestcraft. I could not tell how
far he might be led to countenamce, and otherwise
support their doings, before he should find cause to
repent bitterly of his error. I watched the new pmess-
sion yet more keenly, if possible, than the former. This
time, the central figure was a girl; and, at the close, I
observed, yet more indubitably, the shrinking back, and
the crowding push. What happened to the victims, 1 never
learned; but I had learned enough, and I could bear it
no longer. I stooped, and whispered to the young girl
who stood by me, to lend me her white garment. I
wanted it, that I might not be entirely out of keeping
with the solemnity, but might have at least this help to
passing unquestioned. She looked up, half-amused and
half-bewildered, as if doubting whether I was in earnest
or not. But in her perplexity, she permitted me to
unfasten 1t, and slip It down frem her shouldegs. 1
easily got possession of it; and, sinking down oen my
knees In the crowd, I rose apparently in the habit of one
of the worshippers.

Giving my battlle-axe to the girl, to hold in pledge
for the return of her stole, for I wished to test the
matter unarmed, and, if it was a man that sat upon
the throne, to attack him with hands bare, as I supposed
his must be, 1 made my way through the crowd to the
front, while the singing yet continued, desirous of reach-
ing the platform while it was unoccupied by any of the
priests. I was permitted to walk up the long avenue of
white robes unfmollested, though I saw questioning looks
in many of the faces as I passed. I presume my coolness
aided my passage; for I felt quite indifferent as to my
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own fati; not feeling, after the late events ef my histery,
that 1L was at all worth taking eare of; and emjoying,
perhaps, something of an evil satisfagtien, in the revenge
1 was thus taking upon the self which had foeeled me
so long. When I arrived on the platferm, the seng had
,ust ceased, and I felt as if all were looking tewards ma.
But instead of kneeling at its foot, | walked vight up
the stairs to the throne, laid hold of a great woeden
image that seemed to sit upon it, and tried te hurl it
from its seat. In this | failed at first, for I found it
firmly fixadl. But in dread lest, the first shoek of amase-
ment passing away, the guards would rush upon me
before 1 had effected my purpose, | strained with all
my might; and, with a noise as of the eraeking, and
breaking, and tearing of rotten wood, something gave
way, and I hurled the image down the steps. Its dis-
placement revealed a great hole in the throne, like the
hollow of a decayed tree, going down apparently a great
way. But I had no time to examine it, for, as I looked
into it, up out of it rushed a great brute, like a wolf,
but twice the size, and tumthiled me headlong with itself,
down the steps of the throme. As we fell, however, 1
caught it by the throat, and the moment we reached the
platform, a striggle commenced, in which I soon got
uppermost, with my hand upon its throat, and kmnee
upon its heart. But now arose a wild cry of wrath and
revenge and rescue. A uniwersal hiss of steel, as every
sword was swept from its scabbard, seemed to tear the
very air in shreds. I heard the rush of hundireds towards
the platform on which I knelt. I only tightened my
grasp of the brute’s throat. His eyes were already
starting from his head, and his tongue was hanging out.
My anxious hope was, that, even after they had killed
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me, they would be unable to undo my gripe of his
throat, before the monster was past breathing. I thene-
fore threw all my will, and force, and purpese, into the
grasping hand. Knenwamnibar mo bitow. A fidintness came
over me, and my consciousness deparied.
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CHAPTER XXIV

“ IH? awre me'er like angels tll wur passwsries dige’”
PDExiRER.

* Trhis mrctohed InR, where wme ssaree oy o bah,
We call owr Bwelling-Plage:
HY call one Step w Race:
Btz angmids im thewr ! endipidnsed shates,
Awelds, who Live, anad knowe wha! s to Bs,
146 all the nomersee of our langugee see,
Whm speak things, andt owr werds, thewr til-cixaugn pictaies, ssem,
Whiam we, by a feslishh pguree, suy,
Behold an old man dead | them they
Speaik properi)y, andl cry. Behold a man-child born! ™
COWILEW.

1 WAS dead, and right content. I lay in my coffin, with
my hands folded in peace. The knight, and the lady I
loved, wept over me. Her tears fell on my face.

“ph! ¥ said the knight, “ I rushed amomgst them
like a madman. I hewed them down like brushwood.
Their swords battered on me like hail, but hurt me not.
I cut a lane through to my friend. He was dead. But
he had throttled the monster, and I had to cut the
handful out of its throat, before I could disengage and
carry off his body. They dared not molest me as I
brought him badk ™

* He has died welll," sazid the lady.

My spirit rejoiced. They left me to my repose. 1
felt as if a cool hand had been laid upon my heart, and
had stilled it. My soul was like a summer evening, after
a heavy fall of rain, when the drops are yet glisteming
on the trees in the last rays of the down-going sun, and
the wind of the twilight has begun to blow. The hot
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fever of life had gone by, and I breathed the clear
mountzim-air of the land of Death. I had never dreamed
of such blessedness. It was not that I had in any way
ceased to be what I had been. The very fact that any-
thing can die, implies the existence of something that
cannot die; which must either take to itself another
form, as when the seed that is sown dies, and arises
again; or, in conscious existence, may, perhaps, continue
to lead a purely spiritual life. If my passions were dead,
the souls of the passions, those essmmtial mysteries of
the spirit which had imbodied themselves in the passions,
and had given to them all their glory and wonderment,
yet lived, yet glowed, with a pure, undying fiie. They
rose above their vanishing earthly garments, and dis-
closed themselves angels of light. But oh, how beautiful
beyond the old form! I lay thus for a time, and lived as
it were an unradiating existence; my soul a motiwon-
less lake, that received all things and gave nothing
back; satisfied in still contemplation, and spiritual
consciousness.

Ere long, they bore me to my grave. Never tired
child lay down in his white bed, and heard the sound
of his playthimgs being laid aside for the night, with a
more luxurious satisfaction of repose than I knew, when
I felt the coffin settle on the firm earth, and heard the
sound of the falling mould upon its lid. It has not the
same hollow rattle within the coffin, that it sends up to
the edge of the grave. They buried me in no graveyard.
They loved me too much for that, I thank them; but
they laid me in the grounds of their own castle, amid
many trees; where, as jt was spring-fime, were growing
primmses, and blue-bells, and all the families of the
woods.
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Now that I lay in her bosem, the whole earth, and
each of her many births, was as a body to me, at my
will. 1 seemed to feel the great heart of the mother
beating into mine, and feeding me with her own life, her
own essamtial being and nature. I heard the footsteps of
my friends above, and they sent a thrill through my
heart. 1 knew that the helpers had gone, and that the
knight and the lady remained, and spoke low, gentle,
tearful words of him who lay beneath the yet wounded
sod, I rose into a single large primrose that grew by the
edge of the grave, and from the window of its humbie,
trusting face, looked full in the countenance of the lady.
I felt that I could manifest myself in the primrose;
that it said a part of what 1 wanted to say; just as in
the old time, I had used to betake myself to a song for
the same end. The flower caught her eye. She stooped
and plucked it, saying, “ Oh, you beautiful creature! ™
and, lightly kissing it, put it in her bosom. It was the
first kiss she had ever given me. But the flower soon
began to wither, and I forsook it.

It was evening. The sun was below the horizon; but
his rosy beams yet illuminated a feathery cloud, that
flozted high above the world. [ arose, I reached the
cloud; and, throwing myself upon it, floated with it in
sight of the sinking sun. He sank, and the cloud grew
gray; but the gravmess touched not my heart. It carried
its rose-fue within; for now I could love without need-
ing to be loved again, The moon came gliding up with
all the past in her wan face. She changed my ceuch
into a ghostly pallor, and threw all the earth below as
to the bottom of a pale sea of dreams. But she could
not make me sad. I knew now, that it is by loving, and
not by being loved, that one can come nearest the soul
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of another; yea, that, where two love, it is the loving of
each other, and not the being loved by each other, that
originates and perfects and assures their blessedness.
I knew that love gives to him that loveth, power over
any soul beloved, even if that soul know him not, brimg-
ing him inwardly close to that spirit; a power that
cannot be but for good; for in proportion as selfishness
intewdies, the love ceases, and the power which springs
therefrom dies. Yet all love will, one day, meet with its
return. All true love will, one day, behold its own
image in the eyes of the beloved, and be humbly glad.
This is possible in the realms of lofty Death. “ Ah!
my friends,” thought I, “ how I will tend you, and wait
upon you, and haunt you with my love.”

My floating chariot bore me over a great city. Its
faint dull sound steamed up into the air—a soumd-—how
composed ? “ How many hopeless cries,” thought I,
“ and how many mad shouts go to make up the tumult,
here so faint where I float in eternal peace, knowing
that they will one day be stilled in the surrounding calm,
and that despair dies into infinite hope, and the seaming
impossible there, is the law here! But, O pale-faced
women, and gloomy-browed men, and forgotten children,
how 1 will wait on you, and mimister to you, and, putting
my arms about you in the dark, think hope into your
hearts, when you fancy no one is near! Soon as my
senses have all come back, and have grown accustomed
to this new blessed life, I will be among you with the
love that heslath”

With this, a pang and a terrible shudder went through
me; a writhing as of death convulsed me; and I became
once again conscious of a more limited, even a bodily
and earthly life.
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CHAPTER XXV

" Mhiser Miben fish Aain Fravm, aber asssall wnd ward Wiekkierd camer
werden fdem NQYWALS.

Owe I is no dream ; but it ought to becomme oie, amd Rhaps
wiid”’
“ And on the ground, which §s my wodres grte
1 hnocke with my shaf, exiich and lnte,
Aned say to hime, Lewve mother, let me im.,"
Cuavcer, The Pardoneres Tale.

Sivkmwe from such a state of ideal biiss, into the world
of shadows which again closed around and infolded me,
my first dread was, not unmatwrally, that my own
shadow had found me again, and that my torture had
commenced anew. It was a sad revulsion of feeling.
This, indeed, seemed to correspond to what we think
death is, before we die. Yet I felt within me a power
of calm endurance to which I had hitherto been a
stranger. For, in truth, that I should be able if only
to think such things as I had been thinking, was an
unspeakable delight. An hour of such peace made the
turmoil of a lifetime worth striving through.

I found myself lying in the open air, in the early
morning, before sunrise. Over me rose the summer
heaven, expectant of the sun. The clouds already saw
him, coming from afar; and soon every dewdrop would
rejoice in his individual presence within it. I lay motiom-
less for a few minutes; and then slowly rose and looked
about me, I was on the summit of a little hill; a valley
lay beneath, and a range of mountains closed up the
view upon that side. But, to my horror, across the



A Faerie Romamoe i 7
valley, and up the height of the opposing mountains,
stretched, from my very feet, a hugely expanding shade.
There it lay, long and large, dark and mighty. I turned
away with a sick despair; when lo! I beheld the sun just
lifting his head above the eastern hill, and the shadow
that fell from me, lay only where his beams fell not.
I danced for joy. It was only the natural shadow, that
goes with every man who walks in the sun. As he arose,
higher and higher, the shadow-~head sank down the side
of the opposite hill, and crept in across the valley
towards my feet.

Now that I was so joyously delivered from this fear,
I saw and recognised the country around me. In the
valley below, lay my own castle, and the haunts of my
childhood were all about me. I hastened home. My
sisters received me with unspeakable joy; but I suppose
they observed some change in me, for a kind of respect,
with a slight touch of awe in it, mingled with their joy,
and made me ashamed. They had been in great distiess
about me. On the morning of my disappearance, they
had found the floor of my room flooded; and, all that
day, a wondrous and nearly impervious mist had huag
about the castle and grounds. [ had been gone, they
told me, twenty~-one days. To me it seemed twenty-one
years, Nor could I yet feel guite secure In My new
experiences. When, at night, I lay down once moke A
my own bed, I did not feel at all sute that when I
awoke, I should not find myself In some mysterigus
region of Fairy Land. My dreams were incessant and
pertirbed; but when 1 did awake, 1 saw elearly that
I was in my ewn heuse:

My mind soon grew calm; and I began the duties
of my new position, somewhat instructed, I hoped, by
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the adventuzes that had befallen me in Fairy Land.
Could 1 translate the experience of my travels there,
into common life? This was the question. OF must |
live it all over again, and learn it all ever again, in the
other forms that belong te the world of men, whese
experience yet runs parallel te that eof Fairy Land?
These questions I cannot answer yet. But | fear.

Even yet, | find myself looking round semetimes with
anxiety, to see whether my shadew falls wight away
from the sun or no. 1 have never yet diseovered any
inclination to either side. And if | am net unfrequently
sad, I vet cast no mofe of a shade on the earth, than
most men who have lived in it as long as I. I have a
strange feeling sometimes, that I am a ghest, sent inte
the world to minister to my fellow men, or, rather, to
repair the wrongs I have already done. May the world
be brighter for me, at least in those portions of it where
my darkmess falls not.

Thus I, who set out to find my Ideal, came back
rejoicing that I had lost my Shadow.

When the thought of the blessedness I experienced,
after my death in Fairy Land, is too high for me to lay
hold upon it and hope in it, I often think of the wise
woman in the cottage, and of her solemn assurance that
she knew samething too good to be told. Wihen I am
oppressed by any sorrow or real perplexity, I often feel
as if I had only left her cottage for a time, and would
soon return out of the vision into it again. Sometimes,
on such occasions, I find myself, unconsciously almost,
looking about for the mystic mark of red, with the
vague hope of entering her door, and being cemforted
by her wise tenderness. I then console myself by saying:

I have come through the door of Dismay; and the
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way back from the world into which that has led me, is
through my tomb. Upon that the red sign lies, and I
shall find it one day, and be glked.™

I will end my story with the relation of an incident
which befell me a few days ago. I had been with my
reapers, and, when they ceased their work at noon, I
had lain down under the shadow of a great, ancient
beech-tiree that stood on the edge of the field. As I lay,
with my eyes closed, I began to listen to the sound of
the leaves overhead. At first, they made sweet inar-
ticulate music alone; but, bv-and-by, the sound seemed
to begin to take shape, and to be gradually moulding
itself into words; till, at last, I seemed able to dis-
tinguish these, half-dissolved in a little ocean of circum-
fluent tones: “ A great good is coming—is comng—
is coming to thee, Anodos ” ; and so over and over
again. I fancied that the sound reminded me of the voice
of the ancient woman in the cottage that was four-
square. [ opened rv eyes, and, for a moment, almost
believed that [ saw her face, with its many wrinklles and
its young eyes, looking at me from between twe hoary
branches of the beech overhead. But when 1 looked
more keenly, I saw only twigs and leaves, and the infinite
sky, in tiny spots, gazing through between. Yet I know
that good is coming to me—that good is always coming;
though few have at all times the simplicity and the
courage to believe it. What we eall evl, is the only and
best shape, whieh, for the person and his condition at
the time, could be assumed by the best goed. ARd so,
Faneudl,
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