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INTRODUCTION.

TO the question, “Who Builds?” this story essays to an-

swer, ‘“He or she builds who unflinchingly holds to the
architectural design which is inspiringly set before him or her,
by Indwelling Power.”

For this Holy Spirit, this Indwelling Power, this Rara Avis,
real and never forsaking, when 11 has free course and is glori-
fied by intelligent obedience, wins each individual soul to its
best development: and, therefore, in-so-far, wins the Race on
its upward way.

The philosophy of the story recognizes that step by step with
these unfolding aspirations, each soul has to deal with the
results of the deeds of ‘the undead-self’—sometimes called
‘karma,’ sometimes ‘inherited weakness’ and sometimes ‘the
old Adam.” And this philosophy emphazises the fact that
ignorance relative to the results of one’s previous incarnation
‘is not bliss’; nor is it ‘folly to be wise’ concerning the results
of onc's past lives. Because the awakening of such latent
knowledges concerning the results of past-mental-and-moral-
accumulations, not only renders one sympathetic with persons
who are struggling up out of lower planes of development but
secures the retention of childhood’s alert longing for the next
bit of needed Wisdom: awakening in the child’s soul, subtle
memories, in a way that brings him, with courageous gladness,
to go on with the business of character building, in the spirit
sct forth in the hymn

‘Thus far Life's Lord has led us on.

“I'hus far Life's Power prolongs our days.
‘And every evening shall make known
‘Some fresh memorial of Life’s Grace.”

The story emphasizes the fact that the average child of this
epoch is born possessed of a mentality so highly vitalized by
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the Spiritually-electrizing current of this Great Day, that,
from the first, consciously or unconsciously, if unmeddled
with, he or she takes up the continuous work of character-
building, just as a person of high achievement, each morning
takes up ‘work’ from where at slumber-time the night before
it had been peacefully laid aside. It assumes that, an ego
who is made conscious that his existence is foundationed on
such and such passed experiences (good, bad, or indifferent)
naturally turns, alertly receptive of The Supernal Influence,
which, invited by heartfelt-childlike prayer, becomes—not
only the attendant Instructor but—the Constructor of body,
brain and being: as, working ‘in and through’ such a rever-
ently intelligent recipient, It directs and concentrates that
ego’s thoughts on Virtue, Truth, Justice and Freedom.—
Thus building (by use of this concentrated-Thought-food) cell
on cell and tissue on tissue of brain and body: till, ‘the whole
man is renewed’ seven fold: (time-given) with the result
toward which St. Paul yearned, when he said, ‘“ That which is
in part, shall be done away, being swallowed up in that which
is to come.”

The story opens at that crisis in the beginning of the Nine-
ties when seen and unseen worlds, running together, came in
like a flood on the souls of many other deluged mortals;—be-
sides the five from whom, ordinary resources seemed sud-
denly taken away, by Archibald Landseer’s practicalization of
the theory, that, an act done with decisive regard to the
ultimate end to be gained, but tends to the final construction
of What-is-te-be. A theory which he held, therefore justifies
a man in flinging in himself, or any one else, in order to bridge
a chasm :—if the bridging of it, by any means secures the swifter
attainment of a proposed-End.

Lamed often had had to meet Archibald’s precipitant, ruth-
less tendencies, by her certainty that, in nature, no unnatural
chasms exist: for that what seemed so, were but serviceable
results, pointing to like serviceable other results; which re-
quired scientific scrutiny; not sacrilegious slaughter. But her
sight of the fact, that failure could come only from a confused
understanding of the thing to be done, was little less annoying
to Landseer's precipitant-pugnacity than was her extreme
alertness against either having a ‘confused understanding of
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the thing to be done,’—or, of submitting to the unnecessary-
failures, that result from acting, while under a confused under-
standing of the thing to be done.

How terrible then, had been to her, the years in which she
had lived amid misrepresenting-complications, her hold on
the underlying facts of which, had but made her spiritually-
scientific-scrutiny of these facts to appear to be more a matter
of excessive self-reference and antagonism than a matter of
her sight of facts vitally worthy of attention?

But with old-fashioned carelessness, she had vowed obedi-
ence to a man who demanded obedience from his wife:—just
that: and a (to him) injurious self-effacement.

So, two equal forces had met. Inertia had set in. For
to her, prosperity, to be of worth, included that which would
enable her personally to build for posterity (as she knew she,
by nature could, and therefore must build) by holding to that
Integrity of Conscience which allies Individual Intelligence
with that Omni-Science in which—Age after Age, there is no
‘Variableness nor shadow of turning.’ To possess more and
more abundantly this conscious Union with Omni-Science so
as to more and more empower her children with its Afluence—
that, was her aim. But—two forces had met, causing her to
lapse into that silence, which well befalls those, who wisely
await the current of outer events: though even their silence
comes to be misleading: as it then appears to be but part of
‘the general conspiracy-of-silence’ concerning the fundamental
facts of the evolution of Humanity.

For years all that had remained for her, was, with courteous,
discriminative-endurance, to do duty on the home-spot where
—in time she might thus come to reign in joy. Her strength
lay in the fact that she was possessed of this power of dis-
criminative-endurance. It was her wealth. It was hers by
Karma, and, by and through long lines of ancestry; belonging
as she did to the opposition parties: who—whether Jehovists
or Eloihimists: Brahmans or Vishnaites: Guelph or Ghibelline:
Worshippers of Osiris or Isis: Protestants or Catholics—for
thousands of years, had each inclined to make opposers walk
the plank set for them, much as of old, pirates had made re-
fractory prisoners, walk the plank whose end was in the sea.

But she had ascended from those ancestors up to cool, sci-
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entific heights: from whence, now looking, she reviewed the
ways trodden by those who possibly had had to fight for (or
else be knocked off of) the little elevations whereon they
wished to self-sovereignly Home themselves and their Mental-
heirs and representatives: while seeking to attain to the prac-
ticalization of their Spiritual insights of ‘the Possible’;—
though in doing it, they had to suffer hardship, even in the
keeping of their foothold on the Rock of that mental-isolation:
commonly incidental to the gaining of that Self-Sovereignty
—without which nothing. And as had done some of her
ancestors, so now did Lamed: as she stood on the ‘rock of
Ages’: keeping firm-foot-hold on it; and firm head-and hand-
hold on the children; as, philosophically studying their past,
they too were thus prepared for this THEN, ‘Oncoming Day of
Disciplinary-Disaster.’

A day, to the arrival of which, she hopefully had looked
forward: knowing that—if her courage did not fail her—she
then would be able to use for the world The Results which
she had brought out of the spiritual crisis through which
she had passed. Revealing to younger-souls that the Elder
Brother’s Union with Real Spirit, had included a step up out
of the possibility of further subjection to those mere animal
magnetisms which are so antipathetic to the attainment of
allegiance to The ‘ Angel of The Covenant’! The Angel who,
through all those dark days, had ‘talked to her of righteous-
ness, of bountifulness, of chastity and of piety’: and whose
voice, ‘hearing,’ had caused her to listen: and listening, had
enabled her to understand and to do, the Will of Wisdom.’

All this had come to Lamed (and in their degree) to the rest
of the five, on whom sudden disaster seemed to have fallen at
the opening of this story.

A story, the philosophy of which is supposed to show that,
when womanhood shall be enabled unflinchingly to sustain
Intellectual-Union with the ‘Spirit-of-Spirits’ (the breath-of-
lives) then, the Affluence of this Spint—as It is breathed
forth in thoughts and acts of Virtue, Truth, Freedom and
Justice-to-all,—will expedite in the Race, the Evolution of
that form of Spirit, ‘which is as the form of the Son of God:
who walks through the midst of the Fire unhurt’!

The philosophy of the story further attempts to show, that
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this will transpire not by the suspension of the Law of Fire:
but—because of the administration of that Law by a cool
Intellection which will not, by excess of Airless-Heat, smother
the Fire to a darkling smudge: but which (as Aristotle sug-
gests) will bring ‘brains, the wettest and coolest part of being,’
to reign conjointly with the inspiration and respiration of Su-
pernal Airs; so as to cool and calm the Fires of Life, in a way
to keep steady the flame on the Hearth-stone where a self-
poised manhood is homed and where children are born, who
thus shall be as scientifically-protected from falling under the
mental-malevolence of Mysticism, as they are, from falling
into the degradation of Materialism.

EveLEeN LAura Mason.

Mip-WiINTER, NINETEEN HUNDRED AND THREE.
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WHO BUILDS?

CHAPTER 1.

FLOTSAM AND JETSAM.¥

ON Frantze at this crisis, life came in like a flood. And as

flotsam, careening in the tide, smites the sight of one
standing on a rock in the midst of wreckage, so he was smitten
by the sight of himself, the oldest of the children: and of the
roof for the stability of which he had been held accountable:
and of the whirl of complications which had climaxed with
the coming of the letter announcing Landseer’s death on his
arrival in England; and of Mrs. Landseer’s closed door, which
had excluded the children, as the house door held in Tama’s
hand and her words: ‘“Madame’s thanks, nothing is required,”’.
had excluded the assistance proffered by visitors.

He stood as if stunned by concussionary detonations sent
forth from the conflicts of the unburiable-past; yet, a’strain
and alert to grasp the relation of that past to the portentous
announcement of the black-bordered letter; the virulence of
which lay in the mystery it concealed, which was more por-
tentous still.

The letter was dated September 3rd, 1890. A date near that
which had been forecast as the time when the sun passing into
new constellations, would be followed by events which would
stagger the earth.

*sFlotsam is 8 which lie ﬂoatin%on the surfa.ce of the sea when a ship is
wrecked, in dist: ction from Jetsam, which is goods thrown into the sea when a
shi lsindanger { wreckage, for the purpose of lightoning her, and which re-
mains at sea withont coming to land.’

'
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2 Who Bualds ?

The set time had come. But where now was he who had
sought to concentrate public attention on portions of He-
brew history, ‘the complications of which,” Mrs. Landseer
had said, ‘could be brutally reenacted if manceuverers de-
voted themselves to energizing murderous passions which,
after decades of world-wide rapine and warfare, could then
but be dealt with through the tndividual development of
fealty to the unwritten law of Jurisprudence. Jurisprudence,
which intuitively treats compulsory-law in the light of under-
lying principles and characteristic tendencies.’

“For,” she had said, ‘jurisprudential-methods deal with
the inherent dynamic-impetus which controls beings who are
fully individualized.”

Frantze remembered how Landseer was angered by this
statement, which he called ‘a mere bewildering and berid-
dleing of the simple fact that the thirty-years war, then on,
would culminate in such a world-wide victory as would en-
throne, world-wide, the Anglo-Saxon race: who then would
command peace: and next would be ready to teach the phi-
losophy of jurisprudence (as a New Education), the possession
of which is to become omen and cognomen of Rulers.’

That had quite sounded like a noble outlook. Yet Frantze
had wondered why Landseer and his theorists did not, rather
hold to the business of cultivating world-wide this innate pos-
session instead of planning to kill world-wide its innate pos-
5€SSOTS.

And now, a’halt before what seemed to him to be an arrest
in the whole proceeding, he remembered the care with which
Mrs. Landseer had emphasized the re-statement that this
jurisprudential power and method of dealing with self and
others is at-one with the latent (even when unrecognized
and unutilized) dynamic vmpulse that controls Individuals,
popularly and rightly called Conscience. Remembering, that
Landseer received her repeated impressment of her idea as if
a personal reflection on his ability were conveyed to him by the
remark.

The statement had been, at least impressive enough to
have sent the boy (with their fashion of following up a matter
under discussion) to hunt up the word ‘individual’: so
struck was he with Lamed’s evident certainty that NoT to be
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individual or individualized included some lack, which
amounting to little less than a personal-deformity was a
to-be-rectified personal calamity. He of course, discovered
t,hg (vivord came from individu-us: and meant, ‘not to be di-
vided.’

And now as he thought of it, Individuality appealed to
him as including a Self-Wholeness, the overwhelming sense
of the Majesty of which, so enlivened his soul, that it gave
him to taste and feel the dynamic-impetus of that torrent
of Life, which Lamed had told him rendered a true Individual,
at-one-with Omnipotent, Omniscient Omnipresence: filling him
then, with the certainty that all the life that ever had been
anywhere, was then there present. Therefore, present then
and there was the life which was once embodied in form and
features of him who had been known as Archibald Landseer.

With an old self-poise, which like jetsam was heaved up
with the treasures of the moral-development of his unburiable-
past, this child of sanctity, catching step, as with a longer
stride and tightening grasp as on a larger hand, strode out,
as if walking and talking again with him who, in recent un-
balanced days, had cavilled at and then, had reclutched Mrs.
Landseer’s sight of the doings of that Omniscience, which,
she claimed, filters down for the reception of those who are
self-whole enough to receive, hold and not waste 1T, because
of having been taught, when energized by 1T, to utilize 1T in
a better way than in that sickly form of Wertherism ‘with
its disabling moral lassitude, the only cure for which’ (so
Tennyson is reported to have said) ‘is War.” A proposed war-
cure for immorality, which Landseer now seemed to be de-
claring, achieved nothing but the dislodgement of millions
from the body (as he had been dislodged), leaving these dis-
lodged souls to await (as he was awaiting) the retaking up of
their unfinished work, when and where in the course of time
they best could find chance for re-embodiment: rending
Frantze’s nerves with the fury of the poor man’s cry to know
wHY he had been dislodged and wry he had so foolhardily
planned to have, decade on decade, hosts of other men thus
dislodged by that warfare which, Landseer now seemed to
be asserting, was in line with the lawless law of a NoT juris-
prudential management: straining Frantze’s inmost fibres



4 Who Builds ?

with cries against the blindness of not having lived on patiently
while wisely aiding in the harmonizing of the lower forms of
mere force by the power of that Intelligence, which makes for
peace and purity. Then, as if deluged again in his old dream
of attaining a world-wide public recognition and in his scorn
of merely ‘perfecting duty on the spot one stands on,’ that
tormented soul precipitated on Frantze, rehearsals of the two
opposed ways in which a handful of humanity might be set
up as world-wide leaders. Bedecking the possibilities of
their prominence with a diablerie of phantasmagorial glory;
and rehearsing the resultant divergences which he said ‘must
be quieted:’ drowning the lad’s good sense in the man’s fury
against restrictive agencies and fireing him up to kill and
burn all opposers: that thus there might be secured to
dominants, a chance to so govern the rest, as to evolve a god-
like race which was to be built up by assuming a fore-ordained
right to so subject the rest of the world as, thereafter, would
result in ‘the fathering’ by the dominants, of a progeny
to whom still later the world and all womanhood would
belong.

As if with closed doors, Landseer as of old, seemed to be
now drowning the boy’s being in a smudge of pledged secrecy:
flatteringly calling him, ‘friend,” ‘counsellor’ and ‘coadjutor,’
throwing him into a psychic ferment: out of which death-
dealing-daze he tore with the cry: ‘“Cease Landseer. Get
off the past! Live in the present. Leave me Now!” Re-
garnering thus into himself the ‘life he had to live’: and rid-
ding himself from subjection to the madness of the maddened.

Into this shattered silence soft shod Tama walked with
uplifted hand whispering, “You’se right, Honey! Stand
firm!” Then, “She lies like one dead! No word! No tear!
Jus’ t’inking: t’inking! An’ what ole Tama’s gwoin’ ter do
wif yer all, de Lawd only knows.”

““But,” said Frantze (gazing out over the intervale to the
mountains while mastering the weird experiences through
which he had passed, and gripping & new hold on the tangible
existence which Tama’s coming seemed, for him, to have
re-substantiated) ‘ He does know!”’

“Good Lawd! So He do!” said Tama. “But I had 'most
los’ my hold on de secret of de Lawd ’bout dis whole t’ing.
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What madame says, seems re’son’ble. But what she don’t
say, seems mebbe, re’son’bler. An’ dat whole side am dar!
An’ what I want is ter git at it. Madame doesn’t like dat
letter ’bout—"’  She caught her breath, looking to see if the

younger children were near. Then pulling Frantze out onto

the hittle back porch, and shutting and holding the door, she
added in a whisper, ¢. . . ’bout not habbin’—habbin’—what’s
left of him brought home hyah-h! I t’ink she’s a’feared dos
secret sciety men knows suffin. An’ she’s afeared”’—

“Sho! Sho!” said Frantze, in Tama’s lingo, “We won’t
none ob us get at de secret ob the Lawd in that way. ‘De
secret ob de Lord is with them that fear Him.” That’s about
the last thing Landseer said to me when he was talking about
the ‘Great Secret,’ and holding me responsible for everything,
in case he never came back,” added Frantze, in a smothered
tone. For the stately Tama had gathered his slight figure
into her arms: and sitting on the settle with him rocked to
and fro, pitifully conscious of his grand-poising of himself,
just returned as she believed him to be from the border-land,
a little more to the further side of which, she knew, was the
limit-line. Andsaying asshe cried and crooned over him: “Dat’s
so I’se jes’ gwoin’ on ter fear der wrong pusson. I oughten’t!
‘Cos I know well 'nuff dat 'merican scriptur: ‘I will not fear
what man can do to me.”’ ’Cos Massa Landseer tole it ter
me ’stead of Koran: when he said so po’ful-like, ‘it’s no way
ter go tossing on der sea of circumstances when dey go, confus-
in’ round. ’Cause man mus’ not let de changing circumstance
ob dis yer passin’ era shove him outen his proper ’lations
ter his principles, but mus’ either crowd back dose circum-
stances or utilize dem.’”

“Yes,” said Frantze. ‘ All the time lately, he talked about
that, when we walked together so fast. And I promised I
would do one or the other! And all these two days I’ve been
thinking about it. Landseer said I must remember it; because
I was a natural coward; and might have no help in making
my way. And that he was just such a coward himself about
fighting anybody or anything. He said, you understand,
that though he liked to have his way, he was a coward about
going against people. You understand he said that himself!”
repeated Frantze curiously ;—releasing himself from Tama's

S R e f R S
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arms, and standing off with hands on hips, as filling his lungs,
gulping down a sob and looking through eyes which burned
under what must not be tears, he said sharply; “Do you hear
Tama? We are getting daunted! And Landseer said we
must not be ‘daunted by circumstances, for however it may ap-
pear, man is permanent, but circumstances are not.” And
that we must either utilize circumstances or ignore them;
and assume new ones, just as we would a new coat. And
that’s what I'm going to do. Only I don’t quite understand
yet, whether our circumstances (these conditions standing
round us here) can be utilized. Or whether there is” (he sank
his voice a little from the incisive eagerness of tone) adding,
““something to be ignored? And whether, if there is some cir-
cumstance to be ignored we should assume—or really
whether we ought to assume—anything different from the
truth as it is?”

He held his head in his hand a minute under the intensity
of his mental search; then stepped out with an extended stride
as if he again had hold on Landseer’s hand and together
they were discussing these matters. For to his mind, Landseer
seemed reiterating that a crisis like this, was like that in a
game of chess, at the point when everything depended on the
skill of the next move.

Suddenly he shortened his long stride, opening his closed
hand as if letting go of a bigger one exclaiming,

‘“Landseer is not dead!”

A sharply expelled breath sounded from the window above
the little porch, and the sight of a vanishing face met Tama’s
eyes. A look of understanding passed between her and Frantze,
as he added, in tones which he meant should reach the
chamber—

“Tama, I wonder whether, perhaps, Landseer himself felt
so permanent that, as he could not utilize circumstances,
perhaps he ignored them, and instead decided to assume the
circumstances which would stand round him if he—if he—
got out of his body you know!”

“O my great Lord!” cried Tama, upflinging herself, hands
foremost toward the vaulted blue. “O my great Lord!
What is de fac’ ob dis yer case? What did dat man go doin’
wif hisself dat day he los’ his courage, 'cause de battle ob dis
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life goes so hard? O Lord remember not ’gainst him any
fool-way ob doin’. ’Cause you yourself can jes’ ignore dat
circumstance, an’ Tama an’ dis blessed chile will come right
inter line, an’ assume whateber circumstance, dat one-minit
fool-act, plunged us all inter, dat day when he los’ courage.
Here, here Lord; I is your servant. Put it on ole Tama.
I bow! I bow!”

And, with the incalculable agility of the desert people, she
flung herself down again, with swift genuflexions, abandoning
herself to worshipful obedience. And the torrent which swept
through her, carried Frantze and all who heard along asin
the rhythmic Arabic of the Koran she adjured him—

“Landseer, Landseer! Thou knowest it is he who created
you of clay and then decreed the term of your lives. And
the prefixed term is written; yet you doubt thereof! He is
God of heaven and earth. He knoweth what you have kept
secret, and what you publish, and knoweth what you deserve.
There came not unto you any sign of the signs of the Lord,
but you have retired from the same. You have gain-said
the truth after it has come to you. But a message shall come
unto you concerning that which you have mocked at. You
shall be convinced of the truth before which you faltered,
when you shall see the punishment which you shall suffer
for faltering, both in this world and in the next:—when you
shall see the glorious success of that which you have aban-
doned. For your generation shall be established on the earth
in a manner wherein we have not established you.” This, in
the Arabic of the Koran. Then in her broken English she
pleaded—

“0O Lord of Heaven make him hear, and hearing make
him understand that ancient word! And now, if there is a
way to do it Lord, put Thy Power on this household: that we,
every one may royally assume the circumstances which Land-
seer has thrust upon us by cowardly rushing uncalled into the
unseen realm.”’

The silence and all that was in it held back breath while,
with an insurgence indescribable she called three times on
the name of Landseer; assuring him again that the Lord knew
what he deserved for retiring from life’s battles ‘ with no sign
of the signs of the Lord, and for gainsaying the truth after
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it had come to him, and for doubting and faltering in the
way.” And that, though he had helpers still, not one of them
should be his servant; for he, not being his own master, hence-
forth should master none. But waiting aside, he should be but
a spectator of the work of those who now would bring jubilee
to earth. Nor should he, by psychic intrusion, burden others
with his Will and wishes, in the attempt to make them do for
him what he had lacked courage to stay on the battle-field of
life and do for himself.

““Cease Tama!”

It came like a command from the chair at the open window
above the little balcony. But it only doubled Tama’s sense
of the dangers which a suicidal poltroon brings on family
and community: causing her, with redoubled zeal to send
‘the word’ to the disembodied soul whom she felt, earth-
bound, was shivering near, instead of following up the search
into other-world-knowledge which he had forced an entrance
there, in order to make. And like one who had the care of a
derelect, who had plunged into mysteries mid which he could
not now get his bearings, sonorously bell-like, on tolled her
voice:—

‘“Landseer, you’se no more dead dan I is! So get you hol
ob de fac’l An’ clear away dese falsehoods ’bout Woman-
nature dat poisons woman’s heart ’gainst her crucifiers an’
man’s heart 'gainst her! Tell de trufe dat you know is at de
foundation ob universal harmony; as yer said yerself ter Tama
once; supposin’ she wouldn’t know de rest ob it. Landseer,
lest yer want ter be dragged down ter hell,—quit lies!” she
shouted, falling prone to the floor, dead spent by the expul-
sion of soul-force which her spirit’s reach-out toward him had
caused her.

At this original form of service to the dead, Geraldine and
Ishtar, unseen, were present: listening in a sturdy, nature-
faith that Landseer was as alive as ever though invisible.
And Geraldine, whose affection for Mrs. Landseer was little
realized by that brain-racked woman, felt a queer satisfac-
tion in the fact, that the man, whose short-stays-at-home,
‘““made trouble in the family,” had been given to know that
although he was now discounted by death, as a family-factor,
he yet was expected to make things right for the mother.
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Meanwhile, her keen soul was quickened by that last sul-
phurous-ejaculation.

About eight years before the opening of this story Frantze
a waif on the world, had been brought to this family with
a past, into which Landseer had gone a’prodding as he had
tried to awaken the child’s memory of what had occurred
before he had fallen into the fever that, on his coming among
them, had still held him in its shattering embrace.

There was much at stake concerning past affairs, the com-
plications of which were intricate and almost unravelable.

But later, the child’s antagonism against Landseer’s un-

nerved impatience, had aroused in him a ecritical dissection

of Landseer’s contradictory statements: as, for instance,
when, irritated at his inability to fashion his life according
to his schemes, he once had said, “ A Man had a right to get
out of his body, when he had had enough of it”’—while yet
at another time he had said ‘“As a man by suicide, got out of
nothing but his body he by no means got rid of himself;
and therefore, accomplished but little by the act. For on
disembodiment, he had to take himself with him, the same as
a traveller on disembarkment, finds he has taken with him
what he 13; and, therefore, on landing, meets with whatever
his presence invites and incurs!”

Therefore, though for the first two days of facing the news

contained in the black-bordered letter, Frantze had tended
to fancy that there was a sort of heroism in getting out of
a body which is a bore to dress, feed and house: yet, ever,
there had come to him the assurance that a self-forced-de-
parture from the body was not consistent with Landseer’s
general idea of a never-say-die-courage.
- The day after Tama had administered her adjurations,
Frantze with drooping head, hardly able to support the
insight and outlook which animated his brain cells, sat in-
dolently pulling the cat’s ears through his fingers, while
thinking of the scene that had preceded and precipitated
Landseer’s departure for England. For then, in Frantze's
hearing he had said, as if covering a retreat:—

“Amy, I am driven about by contending circumstances.
You cannot imagine what I endure. Amy, even now, if you
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will sell this place I will wait till the business is transacted,
and then we will go back to England and I will follow up
the old Law-suit and place you as a conservator of a social
order you love.”

In surprise hardly controlled, she had answered ‘“Who
claims that I love any social order ever yet practicalized in
all this disordered world? You know we came here to help
practicalize this country’s ideals. Archibald, what has come
over you? Sell this house and travel? What, with babes
who need home, shoes and food?”

And with a malediction against ‘the grind of keeping the
pot boiling, which makes a slave of a married man ans life
a beastly treadmill not fit for a horse’ ashamed of himself
and of the social muddle which loads down existence with
all round causes for discontent; he ejaculated: “You talk
too much! you’re getting old!”

And facing all that this really meant of his untellable weari-
ness of them all and of existence, she said mildly, “Old enough
to kill, do you think? They ask that about calves!”’

And he, to turn a joke on the horror of the question said,
“You were a calf to marry me!” Then, with trembling
hands ,covering his eyes he ejaculated, “It is a confusing
crisis!’

And she, with that slow seriousness of well-grounded-con-
viction which is like sand in the eyes of one temperamented
like Landseer, said, “It need not confuse us if we stick to
the simple, rectifying Principle of Liberty to each and special
privilege to none on which this country is foundationed!
So far, you have done good work for the people: and, except
for your excessive legal and travelling expenditures (things
which you had decided to drop) all might go well. You
meant never to ask anything of this country but the privi-
lege of serving it simply from our home-centre; as any quiet
workman might do.”

Then had come an outburst from him, received with an
arrest of her breath: as she now opened the way for him to
do what he was longing to do, and what she now saw would
best be done, in order that she might devote herself to her
children, while giving him the liberty (as he called it) which
he said was his necessity. Frantze had seen that it was with
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unspeakable sympathy for Landseer’s bursting nervousness
that she answered:—

“Landseer, we are parting! You are going out to help
forward a scheme for bettering the whole world in the bulk.
Then why not you be the man to state what all wise men
know but secrete: that man’s need for peace-filled-energy
can be met in a way harmless to woman and her children,
if but men will leave woman to re-adjust social conditions as
far as her gainment and retainment of her self-possession and
home-proprietorship, will, unintrusively do it.”

The lad had often heard them discuss the simple, scientific
facts relative to the orderly evolution of what she called
‘race-functional-possibilities’: which Mrs. Landseer consid-
ered were co-natural to the well-born and well-bred who chose
to utilize LIFE spiritizingly instead of dis (or ab-) using it
insanely. Nevertheless, her words were met with a look
which Archibald sent into her eyes: the sharpness of which
struck (not into her soul but) on the Shield-of her Faith
that he was not looking at her: and not even at Womanhood,
mse, but at a bringer to him of burdens: which, when he

married he had not reckoned on: and his relations to
which he did not now half understand: and to the carrying
of which he had no intention of settling his shoulders.

These burdens, Frantze knew, were the children which,
one after another, had appeared: ruining (as Landseer
claimed) Mrs. Landseer’s health and beauty: spoiling his
plans and making him of but secondary importance: strain-
ing their modest competence into poverty: and turning his
inspiriting wife into a sick-looking drudge, harder to endure
than all the rest.

At the time, Frantze had not thought Landseer meant un-
kindness. He was but stating unpleasant facts, something
of the brunt of which (coming on Frantze in those eight
years) had not left him ignorant of the Cause, back of them.
But he did not know (for he had seen little home-life outside
of this house) that (as Lamed once had said) ‘square shoul-
dered men asked nothing better, than that the Mother of their
children should give herself to the business of perfectly edu-
cating the children whom she brings into existence.’” He
noticed how critically Lamed had listened and waited at
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that crisis: dispassionately looking at the Father of her chil-
dren as if glad that his swift fire was transfused through
their being: but conscious that, its fury would likely make
them soon tend to become as insanely tired of everything they
had ever seen, heard or thought of, as Landseer, suddenly
and frequently became, when he had his frenzies, to ‘get away,
anywhere, only to be gone’! These things Frantze had heard
talked over often enough to understand the full meaning of
that moment: and to see how, though her limbs suddenly
failed her under Landseer’s maddened look of boredom, Mrs.
Landseer yet, with the composure of self-control had sunken
safely into a chair, instead of fainting on the floor.

The tragedy of that moment never to him lost its signifi-
cance. He realized (though he could not have voiced it)
that Lamed’s clarity of thought which to her was a high
corrective of irritation against Landseer’s lack of spiritual-
illumination—simply irritated him; keeping him chronically
angry at her acceptance of the fact that the self-evolution
which he was running up and down the Earth to accomplish,
would more finely have come to him if he could have staid at
home in that ‘quietness and peace in which there is strength.’

For Landseer it was enough now, that she was to know he
stood there ready to start that minute, or to postpone it a
week if she would sell the place for what she could get, and
pull up and go with him. All he wanted, was a simple yes
or no.

But at her first word his next came hurtling forth as from
a person harassed within an inch of life by ‘the driving forces
with which a Satan of Authority makes a pandemonium of
a household that keeps that Satan in bondage.’

This, Mrs. Landseer comprehended and was not surprised.
For she had long known that her relentless study of ‘Life’s
great concern’ (immortally apprehended from a scientific stand-
point) rendered her far less pleasant to him than any amount
of daily bickerings and quarrels made up with final conces-
sions and emotional-pacifications, day after day, would have
done. She knew she was not the kind of wife that would
have been pleasantest, but also she knew, there were other
questions to be considered. The point now was, she saw her
efforts at mutuality were distinctly repugnant to him. He
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wanted her to know it. She did know it. And knowing it
beyond a peradventure, she said,

‘““Here let the matter rest. But before we part I will tell
you, nothing less deserves to be undermined than does the
‘Temple’ which Masons of old planned to build.”

¢ All the more reason I should fight for it,” he said.

“Not by fighting but by working out each step of advance-
ment, Masons upclimb!” she replied: awakening his response,
that, for him freedom to breathe outside of conventionalities
was a necessity. Then to squarely precipitate the crisis which
they both knew had arrived, she said, ‘Do you find it hard
‘to breathe’ here?”—to which, he, seeing his way out of in-
furiatingly burdensome-circumstances, fetching his eyes close
to hers, sped into her face the ejaculation, “Yes.”” Which she
met with a friendly grip of the hand, as true and kindly as
her question and voice had been:—while she said: “I honestly
believe it, Landseer. And I give you liberty to breathe
elsewhere, (where you will) with no thought of me or my
children.”

And he, chagrined at the tranquillity of this unheard of
acquiescence, ejaculated “My Lord, Amy! Are yvou tired
of ME?” fetching out her simple words, ‘“As tired, Archi-
bald, as you, for years have been of your burden!” And
when he, panting between fury, amazement and the com-
fort of relief at getting off so easily, had said — ‘She could
never understand him’; she had answered, ‘‘ Better than that,
Archibald: I comprehend you. And I comprehend my past-
relations and my future possible-form of service to you. I
still can be more serviceable than ever. But I can never be
lovable, ‘pleasant’ or satisfactory! Because you want some-
thing 1 have not to give; and which Home cannot supply.
You want freedom from Home-Responsibilities. While
I, on the reverse, want opportunity to fulfil my whole respon-
gibility to my home; which I cannot do while you are so mis-
erably unsatisfied here. Therefore take your freedom! What-
ever you do with it it is your business, not mine. But if you
like, try to lay hold on the fact that, when the evil which
men have done is summed up, the evil that is wrought by their
distrust of woman’s natural-intelligent goodness, will lead. all
the rest in its disastrous effect on the race.”
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And bowing courteously, she had left the room.

Thinking of all this now, Frantze wondered what better the
marble-white lady could have done, than thus to have given
Landseer a chance to do what he chose while she gallantly
settled her shoulders to carry alone the burdens which he
hated to share.

‘Well Frantze remembered the boyish alacrity with which,
after a moment’s dead halt, Landseer stirring about and pick-
ing up and bagging, some things and giving Tama some direc-
tions, took his departure with the air of being glad to go: yet
full of wrath that she could let him go so easily: glancing
back at the door through which she had departed as if he
knew she really meant to do her duty all right : but as if he
did not believe he had her heart and cared little for duty done
in that case.

And the mighty significance of all these untellable things,
had had hold on Frantze, when, as ‘the Mountain looked
on Marathon and Marathon looked on the sea,” his soul had
looked into Tama’s, and her’s had looked into—what? Had
it been a seething maelstrom? Had it been a boundless
chaos? Whatever it was, he had no fear of what Tama had
seen: though indefinitely he thought she had seen a soul that
had attained a wished-for invisibility and a partial release
from time and place: and which so, had become (as Landseer
had said he supposed he would become, on exit from bodily-
form) a dweller in a realm on the mere threshold of which
Frantze had indefinitely supposed himself to be standing.

The power to develop the moralization of mental-processes
which the philosophy of the Omnipotence of All-pervasive
Life gives to the real possessor of that philosophy, is so far re-
moved from the intellectual-stultification which comes from
a religion based on Fear of the Unknown, that Frantze’s inher-
itance of this power had already secured him in mental-
processes which once for all certified him that a man need not
be feared nor disrelished for having ventured to disembody
himself however unadvised the act in itself, might be. But
that such an one might need help from those (if any such there
were) who might be spiritually able to help him without
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becoming swamped in difficulties and conditions which had
been on the way to vampyrize them all in a like form of wick-
edness. A form of wickedness, which Landseer, in his haughty
sense of unimpregnable courage, had once called ‘weaked-
ness,” when he had said, ‘however it might be for inane
deserters, that for warriors there was no reprieve in Life’s
battle: because it was the business of every one to face cir-
cumstances, comprehend their significance and utilize them,
while resisting the attempt of any soul (in the body or out) at
overmastery, surely until that soul, had proven his ability
to fully master self.’

Thus, one of Landseer’s high assertions, like a boomerang,
now served as a finishment of the case: and remained as the
mental residuum which the seeth and bubble of the fire under
these lives had left in the family pot au feu.

The stultifying horror and the (shall it be said ?) self-reproach
with which Landseer’s act had whelmed the wife who had
gathered courage so valiantly to give him the liberty he
longed for, had in it an element of which only the Reader
of hearts could balancingly have judged. An element con-
cerning which Mrs. Landseer’s three-days’ ponderings, still left
her unable to acquit or to condemn herself.

But now, the stultifying horror and self-reproach which had
blinded her intelligence, was swept away, as clouds are some-
times swept away at the coming of a cold north wind.

Invigorated by this cold-calm, with hands clasped beyond
her pillowed head, she reviewed things through which she
had lived with (not patient acceptance but) the sturdy-
endurance of a strong soul, dealing with a companion whose
untrained-mercurialism was just short of genius. And ecrit-
icalizingly now she thus inspected it.

He was her children’s father and the imparter to them of
that part of his temperament. She also recognized that it was
her sight of the equilibrium between necessity and liberty
which had assisted her to ascend those heights of self-abnega-
tion up which the demands of Archibald’s erratic nature had
driven her. Because, before marriage he had promised her
they would practically demonstrate the scientific unity of All-
Creative-action, by wtilizing 1TS inspirations, instead of talking
about the matter: and had induced her to purchase the

e d X
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‘Master’s House’ as a fitted environment mid which, (as occa-
sion rose) to administer their ideas to what he called ‘the villag-
ers.” But his idea of ‘villagers’ and ‘lower classes’ did not
accord with the idea which ‘self-sovereign citizens’ have of
themselves nor of their relations to persons who assume too
much patronage, however well meant.

So, as it takes thirty, fifty or a hundred and fifty years
(as this nation is learning) to practicalize graphic statements
concerning personal-Liberty, it had come to pass that the
attempted verifications of his illusive statement and plans,
mid the well-known seeming hindrances of this bread and
butter-world, had caused Landseer to often hie to pastures
new and scenes more blithesome, away from Lamed’s cool
insistence that of course, with patience, they could do what-
ever they could plan. For her power to pull on, mid ill-health
and discouragements untellable, was not only incomprehensi-
ble, but an insupportable bore to him.

The very poise of temperament, which had at first attracted
him, now angered him as against an assumption of ability to
see and do what must be done: — making him feel as if brought
face to face with a foe: for as he could not arouse ‘the peo-
ple’s’ enthusiasm over his writings and illusive plans, he lost
hope of their practicalization; and was bored by her relent-
less courage and wished nothing better than that she, instead
of obeying her own nature (and he told her so) should be-
come submissive to his.

Fifteen or more years she had had of this, in a foreign land
to which she had come under peculiar disadvantages where
friends or relatives she had none.

Suddenly sitting bolt upright with luminous eyes looking
through the air, she questioned, Had she now freedom to
utilize characteristics out of which Archibald had tried to
train her while accoutreing himself in them? Might Oh!
would it be possible for the hope-enchanted Lamed Ariosto
whom in maidenhood she had been, to now gather-up her
personal-identity and BE and help her daughters to be, as far
as in them lay,—what she believed (and they might find) the
World needed Womanhood to become?

Lamed Ariosto-Rhoensteine was her name in that maiden-
hood. Though Archibald had significantly reduced it to the
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soubriquet ‘Amy’: ‘Lamed’ being too much of a mouthful
and too full of histrionic import, he had said.

She repeated her name in full: then using with it the
marital-addition as a descriptive: thus “ Lamed Ariosto-Rhoen-
steine: Landseer.”” And at the sound of it, she saw herself
as more than she had been before the time when, in girlhood
she had met a crisis in life; and, leaving that incident, had
crossed to this shore.

For now she knew she had indisputably become a Seer of the
way which had been indistinctly visible to her imagination’s
utmost stretch. A land of duties, dangers, insights and
foresights of ‘invisible things,” the ‘greatness of the way’
of which, should she try to record it, would seem but as the
mirage before a dreamer of dreams.

She pulled toward her a little table on which lay a strongly-
bound and padlocked-diary. She opened it at a distinctly
new section: then entering the full date she wrote in hand-
some chirography,—‘“Lamed Ariosto; Landseer,” as under
other circumstances, had she taken that degree, she might have
written ‘‘ Lamed Ariosto; Doctor of Laws.”

She could not have explained to herself just why she did
this, nor why such a consciousness of self-ownership, rest and
reprieve flowed through her being when it was done. But
she threw herself back on her pillows (did this woman who
had passed far down into the valley of the shadow of death)
and rested from her labors; wondering if perhaps now her
‘works would follow’ her? She rested. Oh what a rest.
Only those who have felt it know the blessedness of that
inexplicable Rest. So blissful it was that she wondered if it
were a safe or right thing to feel so ‘composed to unity.’

For there had come to her a sense as of a separation (not
away from anything or anybody but) unto her best self, her
angel. Not for years, if ever, had she known such an experi-
ence. She became conscious of an augmentation and enlarge-
ment of power as if now by individual extension she might
do by herself, all that should be (but never had been) done
for her children and the world anear.

As she rested there came to her a certitude that her hus-
band had intrinsically valued her. But she turned away
from the impression. It was far from intellectually-invigo-
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rating. And, as if sharply addressing one who had entered
the room, repeating Tama’s words she said dismissingly:

“For you, not being your own Master, thenceforth there-
fore, shall wait aside, attentive to the workings of the Will
of Universal Wisdom. Keeping in its currents: you will see
victory arrive: you being but a spectator of the work of
those who, by patient continuance in ‘well-doing’ bring jubi-
gae to Earth. Thus be it with suicides and deserters of

uty!”

Was this dismissal necessary? Certain it is, suicidal-pas-
sionists are among the ‘undead-dead,” whose woeful will
and wishes work misery in those who become victims of their
obsession. And she had now her children to protect as well
as herself. And her brain told her heart (and with her brain-
power she now told Archibald) that he had chosen for him-
self the theatrically-passionate death of a suicide: instead of
the rational-life-of-husband-and-father with her and her chil-
dren; which kind of a life with them and her she had offered
him: and in which she would life-long have given him, health,
right-reason, prosperity and length-of-days: including par-
ticipation in the spiritually-royal reconstruction of a world-
wide brotherhood of Spirit-empowered, Self-sovereigns!

From all of which, she told him he had by suicide, for
the present disbarred himself.

. . . . . . . . .

Was it indeed, that by a patient continuance in well-
doing until she saw the way to do better-than-well, she really
had attained to that equilibrium between necessity and lib-
erty, which enables one to throw off emotional-weights? Had
she attained to the condition in which all requisite attention
can be given to the REAL necessities of others, while right-
eously withdrawing oneself from a too dominatingly-destructive
Intruder?

There came to Lamed a supposition that Archibald had
in part, chosen retirement from the world, out of his weari-
ness of her and her duties! Which duties were as irksome to
him as they were full of promised triumph to her: allowing
that she could have the right to a ‘repose,’ (or re-postulating)
of all that she was or could make herself to become, on a level
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where she would henceforth be (could she sustain her equilib-
rium there) invulnerable.

She felt an assurance that this, her hopeful outlook, was in
true order: and that the untellable mystery known to Archi-
bald was but at-one with her own knowledge of her own
powers: and that it was related to his mystery as the solution
of a problem is related to the problem; and that his secrecy
regarding his Masonic mystery would as little bear common
discussion as, a moment before, that which had occurred,
unsummoned and undismissed, would have borne discussion.
Should she call that magical experience, an illumination,
electrically arrived and mystically vanished? To most per-
sons, that would mean nothing if she did so name it. Should
she call it ‘the peace of God which passes understanding’?
and which ‘none but he who feels it knows’? She had so
heard it called in hymnology by singers who perhaps knew
it too.

Questioning and pondering, she rose and walked about,
looking at common things, half wonderingly and mspectmgly,
as if she had come back to them from afar. Even taking
up her thimble, and with one half of her brain, counting the
indentatures worn by the pressure of her needles which had
made many garments for many children as for years she had
sewed and dumbly done duties which she had neither loved
nor neglected: but heroically had done, as women of her
calibre under dull dictation learn to do them: not with
joy but perhaps with faithfulness; because of their innate
sense of the dignified relation which their duty-doing bears
to each successively pending crisis: and, their sense that by
their duty-doing the world hangs sanely together, age on age.
But looking at her thimble now, she told herself, a change
had come. She need bear no more children, the sight of
which bored her husband. She needed no longer repress
her words before the fragmentarv but ostentatious learning
which held itself up away from women, considered well enough
in the place assigned them by man; but whose proud ways
and wonderments, should there be staid. She drew a quick
breath; for with something of self reproach and alarm she dis-
covered she had regained herselfin losing her husband! “Hus-
band,” she then said aloud; ‘“not husband! But an over-
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mastering-master who would not master himself—and who
has now gone to his own place and has left me to find
mine!”

Had she gone mad? No, she had but recognized that she
now had a chance to be natural and to do right as she under-
stood it! Nothing worse, nothing more wicked filled her,
than gladness that she had now a <chance to be natural and
to do right. And so, with arms thrown up over her head
she felt again like the royal maid she had been when
she had known no better than to sacrifice such maidenhood
for—

But she told herself (and tried to tell him) she would cease
thinking on what had come and gone since maidenhood.
It was enough now, that surges of health poured into her
veins by the mere permissive agency of the knowledge that
she now had a right to be herself: and had a right to do
for her and Landseer’s children, all that now all alone, it was
her duty to do: he having chosen to disembody and vanquish
himself, as a factor or responsible-element in the family. She
stated it definedly. Assuring him with the whole power of her
mind, of his dissevered relations from affairs which he had so
ruthlessly thrown off, for the purpose of exploring other
worlds!

And she said this, facing the fact (and expecting him to
face it) that she knew, when she had left the room that day,
she had said, in her heart, ““ Yes: take your liberty: and leave
me mine. Range the spheres of the Universe, if you must;
but le’ave me unhampered in the self-sovereign sphere of
HOME.’

And it was in the bitterness of regret for this dissevering
thought that she had mourned for the days which had so
nearly cost her her life: while Landseer had deluged her with
the memory of what, possibly, the power of that thought-
flash might have impelled him to do.

The power of thought? She knew it well. And if more
care were needed in every case of the future, that was one
matter. But now (she mentally told Landseer) not regrets
for imaginary results of a not-wrong-thought, but QuiETr was
needed for the Home of Lamed Ariosto Rhoensteine; Landseer;
deliberately thus christening herself and her house as she
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essayed to take up the duties which Landseer had chosen
to throw off in order to take, what he liked better: namely,
Liberty to range, not only the world but the Universe;
if—if he had power.

This Tama now knew was the conclusion of the matter:
at least (as she forebodingly told herself) until the next over-
whelming return of the passional-atmosphere of that suicidal-
presence.

And she declared ‘it was time.” For pantry, and store-
house were empty: and visible resources they practically had
none now sufficient for the growing needs of the family: owing,
to the inroads so steadily made of late, on the funded prin-
ciple of Lamed Ariosto Rhoensteine’s patrimony.

So Tama said,—‘Boy, when folks ask you what we hear
from Europe and Mr. Landseer an’ what we all does an’ says
in dis house, an’ what dey can do ter help us, you jes’ say
‘nuffin, tanks’ and den come right 'way home where you
belongs.”

Then she gave Frantze a list of groceries to order from the
store, adding, “Go right ’long now, an’ tell de grocery-man
to charge it all, chile: tho’ de Lawd only knows where de
money’s comin’ from. Yis, you do jes’s I say, ’cause now ole
Tama an’ de Lawd know all ’bout dis business. Tama don’t
know much, but dere’s de Lawd, He knows all de res’.
Fear nuffin chile, we is mighty rich still; yit I can’t at dis
partickerly minit lay my han’ on de sum o’ money necessary
ter pay dat store-bill, dat’s all. But what’s money compared
wif de confidence dat we an’ de Lawd an’ everybody else
bime by will be sure ter make eberyting all right wid each
odder, full measure, pressed down an’ runnin’ ober?

“So Honey, don’t look shame-faced in dat way! Walk up jes’
like allers an’ say—*‘Sen’ dese groceries right up ter Madame
Landseer’s house an’ charge ’em up ter Massa Landseer’s
account.” For min’ you, his ’counts wid dis earth ain’t closed
up yit. Now do as I say, honey, an’ feel honerful 'bout it,
’cause I tell you Massa Landseer will see der way ter fulfill his
obligations somehow or ’noder.”

She caught her breath, poor soul, feeling much as people
with good common sense do feel, when under this afflatus
(called of old, the ‘full assurance of grace’) they lean on the
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promises in 8 way which seems like obtaining goods on false
pretenses according to all well accepted worldly theories of
meum et tu-um. Then she added, with a high and mighty
assumption, ‘“Some people trus’ de Lawd ter look after dere
poverty an’ debts; an’ it’s my opinion dat de Lawd is like
de Centurion:—he says ter dis man, do dis; an’ he doeth
it. An’ to anoder, do dat; ’an’ ter Massa Landseer, ‘owe
no man anyting,’ an’ he oweth it to no man; an’ I'se no idea
dat Landseer will be gettin’ carelesser now, jest when he’s
better fixed for fetchin’ help outer de sanctuary, dan eber
he was befo’. An’—an’ dat’s what I mean ter hab him un-
derstan’ if he can heah talk.”

The finish of this was like an explosive sent up to high
heaven. For Tama herself did not know where piety might
begin and honesty (common honesty) leave off, when hunger
was near at hand and grocers almost as near: 'and when the
pressure of this inimitable ‘‘assurance of grace” surging like
a torrent through brain and being seemed ushering in heaven’s
triumphant march over the earth.

So at least Frantze thought as with a glance at her, he sped
away and gave his message in a state bordering on. moral
delirium.

The grocer in response said:—*“Oh, it is Tama, is it, who
says I am to charge this to Mr. Landseer? Well, what does
Mrs. Landseer say about it?”

“Thanks, nothing.”

There was a little consultation, for there had a doubt sprung
up as to whether Mr. Landseer had really died. They looked
at Frantze. He was thinking that Landseer, who was (in
his way) truth over all, would certainly fulfill his obligations
to his family; and the thought gave his countenance such
a fortified and altogether blessed expression, that the grocer
felt suddenly convinced the law-suit had terminated well.
For Tama’s sense of affluence (not the ‘penny to a p’und’
kind) put on all the grocer’s men the assurance that the Land-
seers were intrinsically and permanently rich people; and
set them musing on the conundrum which in other years,
Landseer, with his pockets full of money had asked them:—
‘“What ¢ money but a token of general confidence that some-
body who has put out promises will keep them all and make
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everything go right, while everybody continues exchanging
services and commodities and values of all sorts with every-
body else, all on the strength of those promises, which at
last, become to be considered ‘a circulating medium,’ as we
say of real National bank-notes?”

Allusion was smilingly made to this well remembered conun-
drum, which one man there said, ‘“ Was as good as any of the
financial conundrums just then extant at the Capitol.”

So the words:—‘“Charge it all to Mr. Landseer’s account,”
awoke memories of the fact that Mr. Landseer when he went
away had left them (collectively and individually) in debt
to him for things which make life livable. For the house
on the hill had been a centre of the mental affluence mid which
Mr. Landseer at inflated moments had his being.

With his head on his hand and his elbow resting on the
counter, Frantze reviewed the company of men and women
who used to come invited to look at pictures, statues and
engravings of sacred art, illustrative of the intellectual design
in life to which the Landseers wished to direct attention.
For he was confident that there was a form of serviceable civil-
ity in which everybody could and would make everything
right with everybody else through an exchange of personal
serviceableness, transacted on a credit system, based on the
generous honesty of a contracting community; be that com-
munity this nation, or the wide-world’s citizenship.

But alas! The immediate needs of heavy hearts and hungry
stomachs rendered intellectual faculties unresponsive to con-
ditions which existed only in imagination’s debatable land.

Frantze was thinking that nevertheless, something ought
now to come of all these theories. And as his soul overflowed
with memories the memories overflowing into the river of
silence which filling the place attracted into the store passers
by.
The next moment every one seemed talking about “the
other man” who first took up his abode at the Rock-ledge
and astonished the natives by buying that whole stretch of
land on which to raise, not potatoes they said, but the might
of man. He camped out there and boarded himself, and
drank at the spring; while giving the tramps he loved some-
thing more practical than an average college education, win-
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tering and summering with them in a way that helped them
to know their own and each other’s intrinsic value.

But one person said—‘‘That man was only a common stone-
cutter.” Another disputed that; and said that he was a reg-
ular sculptor, working his design into the native rock with
chisel and hammer, from the picture in his brain. And that
he trained sculptors and filled them with strange theories
as they worked, according to the principle that to find out
who a man is, it must be first known what he can work at.
And the minister there, said, ‘‘that this man lived with and for
- the men, dividing his substance with them, and then gave them
a send-off with wages which he paid to them for letting him
benefit them.”

“Yes,” continued the minister; ‘“and when some fellows
came up, who weren’t good material for making a success as
sculptors, he measured out the stretch of land necessary for
a cellar and a sub-cellar and set them to cellar-making; teach-
ing them more practical science about taking hold of a shovel
8o as to get the right leverage in the throw, than you would
think could be in it. Then he gave them the secret of com-
bining body, soul and spirit-power in the concentrated action
of the moment, in a way that would fill a philosopher’s sermon
to tell. And it did fill many a good hour as he worked with
them, alongside, himself doing in a marvellous way, all that he
had said could be done. But there was a fellow there who
was too shaky to make any sort of a throw; and as for con-
centrating his three-fold nature, he wasn’t in it, and didn’t
know a three-fold nature was in him. What he did know
was in him was pots and pints of liquor and tobacco poison;
and what he knew was pretty well out of him was all phys-
ical force not to mention all spirit courage, except the dregs
of it, which the spirit of alcohol gives. So Heem (for that’s
the name of the other man) laughed good naturedly at the
poor wreck and showed him as plain as print the sort of dis-
integration of nerve-fibre and of brain-constructing-substance
that was going on in his make-up. And next he had a de-
lirium-tremens subject up at the Rock-ledge with a shovel
in his hand, as an object lesson, to show how he managed
it. Then the fellow I am telling you about understood it
pretty well.
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“Heem was an absolutely perfect man! I mean it! An
absolute beauty! There never was a thing sculptured in
marble or painted in picture, so beautiful, except of course,
woman. And what made him so lithe, graceful, mighty and
self-poised and full of self-conquest was—well—never mind
all that! I am telling you how he dealt with a fellow who
was too far gone to swing a shovel. But seeing the story
is about myself it is long enough if it stops here.”

They all pressed around the minister, and he said, ‘‘Yes,
I'm the fellow, and Heem’s the man who saved me; for
when I got myself enough together to fling a shovel of dirt
as fast, as far and finely as Heem did it, without strain or
falter, he called me ‘prime.” Then he let me cut stone with
him for the cellar, while he told me what kind of stone-cutting
they used to do in Egypt, and the size of the stones they
lifted, and how they lifted them. Then the mysteries of
the Temple of Solomon, which some of you know a thing
or two about, came into the discussion and into my moral
and physical construction. For he taught me how to quarry
stone and how to fitly frame it together in upbuilding my
manhood as well as in upbuilding a cellar out of the earth’s
depths. There are mysteries in it.”

A man gave the minister a peculiar grip of the hand which
seemed somehow related to the story. Then the grocer
said,—*“Well, it’s a fact; this town has prospered and our best
thought has prospered, just as ‘The master’s house’ has pros-
pered."

Then Frantze saw, for some reason, their place was called
the ‘Master’s house.” Then he heard a man say:—‘“When
Mr. Landseer came, he tried to do as much as Heem; but
he didn’t go down into the quarry. But he did his best with
his learning, lectures and art illustrations. But there was
real woman’s wit in Heem’s manner of doing these things!
He didn’t use books much; he had it all in his own head, and
just talked it out. He was a college!”

‘“He was a wonder-man,” said the minister. “No doubt
in my mind about that.”

“I don’t care about Heem,” said the grocer. * Landseer
was the man for me. He gave the town more trade, more
taxes, more consequence and standing than a thousand
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queers hke that Heem down in the diggings could glve in a
century.”

““Doubted,” said the minister.

“Not by me,” said the grocer. ‘‘He gave a fellow an out-
look at what a cultivation of brains in a person would result
in; and added more style to the town than we are ever likely
to get again, till this boy here shows what he is made of. I'm
thinking we might charge up large credit to Mr. Landseer’s
account in this town, and not fetch him or the family into
the town’s debt for a while to come. I could, I know. Why
I was a boor when I first used to try to understand him and
Art,and the things of which he gave me a glimpse. I wish
he were back. We could all give him more encouragement
now, because we understand him better.”

Then the grocer asked Frantze “if Mrs. Landseer meant
to keep the house,” adding,—*‘Tell Mrs. Landseer I know a
man who’ll buy it at a reasonable price; or if she wants to
raise money on it, will take a mortgage on it.”

“]1 know another,” said some one else, with a merry look
at the exuberant grocer.

“I know a third,” said the minister, with the air of letting
the grocer know competltom were in the field.

“Qh, the woods are full of them!” shouted a young fellow,
choking with laughter at the grocer’s dead halt; adding, “I
say, Mr. Ralston, don’t you be too previous for your own
good.”

And Frantze, confused and alarmed, hastened away home,
quite overwhelmed in the gladsome volumes of back-history
and floods of anticipation and kind memories which, delug-
ing these men, seemed on the spot to have turned Mr. Land-
seer into the creditor, and these others into a ready-to pay
up set of debtors. But, the talk of buying the house or of
mortgaging it, brought in an element which filled Frantze
with an assertive force, that it was not to be done. Which
assertion had its rise in something quite beyond any practi-
cal knowledge he had as to the disastrous possibilities under
which a mortgagee falls, when the mortgage-holder’s grip
tightens upon an estate! With blood hurtling like a race
horse through his brain, he sprang over the ground, knowing
nothing but the fact that Landseer would never have that
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done if he were on the spot. For the House was more than
a house;—even the unthinking men had called it ‘the Mas-
ter’s House.’

“Tama, tell me everything that can be known, so that I
can think of the best that can be done,” said Frantze rushing
in. “For they are all coming up to morigage on this house!”

“Sacra-a-a!l” screeched Tama with an abhorrent noise in-
tended to scare the devil. ‘“Sacra-a-a! Sacra-a-al” And
when, with a whitened-face, Frantze had sprung back, think-
ing the woman had now gone mad, she whispered, melodi-
ously as ever,—‘Dar, dar, chile! Don’t neber say dat word,
nor tink dat word ’gin. It’s somfin’ ter do wid de debbil;
an’ de debbils hab lots ter do wid it! Dis here, is De Mas-
ter’s house, an’ you’ll be a master han’ at keepin’ it up ter
business somehow or odder; my ole bones tells me dat.”

‘“Well, den your ole bones don’t know nuffin 'bout it, Tama.
1 guess he’s not & master hand nor a master anything else,”
said Geraldine thrusting her head out of a queer little high-up
closet which was set in the wall and which had recently at-
tracted her attention somehow in relation to the scripture
which had assured Tama that the secret of the most High
is with them that feared the Lord. For the random in-
terpretations which authoritative-ignorance sometimes gives
to Holy Scriptures, are only about as delirious as those which
filled the little girl’s head when she entered into this closet
and shut the door, to listen to the secret of the Lord;
which Tama declared was with them that feared the Lord.
Geraldine by constitution and education objected to the fear
of any-body; but in proportion as she fearlessly regarded
everything and every-body so, an awesome reverence for
Spirit of the Lord increased within her. She had heard
Tama when she had said she was going on to fear the wrong
person and that thenceforth, she would not fear what man
could do unto her. And Geraldine had on the spot, em-
braced that part of Tama’s creed. But there had been no
consultation which Tama and Frantze had had, at which
Geraldine had not been privily present shuddering, trem-
bling and assisting as at the mystical triumphs of the commun-
ion of saints, entered upon without let or hindrance of church
or state. But heaven forefend that saint in church or state
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ever should get as wrathful as was now the rosy, handsome
face peering out of the crack of the door of the high-up closet,
as the little maid, cried out, in Tama's style,

“Sho! Your ole bones ain’t nuffin to go by! Frantze is
not anybody! He isn’t a Landseer at alll I heard mother
say, ‘nobody really knows who he is.’” He’s nothin’ but an
in’loper! I'm de oldes’ chile.”

“So you is,” said Tama, “but you is nuffin but a girl
an’ girls ain’t no good in property cases.”

“Well, I guess girls are prob’ly, just as good as boys!”

““But there’s reg’lar laws in the airth,” said Tama solemnly.

“0O you mean there are circumstances standin’ round.
And you think I'll stand back and make way for circum-
stances! I’'m circumstances and I'M going to utilize my-
self. I’m the head of the family. I'll minister the ’state;
and Tama, I’'m Master Landseer. You shan’t call him ‘mas-
ter Frantze” He is not anything to do with anything! He’s
an jn’loper. He don’t belong here. I heard my Mother say
so.’

“Shame on you Missy Gel'dine, allus at doors an’ gettin’
into spy places. Dat’s too low manners fer any chile.”

““Spy-places are jus’ circumstances stan’ing round. And I
make them make way for me to hear what I want ter know.
Besides it’s yer own fau’t, Tama. I see you listening at Mama’s
door yer own se'f,”” and with a fling back of the little closet
door, she shuffled herself forward to the edge and dropped as
lightly as a kitten; and making a grimace at Frantze, ran away
to perfect another plan of which she had just thought.

Whatever shame she felt in listening, was heroically obliter-
ated by her philosophy of the possible use of circumstances;
and so, for the time, sustained her magnificently as she mut-
tered to herself ¢ if Tama may listen to hear if mama be crying
when mama don’t want her to know whether she is or not,
then, I will find out my truths by asking, and by listening and
everyway else, too; sol’
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CHAPTER II.

““FOR THERE ARE SET THRONES OF JUDGMENT.”

THE next day, for the first time, Geraldine appeared in the

grocer’s store. With set mouth and chin drawn in and
head a little to one side she stood like a beautiful wild
thing brought to bay and ready for a fight. And then in a
trumpet clear voice, she demanded ‘“‘a barrel of flour sent up
‘'mediately and charged to the man of the house, Geraldine
Landseer.”

“Why of course” said the old fashioned grocer, with muffled
laughter. ‘“And if I were you I'd go ahead and take over that
property business! You could do it if you got about it. Or,
if the law hinders you, you just make a new one. You have
twice the pluck of the pretty, yellow haired boy. Which is
the oldest, you or him?”

With blacker eyes and redder cheeks, and tighter drawing
in of neck and chin,—

“I’'m prob’bly just as old as I choose to be. This year I
don’t choose to be much more than nine years old! How old
are you?”’ said she, as on guard.

‘““George! but you have a tongue!” said the man.

“Well! You just dare to put asacra-a-a—mortgage on my
house and my father will give you a good fright in the lonely
hours of the night,—and—"’

Frantze, panting with his search for her, had caught her by
the hand; revealing to her with his look of horror, that she was
in the midst of a pack of boys and men, talking about home
affairs; which, according to the Landseer perhaps, false code,
was the most vulgar of doings. The minister who had come
in, stopped near as she was saying to Frantze, “Well then:
what business had Tama to ’scriminate ’gainst me for you?”
Causing the minister to say ‘“ What queer children for people
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of consequence!’’ with his hand on his beard scrutinizing them,
as he added, “The boy is much more like Mr. Landseer in
build and manner’’—and then referring at length-to Mrs. Land-
seer’s way of repelling help: and going into the affair with an
interfering, perfunctory way, quite as if these children, now
that the father was gone, were fit subjects for machine-run-
mission work!—All of which, these self-poised, high headed
children appreciating then tarried, to hear further about. For
it had been said that ‘such work as Heem had done, was
needed in the town now.” And then they heard that Heem
had been in Keilhau, in Switzerland when Froebel was alive
and there had learned his way of dealing with men quite as
if they were but children. Then the minister said ‘It was
up at the place on the hill (now called ‘ The Master’s house’)
that Heem got together those discouraged men; and by his
way of going into it, taught them to love work as God, the
greatest of all workers, loves it! He helped a man to find
himself: and therefore, to know himself as a ‘wealth-creating
energy.”’” He helped us to find in Mother Nature, our own
super-sensuous nature. Those were his words too. I’'m told
Mr. Landseer had met him somewhere over on the other side.
Landseer said he was a master workman and had travelled
in far countries and could speak the Master’s word.” Franze
noticed, at this remark, a bright man came up,—and that he
and the minister grasped hands cordially: speaking together:
and that then the minister said:—

“That’s what’s the case! So Landseer understood what the
house meant, and he or Madame Landseer bought the place
with its cellar and sub-cellar; and folks say, they meant to
carry forward something quite tremendous in this new coun-
try (as he always called America) which he ought to have
known better than to have called it; if he had reckoned our
American Aztec and Toltec civilizations. But as the Land-
seers bought the house for such temple-uses and as it is Mrs.
Landseer’s now, with a clear title deed, it’s a pity for her not
to sell it out and —”’

“Yes” said the grocer, “‘and turn it into a university, and
have men lecture; for it is too extensive and expensive for a
common dwelling house. It wouldn’t be worth much to any
one round here.”,
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I should hate to see it offered to you for $99,999.99 if I was
wanting to buy it for $100,000,” said the minister.

“0,” said the grocer not to be outdone; “if you wait a year
you may be finding a way to get it with the encumbrances,”
(nodding toward the children) ‘‘without money and without
price.”

““There’s no particular wit in that speech’’; said the minis-
ter with a sharp look at the children who, with uplifted heads
and blazing eyes were listening, alert.

“What did those hateful things all mean?” demanded
Geraldine as Frantze, with red face and tears bursting forth,
pulled the children (for Ishtar had come) along the road to
the hedge-enclosed precinct of the dear, dear home. Then,
unable to stand, he flung himself forward under the hedge,
calling out:—*“Uncle Landseer you ought to be here! You
ought to be here.”

“T’ll pay them for this” ejaculated Geraldine. ‘‘Hateful
things! What did they mean?”

“You know” sobbed Frantze, “it says over the stone-lintel
of our house, ‘The workmen change, but the work goes on.’
Uncle Landseer ought to have staid on earth and have helped
Auntie to continue the work,—and not, change!’’ cried Frantze,
getting up suddenly as if under an impulsion unmanageable.

“He isn’t your uncle,” cried Geraldine—glad to have some-
thing definite to fight. ‘“Any way, I'm the man of the family
and have four times the plug of yellow-haired boys.”

“What’s a plug?” ‘

“That is!” A blow square in the stomach seated Frantze
in the dust, while Geraldine speeding off, reached the first high
gate of the high walled grounds and locked it after her; leaving
Frantze to come round to the entrance two acres away.

This blow was but the last of those which had been falling
upon him, as he heard those people talk. Besides, at the time
he had had a sense that Mr. Landseer was near enough to him
to hear whatever was said; and knew the agony with which
this ‘hale-fellow! Well-met,” style of talking over the Landseer
affairs, had filled the tenacious soul of the now disembodied
man, whom Frantze felt had immediately charged him never
to let mortal know the last ‘preposterous words of the abomi-
nable grocer, nor to let his own thoughts revert to them.” And
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it had been the sense of this charge, which had swiftly decided
him to now thrust aside that talk by telling Geraldine that
though the workmen change, the work (whatever it was)
must go on. And that they must all find a way to carry
it forward, out of consideration for Landseer and justice to
themselves and the rest of the world. But his plan of speech
was overturned when Geraldine overturned him in the dust—
not only of the highway, but of the humiliation in which she
improved every opportunity for keeping him.

For a vague sense of shame was in his mind connected with
the mystery of his coming into that family, where Geraldine
seemed so greatly to hate having him dwell. He loved Ger-
aldine with an admiration mingled with excessive horror that
she could endure to be so frightfully rude to people.

“What did she do dat for?’ said Ishtar,—a square-chinned,
substantially quiet child, born final and fundamental in her
aspirations and search. And at that, Frantze flung himself
down again and cried as if his heart would break.

““Sho, sho!” said Ishtar in Tama’s way. ‘You can’t mos’
always tell what will happen next. Come home!”

Then he pulled himself together and when once within
their gates where he could luxuriate in a cry if he chose, the
tempest was spent. But he said,—‘There can’t much happen
noways, "cos we are so dreadful por!”

“What is ‘por?”

“ Poor, Ishtar!” said Frantze. Then wishing to retract,
he added, O, nothing, only they think we live in a fine place,
and we ought to be doing fine deeds for others.”

Just then Tama came striding down to get Frantze’s version
of Geraldine’s excited story of the affair at the grocer’s. The
pith of which Frantze gave well enough for Tama to compre-
hend it more fully than he, as yet could. And hurrying them
up to the house she put the two older ones out on the little
back porch: telling them to stay there and keep still and
let her think. Then taking Ishtar in her arms she took off
the worn dusty little shoes; and seated in her great rocking
chair with the large-eyed, listening child, went on with
thinking, talking and prospecting the matter over, whether
in prayer to the Lord or in counselling Landseer to a keener
sense of his duty here: or, in holding consultation with the
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little maid who listened, as from infancy she had listened
to these -outpourings—no one could have said.

The windows were open: and Frantze and Geraldine were
listening too, as, spent with the excitement and new experi-
ences they sat still on the old fashioned settle. Frantze, full
of pitiful yearning to get at the ‘whole of it.” And Geraldine,
watching him, conscious of the fact that he had not reported
her doings and more conscious of his unfailing goodness to
her, suddenly flung her arms around his neck kissing him
passionately. When—

“Ger-r-raldine!’”” sounded challengingly forth from the win-
dow above: with a roll of the british r which sent Frantze
to Tama as if the ‘dead had moved.” And Tama foolishly ex-
claiming, ‘“What’s the child done now?’ seizing Geraldine,
thrust her into the room, shutting and locking the door between
kitchen and the porch, out on to which she took Ishtar:—
telling them all to keep still. Which Geraldine contentedly
did: as she rocked away in the large chair into which, Tama
had ‘plumped’ her: as close beside the open window as Mrs.
Landseer was, beside the window above the porch.

The splendors of the afternoon sun lay on the woods be-
yond the intervale. The woodland murmurs filled Frantze’s
senses as he sat thinking of Geraldine’s last attack on him.
But his heart swelled with pity at the memory of the tone in
which Geraldine’s name had been called out.

“Did you hear how she said it?” he asked Tama; who,
bending over him, answered:—‘Fear nuffin Honey; ’'member
you is a boy. An’ boys have t’ings dere own way in dis worl’”’
she added with a strange accent:—then:—

“Cheer up Honey! 'cause fore Massa Landseer went away
he said, last t’ing, ‘If I come back no mo’, an’ de great hopes
fail, sartin’ shore Gel’dine mus’ be dat boy’s wife.” So you
hab no cause ter feel cut down! De light’s comin’ on inter
yer life jes’ as fas’ as yer can bear it. De trufe is as it is, an’
now I’se tole yer jes’ how 'tis.” And Tama left him filled with
contending emotions, arising from his sense of the tortured-tone
in her voice, Geraldine’s unprecedented caress and Mrs. Land-
seer’s scorn of it, or of him or both, and Tama'’s last words.

Sequent on this revelation made by Tama, a self impor-
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tance, founded in a sense of proprietorship in Geraldine,
grew up in Frantze. He felt an added personal dignity
founded on the fact that Landseer had, by his last words,
made him practically the head of the family. But that very
afternoon, Geraldine was missing and was discovered by Frantze
entering a church where a wedding ceremony was proceed-
ing. When they came out, Frantze had a general impression
of the music and of the shimmering dress of the voluminously
draped fair, large woman as she stood with the little gentle-
man at her side. But Geraldine with scarlet cheeks and angry
eyes exclaimed :—

“Did you hear what that minister said? He said woman
was made out of man’s ribs! And he made that great woman
promise to obey that little man, as the Lord! I heard him.”

“Did he” said Frantze eagerly. ‘Well,that’sright. Women
must obey their husbands. That’s the law!” And with
a new light in his eyes he stood looking at her. Then said
importantly: —

“] may as well tell you that—whether uncle Landseer is
my uncle or not, I am now the man of the family. For about
the last thing he said was, if he didn’t come back or get the
property, certainly you must be my wife. Then you’ll have
to vow that prayer to me, and—"

But he got no further; for she struck him across the mouth
and was rods away, filling the air with shouts of derision.

It was a very rough wooing, and a rougher refusal. But
a terse revelation of the growths which were burgeoning forth
in these children.

The next day when Frantze told Tama ‘ Geraldine ought
to go to church and ‘learn religion,’”” she wisely had him ex-
plain why?—and then, hearing his jumbled account of the
teachings which had so pleased him, she said—‘“Dat’s no
sense.” And taking Ishtar and the boy, as if to escape the
blundering world, went away with them into ‘“the sanctuary
not made with hands,” down by the brook whose silvery gurg-
lings could be heard before they reached the rock-ledge. Be-
low the rocks, the trickling drops took form in a sedgy stream;
and just at the very heart of the forest’s silence they came
upon a sleeping lakelet, full of the blossoms of white American
water-lilies: ‘“the glory” of which called a halt to steps,
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yes, to very breath. Tama’s head dropped upon her breast
above her crossed hands. And as she did, so did the chil-
dren, filled with the power of the silence of that golden-hearted
wonder, whose circumference is purity and whose habitat
is the limpid lakelet.

Suddenly the majestic stillness was riven; for Geraldine
swinging down from the rock-ledge had grabbed a lily, tumbled
into the water and out again, splashing mud on them all, the
lily included, awakening the echoes with passionate shrieks.

“I hate lilies any way! Nasty things to grow in that filthy
slime!” she cried, as Tama pulled off her shoes and mud-
encased stockings, and shaking her up, ejaculated:

“Filthy slimel] What you talkin’ ’bout? Dat’s mighty
rich yairth! It make de lily-flor grow mighty fine. It’s life
for lily-buds when yer lef’ it alone. Yer ain’t no claim ter go
blasphemin’ down inter it, wif yer bad tempers spilin’ t’ings.
O, Lord, Lord! Why ain’t massa Landseer here ter teach
dese pore chillun? O my good Lawd, dere’s lots ob tings
nobody ain’t teachin’ dose chillun’ what dey orter know! O,
if massa Landseer was here ter talk holy trufes ter ye, Gel’dine,
den ye’d neber dare talk no scan’dlous talk—not about lilies—
an’ de mystery ob lily-life Frantze—boy,—no how.

“I tell ye Gel'dine, yer pa lobed ebery inch ob dis groun’!
Dat is mighty diggerfied ole mud roun’ here. It is made ob
de fus’ fambly’s o’ ferns, ages long gone by. Dem ferns are
de patricians ob nature. Dere’s heaps ob ancient fern-juice
drawn up inter dat peaceful lily. Dat’s what makes it so calm
an’ steady-goin’ like,—Gel’dine.”

“] don’t see no riches 'bout any of it; it’s just filthy slime
sticking my stockings all up! You go right up to the house
and get me some clean ones Tama.”

“No, yer don’t hab no clean ones. You’ll jes’ set on dat
rock or walk bare-foot till dose shoes an’ stockin’s dries. You're
a nature-bad chile Gel'dine, ’cose you is. See dat lily all
trampled in de mud an’ all dis noise made inter dis sanctuary
ob de grea-at God! All in one minit you ransack inter de
peace ob God’s growths, an’ tramp an’ ruin dat lily.”

Ishtar was down on her knees with the crushed flower in
her hand, looking from its muddy leaves to muddier Geral-
dine. She touched the clinging mud, smelling it, examining it.
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“Do lily-flors grow in filthy slime Tama?” she asked, wanting
to side with Geraldine, who had often the evidence of the
senses to uphold her.

“Didn’t I tell ye it warn’t filthy slime? Didn’t I tell yer
‘twas holy life for lily-buds? Ishtar Honey, dat flor ain’t
‘gun ter git itself tergeder dis yere young summer. Deed
an’ deed no. It’s ages ole, an’ full ob de calm ob de great
Jehovah. Massa Landseer knows all ’bout de lilies an’ rocks
an’ mountains, an’ he knows a heap more now even dan he did
when he was on this earth in plain sight,” said Tama, the
shadows of the leaves flickering on her upturned, devout old
face. ‘“Yes chillun, dey is all like us, dese trees an’ tings.
It seems like Honey, de woods an’ all dese pussons ’'round heah
knows jest ’bout eberything; an’ de Lawd he knows de rest.
So de knowledge is all dere between em—’ternal ages full
ob it. An’ oh, my great Lawd, heah dese chillun am, put
down in de midst ob tings, new as babes an’ iggronant; laws,
how iggronant dey is!”

‘““Now see dat ole oak’’; pointing, stocking in hand to the
branches above them, and talking on while she stretched and
tried to dry the now washed out garment.

Meanwhile, the heat of the rock which served so well to dry
the little shoes, stockings and skirt, sent the bare-footed child
to stand on the cool ground. But she found that too full of
briers for comfort; and that set her thinking about the shoes,
while listening to Tama’s talk, as she continued :—

“I tell you only de one who fust saw dis oak when it was
a little acun, knows how ole 'tis. I wasn’t nowheres to men-
tion in dose days, when prob’ly dis oak was talkin’ away ter
der ole ole win’s jes’ as ’tis now.”

“Pho’,” said Geraldine. ‘‘It isn’t as old as our house. It
took ages just to grow de stone ob our house; father said so.”

‘““What is, ‘grow de stone ob our house’?"’ said Ishtar.

‘“Come away chile, an’ I'll show ye,”’ said Tama.

“Tama, Tama, you’ve got to carry me! I can’t walk on
my bare feet!”’ shouted Geraldine.

“Dat’s yer own fau’t” said Tama, sturdily going on. Then
Geraldine, with a pretense of sulking, threw herself down on
the ground, till they were all out of sight; then taking her long
garters she dexterously tied about her feet the hats which the
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children had left on the rocks; and with much satisfaction
in her plan was at length able to get around by another way,
and climb the rock-ledge, where she lay peering over at the
others with only her curly black head possibly to be seen.

Tama was just then rehearsing as best she could, Land-
seer’s story of nature’s limitless supply of those raw materials,
which but need the addition of the intelligent services of men
and women, in order that they may be transformed into every
article of comfort and beauty, as well as into means of
intellectual unfoldment of the individuality of the race. She
was telling the way the house-builder had cut out of this ledge
and forest, materials which, combined with skilled labor, now
stood a house confessed. It was built into a permanency,
protective of a higher and more invulnerable form of life—the
human form of life.

The faculties developed in her past incarnations had lodged
Mr. Landseer’s thoughts in her mind. But her words failed
her as she tried to tell these ideas; and in despair again, she
swept the scene around and above her, crying mightily:—

“O my great Lawd! Here it all is jes’ as it otter be; rocks,
trees, yirth, flo’rs, house, books, time, eberyting in plenty—
an’ dese hungry chile-minds. But dere ain’t no Massa Land-
seer here; an’ de mother ob dem is broke to de heart at de
wrongs dat he cowardly done.”

The wind-tossed trees through which her eyes were penetrat-
ing, flung arms to and fro and up into the currents of the higher
air as, if agonizing, they demanded that the secrets hid with
them should be made known, and their speech be understood.

The breeze which had turned into a strong summer-wind,
now becoming tempestuous suddenly seemed to be blowing
from all points at once; rocking the tree-tops as if to release
the trunks from their rooted depths, that, coming forth,
they might more alarmingly assert their will to be used.

“See dem trees. See dem trees! Dey knows as well as I
does dat dey has oder work to do for de chillun of man, dan
ter stan’ much longer crushing back de oder young ones dat
they keep from growin’. ’Cause dese is grown dere full size,
an’ is strong an’ perfec’ to de heart; an’ wants now ter be
made inter some new form, ter be used for de advance ob
knowledge.

. e —a——
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“See dem trees! Dey can tell dere own story, an’ you chil-
lun can hear it if yer listen to dat roarin’ an’ cryin’ as, ravished
wif delight wif all dat is, dey want ter get outen dis yere forest
an’ come an’ be used in de fambly. Dey want ter use dem-
selves.

“Bress yer hearts chillun; trees don’t no moah want ter
stan’ doin’ nuffin wid demselves ’cept makin’ more little trees,
dan any sensible pusson wants ter! What trees want, when
dey has come ter dere bestes’ prime, an’ when dey is ’bout
as big as dey’s eber gwine ter be—and der heart’s sound an’
de fibre is all full ob power an’ virtue—what dey want den is,”
she stopped, and filling herself with the wisdom of heaven
added,—to fin’ a new sort o’ use for demselves: by havin’
some one assist dem up outen dere mere vegetation. through
constructin’ dem into anoder form of life good for new uses.”

“Gerry is like dose trees,” said Frantze after a great pause,
in which his spirituelle countenance seemed illumined. ‘She
tosses and breezes about like the trees, that want to be used
for great things. They don’t want to stand unoccupied there.
One day I heard the minister call us ‘people of opportunity, ”’
he added; “and they are (some of them) saying the town
grew, as the Master’s house grew; but that town affairs are
dead now that we took the place.”

‘’Tain’t either,” said Geraldine poking her head up over the
point of the rock.

“I’m not dead since we took it,” said Ishtar.

““O Honey, Honey! I a’most wish we all was, we’se so p’or’1”
said Tama.

‘“What is p’or?”

“O nuffin much, only we're no use to any body. Your
father is dead,” said Frantze downright.

For Tama had given way and wept with cruel agony. And
Geraldine pulling herself up over the rocks and shaking Tama
exclaimed,—*I’m ’shamed of you Tama! Of course we can’t
be p’or when we own this house and these woods and plenty of
books, and are the Landseer-Ariostos! We have a house to
live in and we can eat berries and acorns.”

“Yes, we is p’or!”’ said Tama faltering from her philosophy;
““see dat chile’s toes jes’ outen her little shoes. An’ I'm
ashamed ter send fer anyting more on dat bill at dat store.”,
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“0, well she can have my shoes and I'll wear hats,” said
Geraldine, exhibiting her foot-gear.

Then of course a general gale of laughter ensued; and in
scolding Geraldine and straightening up the hats, Tama for-
got her distress. And with all Frantze’s talk about poverty
it did not strike his mind that new hats would fail of coming to
hand as often as wear and tear demanded.

Geraldine’s next scheme for economy was to shut the gates,
and keep everybody away and save everything up and then,
to kill birds with stones and broil them with sticks and eat
them with wild artichokes instead of potatoes. ‘And we have
lots of cats always growing in the stable; and Frantze can catch
one, and we can make nice little shoes for Ishtar out of the skin,”
she added triumphantly.

“Then can the cat wear my little red jacket to keep it warm?”’
said Ishtar, mindful of the comfort of the cat. ‘‘But what is,
‘no use to nobody’?”’ she asked, puzzled over the combining
of regret at being of no use to others with the scheme to shut
the gates and keep every body away and save everything up
for themselves.

And when, the next day Geraldine rushed in, exclaiming
tragically ‘“ Are they not liars who say the Landseers are poor?”
and when Mrs. Landseer with whitened face said mercilessly,
‘““we are beggars!”’—and Geraldine looking round at the things
of beauty on every side, and out over the fair slope of lawn
and garden, exclaimed,—‘ What are beggars?” receiving for
an answer, ‘“Things like us, hiding away to starve. What
are you going to do about it?’’—then, the answer sank into
Ishtar’s soul, as Geraldine said, I shall do more, and make
us all greater than the House-builder could.”

And the silent, pondering Ishtar heard it all and would have
remembered it, even if Lamed’s words had not been further
emphasized: coming as they had out of a moment’s black-
ness-of-despair, at the sight of the mountain-load of compli-
cations with which man’s artificial distrust, antagonism and
consuming-desire for ownership, had netted-up woman’s
attempts (so thought Lamed at that crisis) to attain the best
possible for self and family. So the dregs of the bitterness of
her life-struggles (the least portion of which has yet been told)
were in the moan with which she said, “You? You are only
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a girl. And unless you can po what 1 have only dreamed of
doing, you must submit to the inhuman-distortion which is
the lot of us — us all.”

“I will kill myself first,”” shouted Geraldine, bringing from
Mrs. Landseer’s lips the opportune antidote, “ You will never
do such a low-lived act! You will be victor over adverse cir-
cumstances. WHY else were you born, I should like to know?

‘“Listen. The best any one now in this house will deserve,
if they do such a reprehensible act, is to be carried down to
the town dump and thrown in with other rubbish. If you get
that notion, go down and look into the town dump! I think
there is a disreputable old dog there and a forlorn old cat.”

With open mouths and eyes distended with thoughts of—who
can tell what possibilities ? about one—who had gone, whither?
when to come back?—a’halt they stood: till Geraldine with
a shriek of longing love, sprang toward Mrs. Landseer with
arms outstretched: but to be staid by her palm-raised, restrain-
ing hand: as in deathly pallor, she kept her consciousness
of the presence and needs which (besides the presence and
needs of these consuming children) must be also wisely dealt
with by wife and mother.

“Oh! You do not love me,” Geraldine whimpered with a
sob: shrinking before the stern strained gaze.

Then Lamed’s eyes had flashed (before her lips had uttered)
the words, ‘“Love you?” and Tama well understanding,
snatched Geraldine to her heart, away from the sight of the
soul-anguish; but not before it had brought out the wail
“Oooo000! She hates me! For wHAT does she hate me
80?” And Lamed steadying herself to deal with the needs
made visible to her by the child’s distress, broke the moment’s
silence as came forth the prayer; “Oh Dear God! Save my
girls from longing for Love where love is but ——"’ a word,
smothered in Tama’s bosom; as she, with the cry ‘Lamed!”
throwing off Geraldine fetched that other distracted head,
all sick and wounded with the batterings of spiritual-misap-
prehension, to rest where the child’s had been. And Ger-
aldine, more wild at the daring act of covering that mouth, than
at being herself flung off so ruthlessly said, ‘“Tame! Don’t you
dare to call my Mother, ‘Lamed’! Mother is Madame!”’—
tugging to get that dear head on her little shoulder, though,
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repulsed by the apparently half-crazed sufferer, she sent
forth again, that rending wail, Oh! She does not love me:”’
—wrenching Lamed’s soul with morgue-like horrors from
which (can 1t be believed) she was as unwilling to fly as she
was, to succumb to their dread power.

The next instant with a mighty effort, uniting herself to save
both the child and Landseer (who all his life with her, had as
unreasonably sent forth that complaint) summoning her-
self, (‘having done all things, to stand’) she sprang to her feet
and, throwing off the bands of death, in tones as deep as were
her searchings and sufferings said,

‘““Geraldine! Grow not up longing for love! GiIvE it if you
have a sort worth giving: but ask none in return. Long only
for, and use Wisdom. It is constructive. It is Permanent.”

‘““ And then will you love me?” came again the hunger-cry;
fetching from Lamed a gesture of the hand which Ishtar,
seizing, arrested, answering instead, ‘‘ Yes! Then Lamed will
love you”: pulling Geraldine into her dancing step and keep-
ing time to a melody that fashioning itself in her soul, came
forth in the words,

““Wisdom is permanent. Let’s come and construct it. Yes:
come and construct that permanent good!”’—singing it with a
relish for the words, such as no flavor she had ever tasted had
ever aroused. For the quality of Wisdom and of Perma-
nence had rung forth in her mother’s adoring utterance of
those words: as qualities of things and vdeals do ring forth—
pot only in voices on earth but—in the thoughts of those
Spirits-supernal in the realms from whence they filter down-
ward, as they come on their way to those who, on Earth love
them.

What gleam of Truth-subliminal was it, that, coming so,
had welded together two sundered-principles: the clear cut
distinctions between which, like the disfiguring scar of some
old wound, had not yet healed in Lamed’s heroically duty-doing,
but love-lacking life?

All eyes were raised to hers when silence fell, as song and
dance ended: and questions like these moved deep in the soul
of each and all, including Lamed’s own.

Meanwhile until the coming of the black-bordered-letter
Ishtar had lived with the hush of absorption on her. For
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till then, to this beryl-eyed maid, when the trees were gorgeous
in Autumn glory it had been as if those golden hazes con-
tinuously were there. And when the moon had gone bound-
ing through ether, calling out lambent stars and setting them
curuscating the frosty air, then the winter’s white presence
had seemed to be to her, all of Life. But when the streams
gurgling and flinging off winter’s bonds had leaped forth:
and the smell of cowslips had been in the air as Spring sent out
an aura titillating her responsive senses as with odorous hints
from the garden of Paradise, then Spring to her had been the
ultima thule.

And when the lapsing months had brought again Summer’s
full guerdon overwhelming her with the delights of Lily-time,
then such days had absorbed all else into themselves.

But since, into these idyllic states had come the black-
bordered-letter bringing news of things unutterable and un-
guessable, which had vaporized for her, all that had before
seemed solid and real.

Her state of subjectivity was now ended. She was awakened
to a knowledge that there was a past: the works of which were
to be reckoned with as a part of the now. And alert, her soul
had arisen face to face with the Something before which her
Mother had been almost ‘daunted’ (for Ishtar had not for-
gotten the words of that critical time) and with which, Geral-
dine, being a girl, ‘could not cope’; and under which, Frantze
though a boy, had wept and Tama, Great Tama, had almost
wished they were all dead.

And now, though it was Lily-time, she had forgotten all
else in pondering, as to what this thing was which had so fright-
ened them all! Was it the thing Frantze had called ‘so po’r’?
How did it look? Where did they use to keep it? What
could it do to them? What could they do to 11?

On this invisible terror had she pondered a’halt and aghast:
till now had come, that new song and the dance and hope, and
the question which each eye had beheld in every other: but
which none had spoken and none had answered. even in thought.
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CHAPTER IIIL

JETSAM.

HIDDENLY Frantze had always worn a jewel which link-

ing him up with the unknown past, was to Geraldine a
fascinating object. Especially as, referring to it, Tama had
one day said with reverence, ‘He is Bapte,”’ as suggestive
of environments whence friends would come, now that Land-
seer had forsaken his family. For, in that light she always
spoke of his attempted escape from home-duties: but with an
inflection, which was far from prohibitory of his still bringing
them that ‘help outen the Sanctury’ on which the children
knew, she still depended.

However, the result of it all was, Geraldine regarded Frantze,
the Future and the Jewel with suspicious alertness.

Mid this state of things, one day Frantze came running out
of breath to Tama, with two letters: one for Mrs. Landseer
and one for himself. And Tama, taking Mrs. Landseer’s,
seemed less surprised than anxious to get him off to the whis-
pering-oak with the other one: saying hastily,

“Bress de Lawd! An’ now run you off wif yours: and
don’t bring none of Gel’dine’s fussin’ up here, for one or two
hours: while I fix dis one wif Miss Amy.”

He noticed Tama had had no doubt that the other was his:
though it was addressed to ‘Frantze Anueland: care of Mrs.
Landseer.” It had been the keenest discomfort of his ex-
istence that he had not really known what his name was.

He had gone by the name, Van Neulandt. But at the
sight of the other on the letter, forgotten things of an indis-
tinct past, sprung confusedly to mind: putting history at-one
with an atmosphere of romance identifying him with his
beloved story of Charlemagne the scholar-soldier and his
wonderful Mother, and making his brightest aspirations to
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seem as but part of a half-remembered past now returning
to the present, as a portion of that whole, which, he was sure,
was his to have and to hold.

Grasping Ishtar’s hand before breaking the seal he halted,
silently looking into her great eyes: luxuriating in a pity for
the boy whom he had been when, a few minutes before, he
had not been sure of his name. With a staid solemnity and
a newly imparted sense of his protective-power, he walked in
accommodated-steps by little Ishtar’s side, to the shadow of
the whispering-oak. There they were greeted by an owl’s cry,
overhead: as from thence Geraldine came springing down,
to read to him his letter. And he, with his mind fixed on his
business of keeping ‘Gel’dine and her fussin’ up there fer an
hour or two’ gave her the letter, and threw himself down on
the grass, partly in fatigue and partly in the delight of content-
ment at knowing his name, and of no longer being possibly
considered ‘an interloper.’

Geraldine, letter in hand, had forgotten to open it: arrested
at the change which the serene abandonment of care had left
on his handsome features, as now marble-white, face and brow
shone forth in an emphasized perfection of refined calm.

Then in the hush, she read,—

*¥“To Frantze Anueland.

Years ago, and miles from here I stood your god-father. I
have never forgotten my vow! But the point for you to
consider now is—that, if you will test yourself by what I
say, and apply my instruction to your life, you will prove
your right to the jewel you wear, and to the name Somura:
Adonas.

Have you ever inquired why you were born into the world?
Listen and know. It is that you may bring your being into
harmony with Universal law. This should be the easier for
you, from the fact that for years you have been in close com-
munion with nature. Already in hours of restlessness and
* pain when impatience would have impelled you to blunder-
ing haste, you have been led to read intelligently in Nature’s
old scripture the story she there tells of orderly creation. You
know that like the flowers and trees you too, are a creation

* Partially sketched from a Masonic Letter to a Louveteau.
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of Jehovah; but with this difference. You have an outward
form which is daily renewed (made-new) by your inward
spirit! You live as you choose. Flowers and trees live as
a simpler, immutable law impels them.

During the eighty or one hundred years which you ought
to live in this world, it is as necessary that your soul should
be clothed upon by a body as that your body ghould be clothed
with even more external garments. But remember, your
soul (your united will and intelligence) is the real you while
your body is but a responsive servant, ready to do your soul’s
bidding, whether those commands be royal or base born.
And therefore, this body should never be disgraced by un-
worthy commands, but should ever be called to minister to
the highest needs of the Presence which commands from within.
But let it not surprise you if you have temptations to things
not of the highest. For know, it is only by constantly making
a free and intelligent choice of the right, the true and beautiful
(instead of the disordered, false and ugly,) that you can create
yourself a thinking man; and thus avoid lapsing into a mere
animal with the ‘mark of the beast in the forehead.’

‘To choose the way that is right and to pursue it with in-
vincible resolution; to resist temptations from without and
from within; to be fearless under menace and frowns and to
unfalteringly rely on the providence of God—this is the insignia
of true nobility.’

‘Neither renowned birth, name, wealth or fashion are es-
sential to lady or gentleman. But true moral-stamina, frank-
ness and consideration for others, with a cultivated intellect,
gdeli,ty and honor, these in themselves, are title deeds to roy-

ty.

‘Next.—You can only be a student by resisting alluring
pleasures and overcoming indolence. And it is expected of
you that you will seek learning, not only to gratify ambition
and for your own intellectual delights; but that you may be
fitted to dignify and bless your family, society and the human
race. Knowledge will also give you the power of amass-
ing wealth which is of great use in the hands of the public
spirited.

‘Remember, out of work alone comes the blessings of life!
Life’s battle no craven spirit can conquer.’
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Frantze Anueland you are a ward of the Free Masons.
And as such, you are expected to have a profound interest in
Government and public morality; and are expected to con-
stantly educate the masses, and especially you are to teach
them that work is a blessing, and idleness is a curse and is the
parent of vice, disease and ruin to individual and country.

As often as you look on the jewel you have worn so long,
let it remind you of your duty, by doing which, you can alone
deserve to wear it. The Delta is a symbol of tri-unity which
is the symbol of that perfect human development in which
intelligence presides over the will and inspires it to do what
is wisest and most goodly.

The wish of the best of our order is to purify the world and
to disseminate the great Wisdom of the ages.

And yet, this, my attempt to give you this report of our
ﬂ:u'pose may be in vain; because as these divine things are

idden in symbols to prevent their being profaned by the
vulgar, so also the hidden glories that are in the gifts common
to all living things are only unfolded to those who so live, as
to hear daily the Master’s word, and who so work as to obtain
Master’s wages.

Child, there is as the Chinese tell, a ‘Heaven and Earth
League,” into which only the initiate can enter. Some per-
sons seem to be born with an initiation into the source of
things! These are born seers and they readily assume the
offices of the wise. But such seers are only found among
persons whose inwrought-purity-of-being makes it possible for
them to apply the intellect to wisdom in such a way as to
obtain a sight of things unseen by the gross! Such beings
take hold on life in such a way that, from the first they are
invincible.

Child, son of thy mother,—is that vigor of thought which
seizes on the inheritance of the Ancients and enters into the
‘Thian Ti Hwui’ (the Heaven and Earth League of the Chi-
nese): and which reads symbols and keeps from those thou-
sand low idolatries that drown souls in perdition—is this
purity of soul and consequent vigor of thought, yours? Yours?
or am I beating the air? Who can tell? It rests with you
to answer with your life. If you will enter into those divine
mysteries, you will make life a thing of bliss instead of pain.
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But you ean do it only through the purification of thought
and spirit from all stains of passion and selfish indulgence.
Waste no time in thinking of me. Test yourself sharply
by those high standards, in so far as you can catch a glimpse
of their meaning. For know, thou ward of Jehovah, this
Arcana opens up but before him who, by applying the will to
wisdom, builds within himself, a ‘ White World.’
I am your god-father,
JEROME KONNYGSCROWN.”

Geraldine’s face had been a study as breathlessly she read
this oracular communication. All the way through the read-
ing she had had a consciousness of Bulwer’s story of ‘Zanoni”
which they had read and re-read until the weird ‘part of it was
identified with Geraldine’s every day life; founded and grounded
as that was in Tama’s philosophy and, super-ordinary psychic
conditions. And now to Geraldine this letter, the letter-writer
and Frantze were but dramatis persone of an on-coming drama,
in which she was determined to appear in no sub-part.

Fired fearsomly by this determination she turned taunt-
ingly, on Frantze exclaiming, ‘“ Now then Mr. Glyndon what
are you going to do with your miseries?”’

““Miseries?’’ said Frantze. ‘“All I know is, I only wish I
could be all which that letter describes. I think it is truth,
and I think it is splendid!”

“It is splendid and true! You are a god-child to the god-
father! You can be it alll” said Ishtar in still adoration.

Breaking the silence of the arrest, with abated breath,
“Do you know what this is all like? I can tell you. This
man is the awful Mejnour and you are poor Glyndon,” said
Geraldine, quoting from Bulwer’s Zanoni. ‘“You will have
to learn ‘unlawful knowledges’ far-away from ‘happy rol-
lickers.” 1 see, all that is before you! Old Mejnour will fix
you up awful in relation to the Spheres. Ha-ha? And
all this has come of your old jewel that you are so proud of!
Yes sir! And there’s a charred spot out there back of you:
I seeit. It looks like The Black man had walked on it. And
he does walk there nights when it sulphurs lightning into the
air. Tama said something like that, any way.’.

“Not quite!” said Frantze.
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Geraldine snuffed the air, haughtily remarking, ‘“‘She says
lots of things to me that she wouldn’t say to a yellow-haired
boy what ain’t got ‘plug’!” and like a flash she struck an atti-
tude that usually quieted Frantze, partly in horror at the
access of rowdyism which it pict,uredp and partly, because of
his miserable sense of being an interloper in the family. But
now, to Geraldine’s amazement his laugh rang out full and
free. For Frantze now knew his name.

“0 may be that’s all fun’’ said she. “But I tell you old
Mejnour will take you out and—and incant you.

“] know he is one of the Eternal Brotherhood, for he says
‘Arcana’ in his letter. You had prob’ly ‘a wise ancestor’
like Glyndon; this Mejnour-man has hunted you up for it.
But you needn’t be so proud! You can’t go through with
the horrors!”—

And coming nearer with a frantic glaring of eyes she said,
sepulchrally,—

“The old ‘Dweller-r-r-r of the threshold’ will haunt you into
fits! And will say in a hear-r-rse voice, ‘ Keese me, my lover!’”

He sprang back, but gritting her teeth and trembling with
the horrors of it all, “0O,” she said, ‘“the Dweller-r-r-rlooks
charnel-houser than that! I could kill you with horrible-
ness; and I am nothing but me. She? O, wait till you see
her! I, just I, could if I chose, make you follow me about
and bark like a dog.”

“Quit that now,” said Frantze.

“Here, don’t dare to go away!” she growled theatrically.
“If you do, when the clock strikes a lonely ‘one,” I'll appear,
and I'll make the air full of larvae, coming nearer with malig-
nant eyes! Look, like these.”

“Stop, stop that. You’re a wicked thing! It’s bad enough
to be a—Brotherhood, when I didn’t—"’

“Ha-ha? But you have got to be. For didn’t the D. of
the T. (we know what) I won’t speak the name—she might
come if she heard my summons—say in a hear-r-se voice,—
‘Thou has