
" THE DRUSES ARE UP I" 9

gratitude—night and day she had heard this spirit murmtir-
ing in her ear, and always the refrain was, " Down the
^t"*™ to Carillon I Shoot the Rapids of Carillon I"
Why? How should she know ? Wherefore should she

know ? This was of the things beyond the why of the
human nund. Sometimes aU our Uves, if we keep our
souU young, and see the world as we first saw it with eyesMd heart unsoiled, we hear the murmuring of the Other
Self, that Self from which we separated when we entered
this mortal sphere, but which followed us, invisible yet
whispermg uispu-ation to us. But sometimes we only
hear It, our own soul's oracle, while yet our years are
few, and we have not passed that frontier between inno-
cence and experience, reahty and pretence. Pretence it
IS which drives the Other Self away with waiUng on its
lips. Then we hear It cry in the night when, because of
the trouble of life, we cannot sleep; or at the play when
we are caught away from ourselves into another air than
ours; when music pours around us Ijke a softli^d from
a garden of pomegranates; or when a chUd asks a question
which bnngs us back to the land where everything is so
true that it can be shouted from the tree-tops.
Why was Fleda Druse tempting death in the Carillon

Rapids ?

She had heard a whisper as she wandered among *he
pme-trees there at Manitou, and it said simply the one
word, '• Now I" She knew that she must do it; she had
driven her canoe out into the resistless current to ride
the Rapids of CariUon. Her Other Self had whispered
to her.

Yrader, thousands of miles away in Syria, there were
the mils of Lebanon; and there was one phrase which
made every Syrian heart beat faster, if he were on the
march. It was, " The Druses are up !

" When that wild
tnbe took to the saddle to war upon the Caravans and
agamst authority, from Lebanon to Pahnyra, from


