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the prophet off, and I ran down the road to
the ferry, for I knew he would have to go that

way. I waited in the boat, and the sarne
buggy came down to, it, and a man with a

cloak ori and his hat over his eyes came out
and sat in the corner of the boat, and we all
knew that it was the prophet, and none of us

durst speak to him. 'But I went ovèr «i"'n the,
boat, for I hoped I'd get up courage to, ask

him when we carne to the other elde. When
'he stood on the shore he seenied like a man

that didn't know what to do', although there
was horses there for him tâ take, and he turnéd
round and went off the road up'on to a little

hill; and 1 weht affer him a'bit of the wa' y be-
hihd, and I carne-and-found him just standing
looking at the city, for theriver swept. round
two, sides of it Èo noble like, and blue.ýs the
sky above, and the city stood all white, and
the temple stood high -in the middle, and all
of it glistened in the sun. The prophet had
tàken off his hat, and lie s>tood with his hands'
folded on the stick he carried, and he just
looked and lookedatthe city. I had never
seen a man look like t1fat but once before,
and then, it was a man I knew whose wife died,'
a nd he looked at her- face -just steadfast -like
that.' I couldnt think.to speàk to, him, about
myself justthen, although Td got him, alone,

'for my heart waà just brokè to see how 'sad-
he looked., and him jùst in the prime of life;,
for it was his own çity, and the sound of all

its; work came 'o3tcr- to, us gas-w-e-st-o-o-d-th


