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GAIN a New Year is rising on the world’s horizon,
with 1911 graven on its disc. 1910 lies behind us;

it has sunken into the Past. Pregnant with great issues
was that past year, issues that many coming years shall
see worked out. The Imperial Crown of Britain passed
from Edward the Peacemaker to a Son whose brief tenure
of power already has revealed qualities which presage a
noble and beneficent reign, and new departures which will
increase the dignity and the power of the Throne. It
saw Theodore Roosevelt begin a struggle which may
revolutionise America, and purge her public life. For us
of the Theosophical Society the promise that 1910 would
sce the beginning of a great growth in dignity and
power has been more than fulfilled: January witnessed,
at the rare conjunction of the planets noted by all astrolo-
gers, the occult ‘Birth of the young Child’ who in due
time shall be the vehicle for the blessing of the world.
Two thousand years have run their course since a similar
gift was vouchsafed to the ‘Sorrowful Star’. With this,
it seems superfluous to speak of the growth of the Society
all the world over, the unprecedented sales of literature,
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the increase in the number of Lodge Halls, the rising of
the Society in public esteem and official respect. In other
years these things would have found due tabulation, but
in this they seem insignificant.

*
* ¥

A notable little book appeared in the last month of
the dying year, entitled At the Feet of the Master. It con-
tains the teachings on the ¢ Qualifications for Discipleship ’
gwe}] by the Master K. H. to His young pupil Krshnpa-
mu.rf.r (Alcyone), and reproduced by the latter, who wrote
down, “ait” nearly ag8 he could remember, the very words

.use.d° ‘ by t&iec Master The book is dedicated ‘To Those
.w}ip .Knbt':k,’ . .,a.hd'. €housands will draw from it inspiration
ard’. .:rellewbd wgor Very rarely do such teachings find
their w&y‘ -'mbo the outer world. "The little volume will
find its pface on the bookshelf of the aspirant with the
Light on the Path and the Voice of the Stilence.

*
* %

Speaking of the Light on the Path reminds me that
the recorder thereof, M. C., lost everything in the late
failure of the Charing Cross Bank. If a tithe of those
who owe gratitude to her for the transmission of that
priceless work would show that gratitude now in a practi-
cal form, those losses would easily be made good. I am sure
that any General Secretary would gladly forward any help
sent from his Section, and, if M. C.’s address is not
known, the General Secretary for England and Wales
would serve as intermediary.

*
* *

The Order of the Golden Chain serves as an admirable
training for children who are too young to enter Leagues
for public work. It was founded in the nineties, and
has spread all over the world. The child repeats every
morning :

I am a Link in a Golden Chain of Love that stretches

round the world, and must keep my link bright
and strong.
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So I will try to be kind and gentle to every living
thing I meet, and to protect and help all who are
weaker than myself

And I will try to think pure and beautiful thoughts,
to speak pure and beautiful words, and to do pure
and beautiful actions.

May every Link in the Golden Chain become bright and
strong.

Such a morning promise consecrates the day, and
lends charm and dlrectness to the effort to “ be good %

3
‘\
L
)
\\‘

The second Convention of Indian Rehglons wrll be
held at Allahabad on 8th, 9th, and. 19th Ja,nua,ry “1911

Hindiusm, Buddhism, Zoroastrla.msm, Oﬁnstza.mty, Islam,-

Sikhism, Jainism, the Aryd Samaj, TheosOPhy, will " all
be represented. Such a gathering is most “azeful, and
serves the great cause of religious peace, and we heartily

wish it success.

*
* *

I have consented, on the invitation of the Rev. R.d.
Campbell, to speak at the Spring Assembly of the Liberal
Christian League, to be held in Manchester in May, 1911.
The subject suggested is ‘The Emergence of a World-
Religion,” and I doubt if it could be bettered.

X %
It is interesting to see how medical opinion is gradu-

ally veering round on the question of mental healing.

The Morning Post gives an account of a conference
between doctors and clergymen on the subject, and

says that there is a marked change in medical feeling in
this respect, and that “ the position now may be described
as one of open-minded enquiry ”. No more can reasonably
be expected, and truth, to be known, only needs to be
enquired into,
X *

A remarkable article appears in the Madras Mail of

November 24, 1910, on “The Octaves of Nature:

4
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Matter, Color and Sound”. It is pointed out that “solid
matter” no longer exists; it is made up of separate mole-
cules, immersed in ether, and molecules are divisible into
atoms, which are themselves merely vortices, ‘ wreaths of
ether in ether”. Sound is vibration, and exists in seven
kinds, the seven notes of the musical scale, each of
which has its children in octaves: “ We get no more
than seven notes repeated again and again, in varying
degrees of pitch.” Color is vibration, and “we find again
th’e maglc seven lying within the octave of color;”
the m{;er ‘made experiments which enabled him to dis-
tmgu;s-h cq'le e by touch, and he found the body
ambwér t.'o £he <. m.a.glc seven,” most difficulty arising over
’gréén" Ma.ﬁter-:ltself 18 subject to the same principle, and
168 chemle.a.l Qlements form a sequence; Mendeléef
'dlscovered that not only could the elements of matter be
arranged like the scale of music, but that they also—
like the tones of music—possessed octaves, and that
‘“the gamut of matter like the gamut of sound moves

in similar phalanxes and battalions; they both bow in
awe to the mystic number of seven’.

All the world is “a pwan of melody,” and shows
the triumph of the ‘ magic of seven,” and we may add,
of the triumph of Kabbalists and Theosophists, so long
ridiculed because their enlightened study of nature had
led them to this same conclusion.

*
* %

A photograph lies before me of a wooden shanty
roofed with corrugated iron, taken at far-off Lagos, on
the West Coast of Africa. Over the door are painted
the words: ‘Theosophical Book Depot’. Mr. J. A. Fashanu,
F.T.8S., is the Manager. In such dim regions is the lamp
of Theosophy lighted.

*
* %

While these lines are in the press, preparations for
Convention are going forward. A very large gathering is
expected, and preparations are on a correspondingly large
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scale. The present number of the Theosophist goes out in
the middle of December, so the Adnnual Report will go,
we hope, with the February issue.

*
* ¥

I am to leave Bombay on April 22, 1911, arriving
in London just in time for White Lotus Day. The
Scotch National Society asks for a visit in June, when it
is to hold its first Annual Convention. I hope to lecture
in London on the May and June Sundays, and the
English Convention will be held as wuswal in July. The
International Congress is to be held in Genoa, in September,
and from Genoa I shall turn my steps homewards once
more.

* %

Mr. Leadbeater and myself made, during August and
September, a series of clairvoyant observations on the
past of our earth, of the moon, and of the two preceding
Chains. These will be published next year in book-form,
under the ftitle: Man : Whence, How, and Whither? We
hope that the volume will prove useful to students, and
will perhaps throw light on some of the questions arising
out of the study of The 8Secret Doctrine. The record of
the investigations as taken down by two volunteer scribes
at the time has been read to the groups of students at
Adyar and at Benares, and has aroused much interest.
The published volume will consist of the re-arrangement

of these notes.

*
* ¥

The First Part of the Unwversal Text Book is now
on sale, comprising the doctrines common to all religions,
with texts from the Scriptures of the World in illustra-
tion of each. A large edition is being printed, so that it
can be sold at 1/- (As. 12) in wrappers, and at 1/6
(or in India Re. 1) in cloth. My hope is that it will
bring in suggestions and additions, so that later editions
may be an improvement on the first. With the strong
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movement which is now showing itself in favor of rel-
gious education, such a book may prove useful to the
various religions as a common meeting-ground. |

*
* ¥

Our eighteenth National Society, or Section, was
sanctioned on November 29th, 1910. Our Swiss brethren
find it necessary to form their own organisation, instead
of remaining part of France, as they were permitted by
our President-Founder to do in earlier days. So we have
now the T. S. in Switzerland, with territorial jurisdiction
over the area covered by the Swiss Republic. May all
be well with our youngest brother !

*
* *

The T. P. S., London, has issued a mnew edition of
Ists Unwvetled, the famous and invaluable book by which
H. P. Blavatsky announced her appearance as the Messenger
of the White Lodge. It is in two handsome volumes,
printed on feather-weight paper, so that the large book
is conveniently light for reading. The publishers have,
very thoughtfully, followed the original paging, so that all
references may be correct for the new edition. Instead
of the printing from the old battered plates, we have
printing from new type, pleasant to read. In addition
to these merits, the price is reduced to £1-1-0 (India, Rs. 16),
and at this it should find a very large circulation. We
heartily congratulate our London house.

%*
* ¥

The visit to Burma is finally arranged, and quite a
a large party will leave Adyar for Rangoon on January
12th, 1911. The French and perhaps the Scotch General
Secretaries will be with us, as well as other visiting
members. We stay for three weeks, and then return to

Adyar. Late in March I shall go north to Benares, and
leave Benares for Europe.



THE SEAL OF THE SOCIETY

FT\HE symbolism of the Society’s Seal is not very re-

condite, but it carries within it some great and funda-
mental truths. “Old as the hills” it is in its constitu-
ents, if not in their juxtaposition.

The double Triangle which contains the Tau, or
Egyptian Cross, is the symbol of the universe, the
macrocosm, the manifestation of Deity in Time and Space,
the One showing Himself in the Duality of Spirit and
Matter; the triangles are interlaced to show the insepara-
ble unity; they are two, to signify Spirit and Matter,
Father-Mother; the upward-pointing is that of Fire, or Spirit;
the downward-drooping of Water, or Matter. HEach triangle,
again, with its three lines and three angles, symbolises
the triple nature of that which it represents. The tripli-
city of the fiery triangle tells of Existence, Cognition,
Bliss ; of Activity, Knowledge, Will; of creation, preserva-
tion, liberation. The sides are equal because “in this
trinity none is afore or after other, none is greater or
less than another;” because all are equally immanent in
nature, equally present everywhere. The triplicity of the
watery triangle signifies the three essential characteristics
of matter: resistance, mobility, rhythm (or vibration).
The twelve equal enclosing lines of the figure taken as a
whole signify the ‘twelve great Gods’ of Chaldea and of
other ancient faiths, the twelve Signs of the Zodiac, the
twelve months of the solar year. The subject would bear
muach farther working out.

The Crux Ansata, or Tau, enclosed within the double
triangle, i8 the symbol of Spirit which has descended
into matter and has been crucified therein, but which
has risen from death and rests trinmphant on the arms
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of the conquered slayer; hence it is the ¢Cross of Life,’
the symbol of Resurrection, and with this are touched
the lips of the mummy, when the Soul returns to the
body in the Egyptian imagery.

The Svastika, or armed Cross, or fiery Cross, is the
symbol of the whirling energy which creates a universe,
“ digging holes in space,” or, less poetically and no more
truly, forming the vortices which are atoms for the
building of worlds.

The Serpent swallowing his own tail is the ancient
symbol of Eternity, the circle without beginning or end-
ing, within which all universes grow and decay, appear
and disappear.

Such is the symbolism of the Seal of the Theosoph-
ical Soociety, given in brief—an ingeniously combined

presentation of basic truths,
A STUDENT

The Aisir (=the Gods) meet on Ida’s plain, and of
the mighty earth encircler (=the Midgard serpent) speak,
and there to memory call their mighty deeds, and the
Supreme God’s ancient lore.

There shall again [in the new earth, after the sinking
of the old] the wondrous golden tables in the grass be
found, which in days of old had possessed the Ruler of
the Gods, and Folnir’s race.

Kkt WK HHx

‘Twas time’s first dawn,
When nought yet was,
Nor sand nor sea,

Nor cooling wave;
Earth was not there,
Nor heaven above.
Nought save a void
And yawning gulf,

But verdure none.

Voluspa (the Vala’s Prophecy) The Hlder Edda
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THE BROTHERHOOD OF RELIGIONS

Parr III. ETHIiCS®
CHAPTER I

TaeE OsBJEcT AND Basis oF MoRraLiTY

FP\HERE is a Science of Conduct as there is a Science

of Biology, of Astronomy, of Psychology ; there are
Laws of Conduct, as sure and as changeless as all other
laws in nature, laws which can be discovered and stated,
and which form a system of co-ordinated principles of
Action, leading to happiness and well-being alike for the
individual and for the Race. This Science is Morality, or
Ethic, Right Conduct, and it lays down the conditions of
harmonious relations between individuals, groups of in-
dividuals, and their several environments small or large—
families, societies, nations, humanity as a whole. Only by
the knowledge and observance of these laws can men be
either permanently healthy or permanently happy, can
they live in peace and prosperity ; where Morality is un-
known or disregarded, friction inevitably arises, disharmony
and pain result; for nature is a settled Order in the
mental and moral worlds as much as in the physical, and
only by knowledge of that Order and by obedience to it
can harmony, health and happiness be secured.

Man, being divine in his nature, is Happiness in his
deepest Self: “God is Bliss” * says the Hindd, and all
religions echo the joyous statement: to enter into the
“joy of thy Lord,”® is the Christian’s hope. Hence, when

! The Board of Trustees of the Central Hindi College has kindly
allowed me to use as freely as may be helpfnl the Third Part of its
Text Book of Religion and Ethics.

3 Brhadiaranyaka Upanighat, 111, ix. 24.

3 S. Maithew, xxv. 21

2 .
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man puts himself into accord with the World-Order, which
18 divine, he brings his separated Will into harmony with
the Universal Will, and pure Happiness is the direct and
inevitable result. Perfect Morality would bring about per-
fect harmony among all living things, and therefore per-
fect Happiness.

The efforts of a man to bring himself into this har-
mony are often accompanied with pain, as the exercises
which restore an injured limb to perfect working are
often agonising. But the end, in both cases, is happiness.
Our desires, reaching out tumultuously after objects which
yield a passing pleasure, bring us into collision with the
desires of others equally eager to possess, and the conflict
wounds all. The reduction of these desires to obedience
i1s often painful, but the pain is superficial and passing,

while the peace which succeeds conquest is deep and en-
during. In the long run right conduct means happiness
and ill conduct misery. Truly did the Lord Buddha
declare the Law: “If a man speaks or acts with an evil
thought, pain follows him, as the wheel follows the foot
of the ox that draws the carriage. If a man speaks or
acts with a pure thought, happiness follows him, like a
shadow that never leaves him.”’

God is Love® and wills the Happiness of His crea-
tures, and that Happiness can only be permanently brought
about by the harmony of their wills with His. The
Science of Conduct, therefore, by establishing Righteous-
ness brings about Happiness, and its object is to fulfil
thus the Divine Will,

As the object of Morality is Universal Happiness, so
is its basis that on which Happiness depends, the primary
truth of Morality as of religion:

Tur UnNity oFr Lire

We have seen® that God is one, that He dwells in
every man, is the inmost Self of all. In all the multipli-

! Dhammapada,i. 1, 2. T s e
2 JOhn’ ivo 160
8 Part I. i.



1911 THE BROTHERHOOD OF RELIGIONS 483

city of living beings around us there is one Life. We
have seen' that Universal Brotherhood is the inevitable
corollary of this Divine Unity; we form but one body;
and as, with a physical body, no omne part can be
injured without the whole body suffering, so is it with
the Great Being, Humanity. All selves are part of the
One Self, and an injury inflicted on one injures all.
Thus, if a man injures another, he injures himself, none
the less surely that for the moment he may not realise
it; as our kmnowledge grows, we realise it more and
more. Realised or unrealised it is a Fact, all-important,
supreme. As the health of the individual body depends
on obedience to the laws of hygiene, each organ working
harmoniously with the rest, so the health of Humanity,
the universal body, depends on obedience to the laws of
Morality, by which each organ of the great hauman body
works in harmonious relations with the others.

The Will of God points steadfastly to the highest
Good, and guides His universe towards good. To work
with this Will is to be in harmony with the movement
of the world-system to which we belong, and thus to go
with the stream of evolution; to go against it is to
struggle against an overwhelming current, which dashes
us against the rocks, bruises and wounds us. To do
right is to be at peace with ourselves and with God,
and 1is therefore happiness; to do wrong is to be at war
with ourselves and with God, and is therefore misery.
The 1ll-doer is ever discontented, irritable, unsatisfied, how-
ever favorable his outer circumstances may be; the well-
doer is inwardly peaceful and contented, even when outer
circumstances are the most unfavorable. But to obey the
law we must know 1t, and hence the question arises:
How are we to know the Right, that we may do it? How
arae we to know the Wrong, that we may avoid it ¥ Grant-
ed that the Right is to work with the divine Will, and
the Wrong is to work against it, how are we to know that

1 Ibid. vil,
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Will ? There are three principal ways in which mankind
has tried to discover what is Right and what is Wrong.

The first is the way of Religion and of Science:
great Sages, the Founders and Teachers of Religions, have
laid down certain laws, seen by Their spiritnal vision to
exist in the nature of things, and these they have de-
clared authoritatively; these, like all other laws of nature,
can be verified again and again by the use of Reason,
purified from selfishness and desire. HExpressions of the
divine Reason, they can be discovered and expressed by
the human Reason, which is its image, and can ever be
re-verified by experiment.

This is the method of science: observation of facts,
a generalisation, or hypothesis, based on the facts, experi-
ments to test the hypothesis, declaration of the verified
hypothesis as a law of nature. These laws, thus discover-
ed and proved, are re-iterated authoritatively by experts
in the science, and must be taken as true by the stu-
dents until they are capable of independently re-verifying
them ; meanwhile the success of experiments done under
guidance by themselves partially demonstrates the truth of
the laws as stated. The Science of Morality follows this
method ; its laws have been discovered and are authori-
tatively stated, but are ever capable of re-verification,
and also of new applications.

These laws are found in the Scriptures of the world-
faiths, and those which are basic and of universal applica-
tion are found in all of them. They are mixed up with
local and temporary precepts, given according to the
civilisation and general condition of the people to whom
they were addressed; the permanent and universal can be
distinguished from the temporary and local by the fact
that the first are found in all Scriptures, whereas the
second are various and belong to the separate religions.
The unlearned and the young must accept these laws, as
they accept all other laws, on authority; the earnest and
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competent student can, by the use of his own reason and
by experiment, re-verify them for himself.

The second way is that of Intuition, expressing itself
as Conscience; but conscience, being the moral instinct, is,
like all instincts, determined by past experience and is
limited thereby, and is hence of individual, not of uni-
versal, authority.

The third way is that of Utilitarianism, ¢ the great-
est good of the greatest number;” but the minority is
also a part of the whole, and its interests must be
guarded, for majority and minority form one Humanity.

The union of the three ways is to be found in the
recognition of the basic truth, the Unity of Life : this gives
to the religious way 1its true foundation in the purified
Reason ; it gives to the intuitional way the explanation of
the variations of conscience, according to the stage of mani-
festation reached by the Ome Life in each; it widens the
utilitarian way by showing that the ultimate good of each
is identical with the ultimate good of all, and that
Morality must aim at nothing less than that ultimate Uni-
versal Good. The recognition of this truth of the Unity
of Life guides us in the establishment of mutually helpful
relations between all superficially separated lives. Every
moral precept finds its sanction in this unity, and Uni-
versal Love, which is the expression of the unity, is the
root of all virtues. Only this teaching can eradicate class,
racial and national hatreds, put an end to suspicion and
contempt, and draw all men into one human family, in
which there are elders and youngers, indeed, but mno
aliens.

The imperative nature of the laws of Morality needs
also to be understood. A law of nature breaks that which
disregards it, and ensures the success of that which works
with it. Every man brings with him into the world a
‘character,’ the sum of his mental and moral qualities,
and he can work on this to the greatest advantage if he
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understands what he should aim at, and the means where-
by that aim may be realised. Character 1s the most
potent factor in human life; on i1t depend inner happi-
ness and outer success. A man of brilliant intellect and
bad character may for a while carry all before him, but
his fellows soon distrust him, and discredit saps his suc-
cess. In every walk of life, the man of high character
is sought for, and the love and trust of his fellows
brighten all his days.

There are a Right and a Wrong which are of wuni-
versal valency, the outcome or negation of the Love
which “is the fulfilling of the Law”.! They are summed
up in the Indian verse: “Vyasa has said but two things
in the whole of the eighteen Puranas: Doing good to
another is Right; causing injury to another is Wrong.”?
There arve also relative rights and wrongs, depending on
the stage of world-evolution as well as on individual
stages of development and individual positions. The life
of a world shows two great stages of evolution, the first
half during which forms are perfected—the stage of go--
ing forth into matter—the second during which Spirit is
increasingly unfolding his higher powers—the stage of
return, the realisation of divinity. During the first stage,
man grasps at everything he desires and develops a
strong individuality by conflict; in the second he shares all
he has, and yokes that individuality to service; ever-
increasing separation is the key-note of the one; ever-
increasing unity is the key-note of the other. Hence we
need not brand as evil the rough aggression and the fierce
struggles of barbarous times; they were a necessary stage
of growth and were at that stage right, and in the
divine plan. But now those days are over, strength has
been won; the time has come when the separated selves
must gradually draw together, and to co-operate with the
divine Will which is working for union is the Right.

1 Romans, xiii. 10.
3 Sandifana Dharma Advanced Test Book, p. 286, (2nd ed.).
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The Right which is the outcome of Love, directed
by Reason, at the present stage of evolution, then, seeks
an ever-increasing realisation of Unity, a drawing together
of the separated selves. That which by establishing har-
monious relations makes for Unity is Right; that which
divides and disintegrates, which makes for separation, is
Wrong.

CHAPTER 11
THE RELATION BETWEEN MoOrALITY, EMOTION,

VIRTUES AND VICES

Emotion is derived from the Latin root, to move. It
is the motive power in man, moving him towards and
away from external objects, and is the expression of that
part of the Spirit which i1s Will in the higher worlds,
directed by Reason from within, and is Desire in the lower
worlds, drawn out by objects which attract and repel by
causing pleasure or pain. Under these two heads of
attraction and repulsion fall all desires; we have love-
desires and hate-desires, the wish to be united with or apart
from the objects which come in our way. The primary
desires in man are love-desires, seeking for union with the
objects which maintain and carry on the body—union with
food, with drink, with the opposite sex; these are the
inevitable conditions of the prolongation of personal and
racial existence, and become only wrong when they lead
into excessive indulgence, which injures body and mind,
or are gratified violently by inflicting injury on others.

The desires into which intelligence largely enters,
mental gratification predominating over sense-gratification,
are called emotions, and they naturally fall into the same
two divisions as are found in the primaries, and we have
love-emotions, tending to unite, hate-emotions, tending to

davide.
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Morality consists in the nurture and regulation of the
love-emotions, out of which virtues are developed, and in
the curbing and eradication of the hate-emotions, out of
which vices grow. Desires draw human beings together
into a society, but they also drive them violently apart
by conflicts for the possession of the objects of desire,
and no large or stable society can exist where no curb
is placed on desires. Among savages, where physical de-
sires are strong and intelligence weak, there is little stable
society ; persons are drawn together and driven asunder
again by the violent movements of desire. The stormy
gusts of desire keep the savage community in a constant
state of change, unless a strong man dominates the rest,
or it is ruled by men of a superior race who provide
external restraints which keep desires in check.

As intelligence grows, desires are refined into emotions,
and those which belong to the love-class are the con-
structive and binding forces in society. Thus: love between
a man and a woman creates a family, and love between
parents and children, brothers and sisters, holds it together.
The family is a group of persons united by love, and
growing out of a love-relation. Families are drawn to-
gether by friendships and love-relations between the young-
ers, and form a village, or community. Many communities
make a province, many provinces a nation. Society grows
out of, and is held together by, the love-emotions. And
all emotions which are of the love-class, attracting them
to each other and making them like to live in relations
with each other, are constructive.

The hate-emotions work in exactly the opposite way ;
they break up families, communities and nations, and
driving people apart and making them revolt against
relations with each other, they are destructive.

In every human society, emotions of both kinds are
found. If the love-emotions preponderate, the society grows
and is prosperous. If the hate-emotions preponderate, the
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society diminishes and gradually decays until it perishes.
Hence the enormous importance of implanting and cherish-
ing during youth all the virtues that grow out of the
love-emotion, and of eradicating all the vices which grow
out of the emotion of hate.

Even the emotions on the love-side may prove a source
of danger, if any elements from the hate-side—monopoly,
exclusiveness, covetousness, envy, jealousy—creep into them,
and if they are mnot properly regulated and controlled.
As a river, on which the fertility of a valley depends,
may work havoc if it overflows its banks and rushes
headlong over fields and villages, so may the river of
love, the fertiliser and gladdener of human life, work
destruction, if it is not regulated and kept within proper
bounds. But this fact must not blind us to the truth
that the love-emotions are the only forces which give
birth to and maintain human society.

When human beings come together, whether in a
family or in society, mutual relations arise, and these
become more numerous, more complex, and more far-reach-
ing as the society expands. Out of these mutual relations
arises Duty, that which is due from each to each. Duty
is that which ought to be done, an obligation arising
from the relations into which a man has been born, or
has voluntarily entered. A man is born into a family, a
community, a nation, humanity; he is related to each of
these by the mere fact of his birth, and owes to each
a duty. The righteous man discharges his duties honorably,
and becomes a bond holding society together; the un-
righteous man meanly ignores his duties, and becomes a
disintegrating force, undermining society.

When the mood of emotion which arises spontaneously
out of love for an individual and expresses itself in bene-
ficent action towards that individual, becomes a fixed habit
expressing itself in beneficent action towards every person

contacted, then the fixed and generalised emotional mood
5 |

£
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is called a Virtue. A love-emotion made permanent and
universal is a virtue. A father loves his son, and spon-
taneously does all he can for his good; when he does for
any strange child what he spontaneously does for his son,
he shows the virtue of Benevolence. On the opposite side,
when the moods of emotion which rise out of hatred
become permanent and general they are called Vices.
Virtues and vices are fixed emotional states. The wirtues
are fixed love-emotions, regulated and controlled by en-
lightened intelligence seeing the Unity; the vices are fixed
hate-emotions, strengthened and intensified by the un-
enlightened intelligence, seeing the separateness.

Because love is the expression of the One Self, the
Eternal, the Real—“God is Love”—and virtues spring
from this one Reality, they have been called  forms of
Truth”.* Truth is basic, and every virtue, springing from
the Reality, must have truth as a constituent part. Hatred,
which ignores the Unity and springs from the illusory
sense of separateness, 18 fundamentally unreal, untrue.
Virtues are forms of the True; vices are forms of the False;
virtues are permanent, vices are passing; for Truth endureth
for ever, while Falsehood vanishes away.

CHAPTER III

CLASSIFICATION OF VIRTUES AND VICES

We have already the broad division of Virtues and
Vices, springing from the Emotion of Love and the Emotion
of Hate, the constructive and destructive elements in
nature and in man. The subdivisions of these in relation
to others are conveniently suggested by the phrase about
the world which is filled with a man’s “elders, equals,

N3

and youngers’.® The duties we owe to our superiors, our
equals, and our inferiors give us a natural division of

1 Mahabhdrata, Shanti Parva, clxii. 9.
3 Bilabharata, Udyoga Parva, ii. 17,
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Virtues and Vices, and all sub-classes grow out of these.
Out of the emotion of love to our superiors grow all
the virtues that are of the nature of Reverence. Those
which grow out of the emotion of love to our equals are
of the nature of ArrectioNn. Those which grow out of
the emotion of love to our inferiors are of the nature of
BENEVOLENCE. |

Similarly with the vices that grow out of the emotion
of hate; these show themselves to our superiors in forms
of FEAr, to our equals in forms of ANGER, to our inferiors
in forms of PRIDE.

In addition to the relations a man has with his
surrounndings, we must consider what a man should
be in himself, apart from his surroundings, as an in-
dividual with certain qualities; these form the settled
character of the man, and this general character will
express itself in specialised virtues when it comes into
contact with superiors, equals, and inferiors. This character
should be the general expression of the love-emotion,
confrolled by the purified reason, and this character every
man and ,woman, every boy and girl, must build up, if
duty is to be righteously discharged, and life is to be
made a blessing, not a curse, both to themselves and others.

¢ SELF-REGARDING ° VIRTUES

In a very real sense no Virtue is wholly ¢self-regard-
ing, for no man can live wholly isolated from his fellows.

But, conventionally, the virtues which concern the individual
himself primarily, and only secondarily society, are classed
under this head. |

Among these, first and foremost comes TrurH, the
foundation of all virtues, Truth in thought, in word, and
in act. Well may all join in the sublime invocation :

O True of promise, True of purpose, triply True, the
Fount of Truth, and dwelling in the True, the Truth of

Truth, the Eye of Right and Truth, Spirit of Truth, refuge
we seek in Thee.

1 Vighnu-Bhagavafa Purdna, x. ii. 20.
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“Thy law is the Truth,”' sings the Psalmist. “ By
mercy and truth iniquity is purged,”® declares the wise
King. “They who know Truth in truth, and untruth in
untruth, arrive at Truth, and follow true desires,”® says
the Buddha. “Lie not one to another,”* urges the Apostle.
“No man is true,” says the Prophet, “in the truest sense
of the word, but he who is true in word, in deed, and
in thought.”*® ¢ Truth is the eternal Brahman. .. Everything
rests on Truth.”® |

Where Truth permeates the character it shows itself
in all the relations of life as truthfulness, uprightness,
honesty, integrity, righteousness, justice, impartiality, giving
rise to trust, confidence, and mutual respect, and building
a stable society.

“It must never be forgotten that no character can be
virtnous which has not Truth for its basis, and that no
character can be base when Truth is preserved unsullied. It
is the root of all true manliness, the glory of the hero, the
crown of the virtuous, the preserver of the family, the protec-
tion of the State. Falsehood undermines alike the home and
the nation, poisons the springs of virtue, degrades and pollutes
the character. The liar is always weak and always des-
picable; scorn and contempt follow him. For the building
up of character, truth is the sure foundation.”’

The next great virtue of the individual character is
SELF-CoNTROL, which leads to the nice balance, equili-
brium and dignity which mark the well-evolved man.
Self-Control implies the recognition by the man that
he is the Spirit, not the body, and that he rules the
matter which he. has appropriated for his own purposes.
“Action is born of mind, speech and body,”® and each

 Psalms, cxix. 142,

* Proverbs, xvi. 6.

8 Dhammapada, i. 12.

4 Qolossians, iii. 9.

5 The Sayings of Muhammad, 27, p. 6.

¢ Mahdbhirata, Shanti Parva, clxii. 5.

T Sandfana Dharmae Advanced Text Book, pp. 302, 303.
8 Manusmyfi, x1i. 8.
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of these must be brought under control, and their energies
held in due submission, in order to ensure Right Activity.
Control of the mind can be gained only by meditation,
by persevering effort, by cultivating the habit of atten-
tion, by concentrating the thought on the task of the
moment in daily life. It is at once the most difficult
and the most necessary of achievements, and nothing
in the character is securely and permanently established
so long as the mind is not under steady control. Control
of speech—speech which is truthful, courteous, gentle,
suitable, unwounding, pleasant, useful, necessary—will
follow fairly easily on control of mind; useless, aimless
chattering, so common in modern society, is an abuse of
speech ; 1t scatters the mental energies, weakens the in-
tellectual fibres, and slips readily into gossip, ungenerous
criticism and slander. Control of the body includes con-
trol of the senses and of all the organs ; it implies attention
to the laws of health and of cleanliness—to keep in the
best possible health is a duty to society as well
as to ourselves; it demands the fitting of diet
to the needs of the body and its work, the avoidance
of excess of every kind—in food, drink, sex-relations, sleep,
work, exercise; it requires courtesy and good manners,
manners which are nicely fitted to the varied occasions of
life. The self-restraint and urbanity of good breeding is a
valnable social asset, and 1t forms part of the control

of the body.

CueerrurNess and ConTent are of great importance,
alike as being the condition of happiness for the individual,
and as shedding happiness on all who surround him.
Content implies belief in the Good Law, in the justice
and love of God; it diminishes inevitable suffering, and
deprives misfortune of its sting. Truly says the wise
King of Israel: “ A merry heart doeth good like a medicine,” *
and: ‘“ A merry heart maketh a cheerful countenance; but
by sorrow of the heart the spirit is broken.”® KEven under

1 Proverbds, xvii. 22.
3 Ibid. xv. 13,
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favorable circumstances, the discontented is unhappy, while
even in the midst of trials the contented is bright and
peaceful. Who does not know the difference felt on the
entry of a person who is like a ray of sunshine, and of
one who is “a wet blanket ” ? Unselfishness makes cheerfulness
while selfishness breeds gloom. “Let one who desires
happiness be controlled, and take refuge in perfect conteut ;
content is verily the root of happiness, the opposite the
root of sorrow.’?

HarMLEssNEsS is the characteristic of the man who is
growing towards perfection, the man who is “the friend
of every creature ”. This has ever been the mark of the
greatest Teachers of mankind; “ Holy, harmless, undefiled,”
is the description of the Christ given in the Epistle to
the Hebrews ;> “ Having compassion on creatures,” is said of
the Buddha;® ¢ Harmlessness 1is the highest duty” de-
clared Bhigshma.® Such harmless Beings, the embodiments
of love, carry a benediction in their very presence; hurting
none, injuring none, protecting all, they go to the Peack.

ANNIE BESANT

The race of mankind would perish, did they cease to aid
each other. From the time that the mother binds the child’s
head, till the moment that some kind assistant wipes the
death-damp from the brow of the dying, we cannot exist
without mutual help. All, therefore, that need aid, have a
right to ask it from their fellow-mortals; no one who holds
the power of granting, can refuse it without guilt.

SiR WALTER SCOTT

1 Manusmyts, iv. 12.

2 Loc-cit. vii. 26.

8 Dhammilkusugte, 3.

¢ Mahabharafe, Anushasana Parva, cxiv.
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youth 1s lying half asleep, half awake, on a grassy
blank sloping down to a rippling brooklet. His
face is perplexed, even anxious, the reflex of his troubled
mind. He is the son of a wealthy and powerful family,
helonging to the priesthood, the * Priesthood of the Mid-
night Sun,” bowed to the service of the Gods of the
Nether World, whom the priests sought in the gloom of
night, in dark earth-caverns opening into passages that
led down, down, into unknown depths.

At this time, the great civilised nations of Atlantis
had drawn into two opposed camps: the one, looking to
the ancient City of the Golden Gate as their sacred met-
ropolis, maintained the traditional worship of their race,
the worship of the Sun—the Sun in the beauty of his
rising, clad in the bright colors of the dawning, encircled
with the radiant youths and maidens of his court; the
Sun in the zenith of his glory, the blazing strength of
his mid-heaven, scattering abroad his brilliant rays of life
and heat; the Sun in the splendid couch of his sefting,
touching into rarest softest hues the clouds he left as
promise of his return. The people worshipped him with

choral dances, with incense and with flowers, with joyous
songs, and with offerings of gold and gems, with laughter
and with minstrelsy, with joyous games and sports. Over
these children of the Blazing Sun the White Emperor bore
rule, and his race had for long millennia held unchalleng-
ed sway. But gradually the outlying kingdoms, raled by
his lieutenants, had become independent, and they were
beginning to join together into a Federation, rallying
ronnd & man who had appeared among them, a remark-
able but sinister figure,
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This man, Oduarpa by name, ambitious and crafty by
nature, had realised that, in order to give stability to
the Federation and to make head against the White Em-
peror, it was necessary to call to his aid the resources of
the darker magic, to make compact with the denizens of
the Nether World, and to establish a worship which
would attract the people by its sensuous pleasures, and
by the weird unholy powers it placed within the rgach
of its adepts. He had himself, by such compact, extended
his life over an abnormal period, and had rendered him-
self impervious to spear or sword-thrust by materialising
a metallic coating over his body, which turned weapons
aside as would a shirt of mail. He almed at supreme
power, and was in a fair way to reach it, and he dream-

ed of himself as sitting crowned in the palace of the
City of the Golden Gate.

The father of our youth was among the most intimate
of his friends, and privy to his most secret designs, and
both hoped that the lad would devote himself to the for-
warding of their ambitions. But the youth had dreams
and hopes of his own, nourished silently within his own
heart; he had seen in the visions of the night the state-
ly figure of a captain of the White Emperor, had gazed into
his deep compelling eyes, had heard, as from afar, his
words: “Mazpa, thou art mine, of my people, and surely
thou shalt come to me, and know thyself as mine. Pledge
not thyself to mine enemies, thou who art mine.” And
he had vowed himself his subject as vassal to his lord.

Of this was Mazpa thinking, as he lay musing by
the stream. For another influence was playing upon him,
and his blood ran hotly in his veins. Ill-pleased at this
indifference to their worship—nay, at his shrinking from
it, even in its outward rites of animal sacrifice and poured-
out oblations of strong drink—his father and Oduarpa
had conceived the plan of drawing him into the secret

mysteries by the allurements of a maiden, dark and
beauteous as the midnight sky star-studded, who loved him
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deeply, but had so far failed to win his young heart
with her charms. Between her dusky brilliant eyes and
his half-fascinated gaze would float the splendid face
of his wvision, and he would hear again the thrilling
whisper : “ Thou art mine.”

At length, however, she had so far won him-—per-
suaded to the task by her mother, a veritable witch-hag,
who had told her that thus alone might she gain his love
—as to obtain from him a promise that he would accom-
pany her to the underground caves in which the magic-
al rites were performed, which drew the denizens of the
Nether World from their retreats, and gained from them
the forbidden knowledge which changed the human into
the animal form, thus giving opportunity for free play to
the passions of the brute hidden in man, passions of lust
and slaughter. Cyndaka had played upon his heart with
skill taught by her own passion, and had fanned his in-
difference into fire, not enduring, indeed, but warm while
it lasted. And to-day the passion was hot upon him, and
the power of her allurements swayed him. For she had
just left him, after coaxing him to promise to meet her
after sunset near the caverns where the mysteries were
performed, and he was struggling between his longing
to follow her, and his repulsion from the guessed-at scenes
in which he would be expected to take part. The sun
sank below the horizon and the sky darkened while still
Mazpa lay musing; with a shudder he started to his feet,
but now his mind was made up, and he turned his steps
towards the rendezvous.

To his surprise a considerable company was gathered
at the spot; his father was there with his priestly friends,
and Cyndaka with a crescent moon on her head, the sign
of the bride, and a band of maidens round her, all clad
in gauzy star-spangled raiment through which the brown
lithe limbs gleamed duskily; a band of youths of his own

age, among whom he recognised his nearest friends, were

also waiting, with spotted skins of animals for raiment,
4
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and light cymbals which they clashed as they danced
round him like fauns.

“ Hail, Mazpa !” they cried, “ favorite of the dark Sun,
child of the Night! See where thy Moon and her Stars
await thee. But first thou must win her from us, her
defenders.”

Suddenly she was whirled away in the midst of the
dancers and vanished in the darkness of the cavern yawn-
ing wide in front, and Mazpa was seized, stripped of his
garments, a skin like that of the rest thrown over him,
and intoxicated, maddened, he fled in her pursuit, amid
laughter and cheers: “ Hey! young hunter, be swift, lest
the hounds pull down thy deer!?”

After a few minutes Mazpa, with the shouting crowd
at his heels, had raced through the outer caverns, and
had reached & vast hall, blazing with crimson light. In
the midst rose a huge canopy, red in color and studded
with great carbuncles, that tossed back the light like
splashes of fiery blood; beneath the canopy a copper
throne, inlaid with gold, and before it a yawning gulf,
out of which flashed tongues of flame, lurid and roaring.
Heavy clouds of strange incense filled the air, intoxicating,
maddening.

The rush swept him onwards, and he was caught up
into a wild tumultuous whirl of dancers, who shouted,
yelled, sprang into the air in wild bounds, circling round
the canopied throne, and crying: “Oduarpa! Oduarpa!
Come, we are craving for thee!”

A low roll of thunder crept muttering round the
cavern, growing louder and louder, and ending in a tremend-
ous clap just over head; the flames leapt up, and amid
them rose the mighty form of Oduarpa, steel-grey in his
magic sheathing, stern, majestic, with his face grave, even
sad as that of a fallen Archangel, but strong with un-
bending pride and iron resolution. He took his seat on
the throne, where he sat throughout all that followed silent
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and sombre, taking no part in the riot; he waved his
hand, and the mad orgy recommenced, the wildest dancers
bathing in the flames which lapped over the edges of the
gulf, and tossed themselves into the air. Mazpa had
caught sight of Cyndaka in the midst of the youths
and the girls, and he raced, mad with excitement, 1n
her direction; she eluded him, her escort baffled him, he
touched her only to see her whirled out of his reach.
At last, panting, wild, he made a desperate rush, and
the escort fled with screams of laughter, each youth with

a girl, and he leapt on Cyndaka and clasped her in his
arms.

Wilder and wilder grew the revel; slaves bearing
huge pitchers of strong drink appeared, accompanied by
others with goblets. Madness of drink was added to madness
of motion, and the lurid lights sank low into twilight of
redness.

* * * * * * * * * *

But see! out of the passage whence emerged Oduarpa,
comes & wild procession; hairy bipeds, long-armed and
claw-footed, with animals’ heads, and manes streaming
over shoulders, horrent, appalling, non-human yet horribly
human. They hold in their clawlike hands phials and
boxes, and as they mingle with the wildest dancers they
give these to the revellers most mad with drink and
lust. These smear over their limbs the ointment in the
boxes, drink the contents of the phials, and lo! they
drop senseless, huddled on the ground, but from each
huddled heap there springs an animal form, snarling,
ravening, and vanishes from the cavern into the darkness
of the outside night.

The bright Gods help the wayfarers who meet
these bedevilled astral materalisations, fierce and con-
gcienceless as animals, cruel and crafty as men! But
the bright Gods are sleeping, and only the hosts of
the Midmght Sun, ghosts, goblins, and all evil things
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‘are abroad. The creatures return, their jaws dripping
with blood, their hides draggled with filth, ere morning
dawns, and crouching on the huddled forms on the floor

of the cavern sink into them and disappear.

Such orgies as these were held from time to time,
Oduarpa using them to increase his hold upon the peo-
ple, and he established similar rites at many places,
making himself the central figure in all, becoming a veritable
object of worship, and gradually welding the people together
in allegiance to himself, until he became the acknowledged
Emperor. His relations with the inhabitants of the Nether
World—called in latter days the “Kingdom of Pan” —
gave him much additional power, and he had trusted
lieutenants, bound to him by their common knowledge of,
and participation in, the ghastly abominations of that realm
—ever prompt to carry out his commands.

He finally succeeded in assembling a very large
army and began his march against the White Emperor,
directing his course towards the City of the Golden Gate.
He hoped to overawe and conquer, not only by fair assault
of arms, but by the terror that would be spread by his
hellish allies, and the ghastly transformations of the black
wizards into animal forms. He himself had a body-guard
of magic animals round him, powerful desire-forms materi-
alised into physical bodies, who guarded him and devour-
ed any who approached him with hostile intent. When a
battle was raging, and the issue doubtful, Oduarpa would
suddenly loose against his foes his horde of demoniacal
allies, who would rush into the fray, tearing with teeth
and claws, and spread panic among the startled hosts,
When his enemies broke into flight, he would send these
swift demons in pursuit, and the troops of wizards would
likewise take animal forms, gorging themselves on the
bodies of the slain. |

Thus he fought his way onwards, till he came near
the City of the Golden Gate, where the last army of the
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White Emperor lay embattled. Mazpa had fought as a
soldier in the army, partly under a spell, and yet awake
enough to be sick at heart at his surroundings, and
Cyndaka with other ladies had accompanied the camp.
The day of the decisive battle dawned; the imperial army
was led by the White Emperor himself, and the right wing
of the army was under the command of his most trusted
captain, Yoapa. During the preceding night, Mazpa had
been visited once more by his early vision, and had heard
the well-loved voice: “ Mazpa, thou art fighting against
thy true lord, and to-morrow wilt thou meet me, face to
face. Break thou thy rebel sword and yield thee to me;
thon shalt die by my side, and it shall be well.”

And so indeed it happed. For in the fierce shock of
battle, as the imperial troops were giving way, the
Emperor slain, Mazpa saw, struggling gallantly against
overwhelming odds, the face of his vision, the captain
Yoapa. With a cry he sprang forward, breaking his
sword in two, and catching up a spear, he threw himself
at Yoapa’s back, fiercely thrusting through a soldier who
struck at Yoapa from behind. At that moment Oduarpa
charged uwp, mad with fary, and struck Yoapa down,
and with a cry that rang across the field, he summoned
Cyndaka, by swift spell changing her into a fierce animal,
which rushed with bared fangs at Mazpa, fainting from
loss of blood. But in the very act, the love which had
been her life cried out from Cyndaka’s soul, and wrought
her rescue! for its strong flow changed into loving
woman the form of ravening hate, and with a dying
kiss on Mazpa’s dying face she breathed away her life.

And that night, while yet the human animals roamed
over the battle-field, devouring aund snarling, Oduarpa,
enthroned on a pile of corpses, was crowned KEmperor

of the City of the Golden Gate.
ANNIE BESANT




SAVED BY A GHOST

CHAPTER 1

EXPLANATORY

Victor King-Norman, am an old man now, and the
¢ ovents of my boyhood, of which I am about to
write, lie half-a-century behind me. But even now it is
painful to recall them, and I should not have disinterred
them from the grave of time and renewed their vivid
sensations, but for a request from a Theosophical leader
whose wish i1s law to me. In obedience to that command
I tell my tale, suppressing only the true names of some
of the actors in the drama.

My father, Norman King-Norman, had been a man of
considerable reputation in London in his youth, in the
days of King William IV of somewhat inglorious memory.
After he married my mother he disappeared altogether
from the London firmament of which he had been a
luminary, and lived all the year round at Norman Hall,
his ancestral home in the north country.

When railways began to be heard of, he was keenly
interested in them, foresaw a magnificent future for them,
and invested much of his fortune in them. When I was
thirteen years of age he had become the leading director
of a certain railway then in course of construction in
South America, and in connexion with it he found it
necessary to visit that continent—a much more serious
voyage in those days of paddle-wheel steamers than it is
now.

He took with him his family, consisting of my mother,
myself, and my younger brother Gerald—a child of about
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seven years. We took a house at the seaport town which
was the terminus of the railway, and resided there during
the greater part of our stay in the country ; but my
father’s business frequently took him into the interior, to
the unfinished part of the line. I believe that the con-
tractors found themselves unable for some reason to carry
on the work, and that consequently my father, on behalf
of the Company, practically took the completion of the
line out of their hands ; at any rate, whether I am
correct as to the business details or not, I know that
after the first few months his absences from the town
were frequent and prolonged. On several of these expedi-
tions I was, to my great delight, permitted to accompany
him ; and once, on the memorable occasion whose history
I am about to relate, my little brother Gerald was also
allowed to join the party. The mother’s anxious eye had
detected—or she fancied so—some slight sign of diminished
strength in the little boy ; and it was thought that the
entire change of life involved in a few days camping-out
“up country” would be beneficial to him.

Before 1 can make my story intelligible to those who
have not lived in South America, it will be necessary for
me briefly to explain the social condition of that marvel-
lous continent. There are—or were at the time of which
I speak—four principal races among the inhabitants of
that part of the country in which lies the scene of my
tale. First came the descendants of the Spanish and
Portuguese conquerors—a haughty, indolent race; a race
courtly and hospitable, by no means without its good
qualities, but yet one whose strongest characteristic was

an immeasurable contempt (or the affectation of it) for all
other races whatsoever.

Next came the Red Indians—the earlier lords of the
soil ; of these many ftribes had adopted a kind of
squalid semi-civilisation, but many others were still savages

untamed and untamable—men who regarded work of any
kind as the deepest degradation—who hated the white
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man with a traditional, unrelenting hatred, and (strange
though it may seem) more than reciprocated the bound-
less contempt of the blue-blooded hidalgo of Spain. It
will no doubt be incomprehensible to many of us that a
half-naked savage can entertain any other feeling than
envy for our superior civilisation, however much he may
dislike us ; but I can only say that the quite genune
and unaffected feeling of the Red Indian towards the
white man is pure and unmitigated contempt. It is not
flattering to our self-love, but it is absolutely true for
all that; and an uncomfortable suspicion will sometimes
creep in that there are aspects of the case in which his
feeling is—well, not so very unreasonable.

Third came the Negro race—no inconsiderable portion
of the population, and chiefly in a state of slavery,
though the Government was doing all in its power to
remove that curse from its territories ; and last and worst
came what were called the half-breeds or half-castes—a
mixed race which seemed, as mixed races sometfimes do,
to combine all the worst qualities of both its parent
stocks. Indian, Spaniard, and Negro alike despised them ;
and they in turn regarded all alike with a virulent hatred.
So strong were these feelings that, when it came to enlist-
ment in the army, the other races absolutely declined to
serve in the same regiment with the half-castes, and these
people therefore had to be drafted into regiments by
themselves, so that there existed in the army regiments

of both types, and their feelings towards each other were
decidedly uniriendly.

At the time when my story begins these feelings of
scarcely-veiled hostility had at last broken out into actual
warfare. I forget what was made the excuse for the
outbreak ; some orders which were given to the half-caste
regiments offended their dignity in some way, and there
was an open mutiny. Four of these regiments marched
off under the leadership of a man named Martinez, an
officer, not without a certain amount of ability, but bear-
ing an atrociously bad reputation. He was popularly
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credited with having broken over and over again every
commandment in the decalogue; but whether all this was
trne or fabulous, 1t was at least certain that he was a
man of vicious temper and abominable cruelty. Neverthe-
less he was said to be a good though unscrupulous leader,
and there was a certain dash about him which made
men of his own race follow him.

The affair ought to have been nothing but a petty
mutiny quickly suppressed, and indeed that was what the
Government wished us to believe with regard to it. The
Government of any South American State is usually in a
rather precarious condition, and most of its subjects are
generally ready on very slight provocation to make an
attempt to overturn it ; so the disaffection spread and
became quite a rebellion. In the part of the country
where we were, little was known of the movements of the
insurgents ; and, as I have said, it was the policy of the
Government to minimise the whole affair and assure us
that it was quite unimportant. Later, when everything
was over, it transpired that Martinez had concocted a plot
of considerable ingenuity, and had contrived by all kinds
of specious promises to induce several of the savage
Indian tribes to join him. The two parties to this precious
conspiracy were each playing false with the other; the
idea of the half-breeds was to utilise the Indians to help
them to massacre the whites, and then to turn upon their
partners and murder them in turn, and thus consolidate
their power. The idea of the Red Indians on the other
hand was that they could utilise the mutinous regiments
to help them to drive the white men into the sea, after
which it would be quite easy to massacre the half-breeds,
and so regain the country for themselves.

It never occurred to us that any danger from the
insurgents could menace our little expedition into the
interior. Whatever fighting there was, was going on some
hundreds of miles to the south, and the whole of our
part of the country was perfectly free from it. But

6
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nevertheless we were destined to see much more of the
struggle than we wanted, as my story will presently show.

The railway line ran through great tracts of primeval
forest ; and a South American forest is like no other in
the world. Trees two hundred feet high and wide-spread-
ing in proportion, literally one mass of blazing color ;
domes of blue or scarlet or orange, and great creepers,
thick' as a man’s leg, hanging from tree to tree, extend-
ing often for hundreds of feet, and covered with flowers
even more splendid than those of the trees themselves.
It was a favorite game with “the children to choose each
one of these giant creepers, and fry in spite of its
entanglements to trace it out to its end—the boy who
had chosen the longest creeper being of course the winner.
It was a veritable fairyland, unequalled in its marvellous
beauty, but much too thickly inhabited for human comfort.

Precisely because men are so few, the non-human
inhabitants flourish to a degree unknown elsewhere, and a
large proportion of them are dangerous to man. Splendid
creatures, many of them, but distinctly uncomfortable neigh-
bors. The jaguar, more beautiful and kingly-looking even
than the royal tiger of India, but equally dangerous; the
boa-constrictor, the largest snake in the world, often thirty
feet long and as thick as a man’s thigh; the alligator, deadly
as the shark of the ocean, swarming in every river and
pool ; all these and many other creatures make the con-
ditions of human life somewhat arduous in those marvel-
lous South American forests.

Full of birds, too, are they, alive with colors equalling
those of the flowers; parrots of all kinds; huge scream-
ing macaws, painted crudely and gorgeously in scarlet and
blue and yellow; tiny humming-birds, no larger than the
humble-bee, but glowing with ruby and emerald Ilike
actual living jewels; hundreds of varieties all resplendent
in hue, but songless, except for the deep ringing bell-like
note of the campanero; all kinds of strange-looking crea-
tures, wondrous in color but always with something bizarre
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about them, something unlike what is seen in any other
land.

But it is the insect world above all others which
forces itself upon the attention of a visitor, and usually
unpleasantly. The tarantula and the scorpion are its
aristocracy—not properly insects at all; huge ants, in
countless millions, which start out upon mysterious migra-
tions and turn aside for nothing; chigoes, uncomfortable
little creatures which get under one’s toe-nails and lay
tiny little bags full of eggs, which have to be cut out
by the servants each evening before one goes to bed.
Assuredly the insect world is ever with us, and we usually

wish that i1t was not.

Nevertheless, there was little of danger about our
invagion of these primeval forests, for we were undertak-
ing it under unusually favorable conditions. The small
army of laborers who were working at the end of the
line gave us the advantage of company. None of the
larger wild beasts would come into the neighborhood of
so great a crowd of men, and we learnt by dire experi-
ence how to deal with the smaller beasts. Along with us
as a kind of valet and general guardian came our faith-
ful negro servant Tito. He had been presented to us as
a slave, but we had freed him, and consequently he was

overflowing with gratitude.

The railway was & mere trench cut through the
forest, almost in a straight line, for at this stage no
intermediate station had as yet been erected, and though
it passed in the neighborhood of several villages none of
them were actually in sight from it, so there was no-
thing to prevent a clear run. I remember on one occasion,
a few weeks before that of which I am writing, I had
myself a very exciting experience on that same line.
One day, when we were away at the end of the line
just seventy-five miles from the terminus, news reached
us through the arrival of a brother of one of the laborers
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that very serious defalcations had taken place in the
office at the terminus, and that the defaulting -cashier
was departing with his plander by a certain steamer bound
for Europe, which was due to start on that very day.
The news arrived just an hour before the time for the
sailing of the mail-steamer, and my father was in despair
as to what to do. There were no telegraphs in those
days, and a runner would take thirty hours to cover
the distance, even going along the newly-made railway line.

We had an engine with us, but it was what 1s
called a contractor’s engine, not built for any high
speeds; and even so, its regular driver was down that
day with fever, and the young lad who was in charge
of it, though he managed well enough to pull a few
tracks up and down, was quite incapable of trying a
record run with 1it. My father did not know how to
manage the locomotive, and besides, it would have been
a very serious matter for him to leave just then; but
fortunately I, with a boy’s fancy for machinery, had
learnt to understand the engine pretty well, and had driven
it many times, though only for short distances.

I at once offered to try to make the run in time to
stop the steamer, and somehow felt certain that I could
do it, although my father thought it quite impossible.
Moments were flying, however, and there was little time
to discuss the matter, so he consented to my making
the attempt, though he thought it foredoomed to failure.
The engine had steam up, and a few moments sufficed
to load it with coal, and make sure that its tanks were
full; and then off I started, with the boy who had
previously driven the engine as a fireman. The run was
a most exciting one; I pushed that engine to its utmost
speed, and it was fortunate for me that on the whole
the line was fairly straight, for I was in no mood to
slacken much for curves. Suffice it to say that I did

the distance in the time, though I arrived with the
plates of the engine red-hot.
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As soon as we reached the terminus, I jumped off
and rushed up to the signal-tower on the hill, the
official in charge of which was well known to me; and
thankful I was to see the mail-steamer still lying in the
bay, though she was even already getting up her
anchors. Under my instructions, my friend the official
at once ran up a signal imperatively calling upon the
steamer to wait. Meantime I ran down the hill to the
port aunthorities, and very soon a boat with quite an
imposing array of police and other officials was being
rowed out rapidly towards the steamer. These port
officials knew my father well as the consignee of large
cargoes of rails and other materials, and so when once I
reached the place my task was an easy one. Even the
captain of the steamer knew me, and when he under-
stood the gravity of the emergency he forgave me for
delaying him. The defaulting cashier was at once arrested
in spite of his excited protests, and haled ashore to
prison, all the money being duly recovered. I believe I
considerably damaged that engine by reckless over-
driving; but the amount at stake was large enough to
condone that triflihg irregularity.

It was my father’s custom to have a small wooden
cabin built for him out at the end of the line, and
live in it for a few days until the line had been con-
structed to a point which he found inconveniently far
from it. Then he would have another similar cabin
erected a little further along. Wood was so abundant
that it was not worth while to carry the logs from one
such halting place to another, even though it was only
a few miles further on. There were generally plenty of
logs lying on the ground, so some trees could be quickly
chopped down and a new cabin put up at the cost of
very little labor. The usual plan was to choose logs
perhaps a foot in diameter and split them in half
longitudinally, and in this way a rough hut was made
quite strong enough to keep out any wild beasts known
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in that country, though there were of course many
cracks between the logs, through which came plenty of
light and air. Generally such a cabin was made without
a window, but with a rough door—a door which had no
hinges, but was kept in its place during the night by a
heavy wooden bar which prevented it from falling inwards.
In the daytime the door was laid aside and the empty
place served as a window. My father had a rough
table for his office work, and we sat about on stumps or
lay on the floor, as fancy dictated.

CHAPTER 11
ATTACKED BY THE INDIANS

On the day on which my story begins, this hut
happened to be erected at ome end of a sort of glade
or open place in the forest. Behind and on each side of the
hut, the forest was mnot more than twenty yards away, but
in front of its door the glade sloped gently down to the
banks of a little stream perhaps & hundred and fifty yards
away. Away beyond that stream, but concealed from view
from the hut by great clumps of trees and a rise in the
ground, was the (end for the time being) of the railway,
where a crowd of men were busily working. The men
usually took a short siesta in the middle of the day,
according to the custom of the country, and we sometimes
tried to do so too; but, not being used to it, I at least
could never get to sleep. This siesta was still in progress,
though if I recollect rightly, it was about the time of
its conclusion. My father sat writing at his table; I lay
on the floor reading a story, and little Gerald was play-
ing some childish game away in a corner. The servant Tito
was away about some of his work; at any rate he was
not in the cabin or visible from it.

Suddenly the quiet of tropical noon was broken
by a volley of rifle-shots—a most astounding pheno-
menon, for so far as we Lknew there was not a
rifle except our own within fifty miles at least. We
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sprang to our feet, and my father went to the door
and looked out down the glade. As I have said,
the spot where the men were working was mnot actually
visible from our door; so, as there was nothing unusual
to be seen, my father took his rifle from the corner
where it leaned, and started to see what was the matter.
I snatched up my rifle also—for I also had one; in that
wild country even little Gerald never went out without
his tiny revolver struck in his belt, and I habitually
carried a brace of Colts, and took a rifle with me
whenever I went out for a walk. Aund these precautions were
by no means unnecessary, for, to say nothing of human
inhabitants, dangerous wild animals came down quite close
to the houses even on the outskirts of the town. Why,
one morning I saw—but that is another story, as Rudyard
Kipling so often says. '

We were hardly outside the door when one of our
laborers appeared from behind the clump of trees near
the stream, running wildly. When he saw us he uttered
a shout, but we could not understand what he said,
and before he had time to speak again another rifle-shot
rang out, and he threw wup his arms and fell dead.
Immediately there burst into view at the bottom of the
glade a great crowd of painted savages, who waved their
weapons and emitted blood-curdling yells. Several shots
were fired at us, but fortunately we were untouched, and
we at once refired into the hut and put the door into
its place, slipping in the heavy bar behind it. Then quite
calmly my father remarked to me, as I stood there with
my rifle still in my hand:

“You take the crack to the left of the door, and
I will take this on the right. Rifles first; then pistols.

We must kill as many as we can before they can reach
the hut. BSteady, now; we cannot afford to miss.”

We had not then the quick-firing guns of the present day ;

but still ten of those Red Indians fell before they had come more
than half-way up the rise. Some word of command was
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shouted, and in an instant they dashed imto cover at
each side of the glade, and for the moment disappeared
from our sight. Still watching through the crack, my
father said :

“This gives us a moment’s respite. Load again;
have everything ready, and all your ammunition where
you can reach it in a moment. They will be on us
again directly.”

“ But, father,” said I, ‘“who are they, and what is
it all about, and why do they come here attacking us in
this mad way? We have done them no harm.”

“1 don’t know, my boy,” he said; “and, as far as

I can see, it does not seem very likely that we ever
shall know, because whatever they want, and however
they come here, we cannot hope to hold this place against
a crowd like that; and all that we can do is to sell
our lives as dearly as possiblee. We are a hundred miles
from the nearest help, and long before it can get here
they will have disposed of us. I should not care for
that, but that we have little Gerald with us., Why in
the world did I bring him just this time and no other?
and then thvs must happen!”

“What do you suppose has become of the men—
the laborers?” said I.

“They must have been all killed,” replied my father,
“in that volley that we heard. That is clear, because if
any were left they would certainly have run in this
direction, to try to take refuge with us.”

“But I do not see why they should kill them, or
why they come after us,” I objected.

“No,” said my father, “I do not understand it
either; but at least this is certain, that they are in
their war-paint, and that always means they have started
out with the intention to kill, and that they will fight
to the death. No one can tell the reasons on which
these barbarians act.”
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At this moment we were interrupted by another loud
yell, and the whole band of savages, who had oome
closer to us under cover of the forest, rushed out upon
us simultaneously from both sides. Man after man fell,
but they dashed up to the hut bravely enough, and
threw themselves against the door. Fortunately the bar
held, and, as they soon saw that they could do nothing
to us, and were absolutely exposed to our fire, with
another great shout they dashed back again into shelter.

So far we had escaped unhurt, while quite a number
of corpses lay round the hut, for even little Gerald had
taken his part bravely, and had shot at least two of the
savages, besides wounding another. On my side one fierce-
looking fellow had thrust the muzzle of his rifle through
one of the cracks. I leaped to one side, seized it just
as he discharged it, and fired my revolver over it straight
into the face of its owner, who fell back with a groan,
leaving the rifle projecting through the crack.

His shot filled the hut with smoke, but otherwise did
us no harm. When they had fled into the woods 1
wanted to unbolt the door in order to take in that rifle,
but my father would not allow it, saying that the Indians
were certainly watching us from the woods, and that it
would be an unnecessary exposure. Also he pointed out
that the rifle would be of no use to us, even after we
got it, as we were already armed and our ammunition
would not fit 1t. It was a queer old muzzle-loader,
fired with a percussion cap, and would certainly, as my
father said, have been of no use to us; yet I relinquished
that trophy with great reluctance, even though I knew
quite well that the probabilities were that we should
never live to exhibit it to anybody. So we pushed the
rifle out, and let it fall among the bodies outside.

We had repulsed the attack, certainly, and so far
we were unhurt, while the enemy had suffered consider-

able loss. We had gained but a barren victory, however,
6

.
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and' we were under no illusions as to the gravity of our
situation. We had with us a fair supply of ammunition,
and, entrenched as we were, behind—not boards, but—
heavy logs which were bullet-proof, we wmight possibly
hold our own against another such attack or even several
such, though a .chance bullet might at any moment find
its way through a crack and lay one of us low. But
we had no food whatever (save, 1 think, half a box of
biscuits) ; and, worse still, we had only a half-emptied
bottle of water. Our meals were under ordinary circum-
stances cooked for ws by the missing Tito, buat his
primitive culinary arrangements were usually made out in
the open or under a tree, and such stores of food as we
had with us were kept with other stores down in the
sheds near the railway line, so that if the savages chose
simply to sit down and besiege us, there could be only
one end to the affair.

Our conversation, as may be imagined, was not very
“hopeful. One thing alone seemed to occupy my father’s
mind—regret that he had brought my younger brother
into this terrible position, and sorrow for the shock that
the little boy’s inevitable death must produce upon his
loving mother. We speculated ceaselessly as to why
these Indians were attacking us, and (more practically)
as to what they were likely to do next, though
the answers to these questions could hardly have been
of any great importance to us. Whatever were their
reasons, that they were going to kill us seemed certain.
There appeared to be not the slightest loop-hole of escape,
and absolutely the only thing that we could do on our
side was to make the inevitable result as difficult for
them as possible, and to exact from them as heavy a
price for their victory as lay in our power.

Now ensued a long period of waiting, which was
far more trying to our nerves (to mine at least) than
the exciting time of the attack. All was silent in the
forest around us, but unfortunately we knew well that
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that silence did not indicate that the Indians had
abandoned us. After a long time, indeed, we heard a
sound of chopping, and marvelled much what our enemies
might be doing. Presently we discovered the meaning of
the sound, for quite suddenly—in a flash, as it were—
the silence changed into a pandemonium of sound, the
savages rushing yelling upon the hut once more, madly
and uselessly discharging their rifles at it as they ran
forward. As before, we fired as rapidly as we could,
and had already accounted for several of the attacking
party, when my father shouted across to me:

“ Here, this way. Aim only at those men with the log.”

Then I saw that six or eight of the Indians were
carrying between them a huge log, which they evidently
intended to wuse as a Dbattering-ram to break in our
door, which no doubt with so great a weight they
could easily have done. But, though they had only some
twenty yards to bring the thing, it did not reach us;
my father’s quick grasp of their intention foiled their
plan for this time, at any rate, for we concentrated the
fire of our revolvers upon those who were bearing the
tree-trunk, and when they had gone half the distance
already half of them were down, and the remainder
found the weight too great for them. Others sprang
forward bravely to take their places, but they were too
late to catch the falling log, and when once it lay on
the ground it was death for any man to approach it.
Once more our assailants broke " and fled in confusion.
Once more we were left to exult over a temporary

victory, and quite a pile of bodies lay upon and around
their battering-ram.

This time, however, we had had the narrowest of
escapes, for while my father and I were concentrating
our attention upon those who surrounded the battering-
ram, another plumed warrior had crept to the back of
the hut, thrust the muzzle of his gun through a. erack,
and fired it at us from behind. He missed us, though
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but by a hairs breadth, and we found the bullet after-
wards, embedded in one of the logs by the door. Our
little Gerald had seen him and fired at him; indeed it
is probable that it was his shrill shout of warning which

deflected the Indian’s aim. Gerald reported that he had
not killed the man, but only wounded him, for though

he staggered back and seemed badly hurt, he was yet
able to crawl off into the forest. Our foes had lost
heavily in their three attempts to ocapture us, but we
knew that that would make them all the more determined
that we should on no account escape.

Now there began for us a period of the most trying
suspense. Hour after hour passed by, and nothing whatever
occurred. , We could not hope that they had given up
their prey; we knew well enough that their chiefs had
been dismayed by the slaughter of their men, and that
they had decided to wait until darkness gave them a
better opportunity. For myself, I know that I wished
that they would attack us again, that they would continue
attacking wus, for anything seemed to me to be better
than that dreadful wailting for certain death. Of course
we speculated as to where poor Tito was, and how they
had killed him; as to how the attack upon the workmen
had been arranged; and what had happened to the
foreman, a big powerful Scotchman, who must surely have
been taken unawares, or he would have contrived to give
a good account of almost any number of the savages.
We thought of the mother at home and wondered whether
any news of our fate would ever reach her, considering
that there seemed to be no one left to tell the tale.

We were, I believe, what would be called religious
people, yet I do mnot recollect that at this crisis of our
fate we talked much about religious subjects. . Once only,
so far as I remember, did my father refer to such
matters. .

“Well, boys,” he said, “you are young to have to
die like this, before you have seen unything of life, and
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I am sorry that I brought you with me. But it is no
use being sorry; and who could have foreseen this?
But remember we are in God’s hands, and nothing can
happen to us without His knowledge; and whatever
is His wil for us, somehow or other that is the best
for ns, and if we die bravely, as Englishmen should,
you may be sure that somehow we are serving Him
in doing it, and when we meet Him hereafter it will
matter very little when or how we died, will it?”

And I think that, young as we were, we were in-
spired by his example, and we were chiefly comforted by
the thought that at least we were dying together.

Time wore on, and at last the quick darkness of the
tropics fell upon wus. I think the strain of waiting had
told upon us all. I know that I had several times caught
myself nodding, and I think that little Gerald was, for a
time at least, sound asleep; but my father never relaxed
his watch for a moment. When the darkness had fallen,
and the sounds of the tropical night were all around us,
he gave us a few words of kindly encouragement, and
for the first time made a suggestion which seemed to
be inspired by the faintest gleam of hope.

“ Boys,” he said, “I do not know what they are
doing, but if they do not show themselves soon I shall
open the door as silently as possible, and we will try to
slip off among the trees.”

“But,” I objected, “surely, father, they will be watch-
ing us on all rides.”

“Yes,” sald my father, “most likely they are, but at
least there is just a chance that we might get through.

At the worst, if we fail, they can only kill us, and that
is certainly what will happen to us if we stay here.”

When he said this I was all on fire to try the ex-
periment at once; but then came to me the awful
thought that perhaps we might not all escape, but that
one of us wmight be killed; and suppose that one should
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be my father, what then should Gerald and I do? Or
suppose it should be little Gerald, what use would my
life be to me? I said nothing of these thoughts, but
my enthusiasm for the plan was damped.

However, our ferocious enemies gave us no opportunity
of putting it into execution. Suddenly out of the dark-
ness came something like a stream of fire, and then 1n
rapid succession another and another, and it seemed as
though they fell upon the roof of our hut. For a moment
we could not imagine what they were, but very soon the
ingenuity of the savages dawned upon us. Though the
walls of our hut were made of heavy half-logs deeply
set in the ground, it was thatched only with palm-leaves.
Our enemies had observed that vulnerable point, and were
shooting on to the roof flaming arrows wrapped round
with cotton steeped in oil. In a few moments our roof
was in a blaze, the hut was filled with blinding smoke,
and the flaming fragments were falling all about us. We
had to spring upon these fragments and stamp them out,
or we should have been roasted to death; and while
we were thus fighting for our lives with the flames, the
Indians ran to where their battering-ram had fallen, pick-
ed it up and charged with it. With a tremendous crash
the door and its bar broke from their supports, and in
a moment we were surrounded by our foes. We could
hardly see through the smoke, but already most of the
burning thatch had fallen, and the onrush of the savages
trampled out the flames.

“ Back to back,” my father shouted, and in a moment
somehow he and I and little Gerald were together in the

centre of the hut, in the midst of an evil-smelling mass
of red men, who seemed to be charging upon us
simultaneously from all sides. Even then our pistols rang
out, and I know that one or two at least went down
upon my side; but I received a heavy blow upon the
head from behind, and then I knew no more for a
while of what was happening.
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After a time (how long a time I have no means
of knowing) I came to myself again; but, as it seems
to me in trying to remember it, only very slowly and
confusedly. At first I was oonscious of a vague sense
of pain, of a curious persistent jolting and a strong de-
sire that the jolting would stop, and let me be at peace.

It continued, however, and the sense of discomfort in-

creased, and presently I became dimly conscious that I
was moving in some way, or rather being carried in some
peculiarly awkward and uncomfortable fashion. I think I
had no memory for quite a long time of the fight or the
Indians, or indeed of anything; and I may have remained
in this condition of semi-stupor for a long period. It
seemed like interminable ages to me, yet of course it may
really have been but a few minutes (I have no means of
knowing) ; but as my senses gradually re-asserted themselves,
I felt that at intervals I was being roughly pushed and
scratched and struck by something from above, while I
was confined in some uncomfortable way from beneath.

I am trying to describe the sensations of my recovery
as well as I can, and yet I cannot really express them,
for it was all indescribably vague and cloudy, and I
seemed quite incapable of assigning causes to these sensa-
tions, or of understanding what was happening to me. But
somehow by degrees it dawned upon me that I was upon
the back of a horse or a mule, that the horrible jolting
was caused by his stumbling over what seemed to be
very uneven ground, and that the blows and scratches
came to me from the low hanging branches of the trees
under which we were passing. I think it was when I
had got about as far as this, that my consciousness
seemed to return to me with a kind of jerk, to wake
up again within me suddenly, and I realised that I was
bound upon the back of this animal, that he was one

of a large number of similar creatures, some of which
were loaded with what seemed to be bales of goods,
while others were ridden by the Indians, I saw
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also that many Indians were all about us on foot. And
then with a shock, memory fully returned to me, and
I realised that I must have been stunned by a blow in
the burning hut, and that instead of killing me on the
spot these Indians were carrying me off as a prisoner.

We were pushing through the forest at a good speed,
and there under the trees the darkmess was impenetra-
ble. But almost as soon as my senses had fully returned
to me we came out into a sort of clearing, where I
could dimly see the mob of mounted and running savages
which surrounded me. My first thought was, “Is my father
also a prisoner?” And I raised a shout of “Father!”
At least I tried to make it a shout, though I dare say
in reality it was but a feeble cry. A moment of terrible
suspense, and then a great wave of thankfulness came
over me as I heard his cheery voice exclaim in reply from
somewhere amidst the dusky mass in front of me:

“ Ha, my boy, you are alive then!” he cried; “are
you much hurt?”

“No, I think not,”” [ called in reply, “but my head
feels queer. But are you hurt??”

I had only just time to hear “No” in reply, when
an Indian thrust his face into mine and savagely told me
to be silent, and at the same time I saw some sort of
struggle taking place in front, which suggested that they
were closing round my father and trying to keep him
quiet also. The man who had checked me had spoken in
a kind of bastard Spanish—half Spanish, half Portuguese,
but spoken with a curious thick guttural accent that
made it well-nigh incomprehensible; but when the ruffians
round me spoke to one another, which was very rarely,
they did so in some language of their own of which I
knew mnothing. 1 could chatter well enough with the
negroes in the curious lingua franca which they speak,
and I tried in that to ask the Indians around me where
they were taking wus, and where my little brother
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was; but they either did not or would not under-
stand me. At any rate they made no reply further than
roughly to repeat the command to be silent when I
tried to shout to my father once more. For some time
after this I was in anxiety concerning the fate of little
Gerald, but at last as we were crossing an open space I
had the great joy of seeing him alive and apparently
unhurt. A man who seemed of some consequence among
the Indians was holding him in front of him as he
rode, seated on the neck of his horse. I called to him
at once to ask if he was hurt, and he called back:

“No, not much,” and, I think, asked after me. But the
man who was holding him shook him roughly and ordered him
to be quiet. Now that my mind was relieved as to the fate
of my father and brother, I had leisure to consider my own

condition, and it certainly did not improve on considera-
tion. I found that I had been stripped absolutely naked,

that my wrists were fastened together tightly behind me,
and that my ankles were secured by a rope or thong which
passed under the body of my steed.

In front of me was some sort of pack or roll of
blankets, and to this also I was bound, apparently by the
rope which tied it on to the horse. In my insensible
condition I suppose [ must have lain on this roll, tied
to it as though I had myself been simply another package;
and even now that I had come to myself I was unable
to sit up and ride properly, or to extend a hand to save
myself from striking against the lower branches of the
trees under which we passed. Altogether my position was
a vilely uncomfortable one, and when -I add to that the
fact that my head ached abominably from the blow which
had stunned me, it will readily be understood that I was
not in especially good spirits.

As far as 1 was able to think connectedly, I believe

that I spent most of my time in wondering about the
sitnation in which we found ourselves. Who could these

Indians be, and what could be their object in attacking

7
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us so savagely as they had done, and yet after all in
taking us prisoners instead of killing us off-hand? I knew
well enough, from plenty of stories that I had heard,
that it was not their custom to take prisoners; and
though while there is life there is hope, and it was at
least an unexpected boon that our lives had beem spared
so far, I must admit that the more I refleoted upon our
probable future the less I liked the prospect.

It seems incredible, in such a hideously uncomfortable
position, but I believe that 1 must actually have slept, or at
least dozed; for I remember nothing of the dawning, yet it
was full daylight when my steed stopped with a jerk,
which woke me to the consciousness that we were out of
that interminable forest at last. To my intense surprise I
saw before me, not the wigwams of the Indians, but what
appeared to be the tents of an army; and with that sight
there came upon me a sudden gleam of hope, which odd-
ly enough turned me absolutely sick. If here were mili-
tary tents, surely here also wmust be civihsed men, and
since these Indians, instead of killing us, had brought us
to this place, was there not possibly some hope of escape
after all? What it all meant I had no more idea than I
had had before, but at least this was something quite
different from the gruesome end to our ride which my
fears had been prompting me to expect when I fell asleep.

CHAPTER TII
AT THE CAMP OF MARTINEZ

The Indians now began to unload the horses and to
turn them out to graze, and among others they untied
the rope that bound me to the bundle in front of me,
and also that which fastened my ankles underneath the
body of the horse. They did not, however, untie the cord
which bound my wrists, and they simply dropped me on
the ground among the other bales, and paid but little
further attention to me. Perhaps it was just as well, for
I hardly think that I could have stood upon my feet,
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and I was well content to sit upon the ground for a
while and try to steady my swimming head and stretch
my cramped muscles.

My father and Gerald had also been dismounted with
a similar lack of ceremony, but a man stood on each side
of my father as he sat on the ground, and though no
actual endeavor to bind ws was made beyond the fasten-
ing of the wrists, it was quite evident that we were care-
fully guarded, and that the Indians had no intention of
neglecting us, or giving us any opportunity of slipping
away from them.

Still, they did not prevent my father from walking
over to where I lay and sitting down on the ground be-
sidle me, though his guards followed him closely. My
father spoke authoritatively to such as appeared to be the
chief men among the Indians, demanding in his best
Spanish (which I must admit was barely intelligible) what
they meant by seizing us in this way, by stripping us of
our clothes, and generally treating us thus disgracefully.
The Indians, however, took no notice—possibly because
they really did not understand; though they must have
known in a general way what he was saying, for pre-
sently they threw over us a couple of dirty ponchos. Now in
that part of the world the poncho of an Indian was no-
thing but a blanket with & hole in the middle, through
which the proud possessor put his head; so regarded as
garments these things were distinctly inadequate, but
at least they were enormously better than nothing,
thongh we made many grimaces at their filthiness. My
father proolaimed his intention of going to the nearest
of the tents, and trying to open up communication
with some civilised being; but this the Indians would
not permit, and they were evidently prepared to use
force if necessary to detain us where we were. So we

soon agreed that it was better for us to remain quiet
and let circumstances develop themselves, since it seemed

reasonably evident that the Indians did not mean to kill

4
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us or further to ill-treat us, and it was also clear that
the camp was not yet awakened, for no one was mov-
ing about but a few sentinels.

The nearest tent to us was a large one, which was
set quite apart from the others, higher up than they, and
close to the edge of the forest. I remember it occurred
to me that the scene in front of us had a certain
resemblance to the little glade in which our hut had been
erected, except that it was on a much larger scale. The
forest lay behind us, and the larger tent which I have
described stood with its back to it, something in the same
way as our cabin had done. Down before it stretched a
wide plain covered with the tents of the soldiers, and far
away at the bottom I could see the gleaming waters of
a stream. It was not difficult to infer that this must be
the tent of the general, or whatever the officer in charge
of this body of troops was called, for a special sentinel
marched up and down a short beat in front of it.

In a few minutes appeared a tall Indian with a
magnificent plume of feathers, whom I at once recognis-
ed as having been among those who attacked us the
night before. Indeed, as he came nearer, and I could
look at him more closely, I realised that I had seen him
once before that also, though as he had then been dress-
ed merely in the ordinary Indian fashion, I did not know
him again at first in his war-paint and feathers. He had
been pointed out to me in the streets of the town as a
man of great power but exceedingly bad reputation, one
who claimed the position of chief over all the Indians in
that part of the country. He called himself by the name
Antinahuel, which means, I am told, “the tiger of the
sun,” and he claimed descent from the ancient Incas of
Peru. My information had been to the effect that there
was in reality no foundation whatever for this claim, and

that it was not recognised by the Peruvian Indians. In-
deed, when in Peru I had myself seen the man who was
accepted as the legitimate descendant, and while I have
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no means of deciding between the rival claimants, I may

at least say that that man looked gentle, dignified and
kingly, while this man had a face which, though power-
ful, was full of revolting cruelty.

I was by no means reassured by my recognition of
Antinahuel, for if half that I had heard of him was true,
I eould only wonder that after having fallen into his
hands we were still alive. Still, we were alive, and the
tents were evidence that we had some one else to deal
with besides this relentless savage, so we waited with
what patience we could. From the frequent glances direct-
ed by our guards and the others at the large tent, it
seemed probable that we were waiting for someone to
come out; perhaps for the gemeral of this force to awaken.
Presently, by degrees, the camp arose from its slumbers,
and we saw frowsy-looking soldiers coming out of the
various tents and talking together. We mnoticed at once
that there was an absence of the discipline which one
would naturally have expected—that the men were not
all roused at once by a reveills, but that they just seem-
ed to wake as they chose. None of them, however,
took any notice of us, or came up the hill to inspect
us, from which we argued that they must be thorough-
ly accustomed to seeing the Indians in their war-paint
—a sight which ordinarily would have instantly roused half-
caste or Spanish natives into the wildest excitement.

Presently we could make out that some men dressed
as officers were amongst the others, and a semblance of
order began to show itself, some men trooping off down
to the river with buckets. After a time, one who seem-
ed to be a sort of leader among the Indians went
down into the camp, and we saw him in conversation
with one of the higher officers. After some few minutes’
talk, they walked up the hill together and approached
what we supposed to be the general’s tent. Exchang-

ing some pass-word with the sentry, who saluted him, the
officer ruised the flap of the tent and passed inside.

4/
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After an interval he came out again, accompanied
by a choleric-looking little man who had evidently just
been roused from sleep, and looked as though he resent-
ed it. He was dressed in a colonel’s uniform, which,
however, he wore iIn a slip-shod slovenly way. As he
came out he was buckling his sword around his waist.
As soon as he appeared, Antinahuel, who bhad, I sup-
pose, been somewhere in the background all the time,
came forward and exchanged with him a dignified salute.

We saw them speaking together, and it was evident
from their glances in our direction that they were speak-
ing of us. A crowd of soldiers was by this time gathering
in that part of the camp nearest to us, apparently having
realised that something unusual was going forward, but
none of them ventured to approach very near to the tent,
or to the group who were talking in front of it. The
officer who had come up from the camp with the Indian
turned towards them and shouted an order, and immediate-
ly four of his men came running up to him, received a
few words of instruction, and then came quickly over to
us, and wmotioned to us to rise and come with them.
They did not touch us roughly in any way, but two of
them ranged themselves one on each side of my father,
another took charge of me and the fourth of little Gerald,
and thus they marched us up before the little man, who
was evidently the commander of this curiously undisciplined
force.

We were certainly not very dignified in appearance ;
apart from our filthy ponchos we were absolutely naked,
and not even decently clean; for the branches of the
trees which had scratched and struck us as we rode
hurriedly through them had covered us with smears and
scratches, so that we presented a most disreputable ap-
pearance. Nevertheless, as soon as we were brought up
before the commander, my father at once poured out up-

on him a most indignant complaint as to the way in
which we had been treated, accused the Indians of the
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slanghter of his workmen, and threatened the dire venge-
ance of the British Government on the heads of all con-
cerned. His Spanish, as I have said, was distinctly faulty,
and the effect of his outburst was much marred by the
fact that at points where he became utterly explosive he
generally had to turn to me for a word; for the fact was
that, from running about perpetually among the negro and
Indian servants, 1 knew more of the patois of the country
than he did. The little commander heard his tirade to
the end, and then began to speak in reply with, I must
admit, a praiseworthy ocourtesy. He began by expressing
his deep regret at the ‘accident’ that had happened to
us, assuring us that it was all a mistake.

“A mistake !” roared my father; ‘then it is a mis-
take for which somebody will have to pay heavily. Perhaps
you do not realise that a number of men have been
killed, seventy, eighty, a hundred men!”

The little commander shrugged his shoulders and spread

out his hands, and assured wus that no one could regret
more than he the impetuosity of his Indian friends, but

that in war these little mistakes would occasionally occur,
and after all it was done, and it could not be undone.

My father was becoming more and more indignant,
but he saw that this was not the time to discuss the
question of eventual compensation or retribution, so he
demanded that we should be instantly set free, and that
our clothes should be returned to us, asserting that he
was a British subject and did not propose to be treated
in this way.

The little colonel, with a patience really wonderful
for him, considering what kind of man he was, replied
that all this should be done, but that there was a little
ceremony—a mere nothing—which it was mnecessary that
we should go through first. He said that he had often
heard of the English, and heard wonderful stories of their
prodigions valor, and that while he regretted deeply,
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most deeply, that his Indian allies should have made the
stupid error of mistaking us for Spaniards, and so put-
ting us to all this deplorable inconvenience, yet on the
other hand it was surely his good fortune which had
brought us to him, in order that we might assist him in
carrying out his plans. |

He then gravely proceeded to offer to my father the
command of one of the four regiments which he said he
had with him, on consideration that we threw in our lot
with him and took the oath of allegiance to him. He
explained to us that he was General Martinez, and that
the intolerable tyranny with which he and his race
had been treated by the Spaniards had induced them to
vise and throw off their yoke; that when this was done
he himself intended to be the President or Dictator of
the military republic which he should form, but he assured
my father that in return for the help which he would
now give him he should receive a high post in this State
of the future.

The cool assurance of all this amused us even under
those circumstances, but it also aggravated my father still
further, and he contrived to make the gist of his answer
exceedingly clear, in spite of his broken Spanish. He
declared that he, as a foreigner, had nothing whatever to
do with the local disturbances of the country, and that
he absolutely declined to take part in them either on
one side or the other; nor would he under any circum-
stances take the oath of allegiance to one who was an
insurgent against the lawfully established Government of
his country.

It appeared to me that the little commander was get-
ting decidedly annoyed, and his hand began to ftrifle
ominously with his sword-hilt; but still he kept his temper
wonderfully, and explained to my father that he had
absolutely no choice in the matter. He was grieved to
insist, he said, but the fact was that he had stolen a
march upon his enemies, that he had shaken off their pursuit
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and had contrived, quite unknown to them, to move his
regiments far to the north of where they were supposed
to be, and that he intended to strike an unexpected blow
at the town which was the terminus of our railway,
descending upon it from the interior on the side where
there were no fortifications, and taking its authorities
entirely unawares. Now, through a concatenation of circum-
stances which no one could deplore more than he did,
we had learned the secret of this plan of his, which must
be known to no living person; and therefore (once more
he shrugged his shoulders and spread out his hands) desolat-
ed though he was at the apparent interference with our
liberty, he was absolutely compelled to puat us instantly
to death if we would not throw in our lot with him.

Still my father indignantly refused, asserting over and
over again that as an Englishman he declined to take
part in such affairs. The little commander’s patience was
rapidly giving out, and at last he spoke quite sharply
and definitely :

“] can waste no more time, sir. You must choose
at once; either you will swear fealty to me, according
to our usual form, or you will die within the hour.”

And he turned to his officer and ordered him to
bring from his tent what was necessary for the taking
of the oath. Two soldiers immediately brought out thence
a little table, a large book, an inkstand and a pen, and at
the same time the officer brought a large carved wooden
crucifix—evidently stolen from some church—and threw
it down on the ground in front of us.

In order to explain the presence of this last article
I must mention one of the peculiarities of this formidable
little man. Whatever he may have thought it wise to admit
to his men, he knew perfectly well that the undertaking
of driving the white people into the sea would be no light
one, and that he could hope to achieve it only by retain-

ing the most enthusiastic devotion of every ome of the
8
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limited number of his followers. Furthermore he knew
these followers well; he knew that they were steeped in
superstition to the very marrow of their bones; and he
knew well also the tremendous hold that the priests of
the Catholic Church had in that semi-civilised country over
the members of their flocks, Perhaps the form of Christ-
ianity which was at that time prevalent in South America
was the most degraded to be seen anywhere on earth;
but that in no way interfered with the fact that the
priests in reality ruled the country, and that in one way
or another what they wanted was always done. He also
knew well enough that the influence of the Church was
hostile to him, not so much because he was a notorious
evil-liver, as because the priests were very well satisfied
with things as they were, and did not desire any interfer-
ence with a Government which was thoroughly under their
thumb.

In order to defeat this ecclesiastical influence he had
hit upon a device which, though it had no other merits,
might at least be described as bold and ingenious; with
quaint blasphemy he had aped the celebrated declaration
of King Nebuchadnezzar, and had made every one of his
followers take a solemn oath that until the war was over
and the country in their hands they would speak to no
priest, would enter mno place of worship, and would offer
no petition to God or man, except to himself. Each man
had to swear this in front of Martinez himself, and
in token of his temporary renunciation of his ancestral
faith each was made to set his foot upon the -crucifix.
Every member of his motley crowd had gone through
this ceremony, and now Martinez demanded that we should
go through it also.

I need hardly say that we had not the remotest in-
tention of doing anything of the kind. We were members
of the Church of England, and not of that of Rome; but
nevertheless my mother was a devoted follower of Dr. Pusey,
with whom she was intimately acquainted, and I myself
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habitually wore a tiny ebony and silver crucifix around
my neck underneath my clothes—the only thing, by the
way, which the Red Indians had left me, because, I
suppose, they recognised it as a magical symbol of the
Christians, and may perhaps have feared its power. You
may imagine therefore with what horror we regarded this
impions suggestion of the general’s; though I think there
is no doubt that, even if there had been no crucifix in
the ocase, we should equally have refused to be thus
coerced into attaching ourselves to a camse with which
we had no sympathy.

Martinez paid no attention to my father’s indignant
though ungrammatical protests, but curtly ordered him to
put his foot upon the crucifix and to take the prescribed
oath. I clearly remember the thought passing through my
mind: “ What in the world will my father do now ?” for
I never even dreamt of the possibility of his complying
with so atrocious a demand. For what he did do I was
as utterly unprepared as anybody present. Remember that
daring all this conversation they had never loosed the
cords which bound our wrists; so you may imagine the
wild astonishment with which 1 saw my father, having
taken a step forward as if to put his foot upon the cruci-
fix, suddenly disengage his hands as if by magic, strike
the little commander a tremendous blow in the face which
promptly knocked him flat on his back, and then jump
over his prostrate body and disappear into the forest
close behind him! |

The whole thing was so sudden, so startling, so comic-
al that, in spite of the still formidable circumstances, I
burst into a peal of laughter, which was echoed by little
Gerald. All was confusion for a few moments. The officers
rushed to pick up their half-stunned commander, and
fetched a camp-stool for him to sit upon. The men in the
camp behind shouted with surprise and, though I am not
actually sure of it, I have a strong suspicion that my
langh was echoed by some of them also. In the few
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moments while Martinez was recovering, no one seemed to
know exactly what to do. Possibly the second in command
was not on the spot, but at any rate nothing was done,
and I suppose that it may have been five minutes before
the commander, after much drinking of water and much

gasping and swearing under his breath, was once more in
a condition to speak.

When he found utterance his language was not parha-
mentary. He was purple and choking with rage. He
dragged himself to his feet, though at first he could stand
only by leaning with his hand upon the table. He drew
his sword; he flourished it, and the looks which he cast
upon his officers were so savage that it really seemed as
though he was going to use it.

¢“ Where is that scoundrel ? > he shouted.

The officers looked at one another with stupefaction,
for up to that moment I verily believe that no one had
thought of pursuing the fugitive. Martinez became mad-
der than ever.

“ What!” he roared, “you have let him escape! im-
beciles ! incapables! pursue him at once—at once, 1 tell
you! My honor has been insulted, and I will have his
blood.”

Hurriedly some arrangements were made for the pur-
suit, and one or two companies of soldiers were hastily
marshalled and sent off to beat the forest. As soon as
they had departed Martinez turned his rage upon me.
He seemed to be almost foaming at the mouth, and look-

ed as though he was possessed by a devil, and he hissed
his words between his teeth as though he were on the
point of literal physical explosion.

“Son of a scoundrel!” he said, “ within an hour you
shall see your willain father hanged on that tree!”

“You will have to catch him first,” I inferrupted,
with a laugh—which was not politic, I admit. But I was
so glad to see my father escape that I did not think of
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that then, nor of the fact that, if he had escaped, I cer-
tainly had not.

“You impudent young dog!”’ he spluttered. (I really
cannot translate the exact phrase which he used, but 1t
was worse than that.) “ You at least shall swear allegi-
ance, and you had better do it at once, or I will have
you flayed alive.”

I am afraid I laughed again, which was rude of me,
but he really did look so utterly ridiculous in his impo-
tent rage, and with a great lump already rising between
his eyes, where my father had struck him.

“] shall do no such thing,” I said; “and if you dare
to tonch me, my father will repay you for it when he
comes back.”

He half raised his sword, and for a moment it looked
very much as though my career would be cut short then
and there. But somehow he controlled himself, and an
evil glint came into his one available eye (the other was
fast closing under the influence of the blow). He turned
and called Antinahuel.

‘“ Perhaps,”. he said, “ your men can manage to make

this young coxcomb change "his mind. Don’t you think
80 ? b}

A slight disdainful smile passed over Antinahuel’s face.

“Perhaps they may,” and he signed to some of his
men, who came up and began to drag me away. Marti-

nez said no further words to him, but turned upon my
little brother Gerald.

“You, at least, you little spawn of the devil, put
your foot on that cross and repeat after me the words
which I shall say to you.”

“Don’t you do it, Gerald,” I shouted back to him,
as 1 was being dragged off; “remember S. Agnes!”

For not long before we had left home, our mother
had told us the legend of S. Agnes, a Roman maiden of
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thirteen, who, it was alleged, had died for the sake of
her faith sooner than perform some act of sacrifice which
was against her conscience. Or perhaps she refused to be
betrothed to what she called a heathen—I am not quite
sure after all these years. But I know that the story
had recently been told to us, and that we had both
greatly admired the little girl’s heroism.

I wrenched myself free sufficiently to look back and
see what the little boy did. He looked up quite bravely
into the furious face of Martinez, and said in his clear
childish treble:

“I will not do it. You are a very wicked man.”

What followed next I do not like to tell, even though
I really believe now in my inmost heart that it was the act
of a madman. Martinez whirled his sword above his head
and cut the child down as he stood looking up in his
face. When he saw the little body lying before him I
think even he was ashamed, for he threw down his
sword and turned away, muttering something about not

having meant to do it. Even his officers, a set of hard-
ened ruffians, showed some disgust on their faces, and

all drew back as Martinez walked hurriedly into his tent.

What this meant to me, who loved that little brother
more than my own life, I can hardly tell you. What I
did I cannot justify; I can only tell you that I also was
half-mad with grief and rage. But then and there I, a cap-
tive in the hands of ruthless savages, and little likely, so
far as could be seen, to live o see to-morrow’s sun, re-
gistered with all the force of burning hate a solemn vow
that I would never turn aside from the pursuit until I
had slain Martinez in revenge for the death of my bro-
ther. I was wrong, of course, but I was only a young
boy, and the provocation was terrible.

Meantime I soon had my own affairs to think of.

The Indians dragged me away to the borders of the
forest, and ufter a little searching they found what they
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wanted—two young and flexible trees growing only a few
yards apart. Four or five threw themselves upon each
tree, and by their united weight and strength bent down
the tops until they came almost together, and then they
proceeded to tie me between these two tops, the right
arm and leg to one, the left arm and leg to the other;
and as soon as that was done to their satisfaction the
men let go the trees, which instantly sprang back as far as
they could and left me hanging between them. A diabolic-
ally ingenious woodsman’s substitute for the medieval rack
of the Inquisition.

To be left hanging in such a position for hours under
such a nerve-rending strain is an experience which I would
rather not try to describe; nor need I tell in detail how
they stood jeering underneath as I hung in mid-air as
though on an invisible S. Andrew’s cross. Nor how they
pelted my aching body with fragments of broken bottles, or
struack at me from beneath with long lianas, torn from the
neighboring trees. I will not -harrow your feelings with a
description of the unnameable tortures which they inflicted
upon me all through that weary day. But this at least I
can say, that however horrible were the sufferings all
throngh the day, only the one overpowering feeling burned
ever stronger and stronger within my heart and mind—
black, bitter hatred of Martinez, and the resolve to be re-
venged upon him for my brother’s death. So entirely was
I wrapped up in this that I believe for the most part I
gave mno answer to their repeated enquiries whether 1
would not now take the required oath. But I know that
sometimes I replied by calling down curses upon their heads
and threatening that dire vengeance should overtake them.
It is best to draw a veil over this. Let me say only that

their ingenuity was diabolical and their resources seemed
endless.

I suppose that they got tired of me at last, as I showed
no signs of yielding to them, and they felt that they must
do something to bring matters to a crisis. So they hung
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me from the branch of a tree by a rope passed under my
shoulders, and then proceeded to light a fire beneath my
feet, which were soon most horribly burnt. But at the
same time the hot air and the smoke half-suffocated me,
and evidently I must have fainted. I suppose this fright-
ened them, for their orders were not to kill me; and
so for that night they desisted from their cruel work.
But of all this I know nothing.

CHAPTER IV

Tex FrigHT

I regained consciousness only slowly and confusedly,
coming back into a strange and terrible sense of
all-pervading pain, which seemed to fill the whole world.
Gradually this world of acute angunish contracted and
became more definite, until at last I realised myself as
a small boy still alive upon the physical plane and in a
condition of horrible suffering. I found myself bound to
a tree, just at the borders of the forest, not far from
the tent of Martinez—bound by a rope which passed
round me and the tree many times, and so formed a
support without which I must of course have fallen, as
the soles of my feet were so shockingly burnt that it
would have been quite impossible for me to stand upon
them for a moment. It was night, and the camp lay
quiet before me, except for the sentinels who walked
steadily up and down on their beats. Two of these were
not far from me, one passing up and down in front of
the commander’s tent, and the other taking a much longer
beat along a certain section just outside of the nearest
row of tents. No one seemed to be specially guarding
me ; indeed it was quite unnecessary, as I was not only
securely tied, but I could not have moved a yard even

if I had been free.

As may easily be imagined, my thoughts were of
the saddest. My brother had been murdered before my
eyes; my father was a fugitive in a trackless forest, which
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I knew to be full of wild beasts, and was furthermore
being pursued relentlessly by men who knew no mercy.
I had nothing to expect but certain death—probably of
the most appallingly painfal kind. So perhaps I need
not be ashamed to acknowledge that for a time I felt
absolutely despairing, and only wished that death might
come even now to release me from further suffering.
The conditions were so bad 1In every way that it seem-
ed to me that they could not be worse, and I actual-
ly even prayed for death, saying that I could bear no
more.

But just at this moment of utter weakness and
despondency, I saw something which for the moment act-
ually made me forget even that excruciating pain; for there,
just in front of me, stood my brother Gerald, whom I
had seen only a few hours before cut down by the
sword of Martinez! Indeed, the mark of that cruel blow
still lay across his head—a great ghastly wound cleaving the
skull asunder. And yet somehow even that did not look
terrible at all, for the expression of the face was so
sweet that it quite overpowered the impression given by
the wound. He stood before me exactly as in life, the
flickering light of distant camp-fires fully upon him, and
yet his form seemed also to be surrounded by a faint
light of its own. |

But the wonderful thing was the expression of the
face. It was the same child-face I knew so well, changed
in no particular, and yet showing so much more than it
had ever shown before. That he himself was happy—
radiantly happy, and utterly at peace—no one could have
doubted for a moment; and yet the eyes were filled with
pity (but pity obviously for me only, and not at all for
himself) and with the desire to encourage and strengthen
me. I tried to speak, but could not; nor did he on his side
say a word; but he took a step forward, his face broke

out into a radiant smile of love, and he laid his hand

caressingly upon my breast. And then, in a moment,
9
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he was gone, just before the sentinel, who had reached
the end of his beat, turned his face in our direction
once more,

I find it difficult to describe the effect which this
beautiful little apparition had upon me. All my manifold
pains were still as insistent as ever—my whole body was
still nothing but one mass of agony; and yet my mental
attitade had in that moment become just the reverse of
what it had been before. Remember that I knew nothing
then of the astral plane, nothing of the possibilities of
life after death; so to me this was a special portent
from heaven, a special sign from God Himself, who had
permitted my brother’s spirit to return from the wunseen
world in order to cheer and comfort me in my trouble.

Inevitably then followed the certainty that, however
hopeless the prospect might appear, somehow or other
all would be well. Either, impossible as it appeared, 1
should somehow escape and recover, or else, if I was to
die, I knew that I should die soon and painlessly, and
be with my brother once more. Since outward circum-
stances were entirely unchanged, it is perhaps hard to
comprehend that my despondency had vanished as though
it had never been, and that I was now in a condition
of eager expectancy—expectancy that something would
happen, either death or some kind of liberation. What form
this latter would take I could not imagine, and I remem-
ber reviewing the situation without being able to find a
single reasonable suggestion.

If I remember rightly, I think I had decided that if
there was to be some kind of intervention, the most likely
form for it to take was that in some unexpected way
the Government might have received warning of the forced
marches which Martinez supposed to be unknown to them,
and that they on their part might have sent a force to
intercept and surround him. I knew that that was
practically impossible, yet every other supposition seemed
~ even more impossible still, unless I was to expect some sort
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of direct angelic intervention, and | knew that such things
were rare in these latter days. But that something would
happen either to kill me or to release me 1 felt quite
assured. And when the something did happen, although
It came in a way which had never for a moment occur-

red to me, it was only for the moment that | was
startled.

| felt the touch of a hand, evidently extended from
behind the tree, and immediately afterwards | was con-
scious that the rope which bound me with such painful
tightness to the tree was relaxing. | remember it flashed
through my mind that my unknown friend behind the
tree was probably not aware that | was unable to stand,
and should certainly fall as soon as that rope was re-
moved, and that thus his amiable intentions would be
frustrated, and the sentry's attention attracted. But that
was evidently foreseen. My deliverer waited until the
nearest sentry's back was turned, and then, as the rope
slackened, an arm came round, caught me and drew me
quickly and silently behind the tree. 1 had just time to
recognise in the faint flash of the distant firelight that my
rescuers were my father and the negro servant Tito, when the

latter picked me up in his arms, and we executed a hurried
and silent retreat into the forest.

When we had penetrated perhaps two hundred yards
Tito laid me down, pulled out his huge clasp-knife and
quickly cut the cords which still bound my wrists; but
even when my arms were free | was unable to use
them, because they had been so cramped and strained
by the many hours of confinement. We exchanged a few
hurried words, my father commiserating me for my
sufferings, and | interrupting to ask whether he knew of
Gerald's fate, and in the same breath assuring him that
I had seen him since his death. My father seemed
hardly to understand; 1 think that he supposed me to
be delirious—as indeed | well might have been, considering
all that | had been through; at any rate he said that
















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































