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THE WING OP^ AZRASL.

CHAPTER I.

MIST.

TiiK great stable yard clock was slowly atrikinp: the hour—
midnight. Over the park huiiK a white and t;t©althy mist,

touchetl by white ana atealthy nioonli^i^ht. (Jnvit elm-ti*ee8

loomed through it heavy an<i still: tliey seemed to be waiting
for something that never came.
The mist was tluck, but one could see through it a large

white house with imuunerable nrijestic windows, very bnNid
and very high. Biven in this dim light it was evident that
everythmg was falUng into decay. Grass grew in tin* shrub-
beries, and wee<ls in the gravel-paths; it was a melancholy,
forsaken old place, cIosikI in, and silent tvs the grave. The
hou8(» stooil hushed in the moonlight, with blinds drawn, win-
dows closed, —all but one blind and one window on the first

flooi', on that sido of the house which faced the gixrden, aiid

beyond it a st<»ep avenue of elni-tnH;*s.

At thut open window a small figure was kneeling- a dark-
haired little girl, who leant her (»U)ows on the sill and gaztd
up the mystic avenue. The lin(» of tnn^s UhI the eve to the
top of the hill, and there etiding, crt»ated an tmsatisned long-
ing to see over the other side. The child ikh^hhI forth eagerly
into the still, paswionless mysteiy of the night. Throngs df
bewildering thoughts were stuTing t he little soul to its depths

:

—what was it, and whence this strange world that dm«4 not
come to an end at the top of the avenue, at the lHiundar\' of
the park ?- -this world that go<^s on and on. Held after Acid,
till it comes to the sen, an.l then ^o(»s on and on «tfain, wave
after wavt», till it comes once more to the land, ana then ?

then the realms of the air, and th(» gnwt cloud regions, and
beyond tlu^se -Nothing, a great all embracing Nothing that
«•/// not stop, that goos on and «ni, and still on, till the bmin
^(M»1.^ at the thought of it- but it d(K'f» not stop then; it never
«topH, or would stop, or could stop, even when God sounded


