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INTRODUCTION.

I ax—I will not say how old, but well past
middle age. This much - T feel compelled to
mention, because it has long been my opinion
that no man should attempt a history of him-
self until he has set foot upon the border land
where the past and the future begin to blend
in » vonsciousness somewhat independent of
both, and hence interpreting both. - Looking
m:~manl from this vantage-ground, the set-
ting suu is not the less lovely to him that he
tecalls & merrier time when the shadows fell
the other way. Then they sped westward
before him, as if to vanish, chased by his ad-
vancing footsteps, over the \'(.TQL of the world.
Now they come creeping towards him, length-
ening as they come, And they are welcome,
Can it be that he would ever have chosen a
world without shadows ? -Was not the trouble
of the shadowless noon the dearest of all?
Did he not then long for the curtained queen
—the all-shadowy night?  And shall he now
regard with dismay the setting sun of his
earthly life? When he looks back, he sees
the farthest cloud of the sun-deserted east
alive with a rosy hue. It is rhe prophecy of
the supset concerning the dawn., For the
sun itself is ever a rising sun, and the morn-
ing will come though the night should be
dark.

In this “season of calm weather,” when
the past bas receded so fur that he can be-

hold it as in a picture, and his share initas’ "

the history of a man who had lived and would
soon div;
vut the bitterness of shame, both because he
is humnble, and because the faults themsclves
have dropped from him ; when his good deeds
look poverty-stricken in his'eyes, and he would
no more claim consideration for- them than
expect knighthood because he was no thief;
when he cares little for his reputation, but
much for his character—little for what has
goue beyond his control, but endlessly much
for what yet remains in his will to determine;;
then, I thick, a8 man may do well-to write his
own life.

“80," T imagine a reader interposing, ‘¢ you
proﬂ:ea to have artived at this high degree of
perfection yourself 77

I reply that the man who has attained this

kind of indifference to the past, this'kind of -
hepe in the future, will be: far enough from -

considering it a high degree of perfection,
The very idea is to such a man ludicrous. One
may eat bread without claiming the honours
of an athletc

not count himself & saint. My object in'thus

shadowing out what scems to me my present

condition of mind, is merely to render it in-
telligible to my readers how an autobiography
might come 0 be writien without ‘rendering
the writer justly liable to' the charge of that

overweening, or seli-conceit, which might be "
involved in the mere conception of the idea.: .
to similar recitals from the -
mouths of elderly people, 1 have . observed
that many things which seemed to . the per- -

In listening

sens principally concerned. ordinary enough,
had to me a wonder and a significance they
did not perceive.

larly, although, to be honest, I must confess
I could not have undertaken the task, for a
task it is, upon this chance alone; I do think
some of my history worthy of being told, just
for the facts' sake.” God knows I have had
small share in that worthiness. The weakness
of my life has been that I would ever do some

great thing ; the saving. of my life has been .
-1 have never done a great

my utter failure.

deed.. If 1 had, I know that one of my tem-

perament could not have escaped serious con-

sequences. I have had more pleasure when a

grown man in a certain discovery concerning

the ownership of an apple’ of which-1 had

taken the ancestral bite when a boy, than 1

can remember’ to have resulted from any ac-
- tion of ‘my awn during 1y whole existence.

But I detest the notion of puzzling my readers

in order.to. enjoy their fancied surprise, or

their possible praise of a worthless ingenuity

. of concealment,
to- them' thus, it is merely that T follow the

o conrse. of my own koowledge of myself and

‘my ‘affairs, without any desire to give them
either the pam or the pleasure of suspense, if

~indeed I may flatter myself with the hope of
- interesting. them to ‘such .a degrec that sus-

. pense should become possible.

" 'When I look over what I have wrltten I
find the tone so sombre—let me see:: what
sort an evening is it on which I conmence this
book ? Akl I thought 8o :.a sombre eyening,
The sun is going down . behind a low barik of -
gray cloud, the upper edge of which he: tin:_.,es
with a faded ‘shadow ... ‘There will: be rain be-
fore morning: It i% late uutnmn, and some of
the crops: are gathered in, A bluishfog is
rising from the lower meadows.,” As -1 look I
grow cold. Tt iz not, somehow, an' interest- . g
ing evening.  Yet if I found just this evening

when be can confess his faults with- -

one may desire to be honest and

Let me hope that some.of -
the things Tam about to relate may fare simi- -

If I:ever appear to behave

well descnbcd In & novel I shonld enJoy ﬂ.
heartily. " The: poorest;’ weakest drizzle upon

the window-panes of a dreary road-side inn in
a_country of slate-quarries, posscsses an”in-

terest -to him who enters it by the door of a

 book, hardly less than the pouring rain which.

threéatens to swell every brook to ‘a torrent,
How is this ? -1 think it is because your
troubles do not enter into the book, and its
troubles do not enter into - you, and therefore
nature operates upon you unthwarted by the
personal conditions which so often counteract
her present intluences. -But 1 will rather shut
out the fading west, the guthering mists, and
the troubled consciousness. of  Nature: alto-
gether, light my fire and my pipe, and then
try whether -in my first chapter 1 eannot be a
boy again in such fashion that- my ghostly
companion, that is, my typical reader, will
not be too {mpatient to linger a little in the
meadows of childhicod ere we pass to the
corn-ficlds of riper years,

CHAPTER 1

WHERE [ FIXD \(\‘S‘Ll'.

No wisest chicken, 1 presume, ean- recalt
the first mumeut “hon tlw clml)\-oml sur-
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rounding

might have led it to expect it foand » world
of ‘air and movement and freedom and. blue
sky—with kites in it. - For my-own part, I
often wished when a cmld that I bad watched
while God was making .me, so that 1 might
have remembered how he did it. . Now: my
wonder is whether when T ereep: forth into

# that new world which is the old,” T ghall be’

conscious of the birth, and cnjoy ‘the whole
mighty surprise, or  whether 1 shall become
gradnally aware that things are changed, and
stare about me like the new-born baby. What
will be the candle-flame that shall first attract
my new-born sight? * But'T forget that specn-
lation about the new life is not wntmg tlw
history of the old, -~

‘L have often tried how far bmk m) memory
could go." T suspéct there are Awfully ancient
shadows mingling with our memorics; but, as

far as I can judge; the carlicat: dcﬁmuz me- -

mory I have js.the discovery of how the wind
was made ;for 1 saw -the process going on Le-

fore my. very €yes, and there: could ‘be; and

there was, no doubt of -the relation of - cause
and effuct in the. matter. . There .were  the
“trecs awnying thernsclves sabout after the wil-
_ dest fashion, and there was the wind_ In con-
serpuence ©visiting ‘my person somewhat too
roughly.  The trees were blowing in my face.

“of the house where 1 was born,.

it gav«, WRY and lnstea-d of ,:hef'
cavern uf limestone whlch its ‘experience

"I‘hcy mado the wind and thruv 1t M me, . I

used ‘my natural senses, ‘and this was what
they told me. The discovery mpressed. mo
50 deeply that cven now I cannot look upon
trees without a certain indescribable, ard, but
for this remembrance, unaccountable awe, . A
grove was to me for wany years » fountain of
winds, and, in the stillest “day, to took into a
dupth of gntherut stems Glled me with dis-
may; for the whole awful assembly might,
w nlhlng togetherin earnest and effe ctual con-
tortion, at nny moment begin their fearful task
ef chnrnlub the wind,

There were no trees in the neighbourhood
[t stood in
the midst of grasg, and pothing but grass was
to be seen for along way on every side of it,
There was not a gravel path or a road near it,

STts walls, old and rusty, rose immediately

from the grass. Gmss blades and a few heads
of daisics leaned trustingly against the hrown
stone, all the sharpness of whose fractures had
long since vanished, worn away by the sun
and the rain, or filled up by the stow lichens,
which 1 ‘used to think were young stones
growing out of the wall. The ground was

part of a very old dairy-farm,; aud my nucle;
to whom it belouged, would not have a path
about the place,

“Ruot then the grass wag well

(,'Iw,f 4

subdxicd b} the cows, and, indeed, -1 f.hmk
wonld never have grown vz ry long, "for it was
of - that delicate ‘sort which™ we see only on
downs and in parks and on old grazing farms.
All.about the house—ax far, at least, o8 my

Jowly eyvs coulil see—the ground was pc rivet-
. lyh,vcl and the lake of greenery, out of which
it rose like a aolitary rock, was to me an. un.’

failing mystery and dohght This will sonnd
strange in the cars of -those who consider a
mountainons, or at - least an undulntmg aur-

- face, c-ssc:ntml to beauty ; -but - nature ig alto-

5cthcr independent of what is valled fine
seenery. There -are “other  organs than the
eyes;even if grass and water and sky were
not of the -best dnd lov#lwnt “of lmtuus
shows, 0

The house, T have said, was of ‘an ancient-

aiool\m;} stone; gray and green and yellow and

brown. It looked very hard ;o yet there were
shine attempts at carving about the heads . of
the narrow windows.. The carving had, how-
ever, become so dalland shadowy that r could
not: diaungmah a single form or separable
partion of deign ; wtill some ancient thought
seemed « ever” flickering “across them, The
house, ‘which was twa stories in height, had a
wruuu silr-of defence about it, il to expluin
It had: nio-eaves, for the walls rose above the
(edge of the roof but the hints at battlements
wore of “the’ merest, The roof, ¢overed with

level,

of equal height;

" other.

gray slates, rose vory stoop, nud hud lmrrow
tall dormer windows in it. - Tho edges of the
gables rose; not in a slope, but in a succession
of nowhcs, like stalrs. - Altogether, the shell
to which, considered ns n crustaceous animal,
I belonged—for man is every animal aceord.
ing as you choose to contemplate him—had
an old-world look about it—a look of the time
when men had to fight in order to have poace,
to kill in order tolive. Being, however, a
crustaceous animal, 1, the hoir of all the now
impulses of the x\gv "was born and _reared in
closest ncighbourhood with strange relics of a
vanished time. Humanity so far retaing ita
chief chamcteriatics that the new gencsations
can always tlourish in the old shell,

The dairy was at some distance, so deep in
a hollow that a carclesa glance would not have
discovered it. 1 well remember my astonish-
ment when my sunt first took me there ; for
I had not even observed the depression of
surface ; all had been a level green to my
eyes. . Beyond this hollow were fields divided
by hedges, and lanes, and the various goings
to and fro of a not unp(-oplcd although quiet
neighbourhood. Until 1 left home for school,

“however, T do not remember to bave seen a

carringe of any kind ‘approach our solitary
dwelling. My uncle would bave regarded it
as little short of an insult for any one to drive
wheeld over the smooth lawny surface in
which: our house (lswlt like a solitary island
in the sea. )

Before the threshold Jay a brown patch,
worn bare of grass, and beaten hard Ly the
descending feet of many genemtions, The
stone threshold itself was worn alimost to s
level with it. A visitor's first step was into
what would, in some parts, bo called tha
house-place, & room which served all the pur-
poges of n kitchen, and yet partook of the
canmecter of an old hall. It rose to n fair
height, with smoke-stained beams above ; and
was tfioored with a kind of cement, hand
ecnotugh, and yet g0 worn that it required a
good deal of Toeal knowledge to avoid certain
jars of the spine from sudden changes of level,
All the furniture was datk and. shiving, espe-
cinlly the round table, which, with its bewil-
derimge, spider-like accumulation of legs, walted
under the mullioned, lozenged window until
meal-time, when, like an animal roused from
its lair, it stretched out those legs, and ns-
sumed expanded and symmetrical shape in
front of the tire in winter, and nearer the door
in summer. It vecalls the vision of my aunt,
with a hand at ecach end of it, searching cm-
piricatly for the levelemfeeling for it, that ix,
with the creature's own legs—before lifling
the hanging leaves, and dmwing out the
hitherto supernnmernry legs to support them;
after which would come a fresh adjustment of
another hustling to aud fro, that the
new feet likewice might settle on elevations
and then came the snowy
cloth: er the tea-tray, deposited  cautiously
upon ity shining surface,

The walls of this reom were always white-
washed in the upr:ug,mmuumug ever s shar-
pened contrast with the dark-brown ceiling.
Whether that was even swept 1 do not know ;
I'do not remember ever seving it done, At
all events, its colour remained unimpaired by
paint.or whitewssh, © Ou the walls hung vari~
ous articles, somu of them high above wy
head, and attractive for that reason if for no
I never saw one of them maoved from
its place—upot even the fishing-rod, which re-
quired the whale length betwixt the two win-
dows; three rusty hooks hung from it, and
waved about when a wind entered nitlcr than
common.  Over the fishing-rod hung A picce
of tapestry, about a ynrd in width, aud longer
than that, It would have n.qmrcd u very
capable constructiveness indeed to supply the
design  from what remrined, ro fragmentary
were the forms, and g0 dim and faded were
the onde bright colours. It was thare ax an
ornament 5 for.that which s 'a mere comple-
ment of higher modes of life becomex, when
uzelesa, the ornament: of  lower conditions ;
what we eall great virtues are Httle regarded -
by the saints, 1t was long. before I began to
-think how the tapestry could have come there,
or ty what it ow»d the bonour gwen itin the
‘house.

On the op;mm- wall hung another object,
which may well have boen “the cause of my
carelessness about the !ormu—aumctmg to
“itaelf all my interest. It was a gword, in »
leather gsheath.  ¥rom- the polnt, half way to
the hilt, the sheath was aplit all along. the
edge of the wenpon.  The sides of the wound
gaped, and the blade was visible to my prying:
ceyos, Tt was with rust almost as dark a brown -
as the scabberd that infolded it,
der: parts of the hilt, where dust could not -
gettle, glenmed: with a fint golden  shine,
That sword was to my childish eyes the type

cof ‘all mystery, a clouded glory, which for

many long years I never dreamed of attempt-
ing to unveil, Not the sword Excalibur, had
it been * stored in’ some treasure-house  of
mighty kings," could bave radiated mors mar-
vel into the hearts of young knights than that
sword radiated into mine, ~ Night after night
L. would dream of dangcr drawing. nigh——
‘erowdn. of men of evil purpow—-uwmicn to
m« or to my country ; and ever-in thé begin-
ning of my dream [ stood rendy, foreknowing
and waiting ; tar I had climbed and had taken
the ancient’ power from the wall, and had

“But theun- .



