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. FROM THE KNOWN TO THE UNKNOWN.
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[ETHOUGHT in the visions of the night, or in some
sing trance in which my soul was freed from
‘encumbering body, and from all limitations of
e and space which under ordinary waking
ditions restrict its flight, I wandered through
treets of a great city, standing in the midst
vast region. My spiritual eye could at once
‘the city and the wide tract in which it lay,
| could even perceive that though it appeared
. our own familiar earth, with plains, moun-
s, and valleys, with forests growing and rivers
ng, and all varieties of life and activity within
t was nevertheless surrounded on all sides with
trong and high wall, where no door or gate was
ble. Save at the death of some human being,
wall was fast closed; but now and then one
¢, or imagined one saw, as the soul passed
h,infinitesimal openings, which closed again,
the wall strong and blank as before. The
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by the encircling wall. Onewasas safe near it as
at a distance; for until the summons came, one
might hold the hand of his departing friend
with impunity. But all had to go at length ;
and those who went never returned. Willing or
unwilling, some with the laugh on their lips, but
most with wet eyes and sad hearts, the victims
left for ever their homes and companions,
their wives or husbands, their parents and
children, too often with their work half done,
their mistakes uncorrected, their sins unrepented
of. I thought that the summons came most
frequently and most suddenly to the poor and
wretched, and that there was a condition of body
which seemed to lay the inhabitants more open
to this searching sucking wind (as they called it),
which drew them to ways known by the name of
the Borderland.

To people of all conditions and of all tempera-
ments the Unknown is always full of interest ; and
in this region, and especially in this city, this
inevitable fate gave rise to many speculations. No
watchful friend, let him strain his eyes to the
uttermost, could see what the departing soul
alone saw, when the instantaneous opening was
made. No heart-broken wife, no despairing

husband could hear even the faintest echo of
I *
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state of things, and that the passage to the
Beyond was almost always attended by great
pain and apprehension, augured that worse was
sure to follow. And those of the latter class
were the stronger in this city, and could draw
far more vivid pictures of terrors to come than
the cheerful or hopeful class could draw of possible
happiness ; and in this particular quarter of the
Within where I first found myself, the fears pre-
ponderated so overwhelmingly over the hopes,
that how to escape from the “ Wrath to Come™
seemed to be the main object of this present life.
This Religion of Fear called itself by various
names, and took many shapes; but it always laid
down laws and taught Shibboleths which might
delay the passage to the Beyond, or, if that was
impossible, might make the outward-bound soul
feel safe and hopeful. How various, and to me
how absurd even, were the objects extolled by
each class of advocates as having a sovereign
and potent charm! Here was a fetish, shape-
less and ugly, but kissed and worshipped or worn
on the person as a preservative from all evils
Within, and as a guardian from all dangers in
the Beyond; there was a beautiful sculptured
image or painted picture meant to symbolize
youth and beauty, or might and majesty, which
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language. 1 ventured to speak ; and then I
perceived that they were aware of my presence,
and, to my still greater satisfaction, I found that
they could understand me. Something about
me, however, must have appeared strange to
them ; for a crowd collected round me, and asked
me if T had come from the Beyond. I thought
to: say " Yes;" for I certainly had come from
some other region of the universe than that
in which I found myself, but my voice failed me,
and I answered “No,” which to them was
the true answer, for 1 had never crossed their
wall. Unless I wished to converse, and thus
called attention to myself, I was unobserved.
My curiosity led me close to the boundary
wall, which I found on examination to be
as smooth as glass, and higher than anything
in the way of mortal masonry I had ever seen.
Scaling ladders had been planted against it in
vain; for those who sought to climb over had
been thrown lifeless at its foot, and the spirit
had found its way through the wall, telling no
tale as it departed.

It was quite possible to hasten the time of
departure for oneself by eagerly rushing against
the Borderland ; and some out of love with life,
some unable to endure protracted disease or
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the Beyond, than of making things better for
them in the Within. There were many reforms
needed to produce certain amelioration of
the condition of the poor and the laborious,
which were either utterly neglected or only
slightly attempted; while the whole of these
well-meaning people directed their thoughts
and efforts towards what was at best but
distant and uncertain.

There was one day in the week which I was
glad to see set apart for rest, but scarcely for
refreshment to the toilers ; for by common consent,
and by established law, it was appropriated for
those exercises which, in the opinion of the reli-
gious chiefs of the citizens, would make the
departure, when it came, easy, nay triumphant,
and would secure for the soul inextinguishable
bliss and glory. For the long six days of the
working week, the toilers had but little respite,
and the seventh had no brightness. If the
priests and bonzes of the city could have veiled
the sun, and silenced the songs of the birds and
the prattle of the children, they would have been
pleased with their work. The more worshippers
they could collect together on that day in great
gloomy buildings, to sit with solemn faces to hear
denunciations of mirth and pleasure, the better.
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that the votaries of each called the others mere
idle superstitions. To me it appeared that this
religion of Fear, by whatever name it was called,
was Superstition and not Faith. If I had been
compelled to make choice of my temple, I should
have found advocates without number, each
recommending one and only one as the true
and the trustworthy, and each prepared to
support his opinion by documents and traditions
which I could neither altogether accept nor
satisfactorily refute. And not only was each
prepared to recommend his own superstition,
but also to discommend every other, which,
though it might give blind confidence to its
" votaries while they remained Within, so that
they might even say farewell with words of
hope on their lips as they neared the mys-
terious opening, the blackness of despair would
be their portion when they crossed the threshold
of the Beyond. All their sacrifices would be of
no avail, because they had been offered to the
wrong fetish; and to fix hopes on a false basis
was the most fatal mistake of all. All over the
great city were temples, various as the wealth,
the taste, and the skill of those who reared
them, and each called itself the Temple of
Faith, the abode of the religion of Love.
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a man out of suits with fortune, and harrassed
from within and from without. Yet the face
was to me singularly attractive. It was like that
of one who had an interesting history which was
not yet ended. He had moved lamely through
the crowd which had gone in before him, and
he now stood alone but for me, whom he did not
seem to see, but I was near enough to hear him
say in a voice of despair—

“ Oh, wretched man that I am! how shall T
escape from this doomed race, from this prison
from which there is but one escape, and that no
escape? Behold! I sleep, but I am not refreshed ;
I eat, but I am not nourished. My friends and
my kindred are strange to me. Who knows
when I shall be called to the Beyond, and who
knows what shall befall me there ? I have given
of my substance till I have brought myself to
poverty. I have wearied myself with prayers,
but I know not if my offerings have been accepted,
or my prayers have been heard. ‘The horror of
darkness has fallen upon me, and I see no fruit
of all my doings. My sins are ever before me.’
Will the Unknown be angry for ever? Have I
darkened all that might have cheered me while I
was spared, only to have no blessed memory to
take with me to the terrible Beyond ?”
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—

to the miserable man. It led out of the city into
green fields, along rivers and streams, over moun-
tain heights, till even my charmed gaze could
follow it no further.

«] cannot walk fast, I am lame. Some strange
paralysis has stricken me in hands and feet.”

¢« Take my staff in your hand. It will help you
on your way, my poor crippled friend ; and as you
move on with its help the lameness will gradually
lessen and disappear.” And as he reached forth
his hand to grasp the staff, somewhat of vigour
seemed to enter into the man ; he stood up firmly
and more erect, and moved his limbs more easily.

“Who are you, and what is your calling?” he
asked.

“ My name is Experience, and T am a teacher
of men.”

«] have heard of you and your lessons,” was
the rejoinder. * Your field of action is a wide
one. Do you reap a great harvest 2"

* Here and there a hundred-fold, but many will
not learn from me at all. In this great City of
Superstition but few will open their eyes to see
the light that I bring from the past to guide them
in the present and the future. What is your name
and calling ?”

“ My name is Quaester, and my business—all
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things and holy men. Whither do you
flee ?”’

T flee from the Fear that Kills,” was Quaester’s
reply. “ Poor blinded brother, the Fear that this
blasphemer says kills is the Fear that saves. But
for Fear, what would be our woeful case? Bad
it
would be a scene of horrors unspeakable—but for

as the Within is, it would be infinitely worse

the terrors of retributive justice hereafter in
the Beyond. These terrors restrain the sensual,
the unjust, and the cruel, and make life here
tolerable for the saintly and the weak. What
can this stranger tell you, what credentials does he
bring, that you should take his advice and scorn
that of one who has been as a spiritual father to
you for many years ?"

““ His name is Experience; and it has been my
own fault that I have not listened to him before.”

““But what can Experience tell you of the
Beyond, of what he never saw, and never heard
and never felt?”

“ His words are fair and his face is noble; and
I have heard of him as just and wise.”

“The emissaries of the Evil Beyond can put
on the fairest appearances; and no words are so
deluding to us who are Within as those which tell
us not to fear.,” Then, addressing Experience

2
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which our brother here has tremblingly walked so
long—with faltering steps, no doubt; for his faith,
though sincere, was weak? And this safe path
you would have him abandon, for your easy road
which leads to destruction, of which He who came
from the Beyond and was of the Beyond Himself,
warned us so solemnly.”

“He taught us nothing which He learned from
the other side,” answered Experience. ‘" Even
your traditions tell us nothing.”

“ Do you doubt our traditions, handed down
by voice and pen for thousands of years,” asked
Metus; “miraculously preserved for our guidance’
here and now ?"

“We know that at each different temple in this
wide City of Superstition we hear a different story,
often with a different hero. All those whom your
traditions tell us of as speaking with their returned
Master in the short space during which He
revisited the Within, have long since gone forth to
learn for themselves what truth was in His story.
But even your traditions tell us nothing of the
Beyond as He had seen it : only of His ideas about
it before His departure.”

“Where wast thou, Lazarus, those four days ?”
said Quaester, earnestly. ‘ Wherefore did not

the Master’s followers question him, in the brief
2 *
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and they will strengthen by use. Use your life
temperately and you will find it good. Here in
this region, in which Fate or Providence has
placed you, are pleasant things, enjoy them; new
and wonderful things, learn and understand them ;

true things, rest upon them.”

¢ Mean, low, ephemeral pursuits, soon to be
relinquished and extinguished,” said Metus,
¢ instead of the glories our Faith offers!”

« Poor and ragged and crippled as you see me,"”
said Quaester, * this is all I have gained by many
years of waiting and of effort under your direc-
tion.”

¢ Oh, Quaester, my heart bleeds for you 1" said
the priest. It is not I or my Divine faith which
has brought you to rags, poverty, and infirmity ;
it is because you will not accept the raiment, the
wealth, the strength, which are freely offered and
received by faith alone. It is your pride that will
not accept a free gift ; it is your intellectual obsti-
nacy that will not humble itself to subject reason
to faith. Our sacred books offer you an eternity
in place of a short and uncertain lifetime, and a
Divine hope instead of a carnal self-seeking.”

“ Self-seeking ?” said Quaester, leaning firmly
on his staff, and with an expression on his face as
if he had made some great discovery. ‘‘ Surely in
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e
Beyond. But now they put on the appearance of
candour and justice, and many souls are ensnared
by them. And if you, too, Quaester, go on in
this perilous journey, your fair and honourable
character will make your perversion the more
mischievous to all hesitating souls, There are
even in my flock those who may follow you. There
is Gracious, for instance, who is always coming
to me with her difficulties, and who, as you saw,
absented herself from our last love-feast, not
because she had any enemies whom she could not
forgive, but because she said her faith was failing ;
she will be still more stricken if she hears of your
departure for the Wicket Gate of Doubt. It is
casier to deal with the openly wicked than with
the self-righteous.”

“ Gracious is not self-righteous nor am I. Per-
chance in time I may have some righteousness on
which 1 may have some satisfaction. My path is
laid out for me; let those follow who see good.”
And Quaester stepped on in the narrow path.

« All that I can do, then, is to pray for you,”
said Metus; ‘““and when you return, like the
prodigal, from the unsatisfying husks of carnal
delights and false security, I shall be ready to
receive you back into the congregation of the
faithful. The temple still stands ever open, and
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LT R
there was no echo of the despairing penitential
hymns which he had chanted in the temple, or
murmured in his daily walks. The old rhymes
set themselves to the old careless tunes, and he
hummed them as he went along.

I know not how long he kept this cheerful
mood. As I have said, space seemed to mein this
vision to be only bounded by the encircling wall,
and it was much the same with regard to time. 1
only took count of time by the things that I saw
happening ; and it was for me to accompany my
pilgrim unseen and unheard and undreamed of by
him all along his line of march. After a period
longer or shorter, but to me indefinite, the sun
became clouded, a sort of searching mist or small
rain fell ; the path did not show outso clearly as it
did at first, and, so faras I could see, it led straight
into a quagmire, into which Quaester sunk first to
the ankles, then half-way up the leg, and then to
the knees. As he advanced he seemed to sink the
deeper ; but still the path was faintly visible on the
surface of the quagmire, and at the other side it
showed itself more distinctly.

In this slough, Quaester found his lameness
was a sad disadvantage to him; but he kept hold
of his staff which always showed a firm bottom for
the next step, and struggled forward panting from
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Despair have been tenanted by many who were as
foolhardy in their first setting out as were you but
now. Here, in this Slough of Irresolution, there
isstill time to turn back. Here the keen searching
wind finds thousands of victims; well for them
if their faces are turned towards the Temple of
Faith and not to the Wicket Gate of Doubt, when
they are summoned by the Borderland and the
Beyond. Turn now, Quaester, and I can help
you as I have already helped many out of this
terrible quagmire.”

Something of old habit, something of new diffi-
culty, affected the mind of Quaester. He turned
round, and beheld his earnest and zealous guide
picking his way towards him on some stepping-
stones which had been covered from my sight
and from that of Quaester with the mud in which
they lay, but which Metus appeared to be able to
find and rest on.

“ Give me your hand,” said he joyfully. *‘These
stepping-stones of Promises have helped many an
erring and desponding one back to his home, his
duty, and his faith. See how securely I stand
upon them. Throw down your staff, take my
hands and I shall lead you from promise to promise
safe to dry land.”

The old instinct again had power. Quaester
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altogether. The pilgrimage is harder than I
thought, but it is really no harder than what I
have gone through for years back.”

“The way of transgressors is hard,” said
Metus.

¢ And is the way of the righteous easy,"” rejoined
Quaester, “ Whatever I may have to go through
in the Within, if I only lose my fears of the
Beyond, all can be endured or conquered.”

“But you go from bad to worse. Is not the
Gate of Doubt worse than the Slough of Irre-
solution 2"

“Tt is only through the Gate of Doubt that I
can hope to escape from the Fear that Kills.
Thanks all the same, for your well-meant concern
and efforts on my behalf, but I am determined to
struggle through.”

Quaester lamely struggled through. After he
had regained his staff, and set his face steadfastly
in the right way, the slough appeared to be
less deep, the mud less tenacious; and as the
mist and rain gradually cleared away, the sun
actually shone again brightly when he got out
on the other side, and the narrow path showed
distinctly before him. There was a clear stream
running almost parallel with the path, and in it
he was trying to wash the dirt off his limbs, when
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me up to reproach and ridicule ; and if you once
give these priests a handle, you know what a
character they will give you, and swear to it.
I saw Metus going back to the city after his
ineffectual parley with you; and I warrant he has
told fine tales about you to your friend Gracious
and the rest of them.”

1 trust that they will take his account of me
not altogether literally,” said Quaester.

“It is just like you to rush to extremes,” said
Compromise. “If you had minded your own
affairs as I have always done, you would now
be rich whereas you are poor; and I dare say you
would also have escaped the crippling you now
suffer from. And now you rush as blindly the other
way, and throw off everything in the way of credit
you have obtained from your previous conduct—
which we all know was noble and disinterested,
though not very reasonable. You will end by
being an Atheist who does not believe in anything
at all. Now, though I know that Metus and the
rest of them talk a lot of rubbish and boast of their
knowledge of the Beyond, of which (between you
and me) they know no more than we do, still it
would never do to say so, or to throw doubts
on the terrible retributions that, they say, await
those who act or believe wrongly. This is what
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through the Borderland to the Beyond. Something
must feel or think—enjoy or suffer there; for
what is left behind cannot. Something must
become of it. On the face of the matter the
priests of Faith have a very strong case; though
of course I don't hold with all they say, and I
object very much to their interference with
a man’s business or his family. There's my
daughter Myra — her head has been turned
completely by one of them."”

“Not Metus ? " asked Quaester,

““Oh, no! not Metus, but the new young
priest who officiates at the restored temple not far
off,—Chasuble is his name. There is a lot of
tomfoolery going on there ; and that not in reason
once a week, but all the week through. What
with early service and evensong, there appears to
be a constant succession of performances. Your
friend Metus is not attractive to young people,
though you have long been a somewhat dismal
adherent of his. Myra wonders why her friend
Gracious clings to him. She has had many a hot
controversy with her on the subject ; but Gracious
has too much good sense to go in for the new-
fangled fussing that all the young women make
about Chasuble, She is a great deal safer where
she is—in my opinion at least. Isaw Metus trying

3
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that. Come, let me try it on you. I should very
much like to see you like other people. A man
with brains like yours, should not be allowed to go
headlong and throw them away. When I think
of all the chances you have had in the world,
and lost them, this mad quest, or pilgrimage
as you call it, appears to me to be a crowning
blunder. I am glad, however, that you have
shaken yourself free from Metus; for he has been
able to do what he pleased with you, and he really
carries matters with too high a hand. Surely he
does not keep the Keys of the Beyond any more
than Chasuble does ; though to hear the men talk,
one would think each fancied it to be a private
preserve of his own. Come, Quaester, and rest
in my house, and I shall rub your joints with
my wonder-working embrocation. I have never
known it fail when applied in time. My house is
on your way, so you need not hesitate.”

And Quaester yielded to the persuasion of
Compromise which was kindly meant, and went
with him to his house. It stood facing that Temple
of Faith which the master professed to account
the true one; but the back door and the windows
of the room in which Conpromiise generally sat,
faced the Wicket Gate of Doubt, which now that
Quaester had floundered through the slough,

3*
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no doubt; but one man's meat is another man's
poison. I must go on my own way, which is not
yours.” And renewing his walk in the fading
light he came to the Wicket Gate and knocked.

And there came to the gate and opened it, one
whose name was Suspense; and he courteously
invited Quaester to pass through. And itappeared
to me that there were many on the other side, who
seemed to hesitate as to which path to take next.

Although, to our pilgrim, there was only one
straight and narrow path which led to the Wicket
Gate, there were many others which led from
it—one absolutely straight from the entrance, some
nearly straight, and others at widely differing
angles, taking circuits which would in time lead
them back to the City of Superstition itself, from
which each pilgrim had professed to flee.

I looked and saw that some of these found their
way back to the very temples they had left, but that
the greater number found their way to others, or
began to rear a new temple for themselves, to which
with all the eloquence in their power they strove
to attract worshippers from the other older shrines,
or from those who were heretofore careless and
unconcerned as to these things. After having
once passed through the Gate of Doubt, there was
always some difference in their gait, and in their
modes of devotion. Much of the paralyzing fear
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were asserted, and theories, often the wildest and
the most improbable, propounded in order to
account for them. Every one was eager to offer
a solution, often hasty, always inadequate, of
the problem which was so old and yet so new
to each inhabitant of the City of Superstition.
All were disposed to speak and to speak at
once. Quaester, bewildered by so much confused
babble, recalled the fact that Experience had
told him to seek for further direction at the
gate, and ask Suspense which road he should
take ; but he himself felt that without direction he
would take the straight one.

““The road for you depends on what you wish
for above all things. Is it the Truth, or is it
anything short of the Truth, such as social
position, domestic happiness, edification, or peace
of mind ? " said Suspense.

“The Truth,” answered OQuaester. * The
Truth above all.”

**Then,"” said Suspense, ‘‘ take the straight path
which is as straight as a rule can make it, which
will take you to the Interpreter's House. He will
show you many excellent things. This is only the
first stage of your journey; but many come here
who never go any further—many who talk glibly
the language of Doubt, who never reach the Faith
which this Doubt was intended to lead them to,
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they put nothing in its place. You will meet
such as these are again and again in the course
of your pilgrimage. They may escape your
trials, but they will not rise to your level.”

“My lameness makes me go but slowly ; can
you give me any cure for it 7"

“It must be borne for a while,” answered
Suspense; “but, depend upon it, it will gradually
disappear.”

“So Experience told me, but he also told me
to ask for help and counsel at every stage.”

“And you will always obtain both, though not
perhaps as much as you look for. It is by
steadily advancing that you go from weakness
to strength—if you do not depart from the right
path.”

“Then is there a danger that having under-
taken a solemn pilgrimage of this kind, one may
nevertheless fall back? Is there only safety in
the straight way ?”

“There is only truth to be reached by the
straight way,” said Suspense.

‘““And is the way always as clearly to be seen
as it is at this stage? It is unmistakable here.”

“No, it is not always clear. It is often very
difficult to see it.”

“Then there is no infallible guide. Can one
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earnest solicitations from some of the graver ones
who had but recently passed through the gate,
that he should take some other path. Each
assured our pilgrim that his own way led to
Truth and Safety, whereas Quaester’s led to
Danger, and might never lead to Truth.

“I do not turn my back to Faith as you are
doing. 1 shall return triumphantly to Faith
when I have learned on what basis it rests, and
then I shall enlighten, guide, and comfort the
poor blinded votaries of Superstition,” said one,
who was the most earnest among them all.

“Surely,” said Quaester, “the place to learn
on what sure basis Faith may rest is in the
Interpreter’'s House, and thither I am bound.”

“Nay,” rejoined the other; ‘‘spiritual things
are spiritually discovered, and the mode of opera-
tion in the Interpreter’s House is gross and
material. Few, very few, pass through the
course of study there without losing hold of
Faith altogether. These few are our great
champions, who can reconcile for us the old
sacred traditions and the new discoveries of
men, and thus make natural phenomena, spiritual
intuitions, and revealed truths all work one way
to strengthen our faith in the Beyond, and in
the rewards or punishments which await us



ds and
nd our

cannot

0us matters
' opinions
ons which

Be wise




From the Known fo the Unknown. 45

at last he could see no one; but I saw and marked
the turning points at which his late adviser and
many others swept round to take the backward
way.

At last, not only I, but the pilgrim himself
could see the Interpreter’s House, a large and
goodly mansion, where the great door always stood
hospitably open. Though ‘it appeared, even to
those advancing from the Gate of Doubt, a vast
structure, floor above floor, it appeared more and
more extensive from the other side; and it was
still more bewilderingly large to those who were
within. At first there appeared to Quaester to
be little or no order in the place; but on closer
observation he found there were three great Halls,
each of whichled to different suites of apartments,
some of low level and others many stories
high. Each of these Halls opened out to a
large tract of ground, which was partly culti-
vated and partly left in a state of nature; and
in each of these Halls and in the grounds attached
to it were many students learning under trained
and zealous masters. The Interpreter himself
was Quaester’s guide in his first survey of this
marvellous place. He first led the pilgrim into
the Stone Hall and the quarries connected with it,
where men were busy with hammers and pick-
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between the Hall of Plants and the Hall of Life.
In both of these passages were to be found the
most highly-skilled workmen and observers in
the Interpreter's House, engaged in analysis and
comparison of some doubtful objects, here with
failure, and there with success.

Nor were these things all that were to be
seen in this wonderful School. Over the Hall
of Life were ranges of apartments for study of a
different kind. Here was the great Library where
every book known to those who inhabited the
Within was kept, with divisions and sub-divisions
for convenience of study. Close by was the
Manuscript Room, where Quaester saw many
eagerly trying to verify the authenticity of a book,
or the correctness of a text, by comparing its
present form with what it had in its writer's own
hand, or as near to that as could be obtained.
Among those manuscripts, his attention was
specially arrested by those of the Sacred Books of
the various temples in the City of Superstition ;
and he tried to trace back to their origin the
traditions that had added to or taken from them,
or had put new meanings into the old words.
In many cases it was difficult, and in some it
appeared to be impossible, to be certain who the
original writers were, or what were the objects
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inscrutable, the mysteries of arrival had been
revealed; and child life, both before and after
birth, was a favourite branch of study in the Hall
of Life,

I know not how long Quaester remained in this
wonderful school. It must have been some time,
for he learned much; and though he never felt
himself qualified to teach any one of the branches
of study, he yet went conscientiously through
all the Halls with open eyes, ears, and soul,
and learned much in a general way. He would
have tarried longer, but the Interpreter himself
advised him to depart; for his mission was to
teach and work in the world, and not to study in
the schools. And that he might teach with better
heart, the Interpreter took him to a chamber
in the topmost story, whence he could see his
onward path; and as he looked he felt eager to
go. But first the Interpreter showed him many
significant things, such as he shows to pilgrims
like Quaester.

He saw a man who was so occupied with a
star that stood over his head, which he wished
to seize on for his own, that he took no heed to
his feet, and trampled down the loveliest flowers,
and crushed his own most precious possessions,
and then fell into a deep pit. And he saw a

4
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passages, through the gardens and libraries, he had
scarcely felt conscious of his lameness, though it
was still there. In addition, however, to the staff
of Experience, the Interpreter gave him a mirror
in which, if he looked long and steadily, he could at
any time see whatever portion he wished of the
wonders of the school in which he had loved to
study, and which would also serve as a guide to
him when he was in any difficulty or perplexity
as to his ‘path. It could also be used as a
missile against enemies; for it was hard as
adamant and indestructible. It was not large
nor cumbrous, and he could put it in his pocket.
When he held it to the light, he could read in
it as in a book, but not at a glance; he must
look fixedly and resolutely in it till the picture
or the words became visible, and sometimes it
was a long time before they showed themselves
distinctly.

“ Attention,” said the Interpreter, “is the
prayer of the intellect; and whatever of Truth
you wish to learn or to hold fast, you must
take earnest heed thereto, and not let it slip.
The old words of your Sacred Books concerning
Wisdom were never truer than they are now.
‘They that seek me carnestly shall find me,’

““The words are they that seek me ¢ early ’ not

4*




lost much
h I might

sincere and
“You will
) ere not idle
But now, farewell!
f Truth; but
others what

to set forth

1

ation as to its

beside a spring of
gushed from 2
fruits which

Superstitinu.
life hnd beell
poisoncd by
thorough

ﬁ]d hencc!’nrtll

ly




From the Known to the Unknown. 53

greatly trouble him. Bathed in the warm glorious
sunshine, with the cool breeze blowing from the
distant mountains, with the song of birds in his
ears, and the sight of flowers and foliage and of
happy living creatures all around, it seemed to him
as if all Nature was instinct with a Divine Spirit
—a spirit of joy akin to his own. Surely, there
was life and feeling and consciousness of happiness
not only in himself, but in the birds and beasts,
in the flowers and trees and waving grasses, in the
falling dews and the running streams. Nay, was
not the earth on which he stood, and which drew
all things towards itself, the gracious and sentient
Mother of all life? All around him and within
him seemed to breathe a benediction. With his
head uncovered he looked upward through the
shadowing branches and watched the clouds pass
over the sun, or shift their shapes at the will of
the wind in the blue immensity. His pleasant
thoughts were presently interrupted by the sudden
appearance of two men who came tumbling over
a wall not far off, and who now came up to
Quaester,

“Who are you, and where do you come from ? "
asked the taller and stronger of the two, whose
name was Impatience.

“My name is Quaester, and I have come thus
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¢ And if we need a staff we can buy one,” said

Frivolity, with a laugh.
“T have got this mirror from the Interpreter.”
“ A queer gift, indeed ; let me look at it,” said
Frivolity. “ Why, I could buy a better out of a
pedlar’s pack. I cannot see my own face in it.”
€1t is a guide for me on my way. When I am
at all puzzled or perplexed, it will show me where

to go.”
““I do not believe it is of the least use,” said
Impatience. “I do not see anything at all in it."

“Nor do I, if I only take a hasty glance. It
needs patient attention in order to see anything.”

“We have got something better than that
stupid bit of glass—something where all is put
down in black and white,” said Impatience, and
he took a little book out of his pocket, called
““ The Guide to Thelema,” the newest and the most
fashionable thing out, as he said. It was partly
in poetry and partly in prose; and it was full
of illustrations, some plain and others highly-
coloured. It appeared to both of the young
men to be mightily entertaining ; but the face of
Quaester became grave and sad as he turned
over its pages.

“What sort of refreshment are you having
here? » presently asked the two,
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they took led them round the hill into a great wood,
and they were soon quite out of Quaester’s sight.
While he could see them he warned them, but
they only laughed at him, and at the toil and
stress that it cost him to go up the steep hill.

He was indeed sorely put toit; for the road
was not only steep, but very stony, and oftentimes,
when he seemed to have taken a forward step, he
found he had set his foot on a rolling-stone, which
slipped back with him, farther than the place he
stepped from. And what was more distressing
still, the further he climbed up the hill, the more
rarefied the air became, and, as Metus had warned
him, he found it hard to satisfy his lungs with
breathing. He had in the course of his pilgrimage
lost many of his old associations, and many of
them had tender and purifying influences over him ;
and, although they had been greatly poisoned by
the Fear that Kills, he seemed to shiver without
them in the cold, thin piercing air that searched
him through and through, and opposed his upward
progress. His new clothes, too, though much
more seemly to the eye, did not fit him so well
as the old, nor did they feel so warm. He felt
chilled to the bone, as in the Slough of Irre-
solution, in spite of the panting efforts he made.
Fatigued both in body and mind, he was glad to
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In sunshine or in darkness, this road must lead to
the Palace Beautiful, where he would find rest and
food and counsel. When he felt he was not far
from the summit, he was surprised and somewhat
dismayed to meet a youth and maiden running
down the hill as fast as their legs could carry them.
He asked them wherefore they fled, and by the
voices in which they answered, “ The Lions, the
Lions,” as well as by what he could see of their
faces in the fast-fading light, he knew them to be
Faint-heart and Timida, brother and sister, who
had been scared by the terrible appearance and
the roaring of the lions at the gate of the Palace
Beautiful. He urged them to pluck up spirit and
return in his company; but they were too much
affrighted to venture again into such danger, so
Quaester pursued his way alone. It was now
quite dark ; but he pressed forward till he saw a
glimpse of the moon rising over the top of the
hill in the east. It showed the pinnacles and
turrets of the Palace Beautiful looking more like
carven silver than aught else, just in front of
him. His road lay right between the lions who

kept sentinel at either side of the gate. They

were huge and strong, and roared like thunder ;

but he feared them not, for, indeed, they were

chained and could do no evil to pilgrims.
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v e e e i
countenance, sweet of voice, and graceful of
movement. And they entertained him at supper
with pleasant and profitable talk, and sweet
music. They asked him concerning his journey,
and the troubles he had met with, and the
wonderful things he had learned. They grieved
much to hear of such as Impatience and Frivolity
pretending to go on pilgrimage ; and as for Faint-
heart and Timida, they sent forth a brave servant
of the Palace Beautiful to find them and bring
them under his escort safely past the lions. They
said that they would not show to Quaester the
wonders and the beauties of their Palace-home
till the morrow, for he needed rest. So they gave
him a little chamber to sleep in, and the name of
the chamber was Peace.

After a long deep sleep, Quaester was awakened
by the songs of birds and the sound of falling
water; and as he arose and put on his pilgrim-
garment, he felt a strange joy and exhilaration
thrilling through him. Asthe Interpreter's House
had been a school of knowledge, so was this
Palace a school of beauty. Here Quaester saw
even more than he had done when he sat by the
wayside before he was disturbed by the so-called
pilgrims tumbling over the wall, how beautiful
everything had been made in its time.




ely plateau in
d. There grew
st picturesque
m the rocks to
looked up and
such a sky or

d on every side
een valleys, or
whose name

tch the shifting
shades below.
Here

led Art, who
llery, and the

ll, where voices

ony of sound,
senses and the
ble architecturc
ami its perfec-

often hidden
ideal beings
n our nearest

the three,
e goodnc:b:.«




From the Known to the Unknown. 63

and the beauty of which human nature was
capable. Inthe City of Superstition it was averred,
and more than hall-believed, that fear alone would
keep men and women from becoming sensual as
swine and fierce as tigers, and that the little infant
came into the world paralyzed as to good, but
actively disposed towards all evil. In the Palace
Beautiful, Carita held a different faith. She opened
to Quaester the lovely side of many characters
apparently unlovely, She told him true tales of
‘human patience of heroic endeavour, of tender
devotion, and of self-sacrificing love.

“ Others,” she said, ‘“seem to find all that they
need for their journey in the Interpreter's House
and never think to look into our palace at all.
But your desire, Quaester, is to be a helper of men.
You cannot help them unless you sympathize with
them; you cannot sympathize with them unless
you in some measure understand them. People
never can hate what they thoroughly understand.
In the bottom of every human heart you will
find, if you seek it with patience and love, some
spark ‘of goodness that you may kindle to greater
strength. Some are satisfied to give alms to the
Poor and the suffering. Those who learn from me
as you seek to do, give themselves to the cause.”

As Quaester moved from room to room, and
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the hill, encouraging him with all the powers at
their command, and giving him a picture in which
he could see the wonders of their palace. They
also gave him a loaf of bread, a cluster of grapes,
and a bottle of water as parting gifts, and then
they turned back to their happy and beautiful
palace. So long as Quaester was in their good
company, the descent was not merely easy, it was
delightful ; there was not the tension needed for
going down that had been put on all his muscles
in ascending the hill. There was no cutting
wind in his teeth. But when he was left to
himself, he found the same discomfiture from
slipping-stones that had vexed him in going up.
No doubt this rather shortened the journey, but it
sometimes threw him down bruised and jarred and
crest-fallen.

How soon after the glories of the Palace
Beautiful came the Valley of Humiliation! This
was wet and slippery; and though there was here
no possibility of missing the path many yards,
for the gorge was narrow, still it was not easy to
find a good foothold. Here and there it opened
a little; but for the most part the valley was
pent in between frowning perpendicular rocks,
or overhung by enormous trees, black of stem,
thick of foliage, that darkened the light of day.

g
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of time, by temptation from without and weak-
ness from within, that his only certain discovery
was how little he could know. He could not see
the picture he had so lately received in the light
that was vouchsafed ; even the looking at a picture
would have cheered him in his present dis-
consolate condition. His staff, which had helped
him so well in the steep ascent, slipped or sank
deep in the soaked valley path. Rain fell steadily,
and still more darkened the sky. The vastness
and the pitilessness of Nature seemed to crush
him to the earth. How insignificant was man,
and, of all men, how less than insignificant was
he himself! Whence had he really come?
Whither was he really bound? As he moved
on, he could not refrain from groaning now and
then. In the very darkest and gloomiest part
of the valley there appeared overhead a strange
shape. It was the incarnation of the Superstition
from which he had fled. Dark, with huge
brooding wings, the Shape covered the whole of
the heavens. The outlines of its form were
vague and shifting ; for wherever between wing
and body there was a little light visible for a
moment, they closed at that point suddenly,
and a faint light opened in another direction.
The Shape echoed Quaester's last unspoken
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wing. I shall bear you back to your old home
and your old faith a better and a wiser man.”

“Nay,” said Quaester, ‘“that cannot be. I
have begun my pilgrimage, and I must endure to
the end. During the many years that T dwelt in
your city, I never could find rest or peace for my
soul, I never could place my confidence in you,
and I can still less hope to do so now.”

“But what can you do without me?” said
Superstition; and his voice was like the sound
of many waters, and seemed to rush on Quaester’s
senses with a bewildering, yet converging force
and mastery, so that he could scarce stand up
beneath it. “ Your new masters offer you nothing
at all.”

“Nay,” said Quaester, “they offer me light
and liberty, and a life of service and noble deeds.”

““And what reward after?” said Superstition,
“I offer you safety in the Within, and eternal
bliss and glory in the Beyond, if you only bend
your stubborn will to accept my gifts, instead
of, poor worm that you are, trying to work by
yourself. Cannot you see that you are making
a losing bargain? Even supposing (monstrous as
it is) that you should be in the right, you yourself
believe that you would suffer nothing in the Beyond
for holding with me; whereas if you are mistaken
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Metus, would warn you to flee from the wrath
to come,"

“Nay,” said Quaester, taking courage, for he
knew his ground here, and felt the strength of
that breastplate of righteousness that Carita had
armed him with. ¢ You belie me. Weak I am,
and ignorant, but I hate sin with a perfect
hatred ; and it is because Superstition is such a
cloak for sin that I have burst altogether from
its charms and nostrums.”

“1 tell you, Quaester,” said Superstition
solemnly, ‘that though you think you have
begun fair, you will infallibly fall off ; and when
you have convinced yourself that you can sin
without punishment you will sin with delight.
Would that you had begun, as you are sure to
go on, by sinning with a high hand before your
conscience is scared by these benumbing notions ;
for then I might hope to awake you to repentance,
and you would return gladly to your old allegiance.
But now you are puffed up with self-righteousness,
and say to yourself, ““ Behold, I am rich and full,
and have need of nothing."

“Nay,” said Quaester, on whom this irony
struck home ; *“ I never felt less like that than now.
I feel as if I was but a tiny drop in the ocean
of infinity. 1 feel fatherless in the universe.”
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the side that was lame; but Quaester defended
himself with the staff of Experience. In vain
did Quaester hack at his mighty wings: they
seemed to have the power of reproduction, and
like a tree that is pruned they spread wider with
every blow. The vulnerable part of Superstition,
as Quaester well knew, was the head, and thither
he directed the blows of his staff, and they
appeared to tell. Then bethinking him that the
Interpreter’s mirror would serve not only as a
guide but asa missile, he first flashed it in the great
dull eyes of Superstition (for it caught a stray
ray of sunlight at the moment), and half blinded
him, and then he struck him straight between
the eyes with it. With a mighty groan Super-
stition drew in his wings, and falling supine,
allowed the light to penetrate on every side.
He appeared but a sorry shape, thus shorn of
his vast pinions; and he seemed to shrink
from the light and to move away slowly and
gradually. Then with a struggle he spread again
his wings for flight; but Quaester no longer
felt dismayed. The vast Shape above him grew
gradually more and more indistinet, and instead
of flying bodily away, seemed to melt into
a thick cloud, and gradually to become thinner
and lighter, till it disappeared altogether, and
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taught and the lives that are led in our great
benighted city; and when I heard from Metus of
your falling away, which he laments even into tears,
I thought I might make bold to follow, for I
believe you to be not only much wiser than myself,
but also an honest and good man, who would not
willingly do wrong or lead anyone astray.”

“Truly not, and least of all you, my sister. Then
you have come the straight way, and not tumbled
over the wall like certain idle triflers I have met
with, who never passed through the Wicket Gate
of Doubt, and never looked at the Interpreter’s
House, and who took the left-hand and side road at
the foot of the hill Difficulty ? I should not meet
with you here if you had not kept to the straight
path to the east.”

“1 essayed to follow where you led. I was
sorely perplexed when I had passed through the
Gate of Doubt, for I feared I was going too far
from Faith, the great strength of the soul. It is
Superstition that I am fleeing from, but it is Faith
that I am reaching out for—Faith and Service.
I tarried not long at the Interpreter’s House, for
it seemed to me all too bold, all too ecold, all
too material, and at times nearly as cruel as
Superstition itself. But I delighted in the Great
Library, and spent much time in it; and in the
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humbly, “they would never think of telling you
of me."

«Where did you get your mirror?” said
Quaester, who observed that she had one shaped
like his, in a side pocket near her heart. * Let
me see it to compare it with mine which I got
from the Interpreter.”

“He gave me nothing of the kind,” said
Gracious, ““ though he showed me many significant
things. This I received from a shining one at
the other side of the Wicket Gate, whose name
was Mercy."”

Quaester, however, could see but little in the
mirror of Gracious, only a soft warm light
in the middle, breaking into rainbow tints all
round the edge; while Gracious could see in his
only a dazzling central light. The scroll round
Quaester’s was * Buy the truth and sell it not,”
while that of the maiden bore the device, ** Feed
my Lambs.”

““ And you have no staff,” said Quaester, * You
were not guided by Experience, and only sought
to follow me. But you were not lame ; you needed
no staff to support you. I used tosee you moving
about the streets of Superstition as if you had
wings to your feet. '

“ Sometimes heavy-hearted enough, however,”
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received by the generous damsels who show the
wonders of the palace. The weather was too
cloudy or my sight too weak, for I could not catch
a glimpse of the Delectable Mountains.”

“ T saw them plainly.”

“Your heart is bolder and your vision stronger
than mine.”

“ Why did they not keep you till I came up,”
said Quaester, “as they kept Faint-heart and
Timida till they could see the mountains 7

I was somewhat impatient to go. My mirror
told me that onward I should find my work, and,
indeed, Carita said the same.”

“I must have passed you somewhere in the
valley if you left the Palace Beautiful before I did,”
said Quaester.

“Yes, you did, but you moved swiftly as if
possessed by some eager spirit. I felt you brush
past me in the darkest part of the valley, and
I would have spoken but lost the opportunity
through over diffidence.”

“ How like you this valley ?”* asked Quaester.

““ It does not trouble me much ; Ihave been in it
for many days. There are grass and flowers to
be found if you look carefully for them; and even

in the darkest places, I could always see a bit of
blue sky overhead.”
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said Quaester; “and some of the old defences
as well as the old weapons are of no avail for
conflicts with the new foes. But still I may have
my loins girt about with Truth, and I have the
breastplate of Righteousness, which but now saved
me from the deadly grasp of Superstition.”

“But 1 see no shield of Faith. Alas! it was
all too heavy for my weak hands to grasp, and the
helmet, the Hope of Salvation.”

“T have shield and helm enough for my needs,”
said Quaester.

“1 feel stronger as I walk with you,” said
Gracious. ‘““But I shall need all the strength I
can muster or that I can borrow from you to take
me safely through the approaching gloomy valley.
I have had dear friends who lost themselves here,
and who were never heard of more. Evil beasts
may have devoured them, or they were snatched
to the Borderland out of the sight and hearing
of their dearest ones.”

*“So Metus says,” said Quaester. “ He declares
that everyone who goes on this pilgrimage meets
here with devouring monsters and shapeless hob-
goblins that tear the heart out of him. But you
must have seen in the Manuscript Room in the
Interpreter's House, how even the priests of Super-
stition distrust the records they call sacred.”

6
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winged insects or singing birds ever visited
the inhospitable scene; but beasts of prey were
howling from far and near, and vultures screamed
aloft. More terrible than all, pattering feet
seemed to follow the pilgrims—something shape-
less and nameless, but full of horrible suggestion,
The wind moaned and sighed, and sometimes
shrilly whistled up and down the valley ; and the
sound of this wind came to the startled ears of
the pilgrims like articulate or half-articulate words
of fear. When the wind swept up the valley, it
brought with it memories of the bitterest; when
it swept down the narrowing gorge it brought
apprehensions for the future, vague or distinct, but
always distressful. And this wind, in whatever
direction it blew, was always of that quality which
drew men, women, and children through the Bor-
derland to the Beyond. It alternately chilled the
pilgrim to the marrow, or burned him up with fever.

There were others in the valley at the same
time as Gracious and Quaester; but owing to
the narrowness of the path and its countless
obstructions, everyone had to walk alone, and
a yard's distance seemed to sever one from
another as completely as a mile. A feeling
of intense solitude marked the passing through
this stage of pilgrimage; and though the two

6 *
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in soft, tender tones, *“ What cheer, Brother "
and sought to give her courage by a brave answer;
but the answer died away in a pathetic wail.

As the lightning-flash distorted the countenance
it fell upon, so even triumphant songs of joy
would have been changed to lamentation when
borne along by those terrible winds.

As for the Evil Ones of whom Metus had
warned them, Quaester could see some flitting
forms which changed from the weird to the
fantastic; but none had the might or the
majesty of the brooding shape of Superstition.
They brought forward the same arguments as
he had done; and they sometimes startled the
pilgrim by assuming his own voice, and adopting
his own methods of reasoning, so that he knew
not whether the temptation came from within or
from without. These doubtful whispers ran thus :
“ What is the profit of this pilgrimage ? of what
avail are these hardships? Take an easier road
if Superstition has no terrors; but if he has, make
friends with him while you may. If there is
no Beyond to be feared, make yourself amends
for the youth you have been cheated of ; snatch
when you can pleasure and profit; seek only such
knowledge or such truth as will bring you pleasure
and profit. The race is to the swift and the battle
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power ; and as the wind lulled, some measure of
calm fell on his spirit, and he breathed more freely.

To the young woman Gracious the temptations
came differently, but they were much more
difficult to resist. It was not mocking friends
who assailed her ; the voices seemed to come from
angels of light. All the old traditions of her
childhood, the kindly forms of those who had
loved and cherished her, and especially of her
mother who had been summoned to the Beyond
not more than a year ago ; the saints she had read
and dreamed of; the familiar words of the Holy
Books which she had almost by heart—all pressed
around her, and warned her back from this perilous,
this unwomanly pilgrimage. When the searching
wind found her out, a horror of great darkness
fell upon her. She felt she would have been
safer praying in the temple of Metus, or with her
old friends and companions in the great City
of Superstition, than under Quaester’s doubtful
guidance, through unknown dangers and dis-
heartening difficulties in search of the Home
of Truth. She was shocked by the answers
which she appeared to give to the solicitations
which pressed upon her. It was now a suggestion
from the Wicket Gate of Doubt, now a hint from
the manuscripts in the Interpreter’s House, now
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by the first appearance of the dawn, and that the
welcome day was still afar off. Just as they drew
near the end of the valley a black cloud broke
over their heads, still further darkening the sky.
But they rejoiced in the rain and drank it as it
fell down from the rocks at either side. Gracious
found relief in tears from her overwrought
emotions; and Quaester’'s own eyes were moist
when at last in the daylight each could see and
recognize the other. He was on a little way in
front, and he paused a little to give her time
to come up to him. The road was now so wide
that they could walk side by side; but the
companionship did not give such confidence to
Gracious as it would have done before her recent
experience. Her face was troubled, while Quaester’s
had regained its old serenity with something of
dignity added.

That he was happier from having begun and
persevered in his so-called fruitless pilgrimage
was obvious; and I, recollecting his weakness
when Experience exhorted him to flee from
the Fear that Kills, thought that he looked
altogether a different man—a grand, strong, heroic
man—one to whom all who were in distress or
difficulty would naturally turn for sympathyand aid.

Gracious conversed with him in the growing
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will be obeyed, and that lambs will be found for
you to feed ere long. Meantime is it not good to
be alive? We have both escaped unharmed out
of this Valley of the Shadow of Death.”

¢ And you are stronger than before. You are a
changed man altogether from the time when I last
saw you in the fold of Metus.”

“ And you, Gracious, are fairer than before,”
said Quaester, who heretofore had given little
thought to the love of woman, but who now
believed that he saw the one maiden in the world
who could fill his heart, satisfy his imagination,
and be the true complement to his nature. One,
too, who had followed where he had led, and
who held, though with womanly timidity, much of
that Truth which was so precious to him. It was
but a little way that they seemed to have been
journeying together ; but in such experiences as
theirs they seemed to have been living years in
a few hours. Now, when soul opened to soul,
and they revealed and compared, as only the
closest and dearest of friends and lovers can
do, all their thoughts, fancies, recollections and
aspirations, their devout dreams, and their tremb-
ling doubts, what wonder was it that Quaester
hoped that this was to be his life’s companion—
he the supporter and she the soother, while they
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nails in impotent rage that they cannot pursue
them and capture them, for they are crazy and
stiff in their joints from age and decrepitude. In
olden times these giants had been notable enemies
of pilgrims; and the place in front of their dens
had been strewed with the blood, bones and ashes
of their victims. However, when Quaester and
Gracious passed things were mightily changed.
Who so great and so strong all along the line
of march as these two giants with their youth
renewed, their strength revived, and their tactics
changed ?—inducing many pilgrims of their own
free-will to leave their path towards the Home
of Truth, to turn into one or the other camp. All
the bones and ashes had been cleared away, or
buried under the green sward which looked so
tempting to pilgrims as they issued from the
arid valley ; all the instruments of torture were
destroyed or at least put out of sight. There was
neither the arena for the combats of wild beasts
with pilgrims on the one side, nor the dungeons
and racks of the Question Chamber on the other ;
but each mighty giant had made for himself here
a camp or a court which offered to the passing
wayfarer much that was pleasant to the eye, to
the ear, and to the senses:; and by this means
they succeeded in enlisting recruits to their service.
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in music, and in all the fine arts. Few, very few,
of those who attached themselves to the jolly
potentate had ever gone on pilgrimage at all.
Many of them had no doubt left the City of Super-
stition; but they had reached the camp by other
ways than that by which Quaester had come.

Giant Pagan laughed him a welcome, and
quaffed a bumper to his health. Then, turning to
a poet at his elbow, he said,

“ Our new-come friend has still on his face the
clouds from the Valley of the Shadow. Our gay
brotherhood give a wide birth to these unwhole-
some Valleys of Humiliation and Death. We are
not self-tormentors, but take the easiest and the
smoothest way through life that is possible to us.
Ah! I have sharp eyes. I can see the mire from
the sloughs you have waded through clinging to
you still, and the blue devils you have encountered
have left their mark on your eyes and brow. Come,
pledge me in this delicious wine, sweet and rich and
strong as my friend Horace's old Falernian, and be
free of our company. This is the realm of Welcome,
where every bne does as he or she pleases.”

“1am on a pilgrimage,” said Quaester, “and I
cannot tarry."”

“ What can you gain at the end of a long and
toilsome pilgrimage that you cannot enjoy here,”
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enough for our modern times. We use his name
freely, but we do not care to read his works or
follow his maxims. How old are you, my friend ?

1 am thirty years old,” answered Quaester.

“You are just the right age for a philosopher ;
and as you have been in bondage to Superstition all
those years you can warn us against that grim foe
of natural pleasure more effectually than those who
have not had such experience. Our young friends
get out of their difficulties sooner.” And Quaester
noted how many young men and young women
surrounded the giant.

“ Here come two who wear our colours,” con-
tinued Pagan, greeting cheerfully Impatience and
Frivolity who had tumbled over the wall, and
had turned off the straight way rather than climb
up the hill Difficulty, They had reached this
camp by a very different route from that of
Quaester, but they had reached their desired haven
of Thelema, and came joyfully to swear allegiance
to the jovial giant who governed it.

“ Well, friend Quaester,” said Impatience, * we
are again as soon at our goal as you are, and our
road was pleasanter. I see your raiment is torn
by briars and your feet cut with the stones of the

road, and your countenance is more doleful than
ever.”
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There were shows without end, from the peep-
show to the theatre. Clothes of all shapes and
hues, and ornaments of every description, were
displayed on the persons of the Pagan court
or offered for sale. Over all these votaries of
pleasure there was a careless sort of grace, a
recklessness and an andacity, which had a certain
charm to one like Quaester, whose nature had
long been repressed and stifled. As I have said,
the company were mostly young, and therefore
they were full of the natural attractiveness
of youth. Not only were there youths and
damsels, but even little children there, who
had never heard the names of Faith or of
Superstition, who were taught no prayer and
acknowledged no duty, but had their own
way in all things. And their sole aim was to
amuse themselves.

But as Quaester looked more intently at
the gay throng, the sensuousness and even the
sensuality of the giant and his followers offended
his sense of propriety. In all that concerned the
relations of the sexes there was a laxity of speech
and conduct which shocked him. The exceeding
selfishness which lay under their pleasure-loving
and pleasure-secking lives, often took the form of
downright cruelty, against which his whole nature

7*
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« Wherefore should we?” answered Pagan.
« Let each man pursue his own happiness and
pleasure. Surely that will produce better results
than if each man looked after other people’s
to the neglect of his own. What can any
one, even a philosopher like you, do for another
man which he cannot do better for himself ?
Your sort of happiness may be misery to another
man.”

« But happiness comes most surely when
it comes indirectly,” said Quaester. ‘‘Nothing
could bring less amusement to me than to be
continually thinking and planning how I could be
amused.”

¢ Amusement is indeed a social thing,” said
Pagan. “ You see how our young friends rush at
it in bands. But it is not really amusement you
are thinking of,—it is edification, which is the
bane of all pleasure, and of all art that is worthy
of the name. Edification, faugh! let me take the
taste of it out of my mouth,” and he drank again.
““In the words of a poet, who is no doubt familiar
to you, though we in Thelema count him as but
a prig who clings to the old wine in the new
bottles ;—

* No man can save his brother's soul
Or pay his brother's debt.'
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beside his couch, and that when the creature
howled in agony, Pagan picked it up, and hurled
it to a distance with such violence that it died on
the spot. A minute before he had caressed the
dog, which amused him; but he had no patience
with anything like suffering.

“That was cleverly done,” said he with a laugh.
«T make short work with my patients. We shall
arrive at Euthanasia for the old, the decrepid and
the stupid ere long. Why should they cumber
the ground, and abridge the pleasures of the
young, the vigorous, and the witty ? What is the
use of wasting money on hospitals and refuges to
keep such wretched creatures alive, when it is for
their good, and especially for our own, to put an
end to their troubles at once ?

Quaester disliked the action, but he hated the
boast of it still more.

1 shall not tarry with you any longer,” said
he firmly, “I must go on. Surely I have fled
from Superstition and conquered him but lately
for better purposes than to eat and drink, to sing
and to dance, with flowers round my head, among
your careless throng.”

And he turned to go on his way, when his
glance was arrested by an incident. One of
those who caroused with Giant Pagan was caught
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fire and sword to all who doubted or disputed
his authority, had a far more winning aspect
to Gracious than he had worn in the City of
Superstition. There she had been warned of
his pride and his cruelty, and there she thought
she saw for herself the atmosphere of darkness in
which he kept his followers. But here, as she
moved into the sunshine, she saw the old bugbear
of her childhood in the guise of a venerable old
man, whose whole air and demeanour was rather
that of a meek martyr than that of a denouncing
judge; and he ruled over bands of various races
as numerous as those of his rival opposite. But
there were exchanges often made between the
two camps—each was glad to enlist recruits from
the other side. Not a few of those who were on
pilgrimage, and who had gone as far as this stage,
were won to the camp of Giant Pope by means
of gentle persuasion in the first instance, and
increasing surveillance afterwards. Gracious felt
his eyes upon her, and submitted to their power,
his words crept into her ears and took possession
of her as, until recently, those of Metus had done.
All around were nooks for silent prayer, and
one great building stood ever open for wor-
ship. There were priests in attendance who
- could warn, encourage, confess, and absolve.
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from the narrow path, and while perplexed, and
doubting lest she had gone too far, she met with
a black-robed priest, who appeared to her to have
the countenance of a saintly guide. His voice
was kind and grave when he thus addressed her,—

“ My daughter, how is it that youare wandering
so far from home ?"

“ I have come on pilgrimage,” said Gracious.

“ Alone ? asked the priest.

“ Alone,” she replied, “as far as the entrance
to your dreadful valley, where I had the company
of a good brave man, named Quaester.”

“It is not well to go on such a momentous
journey alone, especially for a woman. Here let
your solitary pilgrimage terminate, my daughter.
Let me be your guide along the straight and
narrow way that leads to safety and to glory.
With me you will find rest which, if I mistake not,
you have not found either in your solitary march
or with your friend. And it is rest for your soul
which you need above all things.”

“Tt is true,” said Gracious, who felt all the
terrors of her old superstition, and those brought
so recently to her in the Valley of the Shadow of
Death, borne in upon her soul at once.

“You have come from yonder,” and he pointed
with his finger to the end of the Valley, “and
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R
on the road that leads to the destruction of the
whole spiritual being.”

¢ Quaester is not selfish nor self-willed,” said
Gracious, warmly; ‘I cannot always go with
him ;—he is stronger and bolder than I am, but
he is noble of soul, and pure in heart.”

«And he loves you,” said the priest, whose
experience had taught to know human nature
in its strength and its weakness. *But for you
there are higher and better things than an alliance
with him; and in such alliance there would be
no rest—only trouble and perplexity, and fear for
him and yourself. Here we can promise you rest
for your soul, occupation for your mind, work for
your hands. Would you cultivate your talents?
Do so to the uttermost, but sanctify them in
their application. Let Music be consecrated to
sacred song, and solemn hymn, and choral chant,
or to those splendid organ strains that seem to
waft the soul to the Beyond on the wings of
Sound. Let Art find a body in the forms of
saints militant, saints suffering, and saints trium-
phant, and in those symbolic decorations that
clothe the wood and the brass, the stone and the
iron of the temple with a sort of divinity. Even
the humble labours of the needle may be made
holy service in ornamenting the robes of the
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badge : 1 belong to the Church one and indi-
visible, which has never erred and never can err,
and which has never once betrayed a repentant
sinner who trusted in her.”

“ But Metus told me to beware of you above
all, It was my earliest lesson, taught at my dear
mother's knee, to avoid the seductions of Giant
Pope and his emissaries. They never thought
to warn me against the Wicket Gate of Doubt,
but they feared my being led away as you seek
to lead me. Metus told me that you and yours
have no power over the Beyond at all; but only
the soul with delusive lies.”

“ And have you forsaken Metus on those few
matters in which he is right, to cling to him
blindly on those in which he is wrong ?” said the
priest, in a tone of grave remonstrance. ““Ah!
we have power over the Borderland and what lies
beyond it. There is another probation ; and for
those who, out of our earthly sight, are enduring
it, all our holiest ones are continually praying."

“ But how do you know this 7" asked Gracious.
“ Qur sacred records, which you as well as Metus
accept as your guide, say nothing about such a
second probation.”

“Not distinctly, I confess, though there are
many passages much more favourable to our
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for you, that your hands may be strengthened
and that your faith may not fail. Why, at the
word Faith I see that you take new courage.”

It was indeed true. Gracious felt herself
irresistibly drawn towards the camp with its
ancient banners. She sighed to see her friend
still parleying with Giant Pagan; but when she
saw him turn with disapproval and horror from
the jolly potentate after his cruel treatment of
the dog and his careless farewell to his departing
comrade, and about to proceed on his straight
path again, she broke from Father Boniface (for
that was the name of her new guide) and went
up to Quaester and plucked him by the sleeve,
saying :—

“Well done my friend. I was afraid for you,
lest you should be ensnared by that godless rout.
But pray turn with me to the other side. Here
we can find repose, work, companionship and the
true faith. Here we can help each other best.
I can breathe here. This is the oldest faith and
the best,” she said, kissing a sacred symbol which
the priest had hung round her neck.

“ Nay," said Quaester, “it is the oldest super-
stition and the deadliest. All the outward traces of
cruel prosecutions have been cleared away ; but if
you could see what really has happened here, not

8
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what has paralyzed your judgment, and blinded
your understanding ? Have you not learned from
the history of the past that this giant with his
soft voice and his iron heel, has always led his
followers into abject slavery, and crushed in the
dust all those who ventured to dispute his
pretensions ? ”

“The times are changed now,’
cagerly. “In those old days, all differences of

said Gracious,

opinion as to the Beyond and the Unknown
were accounted damnable heresy; and the pre-
decessors of Metus, when they had them in their
power, imprisoned and killed those of the older
faith with as little remorse as the followers of Giant
Pope would have persecuted them. It was the
barbarousness of the times, and not that of the
faith, that caused the cruelty. Now all people of
all faiths are more tolerant; and surely the old
faith as to the Beyond was the best: that by
effort and prayer and purification, the faulty and
the guilty have a chance even after they cross the
encircling Wall that hides them from our sight,
and that our tears and prayers here may help them
there. Surely that is better than the horrible
doctrine of Metus.”

“Yes, it is much better, as you put it ; but it was
4 monstrous engine in the hands of the priesthood,

8 *
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« Love such as I feel for you, Gracious,” said
Quaester, solemnly.

¢ Such love must be immortal,” said Gracious.
« [t cannot be all at an end when we here in the
Within cease to see it.”

«1 know not under what new conditions we
may be placed,” said Quaester; “but I am sure
that neither Metus nor your new-found, old,
infallible guides, know anything about them. For
me, I must go on my own path towards the Home
of Truth.”

“Would that your path were mine,” said
Gracious.

“ Amen,” said Quaester.

“ But seeing that our paths are different we
must part,” said Gracious. *‘For you I ‘ean
pray, and I will pray without ceasing, that you
be brought to see the right way ; for if you only
see it, you will at once walk in it.”

Quaester essayed to reply, but nothing articulate
could be heard from his lips; only a groan met
the ear of Gracious.

 Let the priest—let Father Boniface speak to
you. I thought no one could have persuaded me
to go against all the prejudices of my lifetime.
But he has done it ; and I feel now a Divine peace
in my soul. Oh, Quaester, to win your soul to
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of Vanity Fair itself. She had gone alone far on
her pilgrimage. She had gone through the Wicket
Gate of Doubt, and had had some glimpses of
significant things in the Interpreter’s House. She
had learned lessons in the Palace Beautiful that
she could not forget; and for the last two critical
stages of her journey, she had had the companion-
ship of a man whose ideal was lofty and whose life
was pure. She had not been strong enough to bear
the full weight of the lessons offered to her ; but she
could not cast them aside as evil and impious, and
throw herself blindly into spiritual slavery.

It was only by filling her hands with work, and
her life with interests outside of herself, that the
priest could prevent her from recollecting the old
sense of freedom, and keep her from bitter regret,
when she thought of Quaester going alone on his
perilous way. To Father Boniface, she unbur-
dened her soul in confession, and told him that if
she had been free to love, this was the man she
would have chosen, but that now she could only
pray for him. And in this exercise she found a
relief and a support which was denied to Quaester.
The priest had it once on his mind to permit her to
marry the man she loved, for he had a great faith
in the subtle and constant influence which such a
woman as Gracious could exercise over a man like
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————

e
good had gone out of his pilgrimage when he
had left Gracious in the hands of Father Boniface
as a servant of Giant Pope. The companionship
had been $o sweet to him, and yet he hardly knew
until it was lost to him how precious it was. He
pined for company of some sort. But he was
doomed to solitude for a long line of march through
uninteresting country ; and he was not sorry when,
as he was going up an ascent, he saw one a little
way ahead walking swiftly. He desired the man
to pause, so that he might come up to him. But he
answered, ‘I may not stop or delay on my way ;
take heart and make up to me.” So Quaester
put forth all his strength, and came up with the
man whom he thought he knew, and was sure of
it when they stood face to face. His name was
Thorough—one who had set out on pilgrimage
before Quaester, but he had stayed long at the
Interpreter’s House, where, indeed, both Quaester
and Gracious had seen him. All the wonders of
that school of knowledge so delighted him that he
would fain have taken no further step. But the
Interpreter himself had sent him away saying
that he must teach that which he knew to those
who had made short stay, or to these who had
not visited the house at all, and that his chief field
of action was the great City of Vanity Fair, which
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stricter limitations on the practice than Pagan,
and he would have made it useful in the way of
gaining knowledge, so as to diminish the number
of such deaths in the future.

The frivolousness of the Pagan crew, however,
had aroused his disdain as much as the slavish
superstition of the opposite camp. Thorough
cared little for sensual pleasure or idle revelry;
and though he would not object to any enjoyment
that came in his way, he despised from his soul the
making a life-pursuit of pleasure. He was possessed
of one strong master passion : the desire to know
all that was knowable; but as for the obscure
dreams of priests and devotees and mystics about
the Unknown and Unknowable, he langhed them to
scorn with a bitterness that pained Quaester. This
he soon perceived, and was much amused by it. He
laughed at his panting companion, whom he forced
to keep abreast with him. He called a tender
conscience a relic of barbarism. He had a great
battery of arguments against what he called
conventional morality; and he was disposed to
consider all sorts of morality conventional. All
his arguments on these matters were drawn from
things which he had seen and heard at the Inter-
preter’s House. I knew that Quaester had been
nearly as long there as his new found comrade.
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overhanging precipices, gloomy skies and slippery
paths, gave to him no sense of his own insignific-
ance. He had analyzed such rocks over and over
again; he understood the whole process of vegetable
life as well as of animal life. He absolutely loathed
the idea that there was in the Within or the Beyond
any Power or Force superior to the intellect which
he himself possessed. Hehad walked unconcerned
through the Valley of the Shadow of Death. He
was sure he could pull through somehow, and get
to his work in Vanity Fair. He had only to walk
warily, and not run his head against the jutting
rocks on either side. As for the winds that blew
up and down the valley, he attached no super-
stitious meaning to their wails and shrieks. One
great difference between him and Quaester was
that he could breathe with ease and pleasure
the attenuated air which made the other pant
for breath, and his ears tingle and buzz, and
threaten sometimes to make the blood vessels

burst. Thorough could also pass through the arid
valleys without suffering from thirst. Possessed
with one passionate idea, to fight to the death with
ignorance, folly, and superstition, he cared not
when or where or how he deals his blows ; whereas
Quaester had strong affections and a tender heart,
and pitied and sympathized with even those whom
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hard ; but after we had passed through the Dark
Valley, she thought she had gone far enough, and
was, 1 grieve to say, won over to the camp of
Giant Pope.”

“And you let her be cajoled into that blackest
den of superstition ? ” said Thorough indignantly.
“1 think I could have held her back if she had
been in my hands.”

Quaester felt the remorse which his companion
thought was so useless and so absurd. Had he
really done all in his power to save her? Had
he exhausted all the arguments for truth and
freedom at his command? Well, if he had been
remiss, he was the heaviest sufferer for his fault.

“Well,” said Thorough, after a pause, “after
all, I suppose she has found her place. All her
crying out against Superstition and the religion
of Fear, was only because Metus was not subtle
enough to keep her in his meshes. Who has
got the direction of her soul now ?”

“One of the black-robed priests most in favour
with Giant Pope; Father Boniface is his name.”

““Ah, he has got her sure enough,” said
Thorough with something like a groan. “ He is
the director of the working bees of the hive, and in
him she has met with her master, and she is lost
for ever, I fear, to reason and common sense.”
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Thorough almost snorted in contempt. FINE
could have engaged her in the great work of
liberating the race from the bondage of fear and
superstition and ignorance, what a helper she
would have been! She would go through fire
and water if she thought it was right. But you
know, even in her most advanced periods she
always had a belief in the Beyond and in the
Powers that govern it, and in the possibility of
propitiating these powers; so that truth and
progress in the Within were nothing to her in
comparison. Well, to think of the regard I have
wasted on that poor, weak woman, who wants
to save her own soul and the souls of others,
and thinks nothing else is worth living for! I
should have liked to have been near you in the
Valley of the Shadow. You gave her back groan
for groan, I'll warrant.”

““We appeared to each other to be more
distressed than we really were. We discovered
that when we compared notes afterwards,” said
Quaester,

“1 suppose she betook herself to All-Prayer,
and recommended it to you too,” said Thorough.
“Well, she is a born disciple, as most women
are; and perhaps Boniface is the best of that
black gang. But you are a poor-spirited fellow
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might have been born to me and Gracious could
not? But of course she would not care for
husband or children, friends or lovers, if she
could not hope to meet with them again in the
Beyond. And she knew I would not be where

she vainly hoped to go.”
«1 should have thought such a marriage most

incongruous,” said Quaester.

« Nothing of the kind,” said Thorough. “ Other
women take the risk every day; the severance
between the much-believing wife and the un-
believing husband is simply intellectual. ~ They
live in the same house and have the same daily
interests, share the same bed and board, and
love and cherish the same children. Now and
then comes a little jar; but in the ordinary
affairs of life Gracious and I would have pulled
together very well, especially after she had left
Metus and fancied she was in search of Truth.
Do not you think so, Quaester ?”

His companion made no reply, for indeed speech
failed him. Every word spoken by Thorough fell
like an irritant on an open wound, reminding him
of what he had lost, and of what he might possibly
have done to prevent this severance from Gracious.

Thorough's eager, rapid talk did not cause him .
to slacken his speed, and he scarcely cared for a
9 #
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SR T [ R
strained, and his heart distressed by such over
rapid movement. In fact, he scarcely felt at home
in the part of the road to which his forced march
had brought him; and he wondered if Thorough
had really taken the right path. Confident as
the latter had been in his own judgment, he
had not been able to inspire a like confidence
in Quaester's mind. And now as he moved with
difficulty, slowly, avoiding or removing the
frequent obstacles in his path with his staff, he
looked again and again on his mirror to ascertain
if he was right. It gave no certain answer, but
looked blurred and confused till, after an interval
of this painful travelling, he seemed to come up to
the point which he might have reached at his own
natural pace. Then he could see clearly, and he
could walk freely, and he felt sure of his position.
‘As he journeyed in this cheerful frame of mind,
he met one coming in the opposite direction and
walking with even more speed than himself.

“Whither so fast, my friend ?" said Quaester,
and wherefore are you going backward on
pilgrimage ? "

“1 have been sent back by the rulers of the
great City of Vanity Fair, the roofs and chimneys
and towers of which you can see before you;" and
sure enough, when Quaester looked he saw shining
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Gate of Reform, to which this narrow path lead
straight up. He saw, too, that as Audax had told
him, his mission was to tarry there for a period of
which neither he nor I could see the end.

“Do as you please,” said he to Audax, “my
course is plain, as I said before ; 1 hold to my
original course.”

«We need not be so foolish as to be scratched
with brambles and made foot-sore with rough roads,
if we can escape by going by an easier path. Not
that I myself care about these things; but I do
care about my chances of usefulness and distinction.
I dare say you, as well as I, heard at the Wicket
Gate that our course was not always perfectly
straight. Even Giant Pope, much as he thinks of
such asceticism as yours on the part of his saints,
grants an easier dispensation and a more advan-
tageous entrance to his secular followers. And
you and I are seculars, eager to engage in practical
work, and to leave Vanity Fair a little bit better
than we are like to find it. The best way to enter
into the city is by the Gate of Wealth, but that
I fear 1 cannot do; the janitors only open that
gate for a bribe far beyond my means. I shall
take the easiest portal that is open to me, and
that is the Gate of Assurance which I can burst

open for myself. T fancy that is your gate too, for
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aims are the same as yours,” said Audax;
) not rush at them blindly like a bull at a
[ must adjust my means to my ends. If1
do any good in Vanity Fair, I must first
deration and respect. Vanity Fair will
-;to penniless philosophers, or to prophets
. There is no means of usefulness like
'ﬁnd money I must and will have. With
assurance, which I possess, and with
o check these when they fly too high,
tter myself I also possess, Vanity Fair
where a fortune may be made, and
y. When I have the money and the
which money inspires, you will find
can effect more in a day, than you can do
without these advantages. You appear
have a cool head and some judgment ;
lan, and take my course.”

* sdaid Quaester, “I fear I should lose
or the greatér end in pursuit of the

don't say I did not give you good advice
find your success is but meagre. I kept
out of the thorns and brambles than you
to do even when I was taking the same
Well there will be one comfort in Vanity
there is none of that sickening talk about
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hit and narrow, that only one could work

it at the same time.

stranger was older,
s than Quaester; he exclaimed with joy,
groaned with disappointment, as he saw
erim apparently gaining or losing ground
efforts. As each man had to wait his
t behoved him to stand outside to wait,
ain an inactive looker-on at the efforts
or, But at last with a mighty effort
was opened; and Quaester, breathless
‘exertion and half-stunned by the confused
mostly unfriendly, that saluted him, stood
No sooner had he passed through than
closed with a loud bang; and as if
ally, the bolt turned in the lock at the
instant, leaving to the older man the same
ty in unlocking it and forcing it open, to
ppointment of Quaester, who had thought
e opened for both. The man outside, whose
was Sanitas, called to Quaester to remain
ive what help he could from inside; but
‘was but small, if indeed it was anything, for
‘gate opened inwards. Still, it was cheering
litas to know there was a friend so near, and
:ter was too much interested in his success
ure to move from his post. As he stood, he

but he was more
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ing to Sanitas, every virtue seemed to
sound health, and in sound health alone.
see no spiritual grace in the confirmed
no beauty of soul in the slowly-moving
no compensating sense of moral beauty
| for him, where physical well-being was
ut the kindliness of his heart, his
zeal, and the sacrifices of time, money
he was willing to make for the objects
had at heart, impressed Quaester pro-
in spite of his lamentations. Sanitas
two things for the success of his important
sufficiently broad platform to preach
1d no small amount of money to carry out
 These were only to be obtained by
and perseverance, and in these he was not
The definiteness of his aims, and the
ustrations which he could draw from the
around him of the need of reform in this
1, aided him to obtain gradually a wider and
ng; and the monetary desideratum he
ad for by showing that a large expenditure
be more than repaid by the reduction of
ise, vice and crime, which accompany filth
lor everywhere, and nowhere more than
enormously wealthy city of Vanity Fair.

h most of his ideas Quaester fully sym-
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. advocates of reform in other directions.
asted that Sanitas has learned everything
m, and that Quaester was only a backward
id disciple of the same great school, and,
that his own methods of thought and his
nciples of action were the only infallible
all time and for all circumstances.
er for his part saw much to marvel at and
in Vanity Fair. Perhaps the first thing
ck him was the enormous disparity of
ns between the wealthy pleasure lovers
who ministered to their necessities,
ires, or their caprices. Vanity Fair, as
, is the great vortex into which all are
~various human desires,—for wealth,
ure, distinction, and notoriety. In the
ry, there are many blanks and a few
“Those who win the prizes believe, not
parent good grounds, that they dazzle
‘but if one falls from his high estate, his
at once seized by another, and the first
org en or despised. Luxury is displayed
Il possible ostentation in the public streets,
- ornamented parks and pleasure grounds
g to the city. There are miles upon
of streets in Vanity Fair, inbabited by
0 rich that they need to do no work them-
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k note of the dwellers and the passers by,
fened to every chance conversation between
or three, he attended public meetings and
gatherings; finding that the bulk of the
tants of Vanity Fair were profoundly indif-
. to its evils, while a few offered various
s for the evils they acknowledged and
The strange power of sympathy which
ssed, seemed to give him an intuitive
of the sorrows, the failings, and the

‘no choice of his own did he slowly walk up
down Beer Street and Gin Lane, daily and
—up one side of the street and down the
As if drawn by some magnet, he sat down on
ch beside the boon companions, and tried to
what pleasure they found in draughts that
them of money and repute, that unnerved
the skilful hand, and confused the regulating
. As if by magic too, he was impelled to
the besotted victims to their homes, where
found a lovelessness and cheerlessness
might have driven them abroad for light,
and companionship. The two evils
d reacted on each other; the dull home
no attraction, and the wasteful expenditure
¢ kept the house bare, cold, and stupid.
10
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did ardent youth vow life-long love and fidelity
to ugliness, age, and stupidity, for the sake of
gambling debts paid, or solid money in hand to be
spent in other society. Every one seemed to act
ag if Vanity Fair was their only possible abode for
the future as for the present, and that to secure
a good place in it, was worth any sacrifice. For
though the ostensible motto of the place was to
make no sacrifice, nowhere were such heavy prices
paid down for benefits so short-lived and illusory.

Never before in his pilgrimage did Quaester feel
such a desire for the faith which he had lost, ac
on his first introduction to Vanity Fair. He felt
as if, with his old views, he could work to better
purpose, could hold forth more powerful motives,
could urge more effective deterrents. But faith
never comes by wishing for it; and gradually he
learned that by leaning on the staff of Experience
and looking at the Interpreter’'s mirror, and
especially by the insight and sympathy which had
been his test lesson in the Palace Beautiful, he
could impress his fellow-men for good.

By day the voice of bargaining and chaffering
filled the streets, and after nightfall, the shops and
the gin-palaces were lighted up artificially in a way
that made their wares and their decorations look
ten times gayer than during the day; and in

ID #
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conceive of no harder life than that of rush.ing
everywhere in search of a stimulant or an olpmtc:
in the shape of amusement. Still, he did not judge
others too hardly. Perhaps the denizens of Beer
Street and Gin Lane might be won from their
worst vices by such idle and harmlesss pectacles,
though, indeed, at and around all such places
‘of public entertainment, the myrmidons of Drink
were in close attendance, and Meretrix and
Hetaire were never absent.

But perhaps of all the things he saw in
Vanity Fair, Quaester watched with most eager
interest the gambling, which in every various form
was carried on in every quarter of the great city;
for it is not only the place where all things are
bought and sold, but the place where all things
were risked on the hazard of the die, literal or
metaphorical. It appeared to be a huge gambling
saloon, with tables for all classes, from the
ragged children who played pitch and toss in the
gutter for coppers, to the great magnates who
staked fortunes, reputations, and kingdoms. But
with regard to every vice in Vanity Fair, there
appeared to be its high life, middle-class life, and
low life; but it wore a different aspect, and was
often called by a different name when practised by
the poor and the ignorant in foul, evil-smelling
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something to stir their languid pulses animated
the rich ; and the betting market took its place in
the corn market, the meat market, and the share
market in those broadsheets, which daily chronicled
the doings and the opinions of Vanity Fair.

And this share market was a marvellous thing.
Of all the resorts of the city, that which in our
tongue is called 'Change, and in another “La
Bourse,” was the noisiest and the busiest.
Quaester strove to learn its language and its
lﬁeculiar terminology, to comprehend its fluctua-
tions, and the causes which ostensibly, and the
causes which actually, led to rise and fall, inflation
and collapse. He studied the methods and
motives of those who held for a rise, and those
who manceuvred for a temporary fall in that
strange world of paper and credit, where a few
words written or printed and a signature repre-
sented vast sums of money. In this eager,
pushing, yelling crowd, Quaester moved an inte-
rested spectator and listener; and amongst lies
of every shade, from the faintest grey to the
deepest black, he watched the processes by which
fOrt.l.lI’.lES are made and lost with bewildering
rapidity, reputations blackened and whitewashed,
extravagant show to-day, sudden ruin to-morrow ;
and advantages seized and held by audacity,
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wore the raiment, he spoke the language, he
seemed to think the thoughts of this feverish
arena as if he had been a denizen all his life-
time. He smiled somewhat contemptuously at
Quaester's aloofness; for though there in the
body, our pilgrim had no portion or risk in the
dealing. He told Audax that he had not been
mistaken, for there were golden chances for the
bold, the quick, and the cool. But Audax did
not invite Quaester to join him now, for he
considered him neither bold, quick, nor cool, but
one quite unfit for the great game of life.

“1 am making my fortune, as I said I should
do, and even faster than I hoped for,” said he,
after the two had met several times.

“ And after the fortune is made, what then?"”
asked Quaester.

“Ah! then we shall see," said Audax. “I
doubt not I shall make an excellent use of it.
To help the world, you see, friend Quaester, you
must begin by knowing the world.”

3 “That is what I am at,”” said our pilgrim,
else my tastes would never lead me here.”

“Ah! but to really know the world we must
B e
Wanted o go in for in fifty things that T have

my youth that I now see
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expects, or than he hopes for ; but the expectation
has strengthened his hands and encouraged his
heart, and he does something. Each man can
lend his aid to any good cause, if it were only
by the assertion of his conviction, and by the
sympathy with which he may encourage others.”

“Certainly, certainly,” said Audax; “1 sym-
pathize to a certain extent with you there, and
if T were more at leisure I might lend a little
countenance to some things of which I approve;
that is, always providing they are not carried too
far. But at present my countenance is worth
nothing. By-and-bye I hope to give assistance
both in money and influence to such as you and
Sanitas, and that good little Gracious, who moves
through the most wretched streets with her charms
and her nostrums; but it is really her smiles and
her tears and her sympathy that do the good.
With such want and poverty as she daily meets
with—often want brought on by vice and im-
providence and laziness—she finds her purse but
lean. Of course, as you know, she depends on
voluntary aid, for all her own little fortune was
absorbed, as all her gifts and her powers have
been absorbed, by her spiritual masters.”

In Vanity Fair it behoved Quaester to abide
long; and after he had looked around the great
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were chronicled the events of the day, the names
of those who came in and went out of the city;
who were born, who were married, who were
called away to the Borderland; the gay doings
and the evil doings, the business and the pleasures,
the political palaver of the day, the accidents and
the crimes, the sports and the fashions, the racing
and the gambling of all kinds; and, above all, in
these broadsheets dealers praised their wares, and
invited the readers to buy from them. One might
have thought that Quaester would not have found
a hearing in such a frivolous and selfish com-
munity, but Vanity Fair is not only the chosen
resting-place of those who see nothing beyond it;
it is a stage, and often a very long one, in the
life-journey of all sorts and conditions of men,
whether they go from the city of Superstition in
the west, the city of Indifference in the north, or
the city of Ease on the south; and here Quaester
met with nearly all those'whom he had seen or
known in his former life, who had not in the
meantime been called away beyond the encircling
wall. In Vanity Fair the summons was as
frequent and as swift as elsewhere ; thongh those
who were busy on "Change, or engrossed in the
pomps and pleasures of other parts of the city,
kept the ugly wall well out of sight and memory.
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and one of these was the absolute separation of
his spiritual daughter from the sceptical and
uncompromising Quaester.  Although in most
respects she was weaned from secular things,
she could not be prevented from the daily reading
of that particular broadsheet with which her
friend was now connected. She instinctively
recognized whatever he had written. If they
met by chance and had any conversation, she
was sure to find some trace of it, some allusion
unknown to all others, in what was apparently
written for the general public of Vanity Fair; and
even her director could not but acknowledge the
value of the work he did.

‘' He took such cognizance of men and things,
If any beat a horse, you felt he knew ;
If any cursed a woman, he took note,
Yet stared at nobody—they stared at him."

To her he seemed “ the general-in-chief ""—

"' Doing the world's work all the dim day long,
In his old coat, up to his knees in mud,”

His courage and his enterprise, if there was any
Wrong that could be righted at once ; his patience
and his persistence if there was aught that could
only be remedied after long delay, and perh

- aps
not by himself, but by others coming after,

for

i - &
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\was anxious to cleanse the filthy dwelling, and to
M in fresh air ;—he looked to the water-tap and
the drains, and bade Quaester note down how
vilely the poor were served. Chartus seeing the
misery and neglect of the house, and indeed of
the whole quarter of the town, inveighed against
the leaders of political and municipal palavers,
who let the poor rot in their holes while the
enormous wealth of Vanity Fair was expended
on conveniences and luxuries for the rich, or used
for purposes of bribery and peculation.

Gracious meanwhile, with prayers and tears,
had aided the soul in its flight; and now spoke
words of hope and peace to the weeping wife and
astonished children. Quaester felt as if he stood
with no help in his hand, and no consolation on
his lips. A vicious and brutal life had resulted in
squalid misery, rags, and semi-starvation to wife
and little ones. On the woman’s face and arms
were the blue marks of blows inflicted on her in
drunken fury ; on the faces of the children was
Seén the hereditary taint of the blood of a sot
and a profligate,

To Quaester, the soul of the man appeared
Beither worth saving nor_damning; and the life
Gt:the dependant ones was flikely to be happier
Without him. But the fear of the Beyond had

P i
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for me. I am but the weak human instru-
i in the hands of the All-Wise.”

ut do you think,” said Quaester, dropping
“ that the sensual brutal nature of this
fit for the occupations, the companionship,
he élory of the blessed ones in whom you

t now,” said Gracious eagerly, * not now.

Metus was altogether in the wrong. Even
n wrought for us by the Lord of whom
nbol speaks (and she kissed it reverently)
- do such jugglery; but when the first
taken in the Within, sincerely, however
the discipline Beyond will lead him on
and he shall have my prayers and the
‘of that congregation of faithful souls who
th me. And those too of the wife and
ldren he has injured will avail for his
(1]

they forgive,” said Quaester thoughtfully ;
the Unknown and the Absolute may well
€ the creature he has made with such a
and placed in such surroundings. Though

T even He can make any use of him after

rgiveness is a different question.”

81" said Gracious, “what chance have

* Poor creatures in this terrible city to learn

5 3 it
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woman food out of the scrip she always
d, and promised her some work for the
w, and called the little ones to her and
them the words and the air of a holy
id her hands upon them, took them in
, and kissed and blessed them, and went
way to some other abode of want and woe,
Sanitas and Chartus half contemptuous,
ster more than half envious of the faith
{’Hﬁ& o such lovely works.
addition to the co-operation of Gracious and
s of such charitable workers in Vanity
Pope had a footing in the city, held by
nt disciples in a very different manner.
ce been much more powerful outwardly

1igdoms on those who were his friends
or those whom he hoped to win to his
t was not wise to shut up such prose-
Sisters Gracious and Evangeline and
, and the unwearied Brother Boniface to
lives in barren prayers and penances,
e other and the secular side of the Church
inded with the strong powers of the city
orld, the Flesh, and the Devil—for certain
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‘&mhave taught in all the schools, but who
'self ignorant, and whose zeal was not
to his knowledge ; and Auscultus, who
up quarrels in families by hearing and
1o idle and foolish stories. And against
those who entered into Vanity Fair singly
te of Reform, fought to the death. And
‘emissaries too went cautiously through the
their way, and not forcing it as of old,
iptive many silly women, and by motives
r fear, of vanity or ambition, by yielding
d commanding there, they won their alle-
hrough the mothers they governed the
and pulled all the strings of family
aents, For all things that happened, all
‘that were happening, and all things that
likely to happen, were laid bare to those
questioners as to the disciple’s own soul.
- more mundane followers was offered an
life than was set before Gracious: unhesi-
bmission in matters of speculative belief
1 with them many sins of practice.
unot tell how long Quaester dwelt in Vanity
for, as 1 have said, to my spiritual senses
dream or vision, space appears to be well
finite, so that I could see the Borderland
any point of the journey which I had
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in his boast proved himself to be a fool.
above all, Giant Pagan held continual
for the camp at the exit from the Valley of
ow of Death, where Quaester and Gracious
. seen him, was only an outpost, and his
ength was in this city, and here his band
s indulged in their boldest excesses.
ech was lax and gesture free. Here
,worldly knowledge, and what the reck-
ies called experience—oh, how different
at of Quaester !—were bought and sold
.'N:a law was too sacred to be violated,
human or divine was too solemn to be

to money, the most potent weapon in
Fair was ridicule ; and the highest instincts
oul, the noblest ambitions of the intellect,
purest affections of the heart, were all
to this terrible test by people who could
iprehend or imagine anything better than
and their own selfish and petty motives.
y unsympathizing nature, the most elevated,
tender, and the most tragic of human
ances and emotions, have their absurd
the egoism which refuses to be raised
things, imperatively demands that they
lowered, if possible, to its own level.
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source of amusement, which was the
between the lofty aspirations of the victim
serry ‘appearance in the pillory, where any
it ragamuffin or drunken rough might pelt
his heart's content.
had had his turn, so had Purgator, and
Temperans ; such hot-headed one-ideaed
s of the status guo of the ordinary and
condition of things in so great a city,
go through the ordeal. Against works
s charity, like those of Gracious, there could
o popular cry got up; and not even vested
s, however they might tremble, could
ny demonstration against Chartus, for
ple had an instinctive belief that he was
friend. But Quaester went so far with the
 three specialists, and had a mission to ferret
uses and to right wrongs, not only from the
but from the very roots, that he became
xious to the strong, and their influence was
y exercised over the many. He stood the
well, all the better because Gracious was
cheered him with her sympathy., How-
leasant this pillory experience was at the
all those who stood it bravely, came out of
ger and fairer, with their faces set more
ly on their own way, and their work
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the traffic and the shares, of the selfishness
: pidity of all the people about him, from
tine in his gig to the lazy tramp, or the
rough lounging by the road side, who
er beg or steal than do honest noble
His words pierced the ears of all who had
“hear, but the main body of the offenders
him with unconcern, or did not listen
all.

day saw Quaester, Gracious, Sanitas,
. Purgator and Temperans, standing
listening to his burning words, which
to them as goads to stir them up to more
more activity than before. They looked
bid them in his own prophetic language,
ed ;” but he scorned all their aims and
methods. What could pure justice,
e, health, chastity, temperance, political
reached by one man or by many men,
salvation of the wicked troubled city of
“air, in which he groaned, being burdened ?
he could do nothing himself but speak,
d on the speech of other men as idle and

ed for a strong man or for a mighty
to come in great power, and sweep
anity Fair with the besom of destruc-
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g zeal was not excessive in any direc-
Thorough, who of all the new blood
nto Vanity Fair while I was watching
e most successful and the most popular—
riments and his speculations appeared
bitants to bear on what they called
e and not on spiritual, moral, or
ers—was to the old prophet the most
innovator of all the quacks who had
rescribe for the body politic. What
the “Gospel of dirt,” stunk in his
when he saw that Thorough drew to
ywerful and the weak, the thoughtful
ivolous—that Sanitas, Purgator, and
d reformers of all descriptions counted
ore than half done if Thorough was
e considered that his last days were
t his first, and that after a long life spent
towards the regeneration of the city,
d, when he crossed the impenetrable
ve it more deplorably in error than he

have been indeed many years that
watching these proceedings, and it
seemed to me as if the city was
for even the one-sided efforts of
faithful souls. When Quaester got
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of the Flesh; and there is no need
who his servants and ministers were. I
the meats and the drinks and the
the sights and sounds and tastes
been offered to Quaester aforetime,
t in all their tempting array to the
in Vanity Fair.

ler, Spite, Cruelty, and Revenge were the
ts of the Devil. But the World's
ould use the Devil’'s agents to compass
 ends, and could make the ministers of
o their bidding too. Giant Pagan and
ted to the pleasures of the Flesh, could
from selfishness and lack of considera-
the Devil himself, as we have already
and they admired and longed for the
S and the treasures, and the power of the
though they were too indolent and self-
make the necessary efforts to acquire
1e World indeed always demanded
f time, of pleasure, and of toil from its
and laid down laws and regulations for
uct, often hard and vexatious enough.
too, gave not the sweets of revenge and
spite for nothing ; and the price had to be
m beforechand. But the price exacted by
, though it was always paid and that in

12
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tells ;" but in a higher sphere men talked
debts of honour. The wretched boozing
Beer Street and Gin Lane had represen-
{n fine streets or palace-like buildings,
er men might drink to excess, Poor
s, where the reckless and the destitute
eir scanty possessions at ruinous rates
had first cousins of an outwardly
character in better localities. While low
and burglars, and pickpockets made a
living with violence and cunning
and were in the end generally severely
by a law which showed little mercy

orer classes of criminals, gigantic swin-
ngly or in bands, appeared to rob whole
unchecked and unpunished. While
stood nightly under the gas with painted
nd tawdry finery, Hetaira, richly dressed,
urious carriage in the parks, or had
establishment in a pretty suburb of

longer I watched my pilgrim in his
this whirling, seething, vortex of Vanity
€ I could see that he learned, marked,
dly digested, Though in the mass the
society seemed selfish and corrupt,
S, when he came to know them, won
Iz *
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ce of intellectual difficulties. It was
touching to see the regard which these
for one another ; that of Quaester towards
exulted in as a strength, while that of
towards Quaester was held up toher by
tual director as a temptation.

1d scarcely be said of her that she grew
by her work ;—the sorrows and the sins
t which she laboured oppressed her with
t intolerable sympathy. At the same
was so fearful to lose her early
he vice and the violence which she
at if use deadened her sensations, she
1 in dust and ashes, and did penance for
. During any lull in her work, she inge-
mented herself, and questioned herself
er she succoured the poor and minis-
the sick because she loved to do it, or
. was the command of the Powers of the
r she believed that this last was the
the only pure motive of action. What
t after was complete self-surrender,—
‘might lose her human personality by
0 into what to her was Divine. Quaester
bring to her some consciousness of
and value of her own individuality,
es occasioned in her a feeling of
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her lips. Quaester essayed to raise
with her hitherto misused capacities
near to his own level as he could.
[ of the one, the faith of the other,
strings of human nature for good;
t united in the task of providing a
and honest work for the lost one,
ed her new birth to both of them,
id left their charge in trustworthy
as their way lay together for some
not part. Their hearts were full,
ilent for a space. Then Gracious
enigma which puzzled her more
her association with Quaester,—
that we who are so unlike in our
5 alike in our work? How is it that
s much and endure as much for time
r eternity ? Ah, my friend! your
e, which ought to be tenfold, when
have in view are infinitely greater.
‘than your creed. You cannot be
t heart of the Beyond when you
His spirit in the Within. What
expect for your labours and your

more of reward than you do,” said
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ind in the eternal Hereafter. What
ou have made may there be filled up;
you have made, rectified in a region
light, where you have greater strength
It is not a future of inaction, but
ice, you long for and anticipate.”

not,” said Gracious. ** Neither the
ds nor the sacred traditions are defi-
: subject ; but I hope and pray that He
me to the Beyond, may use me for His
id good purposes, and that I may, as
> up for my deficiencies to you and
- Bat if I could, like you, see no more
‘the day’s work than the day given, I
nd fail. Oh, my friend and brother !
nmons came to-night, as you say, are

5, answered Quaester, firmly.
‘willing and eager to go as I am, to
vhere there will be no more pain to
ies, or sin to vex our souls ?”
t eager to go. My work is not

d

er.
said Gracious; ‘““but oh! I
' for the wings of a dove, that I
d be at rest.”

where there is no sin and no
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i:"*:B.’ea.d, meditate, pray, and the light will
o your soul—the blessed light of faith.”

., answered Quaester, ““one cannot
things which one envies. Belief is a
we cannot command at will j it is
idence. If I could believe because I
50, of what value would that belief be?”
one question "’ said Gracious, after
pause. “ Why make an open pro-
want of faith? Thorough boasts
as holding entirely with him, and you are

nally, I certainly hold with Thorough.
believe, I am more akin to you,” said

¢ be spiritual life without faith in the
d Gracious, doubtfully.

. matter of opinion does not make one
much from another as that,” said
SIf you have a soul so have I. Its
. mean its conscious immortality,
its spiritual nature.”

1" sighed Gracious. “ But Thorough
his hands by quoting you as his
your noble life as the fruit of the
sows broadcast all over the Within.
disguise your opinions, and save
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pld pray, Gracious,” said Quaester,
[ would pray for you, that you might
, more at peace with yourself and with

peace with my weak faltering self and
fld that lieth in wickedness! That is
prayer of one whose watchword is
ut I am really happier than you are
opes which support and cheer me,
1d I am at war as you are.”
as I am. I want the wiser and
of the world to assert itself, to put
strength to redress the wrongs, to
wvils under which the whole com-
ins. 1 want the better part of each
an to fight against, and to conquer,
; and I believe that this conquest
as you saw by what I said to one
very night. I look for no miracle
outside to transpose evil lives to
ot in the motives held out in the
tly as you bring them forward ;
‘been tried with but little effect ever
‘had any records of human history.
¢ most and the best of this life
us—the only life that I can see,
t I am sure that I can work in.
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. “Look! Quaester,” said she, “at the
; stars above us. Thorough tells us, and
matters I believe he is perfectly right,
these are so far away that the light
, our gaze to-night has taken three
years to reach us, and that at the
onceivable velocity with which light
gh space. Suppose that these stars
d disappeared as children are born
and as we die and are seen no
we cross the encircling Wall ; would
a strange universe in which such
ings were made and extinguished
 or sequence ? But we know that a
such as yours or mine, is the most
in the universe, partaking of the
in intellect and affection. Such a
dear to its Creator, and what He
L desire to keep alive that He may
ve it. Our poor human loves last
the ‘departure of their object across
to the unseen and silent Beyond.

sun is but a spark of fire,
A transient meteor in the sky.
soul, immartal as its Sire,
‘Can never die," "'
‘cannot,” said Quaester., “If
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Being spiritually blind, you
the true colours of the life of faith,
"and she again looked up to the star
ed out to him before, “if that star
ddenly extinguished, it would really
* loss than your ceasing to be—
ceasing to be, and leaving no monu-

the star and like you, Gracious, I
this monument—
* While she lived, she shone.’

record could we leave behind ?
iend! you are not far from the true
Gracious. ““I must now say farewell,
are to be within ere the bell rings
And they parted till their next
the further help of the city waif,
 child.

partly mistaken when he said that
€ would not hear anything of what
stuff about the Beyond. Certainly
fe in which he sought for wealth
it was completely4gnored ; but, as
ore, Vanity Fair is not to be taken
its pursuits and its desires are

13
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ide of the wall, showing new knowledge,
rate, strange insight into the minds
ioners, quite unaccountable by any
zsses of thought. These answers
ered in articulate speech, even to
ear, as the traditions of old-time
velations represented tidings from the
coming, but in faint taps on the other
1, which were interrupted after some
- manner, supposed to be understood
1d Without. This was undoubtedly
and inadequate method of commu-
pared to the ordinary converse
who were Within, and it was aided
k nor gesture; nevertheless, these
‘eagerly received and accounted as
1 by many of the curious, the mystical
ed.
who clustered together near the wall
d what they called a Medium to
nswers from the spirit-friends or
on the otherside ; and this medium
y means the most saintly, or wise,
L in the city, but a young man,
tly a young woman, physically
tally excitable. The spirits thus
their eager friends vaguely that
13 %
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in the Within, or even of those
‘them only by their name and their
when summoned they answered idle
the most childish and ignorant

~ the religious organizations opposed
to the death as blasphemous and
 The last thing that Metus did in his
‘enter a solemn protest against them,
nsidered unanswerable, built up from
| Writings, and then, full of years and
nd strong in faith, he was summoned
erland. He had time to send for
Gracious, that they might see how
3_! a true believer could depart. He
lifetime avoided Vanity Fair, but this
sion brought him there to fight his
for truth. He was succeeded in the
uperstition by one holding an easier
ho was not unfrequently to be seen in
He had once made a pilgrimage as
cket Gate of Doubt, and had taken
de circuit, even looking in at the
House, where he learned a milder
rpreting the Sacred Writings, and
ed to the City of Superstition. He
er to Compromise, and though
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overed through this agency. As for
ough he could not account for many
e heard on good authority, he was
tain that it was not the departed
spoke out of the Beyond by means of
her communications, and he himself
"Ear such a future existence as they
reveal. In all ages in this vast
Within, hope, fear, and curiosity had
i listened to, and had believed tales
this kind. By some the oldest tales
ently clung to, while the new ones
as absurd or blasphemous; and
jed the ancient legends, and accepted
truth the modern revelations.

there were many who professed to
ness of summoning and questioning
d, and holding communion through
wall, they did not attempt to work
nt miracle in attestation of their
Useless miracles, such as the moving
es without apparent hands, and even
the air of some of the votaries were
d in by many; but the spirits could
sick, or give sight to the blind, or
ngry, as was reported in the older
‘And the broad light of day, as well
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neied that life would not be worth
lost their faith in the spirits ; and in
the credulous atmosphere, and the
ompanionship they built up a whole
which no one but believers could see

it seemed no advance, but distinctly
on, to leave the ordinary life, the
ing of his daily bread, the articulate
- helpful activity, and the inspiring
ruth, to stand outside of the great
far as the revelations showed—to
till some teazing friend or curious
nmoned him by name to give feeble
response to idle questions. Com-
ich work as he and Gracious and
o_rough did, such an existence was
vile. “Let me return to Thee, O
," said he from his soul, “and be
Infinitude, rather than drag out so
e existence !

> came at last when it behoved
ave Vanity Fair, and to proceed on
r of his appointed way. He went
e regret because he must leave
d; but he had other companion-
the journey, that of Savan, who
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had made truth more winning in
in language than could have been

back there,”” and he pointed in the
ity Fair, ““are not very receptive
and unadorned. I think I recollect
addressing Quaester, “ receiving sorry
1 a certain pillory; that was a great
your usefulness, and a discredit to
I hold rather with our friend Savan,
rush blindfold against a rusty gate.
Reform wants to have its hinges
the oil of persuasion. If you want
d, you must sugar-coat it. If you
e meat to nourish and not to choke

act its effects by an antidote.”
ed the man as a shallow pre-
stole the ideas of greater men, and
~of them with his own notions, which
ularizing truth; and he resented
as a brother and a coadjutor. He
be civil to the man, but Quaester
y, as follows :—

me as if I have known you before
mage. What part of our old city
Superstition did you come from ? "
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s the region which
alley of Appearances.
e neighbourhood ?”
elf to Savan.

valley. My life-
the shadow from

a world such as

y is an inseparable
e substance.”

ds altogether on the

egard to it, and the

Soid Savan. It

sity as the sun O

ht you may useé

e remains the game:

off all accuiultﬂ

to abide by realities

its

of much of




o Known to the Unknown. 203

imulation. ‘‘ The stronger the light,
1e shadow ; the more obliquely the
= vaster is the shadow. It is not
nor would I wishit tobe. Idelighted
- morning shadows of my youth, and
ght also in the equally long and
s which come with old age. I do
ce vertical light which you affect.”
or the better for you, no doubt,” said
ome contempt in his tone.

opularize what all your efforts cannot
ble to the vulgar crowd, or even
gentlemen and ladies who like to
I throw some lightness and
. what in its abstract form is
stasteful. You ought to be very

i)

said Savan. “ There is nothing so
pure science as the feeble, confused,
: mumf:ling about it which some
ge in. I can wait till the world
the truth more patiently than our
ter, Either to me, or to those who
ho will be wiser and better than
heart of the world must open at
brave no pillory, I never lose faith
triumph of truth. I leave you
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nd admired by Pagan and his court ;
. father objected to the style and
hoped he would outlive his youthful
Two daughters were married to
Vanity Fair, and two were single

always desired to stand well with
nditions of men, and Quaester was
the attention they paid to one so
himself. But his fame, which was
he knew, had preceded him ; and the
lation thought he would by-and-by be
ct for a biography, while to the poet
he had some interest as a man of
family prided themselves on never
enemies, but always winning golden
'-'__'ulation boasted that he was superior
nt talk of Vanity Fair; but his heart
nd his feet daily carried him thither,
usehold was steeped to the bone in

wife of Simulation, whose name was
asked Quaester some particulars
grimage, and appeared interested in
he had done in Vanity Fair, he
it she cared about the subject;
ly thought she might make use of
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nding a nature so
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n lives of great men
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ugh not substantial.
he great chamber,
comfortable, and
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e somewhat sorry
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kept him not only faithfal but

ly, as he came to the end of the
e, he came upon a rough hard road,
were tender, and his limbs ached
of travel. He saw at one side,
e, a shady tree, under which he
nd he lay down, and hoped to lose
hts in sleep.

broad day when he awoke; dawn
ing over the east, enough to see
see clearly. He was aroused by a
in his ears, and he saw bending
gen him and the place where the
gpected to rise, a great and terrible
looked into his eyes, and there
to tell that his name was Despair.
borne up so long and bravely under
5 and difficulties, and to fall into
hands at last. They laid hold on
had been an infant, and he followed
led, and that was to his huge,
astle of Pessimism. Into one
d dungeons he dragged Quaester,
' alone, turning the key on the
arsh grating noise. He spoke
t his look and his touch seemed
14
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- he might have re.
| failed him. Tt was
he was immured,
ow window, with a
on the free space
entral court-yard.
for the light, and

is face on a level
was nothing to be
over great stones

sach other; and

ther. Into this
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the surrounding
hat only at noon-
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ould see that the

d with the bones of
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ts pleasures, saying that pain and
only realities, that friendship was
was hollow, that patriotism was a
tue was an empty name, and that
er than life. Tt was strange that
d see so many things distinctly in
nd that he should be able to hear
of their melancholy strains, as if he
ted by thick walls and a closed
“his senses seemed now abnormally
see and to hear everything that
and discourage him, and to supply
his own excited imagination.

there was one hymn in praise of
seemed to burn itself into his soul.
sound, with balanced periods and
It had scarcely ended when he
engaged in trying to count, with
court-yard prisoners, the stones
e Castle of Pessimism, each stone
other with the blood of a human
e turned to listen to the reason-
calling himself a philosopher, who
uman pleasures and all human
the former to the level of a
‘and the latter almost to the
devil's selfishness. “ Vanity of
i b



d for all purposes
y whose words and
oundly affected.

rest on, bread and
ance, and no gnawing
stplate of righteous-

—why should he

the great wail of the
From this melan-

ind thick walls, and
e still longer night

en of the world

m as it had never
his pilgrimage W a
{ done of all that he
badly he had dor°
here and one there
and cheer, cO™"
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And if the knowledge of truth only
knowledge of misery, and all intel-
ress only increases the capacity for
vere better perhaps to sit under the
Superstition, or to idle time away
lights of Vanity Fair, than to
cold clear atmosphere of Truth,
see how poor, how weak, how distorted
‘bravest really are.

orning, Giant Despair himself came
ner's dole of bread and water; but
d was to ask Quaester why he did
vay with himself.

escapes from my dungeons,” said
r I have kept you till I find for your
nt trespassing as you did on my
put out your eyes, and turn you
yard to amuse yourself with the
or later they all put an end to
Life is a long torture everywhere,
‘that fact more thoroughly in my
2 is every opportunity here to go
Borderland ; the encircling wall
back of my castle, and there is
from the courtyard, into which I
you whenever you please. The
Despair to Death,’ and both the



ter, looking less at
rwhom he carried
pped occasionally
1e other, as if to
o look for something
of patience with
ncy that there may
wise are like our
there is nothing
0, Quaester. The
quest is to get rid
Beyond.”
) not at all sure
¢ I fear nothing.”
event you from
7 gaid Despair.

1, there are hopes
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turned his haggard eyes upon
said, with difficulty, ““ Let Despair

1 been a pilgrim like me?” asked
rly. “ Did you flee from the super-

that kills, and go through the Wicket
, learn from the Interpreter, and
nf the Palace Beautiful, escape the
e and Pagan, and despise the
Vanity Fair, only to be caught in
hion, and immured in the Castle
i3]

rer hopes than you had,” said
the man himself was silent, though
he fain would speak. “He had
h and genius, and yet he says that
¢ than life. He walked into this
own free-will ; I ensnared him not.
i ntolerable to him, what must it be

yourself, man!” said Quaester,
ore earnestly the countenance of
trying if he could see any traces of
better life in it. He had, indeed,
's name, and some of his fame,
‘never been a denizen of the City of
ut had lived quite out of the town



ooking towards the

ou used to be eloquent
ur tongue ?"

* said Giant Despair ;

olitary confinement,

0. These walls are

d to echo sighs and

man, and let us
And so saying,
n to the window-
at he writhed in

-thing the captive
d it, Quaester’s
d that there was

seized this missile
ed it with all bis
t, who fell in an

1 a mighty crash.
which would




Known to the Unknown. 217

y!" he lifted Negatio down, and
werless hands of the giant his

i how many are confined in this
ked of Negatio.

“all answer, grasped the key, and
st the narrow window from which
removed. * Look,look!” he said,

court-yard as I supposed. The
e of Pessimism cannot be a true
ying one. Of blind and lame
ictims, there are not one-tenth
seemed to see out of my cell.”

e same with mine,” said Negatio.

ny, let us set them all free,” said
| opening the door of his cell, he
followed by the delivered captive.
if one key opened all the doors.
ed out of the corridors to the great
-yard, and standing upright, he
loud voice :—* Which of you



elves,” was the reply,

gates with all your
'_:[&e n the wards,” said

ome in this Castle

» in love with their
sed to it, that they
nd the exertions

ynotonous exercise in
re many who pulled
nd discovered that
jed, but only blind-
gain rejoice in the
the cripples took
alf astonished, and
see the world once
of all the prisoners
rom the power of
-asddest case. Sight

ured forth at 1.
eased prisone’s
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and followed where their deliverer
ge band they formed. "By far the

them had never been on pilgrimage
reached this Castle of Pessimism
rts of the Within than the City of
Most of these had been all their
s of Vanity Fair, and had fallen into
Despair when they had been
ambition, or sated with pleasure.
they were set free, they were
back to their old haunts to make
life, though a few of them felt
* lay in the direction of the
stition, which offered something
| to make up for their previous
also laid down a hard and fast
they could not rest in and
" turned towards the north, some
h, and but few took the eastward
r; and of these there was none
‘up his pace, so they entreated
to follow as they felt able.
essayed to move on. He had
ough a somewhat erratic and

He felt more bound to his
 others, and he leaned heavily on
5 glad to aid him in this and other
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ways. Quaester tried to induce him to tell his
story, but it was not easy for him to speak. He
preferred to listen to Quaester’s experience, and
appeared to derive strength and solace from the
narrative, especially of what he had done in Vanity
Fair. At nightfall, the two companions turned
into a house built for the refreshment of pilgrims.
In this house there was a fire, of which one
would have thought that Negatio could never have
enough. He stretched out his limbs, and spread
his hands out before the cheerful blaze, and his
features relaxed into something like a smile, and
his tongue was loosened.

““Aha! this is good, this is good,” said he. “ I
have been chilled to the bone by cold, by damp
and by frost. Felt you ever anything like thi
bitter cold of Pessimism? You but dwelt in that
dark chill dungeon for a day and a night. 1
cannot tell how many years I have withered in
that gloomy abode. I took no account of time,
but it must have been years since I left Vanitl
Fair in disgust, and, as the giant said truly, 8%
myself up voluntarily into his power.” o

“And wherefore did you not rebel " a5
Quaester. ‘‘Surely what I did, you might have
done. Despair only wants to be confronted 'h}' __:‘.
vesolute man; the Castle of Pessimism, mass® as
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to those who are shut up within
ngly built but that there are loose
d all over it to hurl at its master.
see many such as you passed

‘but I had never seen them before.
my eyes had been, but all my
to have been paralyzed by the
1 the foul atmosphere of my
e woful sights seen from the cell-
as we now know enormously,
unds of misery by the echoing
lieve it was less for your own
ne that you struck the blow at

your terrible condition that
nded some immediate effort,
om for myself too. No sane
y accept of Despair as his

ve been insane,” said Negatio,
ften thought so, and that was
of my reflections. But seriously
€, is life worth living after all ?
, and fortune, and friends,
urable. Now youth is gone,
fortune is spent, friends are
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in search of Truth, I find in my
‘the series is reversed. If I can
‘the Unknown at all, it must be
those of my fellows whom I can
With me, too, I feel as if Faith
far harder of attainment than
Faith and Hope enough to walk by
but neither of them stretch into
eternal as is the case with my

us, and with many others who
hithat I have outgrown. To you,
ienceé of Pessimism, I suppose
hardest of all the graces to

" said Negatio. “ They say
s of the Beyond believe and
L Within so much out of joint as
easier than believing and
der is not that the Unknown
between the tyrant and his
> poor man and his oppressor,
n interferes so little. That
ust and merciful Unknown
a useful congeries of atoms
hope is there for us?”

"~ us to go through our
g and usefully without the
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who has sincerely sought after
tice as you have done,” said
enigma of the Within seems

n of Pessimism which has taken
t Despair’s old Doubting Castle
r an evil sign of the times,” said
ly. “The prisoners in the
gather from the records of
ory, and some curious spiritual
‘written by escaped captives, were
ied with fears as to personal
eyond, and the superstitious
known as affecting themselves.
| this strong castle was like the
thich Metus offered me as a
myself from the first slough I
promise in the Sacred Records
‘place my foot ; it was a similar
¥ the individual soul to its own
~open every door of Doubting
said Negatio, to whom this
bsolutely new.

- by the Unknown that He
ver all who trusted in Him.
owes its strength to other

15
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d drawbacks of
however, was

s mass of human
ich neither 1 nor
It was the

This is sad, my

‘to fall into the
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ful since I turned my back on
. can always see my next step, and
As for the Beyond, I know not
me there, but I believe all will
t is a sort of Faith, enough to
. would not exchange it for the
[ Superstition. The promise of
s the reward offered for intellectual

by the fire, a man came
tness into the shelter and light,
beside our pilgrims. He looked
Quaester, and shook his head

" be endured without a firm faith
' said he.

- egatio did not resent this inter-
inence. Allalong this pilgrim-
ple got to the heart of things
e none of those conventional
see among the inhabitants of
where men and women may
for a lifetime without ever
er's thoughts and feelings
things. All who were in
were wise or foolish, spoke
ceremony, on the progress

15 *
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they made, the halts they found necessary, the
stumbling-blocks and the helps they encountered,
and all were willing and eager to hear what might
be said on all sides. The new comer, whose
original name was Ignorance, but who had recently
taken the name of Knowall, had not come to !hi.;
resting-place by the straight path which Quaester
had® pursued, but had come along a narrow
crooked green lane, called Error. He had been
sent on this road by an earnest and zealous
preacher who he believed had aroused him from
a spiritual slumber almost as deep as death, so
that he had been suddenly inwardly enlightened
as to all things necessary to salvation. le
continued his remonstrance in these words:—

“YWhat you call Superstition, I call Saving
Truth; and if, as you say, you have snatched this
poor man from the dungeons of Giant Despair,
it is all in vain, unless he will loose himself from
‘your dangerous counsel and example.”

Negatio being weak, felt wretched by the advice,
but did not reply.
. Quaester looked Ignorance in the face firmly
but mildly, and said, It is for my friend tnj“_d-'ﬁ"j
for himself. My grey hairs and experience gIVE”
me no right to command his course but they
give me a right to adyise.”
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uth who came from the country of
a long way to the left of the Delect-
, Was very complacent at the
le was as far on his pilgrimage as
elled far and long. He had been
I great concern as to his chances
y and had wept, and as he said,
* with the Unknown until he
ep ance. In his old, and what
regenerate days, he had been
alkative as to the things which
d now in his converted state, he
his perfect knowledge of all
yond. He was eager to tell
about his short pilgrimage, and
nsels and the staff of Experience
he Interpreter’'s House ; for by
enlightenment revealed within
n he was all at once as wise
- as advanced as those who had
lifetime in the straight path.
l, had been added to him; all

“and unworthiness, which he
» and indeed rather boasted

olied from the unexhaustible

| gifts, purchased ages ago by

3 ybnd ; and received by faith
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h rapture of the time when full
I that heart could desire should be
he redeemed.
hed himself before the fire, and
in a dream. He had never in his
mfident assertions, such vehement
| partly from indolence and partly
he let the man speak all that was
) that the inexperienced preacher
-made a profound impression, and
frame of mind he fell asleep with
the Unknown who had chosen
is seasonable word. When it was
e new comer was asleep, Negatio
d eagerly,
ter, speak, something like
‘give me some practical counsel—
with your magical sympathy.
an eternity in such company as
omplacent idiot, would be even
the Within.”
~at his friend's impatience.
the dungeons of Pessimism
io tolerant to ignorance and
had no thread of experience
ch could make him conceive
L of the self-sufficient Knowall.
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Quaester endeavoured to explain the manner iy
which these sudden converts are led to over-
estimate their own importance both as to the
danger they have escaped, the miraculous agency
by which they are saved, and the eternity of g
that awaits them.

“After all,” said Negatio, “is not an eternity,
whether of bliss or woe, somewhat too much for

lory

limited creatures like ourselves to expect or cven
to desire? Let a man live in his children, in his
great works or in his good deeds, but in mercy
let him die himself. He,” continued Negatio,
pointing to the sleeping Ignorance, “ fancies that
the extinction of his miserable little soul would be
so dire a catastrophe that all the powers of the
Unknown were strained to prevent it, and that
now all the hosts of the Beyond are rejoicing
over the great event of a week or two ago—his
conversion. Come, let us take short views,
Quaester. Whither are we bound to-morrow’
Look at your mirror by the light of the fi g
*“We should reach the Delectable Mountains,
said Quaester, after looking long and intently into
his mirror by the flickering flames. 1 saw @
distant view of them from the hill near to the
Palace Beautiful. You came that way, did you
not ?"
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1, and I recollect some of the lovely
ny of them have faded entirely from
I certainly have no recollection
view. Yet you, as you tell me,
" in the busy noisy haunts of
n I did. The later years I was
the dungeons of Pessimism. Can
mirror ? Mine, which I received
reter, has not been consulted for
‘either it has lost its power of
ay, or I have lost the power of

. long at Quaester’s mirror, but
n it than in his own. It was of
:p _=-1:he owner, as has been shown in
cious. Quaester recollected the
he had made of his mirror in his
erstition, and wondered if it
any effect on his later foe.

forgot all its uses when I was in

1d ! " said Negatio, *‘knowledge
slay Superstition, but it is not

I think you found the only
wound Despair, in hurling at
against which he had bruised
‘that I look again at my own
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mirror, that I can see a faint outline of mountains
or it may be clouds. This looks as if I was
recovering my powers a little under your pood
influence. And now for sleep—the sleep of the
free, if not of the hopeful.”

And sleep was sweet to all three. Ignorance
had visions of ineffable bliss, which he told on the
morrow ; the others enjoyed the deep dreamless
sleep of the weary.

In the morning, they all started on their way,
but they did not go together. The road indicated
by the mirror of Quaester and Negatio, to the
sunny slopes, the heaven-kissed peaks of the
Delectable Mountains, where the shepherds
would entertain them with country fare and good
counsel, was, as had been the case with all
their course heretofore, straight to the east, but
Ignorance said that his direction given by the
Sacred Books, as he understood them, was
different, and lay much to the left ; therefore the
‘eastward route was utterly wrong. He entreated,
even to tears, that they should go with him, and
escape danger and destruction, but in vain. ©Qur
two pilgrims held on their way even more cheer-
fully than on the preceding day ; for an invigoral ng
wind blew from the Delectable Mountains, and
Negatio breathed more freely in the open air and




Flowers too were abundant,
perfume of which stirred old
@ captive's heart, and caused tears
long dry eyes. Here and there
nt trees, whose grateful shade
path they were bound to follow,
of exquisite flavour were to be
way side. Negatio still felt it
sult to keep up with Quaester, but
, heart helped him on. His bent
¢ upright, his eye keener, his

on the right path and with the
said he. ‘ But, Quaester, who
ly accompanied, who is coming
face ?"

naester, ©“ This is one Turnaway ;
§ who lead him are well known

Their names are Sloth and

a game that is not worth the
S We are a great deal more
Af it is worth finding (which is
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which Vanity Fair is the heart and centre, than
in wild-goose chases over the world of theory and
Utopian schemes.”

Negatio looked at the recreant, and could sce
no trace of the dungeons of Giant Despair on his
careless brow or in his vacant smile. Turnaway
went back more swiftly than he had gone forward,
and he was soon out of sight and hearing with his
two gay companions, and would not be long in
reaching his goal.

“YWhat becomes of those who turn back—of
those who have had some light and some good
impulses, but who cannot hold out to the end?
Is there any punishment for them, do you think "
asked Negatio of Quaester.

“ Only this, that there is loss,” said Quacster,
deliberately. ““ Every backward step is a lowering
of our possibilities. Though I do not sece, and
scarcely believe in whips and scourges, material
or mental, to punish the cowardly and the faith-
less, there is always less in the being after each
failure in duty.”

“But surely there must be mental scourges
Shame and remorse must fall upon the recreant
who belies his previous noble career, and fulfils
none of the promise of his youth. These I felt in
my long sojourn in the dungeons of Despair,
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disgust at the circumstances that
d for me, and indignation at the
had deserted me. For till I stood

ope, but such as Turnaway feel
e gives the matter another thought
‘are a pair of quixotic fools, and
e and practical man who objects

 is satisfied with himself—more
mself than you and I are—and in
Ignorance has the same self-
why should we hold them both so
7es? For, lowas I am, I do
]

uaester, “when we are satisfied
e have begun to decline. Ever
* before us stands our ideal, and
s it ought to make it expand or
ur present attainment. As soon
are no higher than our lives,
e ought not to encourage a
on with our best efforts which,
stimes to Pessimism, but we
complacently on them ;—even
s in this. Recollect, Negatio,
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the poet sings, ‘ Things won are done, lifc's joy
lies in the doing.””

“This is striking upon the old string,” said
Negatio. *““This was what I seemed to forget
since——"" and he remained in thought.

“ Progress,” said Quaester, “is not made by
the contented, nor by the discontented, but by
the uncontented. Like the holy man so much
quoted and misquoted by Ignorance, I would not
think I have attained, or that I am already perfect;
but this one thing I do—forgetting the things that
are behind, and reaching forward unto those
things that are before, I press towards the mark
for the prize of my high calling.”

“But your prize is different from that which
the holy man you speak of held in view.”

« Something different is desirable to each man
to what is wished for by another. People like
Ignorance talk glibly about the Beyond, but even
they conceive very different existences in it. To
one the wish is for safety, to another for glory, to
a third for work, to a fourth for peacc. To me
what the Unknown wills will be good.”

“To me at present,” said Negatio,
seems to be rest, but that is not your paradise.”

 Here,” said Quaester, “‘rest alternatcs with
effort, and each gives an added charm to the

¢ hliss
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_ too, that in all conceivable con-
ence a finite creature must both
est.”

ehit," said Negatio, “we shall rest
érds in the Delectable Mountains,
ting-place, you tell me, vou have
g I see some figures approaching
welcome us.”

indeed the Shepherds, whose names
,  Experience, Watchful, and
L seen them advancing, and came
‘Quaester rejoiced to see again his
dviser, and on his part Experience
50 far on his pilgrimage the noble
whom he had rescued from the
and who in his turn had rescued
from even worse straits. With
fthe shepherds as a guide, the two
ly days in these pleasant hills
hing the happy peaceful flocks
abundant herbage, or reposed
turf, listening to the birds

~and made their nests in the
trees, or to the murmuring
ell-watered land. They were,
most of all with the bands of
ght up by the shepherds,

bW
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mostly orphans and deserted children. Here
they missed no loving care, here they had full
freedom for innocent play, and here they were
taught the ways of all living creatures. Sincerc
and his wife, whose name was Love, were, as it
were, the father and the mother of these little
ones, Watchful was their physician, and Know-
ledge their schoolmaster, and all of the shepherds
tried to train the children so as to make them
more and more fit for the Home of Truth. No
one was harsh with them, though they were all
trained to strict obedience.

Nothing had so good an effect on the old
captive of Giant Despair as the sight and the
companionship of these little children. His own
childhood had been very different, his home had
been harsh and tyrannical. In his education his
vanity had been stimulated and his jealousy of
rivals worked upon to produce enormous efforts.
He had never breathed this serene atmosphere of
love and truth, which drew out the best, and
which starved and repressed the lower feelings of
human nature. In his manhood he had despised
children as foolish and uninteresting, of no conse-
quence but to their own parents, and too often @
curse and not a crown to them. Here, therefor¢,
Negatio would fain have cast off the slough of
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living, and hard thinking, and dyl|
and he would have liked to begin life
these little ones at the feet of the
the Delectable Mountains. He hag
lpha-beta of many languages, and
times accounted himself skilful in
and affairs; but now he wanted to
ha-beta of happiness, and to forget
ppointments, disenchantments, and

—

'y here,” he said to Quaester, “and
pherds. T only delay you by my
‘and fret you by my unreasonable

You have leaned on the staff of
through your pilgrimage. I scarce
Lon it now. You can read clear
ler's mirror, [ can scarcely see the
rse there. Here, a child amongst
learn much, and I hope to forget
ur way, I shall follow when I
gth. We are bound to meet
mmoned to the Borderland.”
rof us go till we have climbed
of these ranges,” answered
if we can see a glimpse over
iy pilgrims who have gazed,
ous things as distinctly visible.”
16

e
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On the day following, which was a clear one,
Quaester and his friend climbed this peak and
looked forth. Yes, Quaester could see the other
side of the Borderland over the top of the high
wall. There appeared a region of cerulean blue
with something like hills in the distance, but the
outlines were so soft and faint that they might
have been clouds, or even shadows of clouds.
Ever and anon through the blue darted forms
of infinite variety, flame-like, star-like, flower-like,
tree-like, but some like nothing seen, recollected,
or imagined by Quaester in the Within. They
moved swiftly, they met, coalesced, they scparated.
It seemed to him as if he could almost hear
a murmurous sound when they met or parted.
Most of these shapes, whether darting, soaring or
melting, were so diaphanous that he could scc
through and beyond them, but many of them werc
solid and stationary, and about these the lighter
shapes appeared to play. As for Negatio, he saw
a more leaden sky, a duller atmosphere, and
scarcely any distinguishable objects, and these not
instinet with life and movement as they :I|r}11‘;lt'l.||
to his friend.

“You see 1 must tarry here till my sight is
keener. They say that Beauty is in the oye “f
the gazer ; 1 shall go to school till I learn to sce
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on the morrow, Quacster set forth

f your pilgrimage left to be accom-
‘there is no peril. But while life lasts,
g, and while life lasts there is always
‘not the fear which kills, but the fear
and stimulates.”

growing old,” said Quaester, “ The
mce of youth was over before I began
g, and I lost somewhat in not giving
life to its highest purposes ; but my
probably in the other direction of
indifference.”

continue on this side of the great
perience, ““ there is ever a choice of
right way and a wrong way, or a
‘plane to move on. When people
1y do, that on this day they may
‘or danger or temptation, they pray
y they shall not live at all. What
ay exist for us in the Beyond we
here we know that

@ rise on stepping-stones

OF our dead selves to higher things.'

16 *
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On the whole, my friend, this is how you have
advanced hitherto.  And on the whole, this pil
grimage hag been to you a good and o happy one.”

Loy hﬂ.ﬁ." Sﬂid Quunntm‘. 1 ghould not have
smiled at poor Tgnorance, when he said that sinee
hig illumination he has been made to know all
things, for until T met with you, and ool my
course from your direction, life had no meaning
and no sweetness.  Since that time, it has heen
well with me, and ever better the further |
advance,”

Quacster, leaving hig friend in the kind hands
of the shepherds, had not gone far when ho g
fell in with Ignorance, He felt more tenderly to
him than before, partly because he was now alone,
and partly from the thought which he had jusl
confided to Experience. Ignorance said he hid
gpent many blessed days among the Delectabl
Mountaing, but not with the shepherds, who were
all too worldly for his higher flights of faith. One
named Presumption had been his goide, and B
given him a powerful telescope with which T
took over the great wall from one of the higghent
peaks of the range, By this aid, Lie had had @
far more distinet and definite view of the Ieyond
than had been vouchwafed to Quacster, e hirdl
seen clearly o celestial eity, built like a city i the
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with the walls and the strects inlaid
und precious stones. He had geen
man  creatures with crowns on their
flying hither and thither with the
f Bivds on wings of light, Gl they nettlad
at white throne, that ronched the
a clistinetly heard the sounds of harps

y mwnd the praise of an infinite
IIHOL’.‘.{!II ol these supernational homan
wng whom he had recognized friends
whom he had lost, who had crossed
el yoars ago, and he had o been
d by some external or internal volce
§ awaiting him a golden crown, and
[ glory for ever among these blessed
- #pirite,  Ignorance wmiled  with
I, he answers which Quacster gave as
us into the Beyond, but lelt more
he heard that Negalio had been
wimong the mountaing, whore there
_--.- nee that he might fall in with

S obtain n pight of the glorious
Beyond through lifs  wonderful

¢ with the shepherds and the
S aadd Quaester,
Ignorance; *you nare in l1e
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deepest error. What would you not give for
such firm and joyous faith as mine is?”

“T would not have it as a gift,” answered
Quaester; “though, indeed, faith cannot be
transferred. It is a matter of evidence. The
evidence which satisfies you cannot satisfy me,
and that which satisfies me does not yet satisfy
Negatio.”

“Mine is the only faith that carries us through
the Borderland triumphantly,” said Ignorance.

“ Mine is, on the whole, the more cheerful faith
of the two,” said Quaester.

“Nay, that is absurd and impossible,” said
Ignorance.

“If 1 continue in my present way of thinking
until I cross the great dividing wall, and am
launched into the Beyond, what do you think will
befall me ? "

“ Everlasting misery and torment,” said Igno-
rance ; *“ and, therefore, I urge upon you to repent
and accept, like me, the free gift which you have
presumed to despise.”

“Now,” said Quaester, ““ although I think you
are as much mistaken as you believe me to be,
I have no such fear for your future. All our
mistakes are those of Ignorance, but we shall
have no torture on account of them.”




| is entirely negative, mine is fixed
You speak to me as if my name
ance, whereas I have an unction
nd and know all things,”

2" said Quaester; “why, you have
through the Wicket Gate of Doubt,
‘of Knowledge. You never set foot in
s House or saw the wonders there,
iungs in the Palace Beautiful.”

are merely things of the Within,”
3 “I care not for these transitory
things concerning the Beyond have
to me, and these are eternal.”

Id not help smiling at this boast,
observed it, and said :—
ally-minded always suffer persecu-
¥, it was with the rack and the
dungeon ; but now it is with the
ontempt and mockery that they are
had better part and go each his
you should be further tempted to

d to separate; and as he moved
g marked his worldly friend lift a
path lest it should be trodden on,
the expression of the face. Some-
urageousness, the sincerity, and
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the tenderness of his nature was revealed, even
to Ignorance; he recollected that Quaester had
stood in the pillory at Vanity Fair, and had never
flinched, and he felt ashamed of himself for calling
his smile persecution. At this juncture, both of
the men felt themselves entangled in a net of
which neither of them were aware, which had
been spread for them by a man, black of skin but
wearing a white robe, who was lying in wait for
pilgrims, and had entangled these two of such
widely-different views and characters,

So, perforce, Quaester and Ignorance had to
move on together as they best could. The net
was strong; to Ignorance it appeared that it was
made of the meshes of theology. A sort of haze
came over his late confident faith. His imper-
turbable fellow-traveller, perhaps, after all, might
be—not exactly right—that was impossible—

but not so very far wrong as to be in such extreme
peril of his eternal future. How far from the
true faith might one be, and yet escape the awful
punishment of misbelievers? He struggled with
these internal thoughts, and with the external net,
but they seemed to hold him the faster. At last, he
thought of the trenchant weapon of All-Prayer,
which cut through the meshes, knots and all,
and allowed him to escape, while simultaneously
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2k to his old beliefs and rested on
tthe deliverance was for himself alone ;
the entanglement appeared as much
as ever. Ignorance did not like
gster in such sorry case, and offered
ble tool, either in his own hands or
‘the captive, which would have been
ch difficulties are best attacked from
Quaester said that time and patience
ease him. The net spread for him
him somewhat differently; he was
he had thought of his companion
juch contempt; he did not feel
¢ for that condition of Ignorance,
im the ready prey of Superstition.
nings and remonstrances, from his
f view, Ignorance would have been
me if he had not expostulated with
es whom he believed to be in so
w If he did not warn wisely, that
"he knew no better. Though still
the net, Quaester thought that he
 with him, and as he pressed onward
ured to keep the net from fixing
the path, milder thoughts of
with every step. By means of
ugh and smooth, against trees



B el L T

250 An Agnostic's Progvess

and stones which bordered the path, the net
became frayed and chafed, At last a hole
appeared, through which Ouaester could thrust
a hand, and by patience and perseverance and
sometimes by the use of main force, he at last
extricated himself, and walked forth a free Han,
But Ignorance had gone out of sight before he
was finally free.

Never had Quaester felt more light and cheerful
than now. The air in that region sometimes
blows from the Delectable Mountains, and some-
times is wafted full of perfumes from the Land
of Beulah. Quaester felt something like the
buoyancy of youth in his veins. Those who
dread old age, know not how sweet and pleasant
the decline of life is to those who have lived
well.  But while he was occupied with pleasant
memories and cheerful anticipations of the rest
that awaited him, he was surprised to see a man
whom he had known in Vanity Fair, and had
thought well of, walking swiftly and alone in a
direction diametrically opposite to that which all
good pilgrims take.

*“Ah, Quaester " said he, “ whither bound ?"

“To the Home of Truth,” was his answer.

The man laughed aloud and said, *“ There is no
such place. I have been on the same wild-goose
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o1 turned back when I saw what
ball was.  Truth, absolute Truth,
ist, and that you should know as
yone thinks that his own fancy is
¢rens it is only the thing that le
3 word contains its own definition, |
with an idiot who gave himself the
iwall, who thinks his own little mind
Home of Truth—I went as far as |
utmost limits of the Within, and I
-place, 50 you may take my word
your old legs the journey. I am
back to Vanity Fair as fast as I
account of my travels, and I know
ve beyond the possibility of a doubt

pilgrimages as yours are utterly
"

mth is for the Unknown alone,’
“but I ever struggle on to come as
ction as is attainable within. I
ame of Truth which some call the
to be a final resting-place, but my
I shall wait until my change

sgave me somewhat when 1
an, “and my doubts have been
1 hiave seen and heard, and by all
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—

I have not seen and not heard since I left Vanity
Fair. Come with me and return to the world if
You have any common sense. [ have wasted too
much time already on this fruitless quest ; and [
am sure the people in Vanity Fair will be glad to
hear that there is really nothing to be learned, and
they are sure to show their appreciation of my
genuine experiences in a substantial manner.”

“My mind did not misgive me from the first,"
said Quaester; “and as I seek in faith, I hope to
find."”

So Quaester had no mind to accompany this
man in his backward course. I know not how
long the stage was from the Delectable Mountains
to the Land of Beulah, but it appeared to me to
be long and beautiful. Ere our pilgrim completed
this last portion of his journey, he was joined by
Negatio, who was to him a pleasant and profitable
companion. The shepherds had entertained Giant
Despair’s old captive most hospitably, and he had
learned so much from them and from the children
that it was thought good to send him by forced
marches to make up to his friend, from whom
the shepherds said he would soon learn more than
from themselyes.

Now the place where they came together again
was a green valley, beautiful to the eye, and shady
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wday sun, but where the air was
drowsy. Through the valley along
flowed a rippling st ream, \\'lli'l!%.l".
vited to sleep; on its banks the ofos
ith fruit and flowers, whose taste and
owered our pilgrims, and they lay
2 soft turf and slept heavily while the
es hummed drowsily in their cars,
he first to awake, and he bethought
ning of the shepherds to beware of
Ground, and he also saw in his
behoved him to make haste, for the
was at hand. He aroused his
ion, who could scarcely believe
near the last stage, but on
own mirror, of which he had
se, he found his friend's words

have thought it was possible for
1¢ same level as you. Perhaps I
your experience; they say that
who learn by the experience of
ho learn by their own.”

said Quaester, T should think
:ech those would be considered
apply the experience of others
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my own life has taught me, I think that all we
learn of life and duty costs us something either in
effort or in suffering. At the moment we fancy
we pay very dearly for it, but once learned, we
never think to count the cost—we would not be
without it for the world. And though it appeared
to you that you learned nothing in the dungeons
of Despair, I am sure that you learned much. Do
you still feel drowsy ?"”

“Indeed I do, strangely drowsy,” said Negatio,
“but yet we ought to be up and doing. Let us
fall into some good discourse to keep each other
awake in this stage of our journey.”

“With all my heart!” said Quaester, *“Tell
me if you can, how you, with all your gifts and
opportunities and your lofty aspirations for the
good of your people and your race, threw yourself
so completely into the clutches of Despair, and
continued so long his captive.”

“It puzzles me myself oftentimes,” said
Negatio. “I had thought to rouse up a nation
to liberty ; but the time had not come and I spoke
to deaf ears. Some friends in whom I trusted
were cold, some ungrateful, and some proved
treacherous. Instead of being hailed as a prophet
and a deliverer, I was jeered at as a fool. All my
projects failed, I lost my fortune partly in national
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, and partly in private risks, which
ought not to have taken, But from
public and personal ventures, I had
L the highest expectations nf wealth,
- glory. When all failed, my hot fit
tor ever, and I fell into a cold fit,
st no one, and serve no one. The
I bad neglected and weakened was
me, and the mind which I had
d as a god, became warped, and [
eondition of indolent cynicism which
easy prey of Despair.”

in Vanity Fair for part of the time
sojourn there,” said ()u.wsttr ey
but I never saw you.”

battering at the Gate of Revolu-
1, wiser or happier, forced your way
¢ of Reform; but in my country
then to be no access to Reform

of Revolution had been forced.

y hot-headed youth was repulsed,

o0 dispirited and so disgusted that

thing further. You did some good

» much as I hoped for,” said
yet as much as kept me still
y efforts.”
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“The vastness of my schemes made the dje.
appointment of doing absolutely nothing all the
more bitter. I do not so much wonder at my
captivity as at my rescue,” said Negatio. ;

“But you never were in bondage to Supersti-
tion,"” said Quaester.

“No, never! I despised all who were from the
bottom of my soul. All my revolutionary efforts
were towards the liberation of the body and of
the mind, and the priests of superstition always
appeared to me to be leagued with the despots
who trampled on man's inherent rights. If I
hated the tyrants, I despised their smooth-
tongued allies.”

“No one knows,” said Quaester, ‘* how much
both despot and priest are self-deceived. We
must oppose them, but I have learned on my
pilgrimage to regard them with pity. The one
considers that order and public safety depends
on the maintenance of his old irresponsible
power; the other that only in believing in his
shibboleth can the favours of the Unknown be
won, and the terrors of the Beyond be escaped.”

“But where the despot knows better, and the
priest does not himself believe in his shibboleth,
as was the case with those whom I opposed, what
then ?” asked Negatio.
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‘has no excuse, except the instinctive
ntain the status quo lest worse should
I said before, we must resist their
0 the death, but still pity the indi-

pﬁet has said that at the bottom of
t we will find something to make
said Negatio. “I thought I had
I hated my kind. But I met with
1 have won me back to some of the
m for humanity.”

| rather say that at the bottom of
eart we should find something that
us love him,” said Quaester, “If
ed after a pause, ‘“should we not
ith infinite pity—such pity as the
to feel for creatures who are
" as things stand, we can only
“ each other. Each individual is
a sphere, and can only come in

is fellows at one point.”

this point of superstition,” said

nnot trust you. I have never

p earlier troubles before Experience

you as wretched as I was in

f Despair ?"

1o means,” answered Quaester.

17
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“The condition was not so blank and inactive,
I was not altogether despairing, but I was dis.
consolate, as if nothing in the Within could make
me happy. There was relief, however, to be found
in action, even in indifferent action; and the rest.
lessness, which was the most marked characteristic
of my state, was not without some gleams of hope
that I might some day come to accept what Metus
and such as Metus offered, and then find repose.
But there was great moral confusion and per-
plexity intermingled with these hopes. Things
that would be wrong in me or in my fellows
to do, were said to be absolutely right in the
Unknown Power, which absolutely fixed and
controlled our destiny.”

“How do the shadows from that time affect
your memory ¢’ asked Negatio. *‘Mine are
strangely bitter recollections; I should like to
turn down the leaf of the book of the past, and
never to look at it again.”

“1 think I am altogether of a more cheerful
temperament than you are,” said Quaester. “ Past
evils are no longer evils, because they have been
conquered, or at any rate outlived ; past satisfac-
tions I canrecallwithdelight asif they were present.’

“Enviable philosophy,” said his friend.

] feel like a man who awakes out of a fearful
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: thankful for the relief than oppressed
llection of impending horrors. 1 think
old days of Superstition come back to
a sense of amusement at the ground-
y fears, and half with a sense of
se fears are done with for ever,”

£ 1" said Negatio. ‘‘I took you for
-nest, serious souls who needed no
‘and despised the weaker creatures

gs amuse me,” said Quaester,
gel no desire to rush after what the
recreation. When once the vague,
s of the Beyond are dispelled,
to enjoy the absurd and the odd.
tus telling me that the Sacred
gtenance mirth, that the Lord
ved to be from the Beyond, and
tions he counted as authentic, had
ep, but never to laugh or even to
ed writings are grave from the
subjects they deal with; but old
I kinds appear to me to be grave.
as the Pagan school affect, jest at
- is unseemly ; a jest in fit place
- be quite as good as & sermon.”’
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“Men would not call you a prosperous or
successful man,” said Negatio. “‘ You Hhave
gained neither wealth nor power, and your few
simple pleasures the world would despise. What
you have really gained is in your own words
‘quantity of being;’ it is not what you have but
what you are that gives you that inward peace
and that helpful strength. The shepherds were
right. By your side I feel stronger and happier.
‘ Infinite is the help which man can give to man!
But the help all goes in one direction. Wherever
can I help you?”

“ Much, in many ways. None, save one from
whom I have been separated, has stirred my soul
to its inmost deeps as you have done. Your
experience, different from my own, fills up gaps
in my life-work., But look, is not Ignorance
again on our track ?”

It was, indeed, Ignorance, eager to impress
Negatio ; for of Quaester he had now no hope.
He spoke to the rescued captive of the great
visions he (Knowall) had seen of the Beyond
and of its blessed inhabitants, from the Delectable
Mountains, confirming his old faith, and supplying
all that he needed. While confessing himself to be
by nature a miserable sinner, and indeed almost
gloating over his former vileness, he asserted
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now supernaturally and vicariously
t saint, and while pouring contempt
man could know or learn by means of
h and study, he laid down the law of
2 law of life to pilgrims who had not been
theinnerlife inwhich he himself walked,
egatio listened, there was no thread of
in the past to make him see where
taken hold of something which to
ious, what had reformed his careless
and given to him a strengthening

at was good in it was, as it were, in a

ﬁﬁuntry, said Negatio at last, “they
ch men as you in monasteries, where
y little harm.”

estion was most repugnant to Igno-
Jooked on the idea of monasticism and
"__:_baey as devilish. He turned away,
. half in anger, and went his own

iverged more and more from that of

nt was the land into which they
‘Here the song of birds is heard
and every day fresh flowers showed
me tall and glorious, but for the
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most part sweet and lovely. In thiscountry the sun
was never too fierce, nor the nights too chill. The
mornings and the evenings were soft-footed, and
came and went with a long dawn and a lingering
twilight. This country is out of the reach of
Giant Despair, nor could one so much as sce his
great castle from the highest of the lovely hills,
Here, nevertheless, sometimes rested something
like the Shadow of Death ; but it was not terrible
like its shadow in that arid howling valley of old
times, but something solemn, grand, and peaceful,
Those who dwelt in the Land of Beulah awaited
their summons, and were not disquieted. Quaester
found here many whom he did not look to
meet, many who did not recognize him, but
whom he knew well—old workers, old thinkers,
old fighters, and some young in years who seemed
to have reached these happy regions with less toil
and conflict ; many who had come to this resting-
place by other paths, but who now, with peace and
goodwill in their hearts, worked with him in an
unknown brotherhood. Sanitas knew and recog-
nized him, and to him Negatio clung strangely,
and received much good service at his h-.nulis-
But how the heart of Quaester leaped within him
to see Gracious here, and to be recognized and

acknowledged by her.
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_.'_'foubled and desponding soul found
 this blessed Land of Beulah what is
.o_f' the conscience is the delight of
Self-questioning seems to cease, and
tature expands in the kindly air. And
found that he had reached the
nth—at least, as far as truth could be
in any locality ; for it is ever enlarging
and he even at this latest stage of
s still a modest learner, who reached
‘higher and greater issues than he had
And here Gracious felt that her Life
ight fitly close; for while she lived
e, but her faith was more assured
heart, mind, and soul were at peace.
the Borderland seemed very near,
cared to thrust it out of sight; for
vhere it might look blank, and cold,
it here appeared like a shelter rather
It was in answer, Gracious said,
that the summons came to Quaester
by. As the four friends con-
2 bank of one of those peaceful rivers
ough this pleasant land, his coun-

th you, my friend?” she asked



atened, but

tio, “what

r time comes,”

it she was too

end to think

* said she.
see and

the angelic
ing wind,
nd Gracious
his eyes,
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t but you, Gracious, and heaven
Sance. Though my eyes are fast
| see you to the last.”

is calm, your voice steady,” said
yet you touch that supreme
the Here and the Now change for
the Eternal. Would you not

; awful test 27

would fain rest with the
fair and so dear; but I fear not
The old familiar days are dear to me,
es I have lived with so long.

Known,

the

e voic
e elsewhere 1 know not.”

) said Gracious, with a pathetic

¢ Gay not you know not when

All would be well with you if you
If 1 cannot conquer your

eve it.
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the wall opened, she had a glimpse of a Glorious
Being who took Quaester by the hand, and that
she distinctly heard the words, “ Saved at last.”
But Sanitas and Negatio saw and heard nothing,
and I who unknown to them, stood close beside,
though I strained my eyes to the uttermost, saw
but an instantaneous opening in the wall, and no
visible thing escaping through it. And now I saw
Sanitas and Negatio stand gazing on the blank
wall and Gracious kneeling before it.

*“ Farewell good and noble soul,” said Negatio.

“He shall indeed farewell,” said she with
solemn hope.

And I awoke, and behold it was a dream.



