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INTRODUCTION.
1 âu-1 will not sav how old. but well past-

middle agre. This much I fuel compelled to
mention, because it has long been mny opinion
that no mat should attempt a history of him-
self until he ias set foot upon the border land
wiere the past and the future begin to blend
in a cosises sonewlhat independent of
both, and hence interpreting both. Looking
westward, fron this vantage-ground, the set-
tinesun is net the less lovely t bini t-bat be
recalls a merrier time when the shadows fell
the other way. Then they sped westward
beifore him. as if ta vanish, chased by his ad-
vancing footsteps, over the verge of the Nworld.
Now they comte cret-ping towards him, length-
ening as they conme. And they are welcome.
Cat it be that lie would ever have chosen a
w-orid without shadows ? Was not the trouble
of the sliadowless noon the dearest of ailt?
Did he fnot then long for the curtained queen
-the all-shadowy night ? And shall he now
regard with dismay the setting sun of bis
earthly life? When he looks back, he sees
the laritest- cloud of the sun-deserted east
alive with a rosy hue. It is he prophecy of
the sunset concerning the dawn. For the
ua itself is ever a rising sun, and the morn-

ing will come though the night shoutld be
dark.

Ini tils -season of calm weather," when
theI p-st has receded so fair that he catn ibe-
hold it as in a picture, and his share in it as
the history of a man who had lived and would
,-oonî die: when he cana confess his faults with-
out the bitterness of shame, both because he
is humble, and because the faultts themselves
have dropped from him; when lis good deeds
look poverty-strickeu in bis eyes, and he woild
no more clainm consideration for- them than
expect knightbood because he was no thief;
whn elie cares little for his reputation, but
much for bis character-little for what has
gone b1eyond his control. but endlessly much
for what yet remains lu bis wiII te detemine
then, I think, a man na do welI t-o wmtc bis
own life.

"So," I imagine a reader interposing, "you
profes.s ta have arrived at this high degree of
pe-rfection yourself ?-

I reply that the man whobas attained this
kind of inditYererce ato the past, this kind of
hope in the future, will lie 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
oftan athlete; uone may dsire to be honetit and
not count himscf a saint. My object in thus
shadowing out what secmus to me ny present
condition of mind, is merely to render it in-
tellitible to my rcaders how an autobiography
might come ta b'e written without rendering
the writer justly liable to the charge of that
overweening, or setlf-conceit, which might lie
involved in the mere conception of the idea

In lisi-eniig ta nsimilar recitals fron the
mouths of elderly people, 1 have observed
that nany things which seemed to the per-
sons principally concerned ordinary enough,
ad to me a wonder and a significance they

did not pteive. Ltt me hope that seone of
the things I am about to relate may fare simi-
larly, although, to be honest.I must confess
I could not have undertaken the task, for a
task it is, uipon this chance alone: I do think
soie of my history worthy of being told, just
for the fact' sake. God knows I have.had
malli share in that worthiness. The weakness

of my lif has been that I would ever do some
great thing; the saving of my life bas been
my itter falure. I have never done a great
deed. If I bad, I know that one of my temr-
perament could not have escaped serions con-
sequences. I have had more pleasure when a
grown man in a certain discovery concerning
the owner-sliip of an apple of which I had
taken the ancestral bite when a boy, than I
can remember to have resulted from any ac-
tion of my r-îwn dnring iny whole existence.
But I detest the notion of puzzling ny readers
in order ta enjoy their fancied surprise, or
tbeir possible piaise of a worthless ingenuity
of concealment. If I ever appear to.behave
to them thus, it is merely that I follow the
course iof my own knowledgei of myself and
ny affairs, without any desire ta give therm
either the pain or the pleasure ofa suspenseif
indeed I may flatter myself with the hope of
inteiresting them to such a deg-ree that sus-
pense sbould become possible.

When I look over what I have written, I
uisd th tone ua sombre-let. me see ,what

sort an evening is iton which Iconmence this
book? Ah ! I thought so: a sombre evening.
Thet sun is going down behind a low batk of
gray cloud, the upper edge of whieh he tinges
with a fed shadow. There will be min be-
fort morning. It i late autumn, and soie of
the cropt are gathered ui. A bluiili fog is
rniug fim thejower mceiadows. As I look I
grow cold. It i not, somehow, an inte-rest-
ing evening. Yet.if I found just this evening

well describcd ln a novel, I should euoy it
heartilv. The poores eakest drizie upon
the vindow-pAnes of a reary road-side Inn in
a country of slate-quarries, possesses an in-
terest t-o him who enters it by the door of a
book, has-tiv ess than the pouring rain whieh
threatets t-o swell every brook to a torrent.
flow- s thit ? I tihink it is ,because -our
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 prestent influences. But I will rather shut
out tht: fading west, the gathering mists, and
the troubled consiousness of Nîature alto-
gether, ligit MY tire and imiy pipe, and then
try whether in my first chapter I cannot be a
boy again in sueli fashion that iy ghostly
companion, that is ,my typical reader, wili
not be too impatient to linger a little in the
neadows of chitliood ert we p-ass ta tlth-
corn-ields tif riper years.

CHAIl'ER .

WURiE t L'IXD s-5ULF
No wi.sett chicken,1 presumne, cat recala

the firt omaent when t-le chalk-oval sur-

They ,nade flic %Vlad, and threcw i
used my natural sentes, and thi
they told tn'e. Thte discovery li
so deeply that cven uow I cannoi
trees without a certain indescriba
for this rememibraimee, unaccountal
grove was to ie- for muny yùars a
windqsand ,i the tillest diayt
depth of gathered stenis tilled n
nav for the whole avful asses
writhing together iti earnest and et
tortion, at iny moment begin thei
cf churninîg the windi.

There vere no tres ini thei ie
of the huiste where I was born.
the midst of grass, aui nothitig b
tu be seil for a long way on evei
Tlere N as not a gravel path or ar
Its walls, oli and rusty, roise
from the gcras. Urass biades andi
of daisies leaned trustingly agains
stote;,all th'e sharpness of w hose f
long since vnisled, wornl away
and the min, or filled up by the s
whiich I used to think were v
gîo-wing ont u the -aIlle TheË
îIîrt of a verv old dairy-farmn, an
to whomx if belonged, would not
about the place tit then thte gr

wsLr-fau> t't not-tzBi'

rounding it gave way, and instend of the
cavern of >limestone which its experience
might have led it to expect it foand a world
of air and mavement and fre-dom and bine
sky-with kites n it. For my own partI
often wished wher s- child,/that I badwatched
while God was making messo that I might
have remembered how he did it. Now my
wonder bu whether whenrJ creep forth into
I that new world which lithe old, lushal ibe
conscious of the birth, and enjoy the whole
mighty surprise, or whlether I shalh become
gradually aware that things arc hanged, and
stare about me like the new-born baby. Wiat
will be theuandle-flame that shall first attract-
my new-born sight? But Iforget that pecn-
lation about the new lifet' hs not writing th
history of the old.

I have oft-en tried how far back nîy memory
could go. I suspect there are awfully a-cient

shadows mingling with ouin memories; but,s
far as I can judge, the earlist definite me-
mory 1 have la the discovery of how the wind
was made for I saw the proceus going onu le-
fore my very cyes, and therteotld be, and
there was, no douht of the relation of cause
and effect lu the matter. Thec were tht'
trees swaying thermtelves about after the wil-
dest fashion and tbere wat the' wind Inu con
seruence viRiting my person somewhat too
roughly. The tres were blowlang lrmy face.

subuied by the couts, and, inde
wouild neyer btav' grown very loti
of that delicate ort which we
downs and in parks and ou old.gr
Ail aI-nt the house-as far, at
lowly tis coutil see-theiround
lylevel, and thelake tofgreenery,
it rose like a solitaîry rock, wa t
failing mystery an d delight. Thi
strange in the carof thof whi
miounrtainons ir at least tîn ntd
face, essential to beauty àut n
get-her independent of whst id
sceneiry. 'lhre are oth s-orga
e'y-s e i f grass and water a
not of the beit and lovelie-t
shows.

Theb ouse, J bave saidI, was of
looking tinegray and green an
bown. ItLooked v-y bard ; y-
sone attenpi i at carving abott1
the narrow windows. The carvi
ever, becomne sa<lti an< d shadlowy
ntoitdistinguish a single foin
portion of desiga ; still mrnie anc
seenued ever tlickeringacroe
hduse which watt twttoriet in l
certii air of lefence abouit it il
It bid no caves, for the walls ro
edge of the roof, but the hintsat
were of the 'uerett 'be roof,

it ut tne. 1g-ny slates, roso very steep, and hai narrow,
s was what tall dornier windows in it The edges of ithe
mpressedsi me gables rose, not in a lopli, but ln a sutccesion
t look upon of notchest, like stairs. Altogether, theishli
bdi, and, but to whlçh, conildered a a crustaceotus aninal,
ble uawe. A 1 belonged-fur nt is every animal accord-
fountain of ing as)you choose to contemîplate hini-had

o look Into a an old-world look about lt--a look of the time
ne with dist- when imen had to fight in order to have peace,
mbly night, to kill it order te live. Being, however, a
fetial con- crutaceous aniinal, 1, the huir of ail the now
r fearful task impulses of the age, was born and reared in

closest neighbourhood with strange rollcs of a
iglibourhood vanished time . lumanity so far retains its

It stood ini chief chaicterititcs that thl new generations
ut grass wia can alwavs tourish in the old ihell.
ry side of it. The tlairy was at sone distance, so deep in
rond near it. a hollow that a carelesa glance wonli not have
iuiniediately discoverit t. I well rememîber iny astonish-
a few heaîds ment wlhv imyil aunt first took ne there ; for

it the brown I ad not even observed the depression of
ractures hai surface; all had beten a level greien to my
by the sun eyes. Bey-oniid this hollow were ields divided
low lichets, b ledg-, and laies, and the various goings
oulng sitones to and fro of a not inpvopled although quiet
groutid was niighbourhood. Until I left honte for school,
d myi inuele, however, 1 do not renember to bave seen a
have a pîath carriage of anv kind approach our solitary
aUS was wC-ll dwelling. My uncle would have regarded it

as little short of an insuit for any one to drive
wheelnt over the smnootlh lawny surface ln
which our liuse dwelt like a solitary lsland
in the sa.

lefore the thresiold lay a brown patch,
worn blaire of grass, and beate iairil by the'
descending feet of înany gcneratlons. The
stotne threshiîold itself was worrn alinoat to a
level with lit. A visitor's firt step was into
what would, in sole imrts bWe cal led the.
huse-plac, a rooi which servei ail the pur-
poses of n kitchen, and yet partok of the

atert sof ain tli hall. It rose to a fair
height, with smoke- tained iai above ; and
waNs doored with a kind of cemnent, hard
enough, and yet so worn that it re-qnir-d a
good deal of local knowlteige to avoid certain
jar tof the s.pinie fron sudden chanîges tof level.
All the furniture was; dark and shining, espe-
cially the round table, which, with its bewilb
dering, spider-lik e accum tdiat ion of lege, waitedi
itnler the iuillioned, lozenged window nail
inal-timie, when, like an animal rtused fromt
its lair, it stretceldîs out those' legs, and as-
smeini-d expandd- and symmînetrcat shape in
front oft tht i n lwiliter, and nearer thel dour
in sulimmer. It re-alls the vision of my aunt,
with a hand at each end of it, searchinîg em-
piricafll for ite level-feellig kfr it, that is,
with the creature own lege--befor lifting
the haîrngin; leaves, and drawing ont the
hitherto t.em err lgs t support then
a fter which% wouhl coie a fresm-h aljuntmîent of

el, anot-her hîutling t atii fro, that the
new fet likewise miglht stttle on e1clevations
of equal height ;,and then camethé' snow-
cliRII, r the tea-tray deposited
tipmi-n is hining surface.

The walls of this room were alwatys white-
wadhed lin thi- spring, occasioninlg cver a har-
lpened tcont-r-ast with the dark-brown cetiling.
Whether that was evn-u swept I do not know;
i do not rernetber ev-r seeing.it don. At
ail eventi- ,its coluti renained unim;wired by
paint or whitewash. On the walls hung vari-
ous articles, soine of themn high abov- my
head, and attractive for that reasoun If for no
other. I never saw one of them moved frutu
its lasenot eveu the mishing-rod, which re-
quired the whole ltength betwixt the two win-
dowsi; three rnsty hooksi hutng frn itR and
wavei about when a wind entered ruder than
commnon. Over the fîshing-rod hung a piece
of tatlpestry, about a yard in widtht and longer
thItan that-. It would have required a very
capable construictivenesi ndeed to supply the
design fron what reiained, so fragnentary
were the formtti, and so4 dîm and fualed were
the once bright colours. It was there as an
ornament; for that which loi a mere comple-
ment of higher modes of life becomes. when
iteeles, the ornamfent of lower conditions ;

ed, 1 think what we call great virtuest are little regarded
ig, for it Wal by the saints. It was long beforte I began to
sec only on think how the tapt'stry coul have comte there,
razing farms. or to what it oweld the honour given It in the
leat/Mas my houste.
was perfect.- Ontheii olpsisite wall htîung another object,

out of which whlii IMay weil have beien the causé of my
o me at un- areletsness abolit the formxer--attracting to
is will sound itcelf all my interegt. It wat a mword, lin a
r> <ositiider a eaiter shîeath. Front the point, hait way to
Iulating sur- te hiLt, the sheath was plit all along the
ature ls alto- edge of the weapon. Th'e sides of the wound

oalled fine gapcd, and the blade was visible tA rMy prying
si- than the t'yù&. It was with ruit almoist as drk a brown

ind sky were as the scablierd that Infolded it. Ilut the un-
of nturels der parts of the hilt, where dustcould not

eqettle, gleamed with a faint golden shine.
ain ancient- That sword was to my childish yes the type

I yellow and of a 111myste-ryR a clouded glory, whilch for
t there were inany long years 1 never dreamed of attempt-

the lheads of lng to unvelil. Not the %word Excalibur, haId
ig hisul, how- it been stored in soine treasure-house of
that I could miglity kintgs,"coutil have radiated more mar-

or separable vel into the ltearts of young knights t-han that
ient thought sword radiated into mine, Night after night
them. The I would dream of danger drawing nigh-
eîight, had a crowdsi of men of evil purpos -etimis to
Il to explain.i!n «r to my ctuntry ; and ever li thé begin-
se above the nirtg of imiy dreami I stood ready, for-knowling
battlements and waiting; for I had climbed and hai taken

covered with the ancient power from tha wall, and hld


