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panions save the winds and stars. I tried to

console myself with such similes as this,' he

went on. with a deprecatory smile, "for the

years passed and I seemed to come no nearer

to success. At last, the way opened for me a

Uttle, and, after eight or ten years of incessant

experiment, I found that partial success was

aO I should ever accomplish. Listen! There

is not one pair of eyes in a miUion that could

ever see what I had taught myself to see, for

the passion of the soul brings with it its own

reward. After caring for nothing but truth

for twenty years, thinking of nothing but

truth, and wearying after it, I could see it

more clearly than other men: get closer to

it than they could. So the best part of my

labour— I mean the highest result of it—
became personal, entirely personal, and this

disappointed me. K I could do no good to

other.s by it, what was my labour but a

selfish gratification? And what was that to

me— at my age! I seemed to lose heart,

to lose zest Perhaps it was that old

age had come upon me, that the origmal

sum of energy in me had been spent, that my

bolt was shot. It may be so.

"The fact remains that I lost the desu« to

go on, and, when I had lost that, I woke up,

of course, to the ordinary facts of life once again.


