




























































































CERTAIN VIEWS IN WALES 

In truth, to skip from Arfon to Glamorgan is much like skipping from 
Maine to California; there is a difference in degree, and the latter jump 
is the longer, it must be O\vned; but in kind 'tis the same, or even more 
so. For these are the two 
poles north- w e s t a n d 

south-east - of Wales: un-
like in seen- ery; unlike 
in d i a l ect ; and most un-
like, if you believe the 
inhabitants of either, in 
their char- actcristics. 

For the true Southerner 
knows that nothing good 
can come out of the North; 
a true North- erner, that a 
llwntw of the South is no 
m o r e  t h a n  half a Welsh-

man, ijJsof ac- Lo with only 
half a chance of salvation. 
In the North are the wild 
e n  c h a n t e d  mountains; 
the dramatic and mourn-
ful  g l o r i e s  of scenery; 
there, too, of old, were the 
strongholds of freedom; 
there is the chief strong-
hold now of t h e  W c l  sh 
language. In WATERFALL NEAR ABEHDARE, IN THE the S o u t h  
are great coal HILLS OF GLAMORGAN, WALES mines, three-
q uarters of  the popula-
tion, industry and commerce galore. The X orth for Poetry, the South 
for Music, they say. Yet if the �forth was the Land of Llewelyn and 
Glyndwr, the South, long before, was the Land of Arthur and Caractacus. 
The South is beautiful too; though the tourist knows it not ·-- once 
you get beyond the coal-dust and the commerce. But it is the quiet 
beauty of green valleys, bluebell-haunted woods, velvet sward, hill
sides magical with foxglove and ragged-robin; the fairies love both 
regions. There are three chief places dignified with the name of Bro, 
which is translated 'Vale': - Bro Gwynfyd, Bro Gwalia, and Bro 
Morganwg: Heaven, Wales, and Glamorgan: though none of them is 
a vale in the English sense. I f  one knows two of them, I see no need 
why he should bother about the other; it is hardly likely to be as good. 
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Morganwg itself is twofold: the Hills and the Vale; it is the Hills 
that are coal-defiled; and Aberdare is right in the heart of that defile
ment. Yet this little waterfall is to prove that there is something you 
may still call Wales in the midst of it; something that will still talk an 

AN OLD COTTAGE IN THE VALE OF GLAMORGAN, 

SAID TO BE OVER 800 YEARS OLD 

old and haughty language when mere mankind - Ah, but may that day 
never come! Sometime even the Welsh coal-field will be exhausted ; 
or men will have turned to warm themselves with other kinds of fuel. 
Then the hills will be green with fern again, or gold with gorse and purple 
with heather; and the Beautiful Family will come down from the hills 
northward, and from the Vale southward; and there will be aerial harp
ing and fiddling in the night-time, where now engines scream; a glimmer 
of fairy feet dancing where now - h's are dropped, shall I say? - and 
that should tell the whole story . . . .  

"Over 800 years old," says the caption, of that thatched cottage in 
the Vale; it is an old cottage certainly; but if it was standing in the 
year 1100, it was something of a palace, for that time. For in those 
days, when intellectual life was so rich and creative in Wales - so much 
more so than ever since - except when they built stone castles, after 
the Norman fashion, or dwelt in such as they might take from the Norman 
builders - even' the princes lived in what we should call log cabins; 

254 



CERTAI N  VIEWS I N  WALES 

it was only in that century they began to build even the churches of 
stone. Before, they were of logs, or wattles and clay. But they sheltered 
of Saints quite a prodigious number ; Celtic Saints, unknown to the 
Roman calendar ; very respectable people by birth ; though as Gerald 
the Welshman was fain to admit, something vindictive at times. Respect
able by birth, we say ; good family seems to have been an essential ; 
saintship went with genealogy, at least to a large extent. Thus Saint 
Brychan Brycheiniog had - was it twenty-nine? - sons and daughters 
in the sainthood, all good wonder-workers, chiefly to the confusion of 
their enemies. Though there were days too, if you went back to the 
fifth and sixth centuries, when saintship meant a professorship in one 
of the great Universities for which then Glamorgan was so famous : 
real seats of learning, attended by thousands of students, from foreign 
parts, as well as from Wales. 

Speaking of Gerald the Welshman : if you know him not, make his 
early acquaintance by all means ; read his Itinerary of Wales, that he made 
and wrote in the twelfth century. A quaint, vain, learned, shrewd, 
superstitious, naive, ignorant, humorous, delightful old fellow ; church
man by accident of his age ; Welsh and Norman by race; and as true
hearted and valiant a man as ever fought a forlorn hope splendidly ; 
one " who hath done more," said (I think) Llewelyn the Great, " for 
the honour of Wales than any of us. "  " Of all countries," saith Gerald, 
(one quotes from memory) " Wales is the best ; Dimetia is the most 
favored region in Wales ; and Manorbier is the best place in Dimetia ."  
He was born there himself, and should have known, if any one did. 

THE BusY-BODY : " His estate is too narrow for his mind ; and therefore 
he is fain to make himself room in others' affairs, yet ever in pretense of 
love. No news can stir but by his door ; neither can he know that which 
he must not tell. . . . There can no act pass without his comment ; which 
is ever far-fetched, rash, suspicious, dilatory. His ears are long, and his 
eyes quick, but most of all to imperfections ; which, as he easily sees, so 
he increases with intermeddling. " - Joseph Hall 
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S QUARE YOUR ACCOUNTS : by Montague Machell 

" Instead of concentrating on our opinions and preconceptions, often based on no knowledge 
of facts, Jet us square up our accounts each night, for the next day may !incl m0 in quite a new 

condition of mind. . . . We have it to do somewhere : we may do it just before we die. At 

that time something steps in and forces uo to take a stand, but we ought not to wait until 

then. . . . Let us on retiring at night square up the accounts of t he day in preparation for 
the morrow, for we may waken in a condition in which the mistakes of t he past have no power 

to turn us away from the light. Let us look back only in order that the mistakes we made 
yesterday may not be made tomorrow. And then we shall not have to pile up our brains with 
great and difficult resolutions. " '  KATHEHIKE Tr:-.rGLEY ( in a talk to her Students) 

Cl'b _�ERE 'S a thought - we have all at one time or another 

P�•� made up our minds to ' get square ' with some other fellow � � for what he said or did to us. But has it ever occurred to 
'-""' �,, � us to ' get square ' with ourselves for what we have done to 

ourselves? How many of us have ever thought of a ' Self '  in himself to 
' get square ' with, or how to get square with him? Let 's stop and think 
a moment. 

Yesterday you overheard Jones say to Brown : " You may call it 
' sincerity, '  if you like ; I call it ' bluff,' and if you knew him as well as 
I do, that 's what you 'd call it ! "  

" Ah, yes," you told yourself, " that 's Jones all over. Never did 
anything on the level himself, and now because I happen to be showing 
what I 'm made of and a few honest-minded folks are giving me credit 
for it, he feels called upon to air his doubts of my sincerity. Well, just 
wait till my chance comes, and I ' 1 1  show some folks what sort of a case 
he is ! "  

With these thoughts and more of an equally ' charitable ' kind, you 
went through the day, and when night came took them to bed with you, 
all the stronger for several hours' pondering. They remained in your 
system all night, destroyed all chance of a real constructive night's 
rest, and started you out today with poison in your system. Now suppose 
that you had taken a few moments, just before turning in last night, 
in order to square your accounts with yourself - not your imaginary 
account with Jones, for remember that was only a fragment of over
heard conversation of which you knew neither the context, real subject, 
nor foundation. 

In the first place, you might have said to yourself :  " Suppose that 
Jones was talking about me, of what consequence is it? Am I living my 
life for what Jones or any one else may say or think of me? Or am I seek
ing to make of myself something worth while, in accordance with the urge 
of that Big Fellow I feel inside? If the second, certainly I am not con
cerned with what anyone says or thinks of me ; if the first, then I am 

9- ' bluff ' and Jones was right -- if he meant me. In the second place : 
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suppose that I am striving to live my life for its own sake, and with a 
sincere effort towards self-improvement. I f  Jones was talking about me, 
doesn 't this disturbance in me mean that I 've some more weeding to do 
yet? If his words ' got me riled,' then there must be something in me 
to ' get riled. '  Now it 's a sure thing that the Big Fellow that keeps 
urging me to go ahead and win out wouldn 't ' get riled ' at anything 
anybody said about Him. - Hm ! - maybe Jones wasn 't quite wrong, 
and maybe what truth there was in his words hit the untruth, the sham 
in me ! In that case he did me a good turn, and in place of my getting 
ready to cuss him, I ought to be figuring that while ' listeners never 
hear good of themselves, ' still what they do hear may be mighty good 
for themselves. 

" In the third place : suppose that I am in the right and he is in the 
wrong ; then clearly he needs my help. If he is carrying a grouch in 
his mind and I am honestly trying to make my life of use to others as 
well as to myself, it 's evidently up to me not to feed that grouch with 
my irritation and annoyance. If I 'm not strong enough to hand him 
out something generous and worth while, to counteract his ill will, I can 
at least refuse to add to his current of thought with thoughts of the 
same kind ; I can leave him alone mentally and let him get on his feet. 
Besides, I don 't know what tomorrow holds for me or for Jones. It 's 
a sure thing that I don 't hate Jones badly enough to want to go out of 
life myself, or have him go out with a good-sized deposit of ill-will to 
my account, and who of us knows when the call may come, and if it 
comes now, when the chance to settle the account? 

" Any way, here it is the end of the day ; when I wake up tomorrow 
I shall be up against an entirely new proposition. Now I don 't want to 
carry over any unsettled accounts to that new sheet : why not square 
the account right now, before the day is over? 

" How did I come to get this grudge against Jones? I didn 't have it 
when I got up this morning or when I went to bed last night - didn 't 
think of him, in fact. - Ah, yes, maybe that 's where the trouble lay -
I was taken by surprise, I was unprepared. Maybe if I had made a 
little preparation last night for today, had taken the time to think kindly 
of Jones and of everybody else I know, that remark of his would have 
sounded quite different. At any rate, there 's no harm in trying the 
experiment of a little preparation for tomorrow. 

" The real I is here for a purpose : it wants to find the strength, the 
joy, the worth-whileness of life, and it wants to make life strong and 
joyful and worth while for all its fellows . Jones is a fellow-traveler ; 
he makes his mistakes, but I '11 give him credit for trying to see just as 
straight and go just as straight as I do. If the road looks dim and crooked 
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sometimes to hiin, then all the more reason for me to keep my clouds 
out of his way. · 

" So, here's to you, ]on es! May your night 's rest be as good to you 
as · mine is going to be to me, now I 've ' squared my account ' ! "  

* * * 

Had you taken this course and squared that account, who knows 
if Brov'n might not have dropped around to your place to tell a yarn 
which he got fromJon.es about the smooth fellow they had up in court 
who tried to bluff the jury with ' sincere disinterested patriotism ' stuff ! 

SCOT T I SH FOLK- LORE : by William Scott 

I PRELilVHJ\iARY 
��:�- "� HAT is ' Folk-lore ' ?  To some minds it is almost identical 

� �l'.rA with superstition ; because it consists largely of the mys
tll '.2l '.7� terious doings of the fantastic people of Fairyland. But 
��" what is superstition? To many persons it means a belief 

in Beings and powers that do not exist. Let this be granted, then there 
are two kinds of superstitionists -a positive and a negative, i. e . ,  those 
who believe that things and creatures have been created, and are sus
tained by numerous intelligent Beings, such as Gods, Angels,  Demons, 
et al. , who exist only in the imaginations of the credulous ; and those 
who believe that all things have been created, and are sustained by 
numerous unintelligent Powers and Abstractions or Negations, such as 
Motion, Gravitation, Evolution, Struggle-for-Existence, Survival-of-the
Fittest, etc ... etc. These are all names for phenomena of Nature, but 
the name of an appearance is the name of a pure abstraction or negation, 
which has no existence of its own, apart from the agency which produces 
the phenomenon. 

No observation can become possible •.vithout at least four factors -
the agent, the medium, the action, and the observer. The agent, or 
actor, is always unseen ; the visible cody which it uses is the medium ; 
the movement of the used medium is the action ; and the one who sees 
the action is the observer. The action is a pure abstraction or negation, 
which has no existence, per se, apart from the agent and the medium. 
The terms Motion, Gravitation, Evolution, Struggle-for-Existence, Sur
vival-of-the-Fittest, etc . ,  are all names given to various kinds of action, 
and are therefore pure abstractions or negations, which have no actual. 
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existence, hence it is absurd to consider them as creative causes. Even 
Force is the energy exerted by some entity or agent. 

Yet it is the negative superstitionists who think they are the most 
positive, and pride themselves in thinking that they believe but little 
which they do not know to be true. But as a matter of fact, they believe 
just as many things which appear to other competent minds to be quite 
as absurd as the things believed in by the positive superstitionists. In
deed, we ordinary people know almost nothing, and we do not know 
anything fully. Our knowledge, even of the things that we are most 
intimate with, is only very slight. Nothing is detached, separate. All, 
even the tiniest atom, is a part of the whole, and contains all the essential 
elements of the Whole. No one, therefore, can know all about the tiniest 
atom until he knows all about the whole Universe ; for no one can com
prehend a part without knowing the whole. 

Superstition would be more correctly defined as an irrational belief. 
This would include both the positive and the negative varieties. The 
person who can believe that the human eye, for example, to say nothing 
of the human soul, is the fortuitous result of the action and interaction 
of blind and unintelligent ' Abstractions and Negations ' is certainly 
quite as irrational, if not more so, than the person who believes that 
the human eye, as well as the human soul, was designed and created 
by an omnipotent Being, although both may be wrong. 

I f  those persons who think themselves free from superstitious beliefs, 
but believe in the Omnipotence of ' Abstractions and Negations, ' would 
meditate upon it for a moment seriously, they would see that the human 
mind can create nothing. It may assemble existing things in a manner 
in which they were never assembled before, but they have then created 
nothing but the ensemble, which is not a thing but a name for a combina
tion of things. I f  there is anyone who does not believe this, let him try 
to create something which he has never seen or heard of before. He 
may imagine a monster with a million feet, a thousand eyes, and a hun
dred wings ; but this is only an assemblage of things already known to 
him. Or he may imagine all sorts of invisible beings, and endow them 
with all kinds of powers, but he will not be able to furnish or enrich them 
with powers, qualities, or faculties with which he is not already ac
quainted. Those who think that the ' ignorant, primitive savages ' have 
the power to create new things, certainly endow them with powers which 
they do not themselves possess : and one of the strongest proofs of this 
is that the Folk-lore of the World differs . locally only as it is colored by 
the varying peculiarities of the folks in different places who modify 
or elaborate it. . 

The essential elements of Folk-lore are everywhere the same, from 
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Japan to Scandinavia, from Russia to India or the Cape of Good Hope, 
or from Canada to Cape Horn. Names differ, but the characters of the 
denizens of the Inner World differ in no greater degrees than the characters 
of the peoples who describe them. Andrew Lang - a high authority says : 

" However much these nations may differ about trifles they all agree in liking fairy-tales. " 

And he goes on to say that : 

" In Ilomer"s Odyssey you will find the witch who turns men into swine, and the man who 
bores out the big foolish giant's eye, and the cap of darkness, and the shoes of swiftness that 

were worn by Jack the Giant-Killer. These fairy tales are the oldest stories in the world, and 

they were first made by men who were child-like for their own amusement, so they amuse 
children still . "  

We are not quite sure about this origin for all fairy-tales found in 
Folk-lore. Some of the silliest stories were doubtless first told by childish 
people, but we greatly suspect that the better sort were written, or told, 
by very wise men, who knew a great deal about human nature and the 
constant warfare that is being fought between the God and the Demon 
within the breast and brain of every human being "\Vho is trying to realize 
the highest in his own nature. Such a one has no difficulty in recognising 
the witches (gluttony and greed) that turn men into swine, and many 
other witches who turn men into many other kinds of animals. And 
when the battle reaches its greatest intensity, the fiercest and most 
terrible ' dragons ' imaginable could not exceed the ferocity of the demons 
that have to be encountered. Nor could enchanted swords, nor caps of 
invisibility, nor shoes of swiftness, nor any other imaginable god-like 
powers, surpass the fighting qualities of the unconquerable Warrior within, 
who has to slay them. In this light the greatest feats of the Arabian 
Nights' Entertainments are perfectly true ; exaggeration is impossible. 

The principle factors in all Folk-lore are Fairies, Magicians, Witches, 
Goblins, Ghosts, etc. ' Fairy ' usually is a generic term, which covers 
a multitude of fairyland species, of varied character and habits. In 
Scottish Folk-lore the principle characters are called Fairies, Littlefolk, 
or Goodpeople, who are not always good. These are general terms which 
include Brownies, Nymphs, Kelpies, Sirens, Mermen and Mermaids, 
Doane Shee, Dracae, Elves, Gnomes, Bogles, Goblins or Hobgoblins, and 
Bogies. Then there are the denizens of the graveyards and their environs, 
called Phantoms, Specters, Wraiths, Ghosts, etc. Besides these there 
are the Magicians, Witches, and the Men of the Second Sight, who are 
in a class by themselves ; and not the least familiar, or interesting, are 
the Devil and his Imps. 

It is to be regretted, however, that these interesting little people 
of Scottish Fairyland, as well as all the other characters, even including 
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his Satanic Majesty himself, have to be spoken of in the past tense. 
They have all left the ' Land o' Cakes, '  or, at least, they no longer frequent 
the haunts of men, or make their presence visible to the present generation 
of matter-of-fact materialists. But once upon a time, and that not so 
very long ago, they were a very populous brood, and were to be seen 
almost anywhere during their hours of mundane activity, which were 
generally between the hours of sunset and sunrise. 

To do it justice, Scottish Folk-lore should be told in the tongue which 
gave it birth - the Scottish dialect, or the Highland Gaelic : but the 
latter is now understood by only a very few living persons, while the for
mer in its purity, is scarcely intelligible to English-speaking people. 
The jargon that is usually given to the public, and called ' Scotch, '  is 
but a mongrel lingo, which is neither Scotch nor English, but a discredit 
to both. Pure Scotch is now spoken by only a very few people in Scotland. 
The Scottish Text Society decided at their annual meeting, in 1908, 
that pure Scotch is spoken only in the district of Buchan, East Aberdeen
shire, which has an area of less than five hundred square miles (see The 
Weekly Scotsman, July 18, 1908) . And even in this small area it is only 
spoken by the lower classes, and there, as well as elsewhere, it is fast 
becoming anglicized ; and, indeed, it is not strange. For several centuries 
there have been few illiterates in Scotland, and all educational instruction 
is imparted in pure English, and not only the aristocracy, but doctors, 
lawyers, preachers, school teachers, wealthy farmers, bank clerks, and 
even many of the store clerks in the cities, all talk English ; and no 
Scotsman of any class would ever think of writing a letter in Scotch ; 
and practically all printing is done in English. Both Scotch and Gaelic 
publications are quite rare. Even the poems of Burns are far from being 
pure Scotch. He never hesitated to use English words when such were 
more convenient for rime, rhythm, meter, or melody ; and, to save ex
planatory notes, his editors of later editions have anglicized his poems 
still further. 

Language is the most common and convenient medium for the con
veyance of the aspirations, ideas, thoughts, and feelings of the soul ; 
and for the transmission of these, by different peoples, one language 
is not as good as another. Every language derives its peculiarities of 
sound, color, and phrasal form from the angle of vision of the souls of 
the people who produced it. Therefore, not only the sounds of the words, 
but the construction of the phrases, and the accents of a language, give 
a deep insight into the character of the people who gave it birth and 
being. Indeed, there are few better means of acquiring a knowledge of 
universal human nature than a study of universal language. For these 
reasons all literature suffers deterioration by translation, but perhaps 
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poetry and folk-lore suffer most of all ; and, of course, Scottish Folk-lore 
is no exception ; indeed, it is far other than an exception. In the Scottish 
phraseology there is couched a vast fund of subtle humor, which cannot 
be translated, and which is sometimes called ' unconscious ' ;  but there 
is nothing unconscious about it. None appreciate it more than the 
Scots themselves. Although the Scots enjoy hilarious mirth, they prefer 
the quiet subtle humor which makes them grin inwardly. Their southern 
neighbors have said that the Scots cannot see a joke without a cranial 
operation, but Max O'Rell, who had a wide experience, said that it was 
just the other way around. He maintained that the Scots, especially in 
the North, seized the point of a joke more quickly than any people he had 
ever addressed. They never permitted him, he said, to finish his jokes. 
They always saw the point before he reached it, and overwhelmed him 
with applause. But in the southern half of the Island, he said, the 
applause came tardily after the last word of the joke had been uttered. 

The principle secret of Carlyle's peculiar literary style is, that his 
English is couched in Scotch phraseologic form, and his phrases are sur
charged with the same subtle humor, rhythm, and melody which charac
terize those of the Scottish dialect. One of his critics has said that 
" Carlyle wrote neither poetry nor history." To those who appreciate 
and understand him, he wrote both poetry and history of the highest 
order. The whole of his writings are prose-poems, full of rhythm and 
melody, and bubbling over with humor in every sentence. Those who 
cannot see these things in his writings, miss by far the better half of 
Carlyle. Some have thought that his style was an affectation ; but it 
was perfectly natural. He merely put the words of his vast English 
vocabulary into the phraseologic forms of his mother tongue. One who 
knew them both, said that he had only known two literary men who spoke 
precisely as they wrote ; and these were Carlyle and Goldwin Smith -
the two greatest then living masters of the English language. Carlyle, 
in conversation, according to Froude, even in his stern denunciations 
of cant, sham, and hypocrisy, was always tenderly disposed, and there 
was a constant effervescence of subtle humor bubbling up from the 
kindly heart of the man ; not the kind of humor that makes you laugh 
outwardly, but the kind that makes you grin with satisfaction inwardly. 

Without his vocabulary and skill in phrase-craft, Scottish Folk-lore 
cannot be rendered in English without loss of pathos, poetry, and humor. 

( To be continued) 
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A CASCADE MOUNTAI N FOREST 

BY M. G. G. 

THE silence there was like a power; 
No bird nor beast, no zephyr stirred : 
Through all  the magic of the hour 

No faintest whisper might be heard. 

The air was dank, and leaves were drenched 
With recent rains from western strands ; 
Each drop was as a diamond clenched 
In dainty virgin-forest hands. 

Huge fallen cedars, once the pride 
Of older forests' days and nights, 
Wrapt round with moss, but hale inside, 
Lay slumbering midst their dream delights. 

And while they slept in stillness blest, 
Along their trunks in mosses bright, 
The mother hemlocks found a nest 
Wherefrom their babes might seek the light. 

There lowland firs by limpid light, 
In grandeur, and in lofty grace, 
In calm, and measured peace, and might, 
And silent beauty, blessed the place. 

Ranged midway 'twixt the white-barked pmes 
And where the sombre cedars grow, 
Stood noble firs in pillared lines 
To rampart back the mountain snow. 

All silent dreamed the lovely firs, 
Shielded by woods of white-barked pine, 
Taking the first free breath that stirs 
From snow-clad peaks beyond the line. 

Oh! heirlooms of a Golden Time, 
By what enchantment were ye planned 
To rim your crystal lakes sublime, 
The sentinels of fairyland? 
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SOME COMMON ERRORS I N  NATURAL H I STORY : 
by Percy Leonard 

" Regard earnestly all the life t hat surrounds you."- Light On The Path 
" If thou wilt know the invisible, open thine eye wide on the visible. "  - The Talmud 

HE slimy serpent that leaves its trail wherever it goes, is 
one of those fictions . of the orator and the novelist which 
still persists in face of the fact that a snake's skin is just 
as clean to handle as a glass rod. The track of a snake across 

a dusty road is simply a sinuous line where the dust has been pressed 
smooth and level. People are very reluctant to give up their belief that 
snakes climb trees by winding themselves spirally around the trunks ; 
but this they never do. They ascend trees precisely as they crawl on 
level ground, using their belly scales to take advantage of the rough
nesses in the bark. When the tree has no low tranches and is perpen
dicular, they cannot climb it at all. They are often found intertwined 
among the branches of shrubs and vines, the very situations most favorable 
for birds nesting, which forms their main inducement for climbing. 

There are many otherwise well-informed people who imagine that 
a slug is a snail which has left its shell at home ; but a snail can no more 
walk abroad without his shell than an oyster or a tortoise. A slug is 
not a snail without a shell, but a near relation of the snail , and its shell 
is so small and so well concealed within the body that it is quite useless 
as a protection. 

Eels are supposed by some to be water-snakes ; but they are true 
fish and breathe by gills. They also possess scales invisible to the naked 
eye. There are genuine sea-serpents ; but they are chiefly found in 
the Indian Ocean and the island region of the Tropical Pacific. They 
are brilliantly colored, ' blue, glossy green, and velvet black ' and often 
ringed with strikingly contrasted hues. Their bodies are adapted for 
aquatic life by being laterally compressed and their tails are flattened 
like paddles. The description by Coleridge of their grace and beauty in 
The Rime of the Ancient Mariner is said to be of remarkable fidelity to 
nature. 

The popular belief as to birds living in nests still flourishes as strong
ly as ever. Birds do not live in nests : they just ' potter around ' at 
large during the day and roost among the branches at night. Their nests 
are simply temporary cradles and are only used for rearing their young, 
being abandoned as soon as the fledglings are able to fly. This sweeping 
statement needs to be qualified, however, by the admission that the 
jenny-wren of England builds several nests in the spring and in cold 
winters uses them as shelters. 

' Dewfall ' is another expression which implies a very mistaken no-
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tion as to the origin of dew. Dew does not fall : it is deposited from the 
surrounding air on any object cool enough to condense its water-vapor 
into the liquid form. When a glass of iced water is seen to be beaded 
over with water-drops, it is simply an instance of artificially produced 
dew. The moisture certainly does not ' sweat ' through the glass as many 
people seem to imagine. 

Small flies are often believed to be young flies just as small pigs are 
undoubtedly young pigs. This is a gross popular error, widely spread. 
We must not suppose that a mosquito is a baby fly, a house-fly a budding 
youth, and the burly blUe-bottle the perfect insect. As soon as the 
fly emerges from his chrysalis with wings and three pairs of legs, he 
never adds a millimeter to his stature. Some kinds of flies are large and 
others exceedingly minute ; but once the perfect state is reached no fur
ther growth is possible. 

Fish are often thought to be great drinkers from their observed habits ; 
but though a fish does certainly draw great quantities of water into its 
mouth, it does it merely with the intention of passing it out again under 
its gill covers after extracting its contained oxygen. River fish habit
ually lie with their heads upstream for this reason. It is really no dis
paragement to be accused of ' drinking like a fish ' because it implies 
no more than that you are a strict teetotaler and drink small quanti
ties of cold water with your meals according to your needs. 

Then, again, everything that comes out of the sea is supposed to be 
fish ; whales, lobsters, oysters, and medusae or jellyfish included. Of 
course the fish proper has a bony skeleton, breathes by gills, and is covered 
with scales : whereas the whale is a warm-blooded mammal which feeds 
its young with milk ; the oyster is a mollusc like the garden snail ; the 
lobster is a crustacean with neither scales nor bones ; and the medusa 
is one of the lowly group of boneless Coelentera whose whole body cavity 
consists of stomach. 

It is refreshing to note, however, that ' the many-headed multitude ' 
is sometimes right. Snakes do fascinate their victims in spite of the learned 
herpetologists who set down this belief as a vulgar superstition. The 
writer has interviewed many intelligent observers who have witnessed 
this weird phenomenon at Point Loma, and their independent accounts 
agree with a remarkable consistency. 

A short examination paper would probably reveal that many well 
educated people never use their powers of observation upon their sur
roundings, and are perfectly contented to accept the current statements 
about Natural History without any question as to their authenticity. 
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FUNCTION OF I NTUITION I N  DI SCOVER Y :  by T. 

HE following is surely a most remarkable fact. If  we take 
some simple folk-melody, of unquestioned beauty, deathless, 
full of unfathomable meaning, and analyse its structure, 
we find it to be a very simple arrangement of a few notes, 

an octave or only half an octave, in a very simple rhythm. Yet no man 
on earth can sit down and make another arrangement of notes that shall 
begin to compare with it - let him try till Doomsday. But at any time 
some obscure person may get an inspiration and write down another 
such melody, and this will be found to be as simple an arrangement of 
notes as the other. 

A principle underlies this mystery, a principle applicable to other 
cases than the one we have chosen for illustration - applicable to dis
coveries in science, mathematics, what not? It must mean that the 
perfectly obvious lies ever just beyond our reach, all unsuspected and 
unattained, awaiting the arrival of some moment when it can be revealed. 
It means that intuition is the first faculty in discovery and creation, 
the other faculties being a long way behind. If a man who cannot draw 
should sit down with a pencil and draw faces on paper until he chanced to 
make a madonna, how long would he have to try? The same with the 
would-be composer of an undying melody ; the possible combinations 
being virtually infinite, the process of hitting on the right one by chance 
is hopeless. And as to any method, that is even more futile. 

It has often been alleged that science learns by observing a large 
number of facts and arriving at the truth from them by a machine known 
as the inductive method. De Morgan, the mathematician, asks whether 
the purpose of collected facts is not rather to be used as means for veri
fying theories previously formed in the mind. The history of scien
tific discovery, he says, indicates this. Certainly a stink-bug could 
make no use of a large collection of scientific facts ; and the fact that 
he is able to use the very few he does collect is due to his having in his 
stupid horny head a pre-formed notion as to what he intends to do with 
them - that is, digest them. So every explorer must have an idea of 
some kind in hi;; mind. And truly explorers and inventors are people 
with a keen scent who are after something. They pay little attention 
to other matters, which they do not want, which may come in their way ; 
they brush them aside as irrelevant and seize only those they need. 
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ASTRAEA REDUX : by T. Henry, M. A. 

�T is said that, during the Golden Age, Astraea, the Goddess rrv'!J W of Justice, lived upon earth ; but that, during the Brazen � . •@ and Iron Ages, the wickedness of mankind drove her to 
@'�� heaven. All the Gods had deserted the earth, and she was 

the last to go ; and with her also went her sister Chastity. Astraea was 
placed among the constellations of the zodiac under the name of Virgo ; 
she is represented as a Goddess of stern but majestic mien, holding in 
one hand a sword, and in the other a balance. But it was prophesied 
that the Golden Age should eventually return, and with it Astraea and 
the other Deities. 

I f  we try to interpret this allegory with reference only to the Greeks, 
we shall miss its importance. The Greeks did not invent it ; they adopted 
it and adapted it to their own theogony. Doubtless there is some truth 
in the theories of those who say that it refers to the origin of the Hellenes ; 
but, if so, this is but a fragment of the truth. Wherever we find the 
Zodiac - in Egypt and India, for example - we find the same allegory 
in reference to the sign Virgo (Kanya in the Hindu zodiac) . And the 
Romans had it in their Venus-Lucifer, the star that brings light to earth. 
In the Hebrew-Christian Bible we may recognise the same allegory in 
the story of the Fall of man, the Garden corresponding to the Golden 
Age, and the Fall being accompanied by the same prophecy of a return 
to Paradise. And it would be only a matter of searching the books to 
be able to parallel the story from a multitude of sources. 

Myths have seven keys, and cannot be fully interpreted unless all 
the keys are turned, as H. P. Blavatsky says in The Secret Doctrine. 
She also points out that myths are at once allegorical and historical; 
and this is rendered possible by the fact that history itself is but one 
among many manifestations of the same universal laws of evolution. 
History unfolds itself therefore in accordance with principles which are 
manifested in other realms. A myth can not only be applied to history, 
but it may be interpreted as an allegory of human life. It may be applied 
to the elucidation of astronomical mysteries connected with those cyclic 
motions that herald the beginnings and endings of great periods of time. 
And there are still other applications which the student will discover 
for himself. 

H. P. Blavatsky says that the return of the Golden Age signifies the 
dawn of a new Root-Race. Hence the bygone Golden Age must refer 
to the beginning of the existing Root-Race. This epoch is often considered 
as the beginning of terrestrial time - the creation of the world - and 
correspondingly the end of the Root-Race is regarded as the end of the 
world. But the · ancient teachings held by Theosophy look further than 
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this. They take a view of human history commensurate with geological 
history ; and, just as the latter is divided into vast periods, marked off 
from each other by great breaks in the continuity of the sedimentary 
strata, so is human history divided into vast periods, marked off from 
each other by cataclysms whose records have been handed down in the 
stories of floods and conflagrations. The death of one cycle is the birth 
of another. 

What is important for us to consider is that humanity has lost a 
great deal which it once had and will have again ; for this gives us a 
more encouraging idea of the possibilities of human nature. The man of 
today is but a dwarfed image of what he might be. He has descended 
more intimately into matter, and has thereby gained material powers 
and lost spiritual ones. How does man come to fall thus? It is a con
sequence of his gift of free-will, which he abuses; but when, through 
painful experience, he has learned how to use it, it becomes his savior. 

As to our individual duty - let us bear in mind that we need not, as 
individuals, wait for the whole race to run its course. The great mass of 
the race will naturally lag far behind the smaller body of more thoughtful 
individuals; and by furthering our own evolution we shall be furthering 
that of our race. Each individual is a little world ; and from that little 
world also have the gods retired, but bearing with them the hope of 
return. To worship a god or goddess may mean for the superstitious and 
uninstructed simply the performance of rites before a shrine ; but he 
who understands knows that it means cultivating those eternal virtues 
and verities for which the gods and goddesses stand. Thus he who 
resolves to be just in all his thoughts and dealings, invokes and worships 
the goddess of justice ; and the latent powers of his Soul spring to re
newed life within him. Thus is his worship recompensed with a blessing. 
Have we not banished the gods from our individual worlds and placed 
them afar in the firmament of our pious fancy, whence their enfeebled 
rays avail not to light our nocturnal way? Let us bring them down to 
dwell with us, that so we may brighten, not alone our own lives, but 
the lives of those who may look to us for help. 

We know that what is said about the Golden Age and its return is 
true, because we feel that we have lost something. This means that we 
have not utterly lost it ; for in that case we should not be aware of the 
loss, should not regret it nor aspire to repair it. What mean our aspira
tions after the beautiful, which we try to realize through various forms 
of art and in poetry and music? What mean our yearnings for peace 
and harmony, if not that we are capable of feeling inwardly things that 
we cannot express outwardly? We feel the rudiments of lost faculties, 
which we must once have had, and aspire to have again. And so apt is 
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the ancient symbolism that poets are obliged to use it still and to speak 
of the gods as though they were still pagans. 

But it is vain to invite the deities back to desecrated shrines or to 
expect them to forsake their heavenly abode for a sordid earth that 
respects them not and would probably sacrifice them as victims on their 
own altars. We must prepare for them, make them welcome, rededicate 
the shrines and rebuild the temples. We must banish the infernal gods 
that we now worship - the gods of gain and material domination -
whose reign is a reign of injustice, and whose realm is a realm of ugliness. 

By cultivating harmony in our own lives we can bring back from 
our own inner nature the divine powers which have been banished and 
the same can be done on the large scale if men will dwell together in 
harmony. It will not be so difficult, once let people regard it as a possi
bility ; the difficulty arises from men having been taught to underesti
mate the possibilities of human nature. The dissatisfaction and often 
disgust which we feel with life proves that we are dimly conscious of a 
better state with which we contrast our present life. We often use the 
expression, " In this world,"  as though there were another world. We 
could not feel this contrast if this life were the only one. We are living 
two lives at once - the inner life of the Soul, and the outer life of the 
senses and thoughts ; but the former is a dim vision and the latter solid 
and tangible. Yet it lies in our power to bring more and more of the 
inner life into evidence to illumine and charm the outer. But we must 
be loyal to duty, honor, truth, justice, mercy, and the other attributes 
of divinity. 

Theosophy is a synthesis of scattered fragments of truth. There have 
been philosophers who taught virtue for virtue's sake (the Stoics) , and 
others who, like the New Platonists, taught the possibility of attaining 
to divine vision or ecstasy. In Theosophy the various streams of thought 
unite into a single river, and it appeals to all sides of man's nature. Its 
moral and ethical teachings, which are of the broadest and most lofty, 
are based on a profound philosophy ; and its interpretation of the facts 
of life does not contradict, but confirms, the innate sense of right. There 
is thus no opposition between the religious and the intellectual aspect 
of Theosophy, as is so often the case elsewhere ; but, on the contrary, 
these two aspects support each other. It is characteristic of the Iron 
Age that there should be conflict between religion and science, between 
interest and duty ; therefore a return of the ideals of the Golden Age 
will be marked by the cessation of this conflict between false antitheses. 
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ODD EXPERI ENCE OF AN ATOM : by Electron 

R.!FJ n� ROBABL Y it was a dream. Yet somehow it seemed like a 
!--: real experience. Doubtless one had been reading a recent �J '' 'f' address at Philadelphia, which may have " set the currents," ��� g8 so to say. The electric lamp shone steadily, the hour was 

late, and no sound fell but a distant murmur from the rocky coast-line. 
All at once the room began to expand, the walls melted away, sky and 
clouds grew nearer, disappeared, and finally nothing remained but bound
less space and limitless time. By some swift change it then seemed I 
had become identified with a particular atom in the brain of a certain 
modern composer - only that I seemed simultaneously to be looking 
on subconsciously at myself. 

At first it was bewildering, because I had so many different things to 
attend to in one instant - or to put it in another way, so many different 
vibratory movements to do in that instant - that nothing but a super
normal time-gift could have enabled one to analyse them. Some polarized 
light from the Moon had to be passed on, as well as several assortments 
of invisible rays from the Sun and Venus. Then the attractive and repul
sive forces of the Earth had to be attended to, along with those of seven 
planets, a host of satellites, and about a hundred million different stars 
- all in one instant. By an instant, of course one means a time-interval 
of about the lQ-30 th part of a second, or about the nonillionth part of 
a second. 

These responsibilities, immense though they were, made but the 
tiniest part of the work in hand during that instant. A magnetic storm 
was occurring, and that had to be attended to. Then my owner had a 
slight indigestion which further complicated the instantaneous movement. 
At the same instant an original theme for a four-part fugue was impressed, 
causing curious tremors ; and yet it was simultaneous with the recollection 
of a particular passage in Tristan and Isolde. I happened to be in the 
direct line at that same instant with a wireless message regarding the 
movements of some warships, and of another cross one from a coasting 
steamer, and these vibrations had to be passed on - all at the same 
instant, along with the effects produced by a distant phonograph and 
a fire-engine rushing down an adjacent street. With all these on hand, 
there was the growing consciousness of my temporary owner that it was 
time to retire, the impressions due to a bunch of flowers on the table and 
the failure of the oil supply in the heater. In the same instant the trans
cription of the thematic idea had to be thought of, and a distinct impression 
from a dying relative three thousand miles off recorded. 

But these were but a small part of my worries in that crowded instant. 
I had to try to persuade myself that I was not really conscious of anything, 
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that there were no such things as operatic dramas, or literary-musical 
themes, or psychic impressions, or conscious transcriptions of ideas. 
Yet had that been all, I might have felt comparatively peaceful, even 
though my instantaneous movements had already reached centillions 
per second, owing of course to the incommensurable cross-motion-curve
periods of my various duties. 

The real trouble, I realized, was the frantic effort made not only 
to eliminate the idea that I was conscious of anything (or even alive, in 
any officially-recognised scientific sense) ,  but to frame things up so that 
some at least of the centillions of my movements would present a colorable 
imitation of the latest electro-magnetic theories. But it was too much. 
I raised my exponent to the myrillionth, exploded - and awoke. 

THE RED ROSE AND THE WH I TE : by R. Machell 

(AN ALLEGORY) 
CHAPTER I 

� HE village was quiet, not to say dull. Life seemed to be a � very long and tiresome imprisonment to the boy, whose soul 
W�lilill'J'l was stirred with vast ambitions, vague longings, and vain 
� aspirations. His father was moderately wealthy for a villager, 
one of an ancient race of cultivators and owners of the land. His heart 
was bound up in his farm and his homestead ; while his highest ambition 
apparently was to be chief magistrate in the valley, where all the occupiers 
of farms were, like himself, owners and cultivators by heredity. But the 
boy seemed to have an heredity of his own, if one might say so. The land 
did not interest him in the way it appealed to the other young men of the 
village : it was to him a fact, just as the air and the sky were ; but his 
heart was hungry for something else. Facts seemed to him like raw po
tatoes, for which he had no relish. He wanted Life, writ large. The 
world itself seemed to his wild fancy but a small matter in comparison with 
the vastness of his longing ; while the valley, and the village, and the farm 
were scarcely as much as a door-mat at the side door of the porter's lodge, 
who keeps the gate of the prison-house of earthly existence. He would 
be free ; not with the poor freedom of the birds, that to his observant mind 
seemed no freedom at all, for he saw how regularly they repeat their an
nual migrations, and he guessed they were bound by the laws of their tribe 
as tightly as were. the neighbors, who called themselves freemen. 

These neighbors were proud of their freedom, and in their own eyes were 
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lords of the soil : but to Cantric they seemed no better than slaves of the 
land, servants of nature, ministering to the needs of the beasts they pre
tended to own, and blind to the glory of heaven and the joy of Life. He 
would be a Lord of Life, writ very large. But as yet he was but a boy, 
and his father was a man of stern and unbending will, who had a great 
faith in the virtue of severity, and whose masterful nature weighed 
heavily on the boy with the soul of an artist and the imagination of a 
young god. 

His contempt for the life of the village and the valley was shared by 
some of his companions, and was affected by others, who did not share it, 
but thought it manly to take up the attitude of superiority, which seemed 
to them in their ignorance to be conferred on those who spoke contemptu
ously of their elders. The elders smiled and let it pass. But Cantric 
knew no affectation, he was intensely earnest in all that he thought or 
said, and he was absolutely convinced of the greatness of his destiny. 

This enthusiasm was of course infectious : his comrades caught the 
malady of unrest from him, and though they had no internal fire of real 
enthusiasm to light their path, they sat in the glow of his divine flame, 
and fed the fire of his ambition with the fuel of their adulation, taking 
their share of warmth from the blaze, as the price of their contribution 
to the mental vortex thus created. 

Gradually the boy became known as a malcontent ; and, as he grew 
up, his father found little help or comfort from the presence of his son 
upon the farm; so that, when at last the youth declared his intention of 
going out to see Life and to make a name for himself, the old man took 
comfort for the loss of his natural heir in the thought of the peace he would 
gain in his home when this discontented boy was gone to learn the bitter 
lessons he so much needed. 

Cantric did not go alone, nor empty-handed. His father gave him 
what he could spare of money ; and spared him the infliction of any words 
of warning or advice. He was wise enough to know that his warnings 
would not be heeded now, and would return to the boy as reproaches, 
when their lesson was borne in upon him by experience in after years. 

His companions were three of the most ardent worshipers at the shrine 
of their friend's enthusiasm. Each one had a special mission in life, which 
he had chosen as most suitable to his particular genius. Cantric chose 
nothing. He was driven by a force that left him no choice. He felt the 
urge of his passion, and obeyed its impulse as if it were all divine. Some 
of it might be ; or it might have been the reaction from a flash of the true 
divine fire that smolders deep down in the human heart unknown, and 
mostly unsuspected. 

Singing songs 'of triumph composed by Cantric, reveling in their free-
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dom, and exulting in their youth, they passed the mountains, leaving 
without regret behind them the home of their forefathers. The journey 
was long to the Imperial City, which was their destination ; no lesser town 
or city would satisfy the demands of their imagination : not that Cantric 
regarded even the Imperial City as the goal of his ambition. Magic 
realms of glory unimaginable called him on. Cities were to him but 
stepping-stones, by which to cross the tide of life, that lay between the 
earth he trod and the celestial regions of his dreams. 

They all dreamed wondrous dreams of future greatness as they jour
neyed toward the vortex that attracted them, borne by a current that 
they could not comprehend, like leaves upon a stream. Yet each one 
gloried in the freedom of his choice, and thought the force that swept them 
on was his own strength of will. How could they dream the power of that 
current was the measure of their weakness? 

So they came to the city in which the viceroy held his court, and, 
though they affected scorn for anything less than the Imperial City, 
they yet decided to take lodging here and rest awhile before crossing the 
great desert that lay beyond the city walls. 

This city was indeed no mean substitute for the one they had set out 
to reach. It was famous for its wealth and luxury, and some said the mag
nificence of the viceregal court was considered little less than a menace to 
the reputation of the Imperial Court itself. 

The City appealed to each of the youths in a different way, and it was 
not long before they parted company. Cantric's companions found friends 
who flattered them and were ready to show them the mysteries of city 
life, as soon as they discovered that the newcomers were well provided 
with funds. But the poet repelled all advances of this kind, and went his 
way, fascinated, perplexed, astonished, repelled, and attracted, by turns. 

The Soul of the City held him against his will. He made no friends, 
nor did he plunge into the follies that attracted his former companions. 
He wandered about the streets, the bazaars, the gardens, breathing the 
strange atmosphere of a crowded city, which has a potency of its own. 
He felt it, and did not understand it. In the mountains the air was alive 
with visions and dreams, with song and mystery ; it was wildly exhila
rating. The atmosphere of the city throbbed with an energy of quite 
another kind, no less intense, nor less intoxicating ; but more human, 
more passionately strenuous. It seemed to hold potentialities of infinite 
pathos and emotion, of utter soulless cruelty, indifference, and selfish
ness, together with a binding force of nearness, of community, of human 
solidarity. It seemed as if his mind was saturated in an ocean of hu
manity, that teemed with thoughts and fancies, passions, tragedies, and 
all the endless range of man's unsatisfied imaginings, and aspirations. 
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In the mountains song rose in his soul and rushed spontaneously to 
his lips ; but in the streets the song surged in the caverns of his heart, 
like the sea on a rocky coast, roaring and moaning as it boils among the 
boulders, and echoes in the caves mysteriously. 

Calmly he stood and watched the passing throng, but in his heart 
there reigned the wildest tumult, and no song rose to his lips to ease the 
chaos of his mind. 

He suffered intensely, and in his effort to find some foothold for his 
mind, dizzy with the turmoil of his feelings, he became acutely conscious 
of his solitude. 

This terrible sense of loneliness seemed to force from his aching heart 
a cry, a call for sympathy or companionship, for light in the darkness, 
for a voice in the deep silence of the tomb in which he lay, even as he stood 
there in the crowded public garden by the brink of a fountain. No sound 
escaped his lips, but the cry was heard in the silence. A litter halted by 
the fountain, the curtains parted, a servant approached and bowed to 
the occupant. 

Cantric looked up and met the eyes of one who seemed to have come 
from some other world, and who was yet so intimately familiar to his 
heart, that he almost felt as if he had suddenly encountered his own image 
reflected in a celestial mirror, etherealized, spiritualized, beatified, but a 
part of himself, even as a man thinks of his own soul, when he imagines 
it as other than his very self. So gazed Cantric at that radiant vision of 
superhuman beauty, and recognised in this unknown princess the one from 
whom he was entitled to claim recognition and sympathy, by right of an
cient bonds, as old as life itself. He felt in a flash as if she had been his 
good angel in other worlds, his companion in former lives ; more than this, 
she was a part of himself. He was no longer alone. 

The litter was gone, and the crowd closed in upon the space where it 
had stood. Other litters passed, and by the time Cantric had disengaged 
himself from the press of people he was in doubt which was the one he 
was trying to follow. 

His eagerness was something too obvious and attracted the notice of 
the servants that followed or accompanied the litters of great ladies. He 
was unconscious of rudeness, for he felt that he was but seeking his own 
companion, from whom he had been parted by chance. But his dress and 
the lute he carried betrayed him, while it also made his search quite 
intelligible to the servants, who were generally rather pleased to see their 
ladies admired and followed by young poets or gallants of any kind ; for 
such admiration meant fees for them. One of these seemed to Cantric 
to recognise him and give him a sign. He took note of the litter, but alas, 
nothing remained in his memory but the glory of that transcendant beauty. 
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Too dazed by the suddenness of recognition to notice externals, ever more 
keenly conscious of his own emotions than of the objects that stirred them, 
he was utterly unable to recall any distinctive color or form by which to 
recognise the litter ; and even the features of his princess were entirely 
undefined in his mind, which whirled in the ecstasy of new emotions. 

He followed discreetly, and saw the litter pass under an arched gate
way, whose portals closed promptly upon the escort. The windows 
of the house were high up, and were closed against the heat of the sun. 
This part of the city was not altogether unknown to the young poet. 
The houses bordered the lake, separated from the water by gardens of 
various sizes and kinds, which generally ended in walls rising sheer from 
the water, with either a flight of stone steps and a small landing-stage, 
or else a water-gate giving access to the garden or to a boat-house inside 
the garden. 

Cantric took careful note of the position of the house as he followed 
the street leading to a public landing-stage, where he hired a boat and 
explored the water-front. But it was no easy matter to be sure which 
garden belonged to any particular house, as some houses had no gardens, 
while others had extensive grounds, bordered by terraces and summer
houses, small towers for giving a better point of view, or groves of trees 
that might or might not define a boundary. The young man was in des
pair, and went home to dream, and to write down the songs that sprang 
to his mind as spontaneously as they had done in the mountains. 

But when evening came he took his lute and again sought the same 
old boatman, who was well pleased to find a fare who was not in a hurry 
to get anywhere, but who was content to drift lazily with the light breeze 
along the garden front, which at certain times of the evening was a favorite 
resort for boats of every conceivable size, shape, color, and capacity, 
from the skiff, such as he occupied, to the luxurious barge with its awnings 
and boatmen in gorgeous liveries, and musicians still more brilliantly 
attired. Some had awnings discreetly veiled, or curtained with rich 
draperies, others were open ; there was song and laughter everywhere 
at such times. But it was still early when Cantric appeared on the 
scene and directed his old boatman to cruise along the garden front. 
This suited the old man to perfection ; to be paid for sitting still and listen
ing to the songs of a love-inspired poet was about as much as he knew 
how to ask for from Fate. 

The singer searched the boats that passed, but saw no sign, nor did 
he know what sign to expect. Yet he was confident. His whole being 
was in suspense calling for his heart's companion, and he knew he would 
not call in vain. 

Yet no answer came. His serenade passed unheeded. There were 
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other singers and more pretentious, but he knew that his song would be 
heard, and known when heard by her, for whose heart alone it was 
intended. 

The daylight died, and the gardens were full of lamps ; every boat was 
lit by one or more lanterns, and figures appeared upon the terraces. 
Cantric searched in vain for a sign. At last he told the boatman to return 
to the public landing-stage, and the old man slowly complied. Boats 
of all kinds passed ; sometimes greetings were exchanged, a flower was 
thrown or a handkerchief waved, songs rose and died or broke off in 
laughter, but Cantric sat silent gazing at the lanterns in the gardens 
overhead, for the boat was passing close to the wall. Once more he 
touched the lute. The old man rested on his oars, and a ' Good Night ' 
was breathed melodiously on the air to a strange wild rhythm more 
suited to the turmoil in his heart than to the calm of the evening. A 
red rose fell at his feet, and he watched it as it lay ; something shone 
beside the flower, and he stooped to pick it up. The stalk of the rose 
was encircled with a tiny gold band twisted round, as if it had been torn 
from the fringe of a dress and hastily fastened there to show the rose was 
no mere wind-fall. His song was answered. 

He looked up at the terrace above him, but no hand waved or beckoned 
to him, only a great rose-bush overhung the parapet, and the light of the 
passing lanterns shone on a mass of deep crimson blossoms like the one 
in his hand. The old man smiled and waited. There was no landing-stage 
but a water-gate yawned expectantly near by. 

At that moment a darkly-draped boat passed the skiff and a perfume 
of roses recalled the incident of the morning. Strange it seemed that at 
the time he had not noticed it, but now this delicate perfume seemed 
interwoven with his emotion and closely associated with the fountain 
and the sunlight. He put the red rose to his lips, but its scent was dif
ferent, or his imagination made it so. 

The dark boat entered the open archway and the water-gate closed 
behind it as Cantric stood up with the red rose pressed to his lips. 

Was it fancy? or did he really hear a soft laugh like the cooing of 
a dove? 

There was laughter enough around, and roses and music ; and none 
but a poet or a lover could pretend to distinguish so faint an echo of a 
voice : but Cantric was both, and all his nerves were tense with emotion. 
How could he be deceived? 

The boatman knew his business and rowed to the landing-stage, 
receiving his fee as the first instalment of a series that experience had 
taught him to anticipate : lovers were generally profitable customers. 
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CHAPTER I I  

That night the perfume o f  roses haunted the poet's sleep, and he 
dreamed that he stood by a marvelous rose-bush covered with creamy 
white roses ; but when he plucked one it changed to deep crimson ; a 
little golden snake uncoiled itself from the stem of the rose, and wrapped 
its folds so tightly round his finger that the pain shot up his arm to his 
breast, so that it seemed as if the snake had fastened its fangs in his 
heart, causing such an ache that it awoke him. In a porcelain cup the 
red rose stood beside the bed, and the little gold band was still around 
the stern. 

Impatient for the day, he rose and lit an oil lamp. By this light he 
worked at a song with which he intended to salute his princess at dawn. 

He had ascertained that the house with the big arched entrance was 
the family mansion of the viceroy : not the official residence, but his own 
domestic establishment. Cantric had learned also that the princess Mirarh 
was visiting the viceroy, who was a relative. She was reputed to be learned 
in the secret sciences and a person of austere life, though still young. 
It was said that the viceroy was very much afraid of her, for she had no 
sympathy with his weaknesses, which were numerous. Moreover it was 
whispered that she had great influence with her uncle the Emperor, who 
was a great warrior and a despotic ruler. 

When Cantric heard all this he smiled triumphantly, not a whit 
abashed at his own presumption. He lived in such a state of poetic 
intoxication that the greatest dignities of earth seemed poor in com
parison with the majesty of his own soul in its glory. 

He thought of the awe with which his informant had given the story 
of the viceroy's visitor ; he looked at the red rose, and smiled. Then 
he took his lute and sauntered down the deserted street to the wharf 
where the boats lay. His boatman was on the watch, knowing the habits 
of lovers and poets, and took it for granted that he was already engaged 
for a morning's sail along the garden front. He would have felt easier 
if the young poet had chosen any other house than the one in question 
for his serenades and morning salutations ; for the viceroy's guards 
were beyond the authority of the law, and if they took offense at the 
poet's attentions, it would fare badly with the poor old boatman. But 
the morality of the city under the authority of its pleasure-loving ruler 
was extremely lax, and courtship of the most open kind was quite fashion
able in good society. So Bendorah pocketed his fees and hoped for the best. 

Soon the song arose as herald of the dawn. It was a passionate in
vocation to the source of life ; there was in the melody something of 
authority and command, which made it different from the popular style 
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of such comi::ositions : indeed there was more of inspiration than of 
composition in it. It came from a heart burning with the fire the poets 
call divine, and was free from conventional forms and scholastic formulae. 
It breathed the rich fragrance of the crimson rose. It caught the goldrn 
glory of the morn, and wove the sunbeam like a thread of gold into the 
fabric of the sor:g. The light breeze fell when the sun rose over the 
mountains, and the sail hung helpless, flapping against the mast as the 
boat rocked to tl:e ripples that still stirred the surface of the lake, as a 
smile lingers on the lips of a dreamer when the dream is past. 

Nor was the sor:g unheard : a white arm rose above the parapet beside 
the rose-bush, i::lt:.cl ::d a blossom and held it for a moment visible to the 
singer on the lake, 1..hen vanished. The sun soared swiftly to the heights 
he loves, and th wind rose again, calling the sail to life, and shaking 
petals from the crimson rose-bush on the blue surface of the lake. 

Prince Fuchuli, the viceroy, heard the song. He was a man of taste 
as well as culture. Song was a passion with him, and singers found a 
right royal welcome at his court, if they could please the fastidious poten
tate. His taste was tropical ; though his intellectual culture made him 
an appreciator of the classical in song as well as in literature. He was 
indeed respected as a critic of nice discrimination in questions of style ; 
though his true sympathies were with tlo_e i::assionate poets, who could 
defy all laws and override all rules in the exuberance of their enthusiasm. 
But woe to the rretender, who in his pride or ignorance should mistake 
his vanity for genius of this order, and who should venture to violate 
traditional forms, without the power to carry the critic into a realm 
where tradition cannot enter. The Prince heard and was interested. 
He struck his gong, and bade the servant find out the name of the singer : 
for he was a great entertainer, and loved to present some newly-discovered 
poet to his guests, who in their turn were delighted to be told by so great 
an authority what it was safe for them to admire. 

Cantric had seen the gathering of the rose, and his heart stood still. 
The boat had passed the garden, which was now sacred in his eyes, and 
the boatman thought his trip ended ; but the poet signed to him to make 
for the open lake, where islands rich with trees and flowers, with temples 
and pleasure-houses, abounded. The lute was silent, and the singer sat 
gazing back at the red rose-bush and the dark water-gate. Suddenly 
his eye lighted as he saw the gates open and a richly-decorated and 
draped galley sweep out. 

Bendorah saw the boat and needed no hint from the young poet as 
to the course he should steer. The four-oared galley soon passed the 
skiff ; the helmsman in the livery of the viceroy hailed the old boatman 
and took a good look at his passenger, whose eyes sought to penetrate 
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the purple hangings that so impenetrably veiled the tented cabin. 
As he gazed, and as the skiff fell behind, a small white hand passed 

the curtains and rested on the rail : a red rose glowed there for a moment 
and was again withdrawn. Cantric saw and was content ; his heart was 
like the risen sun in the pure heaven ; the passionate glory of the dawn 
was past, but the fire of life burned more intensely in the cloudless light 
of day. He was content. Bendorah saw and smiled beneath his beard. 
He too was satisfied. 

The galley swept beneath the overhanging branches of a great oak 
and made fast to a landing-stage, where other boats already lay moored. 
The skiff followed ; but when the poet sprang ashore the galley was already 
deserted of all but the helmsman. 

Cantric went swiftly forward following the path that led up to a 
pavilion set in a garden with many shady paths and half-hidden summer
houses ; there were fountains and terraces with more paths and pavilions 
beyond. Attendants were running here and there bearing trays with 
covers, and guests were arriving from various directions. Evidently 
this was a fashionable resort. 

Bewildered, he paused at the head of a flight of marble steps, un
certain which way to turn. There were pavilions at either end of the 
terrace. The right-hand path was bordered with white lilies, and the 
columns of the pavilion were wreathed with climbing white roses, but 
there was no sign of life within. To the left was a gorgeous display of 
color, and a deep red rose blossomed abundantly as it hung from the 
low porch of the quaint building, from which a servant issued bearing 
an empty tray. Cantric could feel the fragrance of the roses ; the blood 
surged to his temples as he turned and followed the luxuriantly bordered 
path. The entrance was veiled by a gauze-like curtain of fine bamboo 
and beads, that rustled and glittered in the light filtering through the 
overhanging branches of a great cedar-tree. No guard stood at the 
doorway, and the light screen of shimmering threads invited rather than 
repelled intrusion. Brusquely he thrust aside the flimsy hanging, and 
stood within. The light was soft and the air full of perfume; a soft 
musical laugh came from the cushioned divan, where a white hand spark
ling with jewels held a red rose to the lips of a half-veiled vision of beauty. 

Cantric saw the rose and the eyes that gleamed above it, while the 
soft cooing laughter seemed to caress him like the delicate touch of a 
hand upon his flowing hair. He threw himself on his knees before the 
divan and kissed the hem of her robe. 

She drew herself up upon the cushions and warned him back with 
a gesture that was no reproof. 

" So you have found your way here? " she murmured contentedly. 
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" As the eagle seeks the sun," he answered, proudly exultant. 
" Soar you so high? " 
" Higher, "  he murmured. " I  seek a star in heaven." 
" And where is heaven ? "  
" Here ! at your feet, my Queen. Heaven has no stars as powerful 

to lure my soul from earth as those that shine upon me now." 
" Nay, but I am no queen. "  
" No queen of earth could kindle such a fire in m y  heart ; my tongue 

betrayed my mind ; not Queen, but Goddess, veiled in human form, in 
pity for the feebleness of mortal eyes that cannot gaze upon divinity." 

The soft laugh answered almost scornfully. " Nay, I am mortal. 
Sing to me while I satisfy the needs of my mortality." 

So saying, she signed him to a low seat at a little distance from the 
couch, and took fruit from the delicate dishes on the stool that served 
for table ; eating more eagerly than was becoming to a celestial being. 
This was no doubt a mere disguise assumed to hide the indifference 
that should characterize a goddess : but it must be confessed the disguise 
was well assumed. 

The poet sang a rhapsody that soared to the empyrean, and which 
if the truth must be told, left the goddess quite untouched. Her breakfast 
interested her, and the figure of the poet pleased her eyes as his voice 
charmed her ear, but the song wearied her. 

Gradually the fire of his inspiration sunk and the song ceased. He 
felt that he had failed. 

The goddess struck a little gong and told the attendant to pour out 
wine for the singer. 

Cantric drank and took his lute again. The wine awoke a fire that 
was more earthly, and he sang of love. 

The goddess listened, clasped her hands between her knees and beamed 
towards the singer fixing her luminous eyes upon him, till he felt as if 
he was absorbed into a vortex of poetic ecstasy, from which unconsciously 
the song poured forth impetuous as a fountain in the sunlight. 

" That is well, "  she said. " I  like your song. Tell me your name. " 
" Cantric," he answered. 
" Tonight the viceroy entertains a noble company, and there will 

be music in the garden. Now if you wish to please me you will come to 
the door that opens on the lake in the small tower east of the water-gate, 
by the red rose-bush that overhangs the parapet. Be there an hour after 
the sun has set. Here is a key that will admit you ; if questioned by the 
guard, show them the key and say Sura ti gave it you. You shall sing 
tonight before ttie noblest in the land. Go now, and, if you wish 
to please me, do as I have said. Your star is rising ; follow it ! "  
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She held the rose out to him. He took it reverently and kissed it : 
whereat she laughed contentedly. 

He found Bendorah waiting, as if he had not stirred from his boat, 
though in fact he too had tasted wine, at the charge of the helmsman 
on the viceroy's galley. This man seemed interested in the young poet, 
and tried to get some information from the old man. But Bendorah 
had learned two things : one was to hear as much as possible, and the 
other was to tell as little as necessary. He knew that a man's head 
would have a chance to stay longer on his shoulders if his tongue did not 
wag too freely, and he had learned that men pay more for information 
they desire, than for that which they actually receive. So he cultivated 
an appearance of indifference, and a convenient deafness, together with 
a certain reticence that served to veil any real ignorance of facts which 
the inquirer might wish to discover. In this way he got the reputation 
of knowing all the gossip of the city and of being most discreet in his 
silence. In this instance he had been particularly reticent, for the excellent 
reason that he had nothing to tell : but he thought it would be well to 
supply this deficiency and so made conversation on the return trip. 
But his fishing was barren of results : Cantric was in no mood to talk, 
and Bendorah feared to lose a promising patron by any indiscretion. 
He agreed to be in waiting at the hour the poet named ; and decided to 
follow the young man to his lodging in order to learn what might be 
gathered of his condition and antecedents. 

But Cantric did not go to his lodging : he had purchases to make, 
for he decided that he must present himself before the viceroy in some 
suitable guise. Nor was his anxiety to make a good appearance due 
to his respect for the noble Prince Fuchuli alone. Was he not in some 
sort under the special protection of the Princess Surati, the daughter 
of the viceroy, and more? How much more only his boldest flight of 
fancy could dare to measure : for this inspired dreamer worshiped at 
the shrine of his own emotions, and made the intensity of his feelings 
the test of the sublimity of the object on which his imagination was 
focused. Even now, though he had spent some time in the presence of 
his princess, he would have been puzzled to describe her appearance. 
He noticed the difference in the eyes of her he had seen by the fountain, 
and in those of the laughing Surati, but not as an artist would have done. 
What he felt was a difference he experienced when they rested on him ; 
this he attributed to his own change of mood, as well as to the condescen
sion of his goddess, who had come down to the level of his humanity, 
but only to raise him eventually to greater heights of inspiration. 

So, at least, he tried to make himself believe his dream was forgotten. · ( To be concluded) 
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