



























































































































































CARIAD I, MY DARLING 281

And many an antique language
They'll have heard by land and sea,
In Palestine and Corsica,
And France and Tartary;

Not much for them to have leared, you'd think,
Hebrew, or French, or Greek;

But there, it does seem 'tis the Druid tongue
Is the only tongue they speak.

So, plain it is that far or near,
Or indeed, alive or dead,

"Twill be Welsh air that | shall breathe,
And Welsh ground I'll tread.

VI

What do you think I desire of you, that I may not let you be?
— Dear, 'tis to have you crowned and throned in your olden majesty.

'Tis to have you quit your petty aims — no more dream sordid dreams;
'Tis to have you grand as the mountains are, and pure as the mountain streams.

'Tis to have a crown of stars for you, to shine forth afar —
And your own eyes brighter, dear, than any lovely star.

What shall make them bright again, that have been dim so long?
— Sight of the wonderful Soul of Things, and the far stars at song.

I seek not the wealth of the world for you: pomp of the world and power
Shall pass if they last an hundred years, or fade in a single hour.

The royal robe of the Spirit | would have for you, shall not shine

With cloth of gold from the marts of the world, nor gems from the mountain
mme.

But | swear you shall have no peace at all for the bothering of my love

Till the God in your heart is made known to your eyes, and you have great joy
thereof ;

Till you're hearing rumors of wonders on all the winds that blow,
And you have companionship of the Gods, and your wise heart come to know

That your fate and its sorrow or splendor lies in your own right hand:
To go down into oblivion, or stand where the Deathl€ss stand. '

Then shall you scorn ignoble aims; shall you lift your heart to the morn
Wholly pure and beautiful ; shall you turn from lies with scorn.

And you shall not fear nor falter, nor forsake the Light again,
Nor seek no treasure of Heaven from God, nor treasure of wealth from men;

But your hands shall be given to the service of Man, and the road for your
feet shall be

The small, old Path of the Gods that le<ds to Immortality.
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VII
For thou shalt not come by any grace through singing of hymns and prayer;
Thou hast sought thy God in a charnel-place; thou shalt not find him there.

Whoso craveth his soul to save, already hath lost his soul:
Forgo thou heavens beyond the grave, and thy faith shall make thee whole!

Him that thou sought’st for midst the dead is a dead god; let him lie!
A1l his olden splendor is shed, and Time hath passed him by.

But that is hidden in the heart of Man, Time hath not touched at all:
Though he lay on the worlds and the stars his ban, That shall not fade nor fall.

Thou shalt find that in thine own breast, shall change not, nor decay
When the solar systems scck their rest, and the bright heavens wane away.

Wherefore weep not thou, nor mourn thy dead God; let him lie!
A God in thine own heart is borne which is God, and cannot die.

Die?— Nay, let ITim rise in his might, and change this world of men
To a Temple of God and a I1ouse of the Light, that is now a robbers’ den.

But thou hast forgotten thy Spirit’s goal, which the Sons of God must win;
And hidden with a creed thy star, thy soul, and sinned through musing on sin;

Abased thyself to a God apart; blasphemed ’'gainst thine own soul —
Turn thou now to the God thou art, and thy faith shall make thee whole!

Turn, and heed thou alone the Truth, and the Truth shall set thee free:
Thou to be dust of the earth, forsooth; and an hour to strike for thee!

ITast thou not drunk the hyssop gall? Art thou not scourged and slain?
ITow long cre thou wilt heed our call, who bid thce rise again?

Nay! Not of old on Calvary-side the Crucifixion was;
But the God in man is the Crucified, and the brute in man is the Cross.

How long, O thou with the thorns for crown, wilt hang and agonize?
Come thou down, as thou canst come down, that the sun may take the skies!

Come thou down, as thou canst! Ah, dare to live, that our life may be!
Thou canst not save us, hanging there; dying, we die with thee!

Cariad 1, my darling,
W hether vou will or no,

You shall come to your own, and be throned again
As you were, long ago!

International Theosophical Headquarters,
Point Loma, California
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ARCHAEOLOGY: EGYPT AND THE STONE AGE:

by H. Travers, M. A.

T HE state of affairs in Europe has contributed notably to the
encouragement of archaeological research in ancient Ameri-

ca, by putting obstacles in the way of expeditions from

American to the Old World; but it has also had a con-

trary effect —in the following case at least. The discov-

eries dealt with below were facilitated by the fact that the government

in Egypt has withdrawn its concessions to the archaeologists of cer-

tain nations, thus leaving a large number of expert excavators avail-

able for the American expedition.

Thus American archaeologists have made another epoch-making
discovery in the history of those mighty civilizations that flourished
in Egypt.

The Museum of the University of Pennsylvania last fall sent the
Eckley B. Coxe, Jr. expedition, under Mr. Clarence S. Fisher, to
Egypt, where he obtained a concession to work at Memphis. After
some work in the burial grounds of the old kings near the Pyramids
of Gizeh, he decided to search for the palace of the kings of Memphis.
Working on the trenches left by Professor Flinders Petrie, he came
across a wall so large that he considered it might be part of the palace
he was seeking; and also two projecting columns which looked as if
they might be parts of a colossal building. Setting a large body of
workmen to excavating here (he eventually employed 180), he found,
not the palace, but a temple, which has been attributed to either Seti I,
or Meneptah the son of Rameses II.

It may be wondered why a find so remarkable on such a familiar
site was not discovered before, but the engineering difficulties readily
explain the matter. Nile inundations and drifted sand had buried the
remains deep in a very impracticable material; and the explorer was
obliged to build a railroad to carry away the excavated soil, while this
again had to be supplemented by a pumping station to carry off the
seepage. The work has had to be discontinued during the summer
heat, to be resumed this fall, but so far it has resulted in the discovery
of four thousand articles — scarabs, amulets, stone jars, etc., and a
number of sandstone statues. There was also a manufacturing plant
for the making of amulets and the like; but still more interesting was
the discovery of one hundred heads, mostly in terra-cotta. These
indicated that Memphls was inhabited by people of numerous races,
ranging in type from Ethiopian to Fgyptian. The pillars and walls




284 THE THEOSOPHICAL PATH

are carved as usual with inscriptions which have yet to be deciphered;
and when, after patient labor, this has been done, we may expect a
notable chapter to be added to our knowledge of ancient Egyptian his-
tory, as well as to that of other prominent nations contemporary with
these times.

The walls of the temple are twelve feet thick, and several rooms
and some pavements have been uncovered, but further details must be
awaited until the work is resumed.

With regard to the dates assigned, it is noteworthy that archaeo-
logists are more generous in the matter of time than they used to be,
and are continually pushing the dates further and further back;
though they have still much to do in this way ere they reach figures
commensurate with probability. ‘I'he desire to dwarf ancient history
still lingers, as an instinct, but it has had to give way considerably under
the pressure of facts. The usual historical narrative gives the date
of Rameses IT as in the 14th century B. c.; and Memphis was founded,
according to the latest estimates of Petrie, about 5600 B. c. But when
Menes, “ the first king of Egypt,” made it his capital, it was already
a large and flourishing city; and, as the account of Fisher’s discov-
eries which is before us says, ““ possibly it had been in existence thou-
sands of years before the dawn of recorded history, because the sub-
jects of Menes were far from barbarians. Races of which no traces
remain may have founded it.”” From which remark we infer the
curious idea that the city must have been founded by barbarians (!);
for the argument runs — the subjects of Menes were not barbarians
(major premiss), but cities are founded by barbarians (suppressed
minor premiss), therefore the city was not founded by the subjects of
Menes (conclusion); therefore it must have been founded by other
people of an earlier date who were barbarians (corollary). Thus we
see that the evolutionary hypothesis, which requires that civilized man
shall have progressed by gradual stages from barbarism, necessitates
the lengthening out of history to figures more accordant with those
demanded by Theosophy.

Many other notable admissions are found in the account from
which we are quoting; which, whether they represent the orthodox °
views or not, at least represent the kind of views which the public is
likely to indorse, and so mark a great advance on what was given the
public in former years. The Egyptians are credited with having
been historians; and this surely is a more respectful attitude towards
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them than was formerly the wont. Their priests were also doctors,
astronomers, lawgivers, and men of science; and they were the his-
torians, whose records are known to have been in the libraries of
Memphis. But here we come upon another piece of mere conjecture
on the part of the writer. It is important to discriminate between
what is matter of fact and what is mere conjecture. It would be
better if writers could always be content with stating what the an-
cients did, and would refrain from miputing motives until better quali-
fied to do so. These historical records, we are told, were known as
““the mysteries.” And on what authority? one may well ask. Un-
doutedly the Mysteries included historical records, especially those
pertaining to cyclic evolution and the chronology of the Races and
sub-races; but it is a mistake to make out that the Mysteries were
nothing but history in the sense in which <we understand the word
“history.” The Mysteries were the knowledge, not only of history,
but of life’s mysteries in general, imparted only to duly qualified can-
didates for initiation. They were common to the ancient world, but
gradually departed from view as the world plunged deeper into its
cycle of materialism. As to the imputing of motives, why not rest con-
tent with stating the fact that later kings engraved their own names
over the names of their predecessors on the monuments inscribed
with pictures of great deeds, without adding the insinuation that the
motive of these later kings in so doing was to steal for themselves the
glory of those deeds? Let us at least think, until we have good reason
for thinking otherwise, that the people of those days—kings and
commoners alike — were as far from pettiness in spirit as they were
in their buildings.

It is consoling to hear, from large-type caption and from text, that
Herodotus, the “* father of history,” has been graciously proved truth-
ful; though doubtless his shade, could it be conceived of as haunting
these regions, would be sublimely indifferent to this tardy vindica-
tion. Herodotus has often been accused of lying, or, when his in-
nocent lineaments cry shame to the accusation, of having been imposed
upon by the Egyptian priests — whereby the sneer has been trans-
ferred from the shoulders of poor Herodotus to those of the priests,
as though we were compelled to belittle somebody or other. Perhaps
the word “ priest ” itself is somewhat to blame, and its use (in place
of a better word from our modern vocabulary) may have transferred
to the ancient teachers a smack of that insincerity which (as we must
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infer) has somehow managed to attach itself to the word in its modern
applications. But now it seems that Herodotus was neither lying nor
lied to, so that both he and the teachers are exculpated; which, though
it makes no imaginable difference to them, is a credit to us who have
acknowledged it. One fears, however, that the customary procedure
will require that, as regards other of his statements, he shall continue
to be held mendacious until he is proven true.

The chronology of Egypt will have to be greatly extended if it
is to come into accordance with probabilities and fit into the general
scheme of history; multiplication, rather than addition, is the rule
to compute the ages of men, as it is with the ages of fossils and strata.
The Egyptians should rather be called a whole humanity than a nation;;
and there may be in a remote future some archaeologists who will
speak of the European nation as we now speak of the Egyptian na-
tions, disregarding the fact that the nations were many and the suc-
cessive ebbs and flows of civilization many. It has often been pointed
out that Egyptian history shows no trace of youth, but is mature
when first we catch sight of it. Tt was derived; but from whence,
archaeologists can only conjecturc. It must be remembered, too,
that a hypothesis which disposes conveniently of the Egyptian problem
does not necessarily explain the problem of ancient America; and it
would be well if archaeologists, pooling their results, should seek the
common source of both these ancient cultures.

I'roM another newspaper article we gather that the hypothesis as
to the primitiveness of the Stone Age has been exploded, and, by what
must surely be a verbal association on the part of the reporter, the
Rosetta Stone of archaeology has been found. To some people there
will not seem much connexion between the Stonec Age and the Rosetta
Stone. However, all this turmoil has been brought about by certain
discoveries made by Dr. Hector Aliot, curator of the Southwest Mu-
seum, on San Nicolas Island off the California coast; and by some
remarks with which he is credited in his address before the Archaeo-
logical Institute of America in San Francisco. As far as we can
gather, the trouble seems to be that the discoveries do not agree with
certain theories which had been discovered first; for there is nothing
wonderful in the discoveries themselves, however much there may be
in the said theories. Graves with steatite beads, carved ornaments
representing animals, exquisitely wrought, and other such things, are
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not wonderful; but what is wonderful is that they should have been
made by a people who, by all theorics, werc incompetent to make
them. These people lived in the Stone Age, says the account, and the
lecturer is quoted as saying:

We have thought of the man of the Stone Age as always a savage. We have
thought that cultural advancement was accompanied by the use of instruments
other than stone. In other words we have thought of a gradual and arbitrary
gradient down through the age of copper and bronze to the age of steel — that
in which we now live. Now this idea has been exploded.

And he argucs that this race must have had culture, cven though
they lived in the “ Stone Age.” We infer from what is said that the
Stone Age is not a particular chronological era, but a phase which
different races are supposed to go through at different times. Thus
the Stone Age in Egypt ended about the 6th century B. c., whereas the
Tasmanians were living in the Stone Age at the time when they were
“discovered.” The Bushmen of Africa and the Australians are liv-
ing in the Neolithic Age, which means a higher grade of the Stone
Age. One wonders how long it will take the Tasmanians to get
through the other ages up to the steel, and why it was that the people
of San Nicolas came to an end without going through the other ages
at all. Still it is just possible that there may not be any such ages
after all, and that the archaeologists are mistaken. Who built the
Pyramids and carved the diorite hicroglyphics in Lgypt? Was it peo-
ple with only stone implements, or was there another race in Egypt
whose Stone Age ended before the 6th century B. c.? H. P. Blavatsky
in her Secret Doctrine says that these Stone and other Ages are quite
fanciful; for races rise and fall, and there are always civilized and
uncivilized peoples living together on the earth. At one time in Eng-
land, for instance, certain primitive people were living in parts of the
island and have left their stone instruments behind. But this does not
mean that there were not, before these primitive people came, other
people who were much more advanced and who used metals. Tt is more
than likely that England will at some future date be again inhabited by
stone-using people. And finally, since stone is the one thing that lasts,
when all metals and wood have crumbled, it is likely that stone im-
plements will be discovered where metal and wooden ones are not. If
an archaeologist were to dig up our American soil next year, he would
find plenty to show that we are in the steel age; a century later, if
he dug, he might have his doubts; while the archaeologist of a thou-
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sand years hence, if he roots up our kitchen middens, will surely con-
clude that we were a Stone-Age people.

Of course one recognizes the utility of provisional hypotheses;
but provisional hypotheses were made with a view to their being knock-
ed down — they are scaffoldings. Now when a scaffolding obstructs
the building, or keeps itself up by leaning against the building, it is
time to remove it and build us more stately scaffolds. And this scaf-
folding of the “Ages” is of that character. It obstructs us in the
interpretation of plain facts. Here is evidence that there lived on San
Nicolas a people who worked in stone and had great artistic taste
and skill. Whether they used metals arc not, we do not know. Why
not accept the simple fact, instead of trying to force these people into
an artificial category which we have invented? Why, again, make
too much out of our idea that steel and cullure go together? THere
one sympathizes with the lecturer’s remarks that these people had
taste and sentiment; but still he represents them (according to the
report) as being not much above the brute. “The man that carved
that figure had given patient study to the habits of the dolphin. . . .
And study means that he had begun to think; he was now consider-
ably higher than the brute.” Now where on earth have we any ex-
ample of a race gradually emerging from a brutish state in this way?
The races which do this kind of work at present are races that have
a long past behind them, and they seem on the down grade rather than
the up. Why may not these San Nicolas people have been the rem-
nants of a race as great as the Egyptians, whose original arts had
been mostly lost? This idea at least is more in accordance with ob-
served facts. Yet even so we do not have to consider a race as de-
graded just because it does not use steel. Iooking abroad on the
earth today, we may well ask ourselves over again what culture real-
ly is, what the life of man is, and whether people actually are in a
higher phase when they are blowing each other to pieces with steel
than when they are carving dolphins on steatite.

Lrr us consciously and deliberately put aside self at the turns of thought,
and in no long time the clouds that hide all heights will be swept away. All we
need is courage in facing ourselves,— Katherine Tingley
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ON THE OTHER SIDE: by Stanley Fitzpatrick

CHAPTER XIV
ANOTHER DISAPPEARANCE

\ + HORE than a year had clapsed since Bert Milton’s sudden
| @! departure from his native city. No news of the wanderer
\ § dcpa y

W\ ¥ had been received by anyone, nor had any knowledge of
xt\)\\ia Millicent’s fate been obtained.

NN Robert Milton, after the flight of his children, had
ceased to make further efforts to retrieve his losses. He had sunk deep-
er and deeper into a state of gloom and despondency, occasionally
varied by fits of uncontrolled irritation and anger.

Mrs. Weitman feared that he would sometime harm his wife or
take his own life. She had procured a small house for them near her
own, and here they lived on the small income remaining to Mrs. Mil-
ton, who insisted upon herself caring for and nursing her husband.
She also managed the simple housekeeping with the assistance of a
woman who came in for a couple of days each week.

The interests and activities of Mrs. Weitman had increased to such
a degree that she had been able to make but a few brief visits to her
mountain cabin. Both she and Florence devoted much of their time
to assisting Miss Edison in her work; and the situation of the Miltons
was a source of constant anxiety. She felt it unsafe for Agnes to
be alone with her husband during those frenzied moments when she
considered him insane and irresponsible for his actions. However,
in this matter the hitherto timid, shrinking woman suddenly developed
a firmness of character and a courage which she could not combat.
T'o all she could say Agnes had one reply:

“You know, Clara, he could not endure a stranger about him. Be-
sides, if others knew of his illness they would report him insane, and
perhaps dangerous; and if he were removed from my care he would
become a raving madman or die in a short time.”

But a change was at hand. Mrs. Weitman was aroused in the
early morning by the sharp ringing of the telephone, and springing up
heard the excited voice of her friend calling for her immediate pre-
sence. On arriving she found Agnes walking distractedly about,
weeping and wringing her hands. It was some moments before she
could speak.

Then it appeared that after an unusually long period of gloomy
unrest, Mr. Milton had eluded her watchfulness and disappeared while
she slept on a sofa near his chamber door.
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“ It was only a half hour, Clara, and I was so tired and he seem-
ed to be quietly sleeping. Oh, I ought to have been more watchful;
whatever happens it is my fault.”

“No, my dcar Agnes, you are not to blame. I'ry to calm yourself
and consider what is to be done.”

“Oh, I know he has gone straight to the river; he often said he
would end it all in that way. I've always been in such dread of it,
and now it has happened.”

“We cannot be sure of that at all. He probably had no such
thought in his mind when he dressed and went out. ITe is most likely
wandering about unconscious of his surroundings, and will be found
and brought home. We must ring up the police and have men sent
out to trace him.”

“ Oh, the horrible publicity which he so loathed and dreaded,”
cried Agnes.

“We must not think of that now, or of anything else except find-
ing him. Perhaps we may keep it out of the papers; I shall try to
do so. Private detectives do not talk.”

The detective came, and Mrs. Weitman gave him all the necessary
information. She also met a reporter at the door and laughed at the
idea of his gathering any news there or of there being any mystery
concealed in the pretty cottage occupied by her own most intimate
friend.

“Now, Agnes,” she said, “ you must come home with me. The re-
ports of the search will be made there and we must consult Dr. Des-
mond, Jasper, and Dr. Jordan, and have them all at work.”

Mrs. Milton, now utterly broken down, made no objection, and in
half-an-hour she was in the blue room, which Florence gladly vacated
for her use. Dr. Desmond was already on hand with Hylma ready to
take charge of the patient.

“You see,” said the doctor, “during all these months the con-
stant strain of watching and caring for her husband has been very
great. It would have been trying for a strong woman, and she has
always been frail. I cannot tell what the result may be. Her feeling
that it was through her neglect of duty that the misfortune has oc-
curred is the worst feature we have to contend with.”

“T know,” replied Mrs. Weitman, “ and she is so keenly sensitive.
I never believed she could posscss so much energy and courage as she
has shown. Indeed she seems to have become a changed woman.”
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“Tt is on account of her moral and spiritual nature being aroused
and brought uppermost. I'his demonstrates clearly how superior
these forces are to those of the lower or personal self; and also how
the will can overcome the weaknesses of physical nature when there
is a sufficiently strong incentive to action.”

“'Then this is what is meant by calling out reserved strength,”
said Mrs. Weitman.

“Yes; everyone has a surplus of reserved force which is seldom
used, but can be called out when some sudden and imperative demand
for it arises. Everybody has heard or known of cases where some-
one, unable to walk or move for months, or perhaps years, has, under
the stimulus of escaping from some danger, or of saving others,
suddenly found the strength and power of locomotion.”

“Then they could have found it before.”

“They probably did not know before that they possessed it, or
the will was too weak to call it out.”

“Then at the spur of danger the limbs and muscles must have
acted automatically, without the use of the will.”

“T should rather say without the conscious use of the will; or
perhaps from a sub-conscious impulse. But the important thing is that
this action shows that there 7s this reserve force, and if one wishes
and wills he can call it out at any time. Many persons think that
as soon as they feel gently tired they must stop work and rest, when
all that is necessary is just to call out a fresh supply of the force which
is in themselves, and go on with their duties. If they do this they
find after a time that they are not nearly so tired as they were, or
even feel refreshed. I have known many such cases.”

“ But, Doctor, you know there is danger of using too much force
continually and at length breaking down completely. We all know
cases of that kind, too.”

“Of course; but these are cases of a forced strain being kept up
too long; or where a lack of discretion and common sense are con-
spicuous. Nature has provided in this case as she has in all others:
This hidden reserve is like a reservoir so contrived that as fast as it
is emptied it is also being refilled. It is the working of the law that to
those who give, more shall be added. Everyone must have periods of
rest; that is also a law, but many people desire to rest all the time!”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Weitman laughing, “ I’ve known such people.
I call them more lazy than ill. Yet laziness is a disease.”
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“ If half the self-styled invalids could be induced to stop thinking
of themselves and their ailments, fancied or otherwise, and unselfishly
go to work for the good of others, they would soon be astonished to
find how many of their ailments had disappeared. Now here is Mrs.
Milton, always frail and a sufferer; yet when devotion to her husband
and her duty aroused her to action she was able to call out the re-
served force which has sustained her in her arduous task. Physically
it has not injured her, though she needs a rest. It has also been a dis-
tinct help to her in bearing the worries and anxieties concerning Mil-
ton’s condition and the danger or welfare of the children.”

“ Father,” said Hylma, coming softly from the bluc room, “ Mrs.
Milton is sleeping and is better, I think.”

“Sleep is the best medicine for her,” replied the doctor. ““Arc
you going home with me, Hylma? "

“ Oh, I thought you were going to stay,” said Mrs. Weitman.

“I'd like to, but you do not need me. Helen is alone and I know
she will miss me.”

“And you can really trust the child alonc now?”

“Yes, for an hour or two — but not too long.”

“What are you going to do with the child, Doctor
Mrs. Weitman.

“Keep her, I suppose. There really seems nothing else to do.
Since her father’s death it seems that she hasn’t a relative or friend
in the world; and Lane left her nothing.”

“What would have become of the helpless little creature if you had
not found her!”

“ And she 1s quite strong now,” said Ilylma, “and is unusually
bright mentally. It is really a pleasure to teach her.”

“Yes,” added the doctor, ““ we have to hold her back in her studies
instead of urging her on. She has unusual ability in many ways —
musical and artistic.”

“You would be surprised, Mrs, Weitman,” said Hylma, ““ to hear
her remarks and criticisms on things I read to her. Often she finds
out the meanings almost before I do.”

“You see,” said the doctor, laughing, “ the child has completely
captivated Hylma. T think she is very glad that we are obliged to
keep her.”

“Well, T do want to keep her; I'm deeply attached to her. She is
such a dear little thing and so interesting. I should miss her.”

59

inquired

b
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“Doctor,” exclaimed Mrs. Weitman, “ you ought to start a home
for incurables — you and Ilylma.”

“Well, perhaps we shall sometime; but it will be in your paradise
up in the hills.”

“ Oh, that would be ideal! You would find one patient there —
poor Aunt Polly — and we could take some of Miss Edison’s children
up there for treatment. I’ve been thinking of something of that sort
for a long time.”

“Well, keep on thinking, and we’ll get it,” laughed Hylma.

CHAPTER XV
At JimmY’s GRAVE

THE sun was setting over the hills and the pine woods already lay
wrapped in softly enveloping shadows. Mrs. Hewit had for some
time been in one of her more gloomy and melancholy moods. TDuring
the ycar past she had greatly felt the absence of Mrs. Weitman, of
whom she had grown fond. To Dave and Anne also her loss was a
great deprivation.

On this afternoon Mrs. Hewit had wandered out into the forest
immediately after the noonday meal and now at almost nightfall had
not returned. Supper was ready and waiting and Anne’s anxiety was
incrcasing. Leaving the door open for Dave when he came, she ran
out among the pines, calling softly: “ Aunt Polly! O Aunt Polly!”

But no answer came, and she went swiftly up the path toward
Mrs. Weitman’s empty cabin, knowing that Mrs. Hewit often lingered
about the place for hours. But she was not there now nor at the
spring nor among the rocks on the hillside. Then the girl turned her
steps in the direction of the fir-tree, hoping and believing that she
would find her there. As she drew near the spot she involuntarily
paused and held her breath in wonder. The last beams from the fad-
ing sunset glow poured a narrow, level shaft of light upon the silver
fir and the gleaming white headstone. The light also fell as clearly
upon two figures standing there. Just outside the open gate a man,
tall and gaunt and gray, shrank back against the fence, staring with
wild eyes at Mrs. Hewit, his white haggard face drawn into lines of
terror and despair. Mrs. Hewit gazed fixedly at him with a look of
unutterable horror and aversion, her hands upraised before her as if
to ward off some monstrous or evil thing. Both were motionless.
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Suddenly, as if he could endure her look and attitude no longer,
he turned. Dlindly groping, he found the open gateway and stumbled
against the footstone of the grave. Lifting his eyes he read in the
clear light, on the headstone facing him, the name of Jimmy Hewit.
With a hoarse, choking cry he fell prostrate along the grave.

At that cry Mrs. Hewit wrung her hands and started, like one
distraught and blind, toward the densest part of the forest. Then
Annc breathed and moved again; and running after Mrs. Hewit she
put an arm about her, turning her in the direction of home.

There they found Dave listening to a man who still sat on his
horse, a neighbor living a few miles down the moutain. He was telling
Dave of a stranger, sick and crazy, they thought, who had appeared
at his house one night and the next day had wandered into the woods
and never rcturned.

“ Hush, and wait,” whispered Anne. * Dave, Aunt Polly is not
well. Let us get her in and then I will tell you about the man we just
saw.”

After placing Mrs. Hewit in her accustomed chair the two came
out and Annc told the men of the man now lying dead, as she sup-
posed, on Jimmy's grave.

“That’s the one,” cried Pete Bunson, dismounting and hitching
his horse to a sapling. “I'll go with vou, Dave, and we'll look after
him. Wouldn't wonder if the ol' feller's gone in. He didn’t eat
much and seemed mighty porely.”

“ Here's the key,” said Anne, “ and you must take him to the cabin,
Dave; we can’t have him here.”

Dave and Pete found that the man was not dead, though en-
tirely helpless and speechless. ‘T'hey carried him to Mrs. Weitman’s
cabin, undressed and placed him in bed. Then they looked helplessly
at each other.

“Blamed if T know what to do,” said Pete.

“Same here,” replied Dave. “ Say, Pcte,” he added after some
thought, “ you better go an’ git Granny Ferris. You know her old
man was struck with dumb palsy; and she’ll know just what to do.”

“That’s the thing,” said Pete, much relieved. “ I'll cut acrost the
hill and they can be here in an hour or two. Reckon I'd better have
Sally an” Bush come on for company.”

“ All right — many as you please,” was the response.

Dave kindled a fire, brought water from the spring, and piled the
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woodbox with fuel for the night. Then he tip-toed up to the bed and
took a long look at the wan face upon the pillow. WWhere had he seen
something like it before? Whom did it resemble? There was some-
thing unpleasantly familiar, but he could not tell what it was. Then
he thought of the fugitive, the worn, weary hoy who had come to
them a year ago. Was there a likeness? or was it that both were
il and starved?

While Dave pondered, a small object which had fallen from the
stranger’'s pocket, attracted his attention. Stooping mechanically, he
took it in his hand; it was a leather pockethook; holding it a moment
he thought: “ It may tell his name and where he comes from. We
ought to know and he’ll most likely never he able to tell. I'll open it
and then put it away to keep for him or his friends.”

Going to the light Dave opened the pocketbook. [t contained a
little change, a couple of small bills, and a few other papers. DBut
Dave scarcely saw these, for across the top of the inner cover, stamped
in gilt letters, he rcad the name of Robert Milton.  Tightly clutching
the book, he dropped heavily into a chair and stared into the blazing
fire. After some minutes he rose slowly and locked the pocketbook
away in onc of Mrs. Weitman’s cupboard drawers.

“Well,” Dave whispered. “ Well, it's first the hoy and next his
father. And Aunt Polly knew him; no wonder it upset her. I wonder
what's to come of all this jumble anyhow.”

Hearing steps on the porch, Dave opened the door and met Mrs.
Hewit followed by Anne.

“1 couldn’t help it,” whispered the girl.  “ She would come.”

Without appearing conscious of the presence of the others the old
woman went up to the bedside and stood gazing upon the man stretch-
ed corpse-like before her. After a time that seemed long to those
watching her, she stretched out her arms like one in physical pain, and
wringing her hands she cried:

“The curse has come true. It is my work — I cursed him and his.
I prayed for evil to come and it has. ['ve waited for it and hoped for
it — and now — now —” Suddenly her hands fell limply at her sides
and with bowed head she moved toward the door, murmuring: “I'm
not glad! I'm not glad!”

Soon after Mrs. Hewit’s departure Pete returned with Granny
Ferris scated on the horse behind him, while on another animal rode
Bush and his wife, the grand-daughter of Mrs. Ferris. After one
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look at the patient Granny said: “TIt’s dumb palsy, shore. He ain’t
goin’ to die right off; but he won’t never git will, nuther.”

About midnight Dave brought up hot coffee and food for the
party. ‘I'hen Pete went home, Bush and Sally lay down to rest in the
back room, while Granny, after attending to all possible needs of the
sick man, and making him swallow some warm milk, settled her some-
what bulky figure comfortably in a large rustic armchair to watch
until morning. She was happy in the exercise of her special vocation;
for Granny was a born nurse, and as the mountain people phrased it,
she was a “powerful good yarb doctor,” and often traveled many
miles on her errands of healing.

Nearly two weeks had elapsed since the disappearance of Mr. Mil-
ton from his home. As no clue had been discovered, his friends, as
well as his wife, had accepted his decath as an established fact. A
drowsy watchman had been half aroused by his passing, and had seen
him approach the bridge, but had then begun to doze again; so he
had not seen him leave the river and walk away in an opposite direc-
tion. Mr. Milton was not observed by any person, for the reason that
the hour was too late for any of the night population still to be out,
and too early for any others to be astir. Hence no one could give any
information.

Mr. Milton had no plans, no object in view. His restlessness
impelled him to action of some kind; so he walked quietly out of the
city and kept along the pleasant country road, and by the time the sun
arose he had put some distance between himself and his home. Stop-
ping at a little wayside place to rest, he was served with a hot break-
fast, and then walked on again. Presently a bus passed and hailing
it he rode to the end of its route. Then he walked again till he came
to a small station where a train had halted. Entering a car he had
handed the conductor a bill, as he had not procured a ticket, and then
wearied with his unusual exertion he had fallen asleep. IHe was only
roused when the conductor shook him, telling him this was as far
as his fare was paid.

On leaving the train he found himself among the pines in the foot-
hills. From thence began his aimless wandering up the mountain
road, sometimes straying far from it, stopping at houses for food
and rest, and always mecting with kindness and hospitality from the
simple “ hill people,” as they called themselves. But they all concluded
his mind was affected. Sometimes he offered money, which was al-
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ways refused. At some cabins he remained but a few hours, at others
a whole day or even two, speaking little and often departing suddenly
without a word of thanks or farewell.

But his restlessness was increasing; so was his gloom and unhap-
piness. Memories were stirring, all the more painful for being often
vague and distorted. By the time he reached the cabin of Pete Bun-
son he was weary and ill, and they could draw nothing from him
concerning his business, friends, or home. When he suddenly dis-
appeared in the heavy pine woods late in the afternoon, Pete’s kind
heart impelled him to go in search of the unfortunate stranger, whom

he found at the Hewit home.
(To be continued)

FREEDOM
I wouLm be free from dogma, cant and creed,
Lest they should veil some vision all divine;
Deluge with human love this heart of mine,
And thus be free from malice, hate and greed.
I would be free, in scorn or praise, to plead
A right and worthy cause with courage fine;
T'o work, unfettered, in the bright sunshine
Of God’s great scheme, and be with it agreed;
In my pursuit of truth be free to find
Some spark of it aglow in cvery mind;
To fill my treasury of happiness
With fragrant wild-flower deeds of tenderness;
I'o cherish friends who walk on life’s free road,
And dare to seek, alone, the living God! (Selected)

— Vera Heathman Cole
(Selected)





