





















































A Career For His Son 11

have said, I am past the time for learning a new art;
and, if it be a sin, my sins are over. Yet you my son
may haply gather this great necessity for us, or this evil,
whatever it be; and, if it be a sin, what is one more sin
to youth? Not much, I fear.”

The youth crossed himself.

“And follow not the way of the sword,” continued
his father, in no whit diverted from his discourse, “for
the lawyers ever defeat it with their pens, as hath been
said of old; but follow the Art, and you shall deal in a
matter at whose mention lawyers pale.”

“The Black Art!” exclaimed Ramon Alonzo.

“There is but one art,” said his father; “and it shall
all the more advantage you to follow it in that there
hath been of late but little magic in Spain, and even in
this forest there are not, but on rarest evenings, such
mysteries nor such menace as I myself can remember;
and no dragon hath been seen since my grandfather’s
days.”

“The Black Art!” said Ramon Alonzo. “But how
shall I tell of this to Father Joseph?”

And his father rubbed his chin awhile before he
spoke again.

“Twere hard indeed,” he said, “to tell so good a
man. Yet are we in sore need of gold, and God forbid
in His mercy that one of us should ever follow a trade.”

“Amen,” said his son.

And the fervour with which the boy had said Amen
heartened his father to hope he would do his bidding,
and cheered him on the way with his discourse, which
he continued as follows.

“There is dwelling in the mountains, a day’s walk
beyond Aragona (whose spires we see), a magician
known to my father. For once my father hunting a
stag in his youth went far into the mountains, as good-
ly a stag as ever rejoiced a hunter, though once I
killed one as good but never better. I killed mine in
the year of the great snowfall, the year before you
were born; it had come down from the mountains.
But my father hunted his up from the valley where it
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done in one garrulous moment the advantage that they
had earned by nights of toil, working in lonely towers
while all the world had rest. And more simple argu-
ments he added, sufficient to correct the hasty error of
youth, but too obvious and trite to offer to the attention
of my reader. Having then explained that the philo-
sopher’s stone must have been often found and put to
the use for which it was intended, he recommended
the study of it once more to his son. And the young
man weighed the advantages of gold with all that he
had learned in its disfavour, and there and then decided
to follow that study. Gladly then the Lord of the Tower
and Rocky Forest went to his rummage-room where
strange things lay and none interfered with the spider.
And in that dim place where one scarce could have
hoped to find anything, amongst heaps of old fishing
nets that had become solid with dust, where worn-out
boar-spears lay on the floor, and rusted bandilleros
that had once pricked famous bulls, blunt knives and
broken tent-pegs, and things too old for one to be able
to name them at all, unless one washed them and
brought them out in the light, groping amongst all
these the Lord of the Tower found a pale heap of
boars’ tusks, and the scroll amongst them, as he had
told his son: then he left the place to the spider. And
returning with the-scroll to his son he brought also a
coffer out of another room, a small stout box of oak
and massive silver, well guarded by a great lock, all
lined within with satin. And he took a great key and
carefully unlocked it, and showed it to Ramon Alonzo
as he gave him the scroll of the magician; he held the
coffer open with the light blue satin showing and said
never a word; the young man knew it for the coffer of
his sister’s dowry and saw that it was empty. And by
the time his father had closed the box again, and care-
fully locked it and placed the key in safety, the boy’s
young thoughts had roamed away to beyond Aragona
to the man with the black silk cloak and his house in
the wood, where base metals would have to suffer
wonderful changes before good thick pieces of dross
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Arising then from his seat he waved this scroll high
in the night and, knowing the liking that secret folk oft
show for the number three, he waved it thrice. And
there before him was the house in the wood.

It seemed to have slid down quietly from the high
places of night, or it quietly appeared out of darkmess
that had hidden it hitherto, but the silence that cloaked
its appearance almost instantly glided away, giving
place to Arabian music that haunted the air overhead
and plaintive Hindu love-chants that yearned in the
dark. Then windows flashed into light, and there just
in front of the mossy stone that the young man had
made his seat was an old green door all studded with
old green knobs. The door was ajar.

Ramon Alonzo stepped forward and pushed the
green door open, and the magician came to his door
with that alacrity with which the spider descends to
the spot in his web that is shaken by some lost winged
traveller’s arrival. He was in the great black silk cloak
that the young man’s grandfather knew, but he wore
great spectacles now, for he was older than he had
been eighty years ago, in spite of his magic art. Ramon
Alonzo bowed and the master smiled, though whether
he smiled for welcome, or at a doom that hung over
the strangers who troubled his door, there was no way
for unlearned men to know. Then quickly, though still
without fear, Ramon Alonzo thrust out the scroll that
he bore, with the magician’s own writing upon it all in
black ink, saying, word for word as his father had bade
him say, “I am the grandson of him that taught you the
taking of boars nigh eighty years ago.” The magician
received it, and as he read his smile changed its nature
and appeared to Ramon Alonzo somewhat more whole-
some, having something in common with smiles of un-
learned men that they smile at what is pleasant in
earthly affairs. With a tact that well became him the
master of magic made no enquiry after the young
man’s grandfather; for as the rich do not speak of
poverty to the poor, or the learned discourse on ignor-
ance to the unlearned, this sage that had mastered the
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way of surviving the years spoke seldom with common
men on the matter of death. But he bowed a welcome as
though Ramon Alonzo were not entirely a stranger;
and the young man expressed the pleasure that he felt
at meeting a master of arts.

“There is but one Art,” answered the Master.

“It is the one I would study,” replied Ramon Alonzo.

“Ah,” said the magician.

And with an air now grown grave, as though some-
what pondering, he raised his arm and summoned up
a draught, which closed his green door. When the door
was shut and the draught had run home, brushing by
the loose silk sleeve of the magician to its haunt in the
dark of the house, which Ramon Alonzo perceived to
be full of crannies, the host led his guest to an adjacent
room, whence the savour of meats arose as he opened
the door. And there was a repast all ready cooked and
spread, waiting for Ramon Alonzo. By what arts those
meats were kept smoking upon that table ready for any
stranger that should come in from the wood, ready per-
haps since the days of the young man’s grandfather, I
tell not to this age, for it is far too well acquainted al-
ready with the preservation of meat.

With a bow and a wave of his arm the magician
appointed a chair to Ramon Alonzo. And not till his
guest was seated before the meats did the magician
speak again.

“So you would study the Art,” he said.

“Master,” the young man answered him, “I would.”

“Know then,” the magician said, “that all those exer-
cises that men call arts, and all wisdom and all knowl-
edge, are but humble branches of that worthy study
that is justly named the Art. Nor is this to be revealed
to all chance-come travellers that may imperil them-
selves by entering my house in the wood. My grati-
tude to your grandfather however, for some while now
unpaid (I trust he prospers), renders me anxious to
serve you. For he taught me a branch of learning that
he had studied well: it was moreover one of those
studies that my researches had not yet covered, the mat-
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ter of the hunting of boars; and from this, as from
every science that learning knows, the Art hath in-
crease, and becometh a yet more awful and reverend
power whereby to astound the vulgar, and to punish
error, not only in this wood but finally to drive it out
of all worldly affairs.”

And he spoke swiftly past his mention of Ramon
Alonzo’s grandfather, lest his guest should have the
embarrassment of admitting that his grandfather had
shared with all the unlearned the vulgar inability to
withstand the flight of the years. For himself he kept on
a shelf in an upper room a bottle of that medicine
" philosophers use, which is named elixir vitae, wherein
were sufficient doses to ensure his survival till the
time when he knew that the world would begin to
grow bad. He took one dose in every generation. By
certain turns in the tide of life in those that he watched,
a touch of grey over the ears, a broadening or a calm-
ing, he knew that the heyday of a generation was past
and the time had come for his dose. And then he
would go one night by resounding stairs, that were
never troubled by anything human but him, whatever
the rats might dare, and so he would come with his
ponderous golden key, for an iron one would have long
since rusted away, to the lock he turned only once every
thirty years. And, opening the heavy door at the top
of the stairs and entering that upper room, he would
find his bottle grey with dust on its shelf, perhaps en-
tirely hidden by little curtains that the spiders had
drawn across it, and measuring his dose by moonlight
he would drink it full in the rays, as though he shared
this secret alone with the moon. Then back he would go
down those age-worn steps of oak with his old mind
suddenly lightened of the cares of that generation, free
from its foibles, untroubled by its problems, neither
cramped nor duped by its fashions, unyoked by its
causes, undriven by its aims, fresh and keen for the
wisdom and folly of a new generation. Such a mind,
well stored with the wisdom of several ages and re-
peatedly refreshed with the nimble alertness of youth,
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“I fear that my grandfather,” said the young man
deprecatingly, “was but ill-equipped for discourse with
a philosopher, having had insufficient leisure, as I have
often been told, for learning.”

“Your grandfather,” answered the Master, “was a
very great philosopher. Not only had he found the way
to happiness but of that way was a most constant ex-
plorer, till none may doubt that he knew its every turn-
ing; for he could track the boars to the forest all the way
from the fields where they rooted, knowing what fields
they would seek and the hour at which they would
leave them, and could hearten his hounds while they
hunted, even through watery places, and when scent
was lost and all their cunning was gone he still could
lead them on; and so he brought them upon many a
boar, and slew his quarry with spear-thrusts that he
had practised, and took its tusky head, which was his
happiness; and rarely failed to achieve it, having so
deeply studied the way.

“I also have followed the pursuit of happiness, study-
ing all those methods that are most in use amongst men,
as well as some that are hidden from them; and most
of these methods are vain, leaving few that are worthy
of the investigation of one holding the rank that I now
hold amongst wizards. Of these few that have stood
the test of my most laborious analysis is this one that
I owe to the researches of your grandfather, and which,
seeing how few are the ways of attaining happiness, is
certainly among the four great branches of learning.
Who knows these four great studies hath four different
ways of approach to the goal of mankind, and hath
that might that is to be got by complete wisdom alone.
For this cause I give great honour to your grandfather,
and extol his name, and bless it by means of spells,
and in my estimation place it high amongst the names
of those whose learning has lightened the world. Alas
that his studies gave him no time for that last erudition
which could have ensured his survival to these days
and beyond them.”
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ingly more ancient than the rest of the forest, and the
house was in the midst of them. It was a secret spot.
He saw, now, that there was in his room a second
- window, but the little twigs had so pressed their leaves
against it that no light entered there but a dim green-
ness; it was like hundreds of out-turned hands protest-
ing against that house.

By such light as came through the southeastern win-
dow he tidied himself, brushing off with his hands such
cobwebs as he could. He did not draw back the cur-
tains, deeming that if he took hold of a portion of one it
would come away from the rest; nor did enough ma-
terial remain to obstruct much of the light that came in
through the trees. Then, being dressed already, he
opened his door and descended the stairs of stome.
Every narrow slit that lighted those dim stairs con-
tinued to show vast gathering of oaks that pressed close
on the house, so close that Ramon Alonzo saw now,
what he had faintly heard overnight and not under-
stood, that here and there great branches had entered
the tower and been shaped as steps amongst the steps
of stone, making two or three hollower sounds amongst
the tapping footsteps of such as used that stair. Upon
stormy nights the wooden steps swayed slightly.

When Ramon Alonzo had descended those steps
he came to passages amongst a darkness of rafters
which were like such nooks as children find under
old stairs, only larger and stranger and dimmer, run-
ning this way and that; and, guided by glimmers of
light that shone faintly from a far window, he came
at length to the hall, at whose other end was the old
green door to the forest. And there in his black silk
cloak in the midst of the hall the magician awaited him.

He was standing motionless, and as soon as the
young man saw him the Master of the Art said: “I
trust you slept in comfort.” For his studies allowed him
leisure for courtesies such as these, but were too pro-
found to permit of such intercourse with common ma-
terial things as lifting the cobwebs to see the state of
the bedclothes that had mouldered so long upon his
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“The mystery of reading,” answered the Master.

Now Ramon Alonzo had such eyesight that he could
count the points on a stag’s head at five hundred paces,
and deemed half would well suffice him. The magician
moreover explained that it was not his custom to take
that fee in advance, but that the length of his sight
would diminish appreciably as he mastered the intrica-~
cies of the mystery.

This well suited Ramon Alonzo, for he had ever
wondered how the thoughts of men could lie sleeping
for ages in folios, and suddenly brighten new minds
with the mirth of men centuries dead; for the good fa-
thers had not taught him this in their school, perhaps
fearing that they would make their wisdom too common
if they recklessly made the laity free of its source.
And, believing as many do that wisdom is only a
matter of reading, he thought soon to be on the track
of the lore of those philosophers who in former ages
transmuted base metals to gold, and so come by what
he sought without losing his shadow.

“Master,” said Ramon Alonzo, “I pray you teach
me that mystery.”

The magician shut the book. “To read Chinese,”
he said, “I do not teach for this fee, for the Chinese
script hides secrets too grave to be learnt at so light a
cost. For this fee I teach only to read in the Spanish
language. Hereafter, for other fees . . .”

“Master,” the young man said, “I am well content.”

And then, with sonorous voice and magnificent ges-
tures, the magician began to expose the secrets of
reading; one by one he stripped mysteries, laying them
bare to his pupil; and all the while he taught in that
grand manner, that he had from the elder masters
whose lore had been handed down. He taught the use of
consonants, the reason of vowels, the way of the down-
strokes and the up; the time for capital letters, commas,
and colons; and why the “j” is dotted, with many an-
other mystery. That first lesson in the gloomy room
were well worthy of faithful description, so that every
detail of the mystery might be minutely handed down;
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worked hard nonetheless, for he thought to be a better
match for the powers of the magician when he knew
at least one of his mysteries. He felt at first a momentary
compunction at thus arming himself with one of his ad-
versary’s weapons, but considered that the Master was
getting his price. Indeed the gloomy room seemed un-
mistakably lighter than it had been the day before, and
the thought came to Ramon Alonzo that this slight
brightness, if brightness it were, might be some of the
light that was gone from his own eyes, with which the
magician might be lighting his room. Yet not for this
brightnesss could he see among the dim shapes on the
floor, under cobwebs, behind the crocodiles, any sign
of such a box as seemed likely to hold a shadow. So
he bided his time and learned the mystery all day, and
the Master taught him well.

That day he sought out the charwoman again, who
was scrubbing still at the stone.

“Anemone,” he said, “how shall I know the box in
which he has hidden your shadow?”

“It is long and thin,” she said.

Then she shook her head and went on with the
scrubbing, for she despaired of him ever finding her
shadow. He would not consult her despair, but went
away to build plan after plan of his own. And next day
he discerned more closely; but even if the room were
again a little brighter he could not distinguish such a
box as she said amongst the lumber that ran all round
the wainscot; the gloom on the floor was still too thick,
and there were too many crocodiles.

He worked hard during those days, and soon was
able to read the short words that had only one syllable;
and still he worked on to unravel the whole of that
mystery, and lesser wonders gradually became clear to
him from things the magician said or from what he
learned from Anemone: he learned how his food was
baked by imps at a fire in the wood, little creatures of
two feet high that could gambol and jump prodigiously;
and he knew how the Hindu chants that haunted the air
above the magician’s house had been attracted from
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“*Tis but a poor pen, and an aged hand,” said
Father Joseph, “but such asitis...”

“Now I have need of a letter to be written in
haste,” continued the Lord of the Tower, “for which
I deemed your pen to be suited beyond the pens of
any, and if you will write what I shall say the work will
be speedily accomplished.”

“Gladly will I,” answered Father Joseph, his breath
already beginning to come more easily from the rest
he had had in the chair. “Gladly will 1,” and he brought
forward an ink-horn that hung at his girdle, and drew
from under his robe a roll of parchment that was
curled round a plume, for he had all these things upon
him; and as soon as the Lord of the Tower had lent
him a knife he had shaped the end of the quill for a
pen in a moment, and pared it and all was ready. These
things he took to a table and dipped the pen, and was
readier to write than Gonsalvo was to think. For there
was this difficulty about the letter that he desired to
send to his son: he wished to exhort him to continue
his studies with a redoubled vigour, such a message as
Father Joseph would smile to hear, glowing for some
while after with an inner satisfaction; but then again
those studies were nothing less than the Black Art, and
the produce of them no ordinary lucre, but a dross
that might well seem to Father Joseph to come hot
from the hands of Satan. How was he to ask that some
of this dross should be sent full soon for the righteous
purpose of settling his daughter comfortably in the holy
bonds of wedlock, without shocking the good man by
too open a reference to the method of its manufacture?
It cost him some moments of thought and nigh puz-
zled him altogether. Then he began thus, and the pen
of Father Joseph scurried behind his words:

“My dear son, I trust that you apply yourself dili-
gently to your tasks and that you are already well ad-
vanced in your studies, and, in especial, in that study
which I most commended to you. That coffer which
1 showed you the day before you left is in no better
state than it was then. We urgently require somewhat
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alone though the magician proffered his aid, but Ramon
Alonzo was eager to use his new learning; the magician
therefore watched his face as he read, and learned
thereby as much of the letter as Father Joseph had
guessed of its purpose, for the thoughts of men were
much the concern of them both.

When Ramon Alonzo had read the letter he sighed.
Farewell, he thought, to his shadow. He began to think
of it as he had never thought before. A mood came
on him such as comes on us sometimes at sunset, when
shadows are many and long; yet we never think of
shadows as he then thought of his: wistful pictures of
the slender intangible thing were brooding in his mind:
he too was learning how one may love one’s shadow.
Such fancies as we may sometimes have for swallows
when we see them gathering to leave us, such feelings
as men may have for far-off cliffs of a native land they
are losing, such longings as schoolboys have for home
on the last day of holidays, all these Ramon Alonzo
felt for the first time for his shadow.

And then he thought of his sword and reflected that
it could not be for him as it was for that poor old
woman; men had not the need, as women had, of the
protection of common things that the vulgar set store
by; if any would not speak with him because he had
lost his shadow the matter could be argued courteously
with the sword; and, as for stones, he esteemed that
none would dare to throw them, nor he care if they
threw. So he looked up at the magician and, with some
echo of sorrow touching his tones, said: ‘“Master, I fain
would learn the making of gold.”

The Master glanced at a magic book, for a moment
refreshing his memory: “The fee is your shadow,” he
said.

And once more Ramon Alonzo thought of the grace
of his shadow, and the years they had been together:
he remembered its lightness, its pranks, its patient fol-
lowings; he thought of long journeys together returning
at close of day, he growing wearier at every step and
the shadow stronger and stronger. He hesitated and the
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be shown the secret, saw then, as the magician slowly
sorted the scrolls, that there was still much to be taught.
He had been patient all the day before; but now the
light that shone through the volume of leaves, coming
down cliffs of greenness, called to his inner being with
so imperious a call, that it almost seemed as though
Spain and the musical summer, and the mighty sun
himself and the blue spaces of ether, all longed for
Ramon Alonzo to wander to Aragona to toy with the
idle maidens through empty hours of merriment. And
a bird called out of the wood, and Ramon Alonzo felt
that he must go.

“Master,” he said, “may I go once more to the fields
of error? I have some business there not worthy for
your attention; yet to myself it is pressing.”

The magician made a certain show of reluctance, to
conceal the truth that he cared for little but his fee of
the young man’s shadow, and meant soon to send him
away, content with the vain acquirements of transmu-
tation, for so it seemed to the magician. And then he
gave him leave; but, with an earnestness far more real
and a vehemence that seemed genuine, he warned his
pupil again to be back before evening. And swift as
dust on draughts that sometimes moaned in those cham-
bers, and gay and light as the leaves, away went Ramon
Alonzo. And once more the golden morning was be-
fore him as he came down from the wood, and Aragona
twinkled in the distance. And partly his heart was full
of a frivolous laughter and partly a wistful feeling all
grave and strange, for the spires of Aragona moved
even youth to solemnity; and none knew how this was,
for the spires were bright and glad.

He gave one glance at his shadow to see that all
was well with it, then strode over glittering grass with
the shadow striding beside him: and so he came un-
tired to the edge of the village, and saw there the band
of maidens where they had promised to be. Blithe
on the idle air came the merriment of their welcome.

And not a levity that blew their way all in the azure
morning, and not a vanity that reached their thoughts,
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going from mind to mind, but they welcomed and
toyed with and acclaimed as new. So they passed the
morning, and when the heat of the day began to in-
crease they loitered to a lane that had one long leafy
roof, and there they sat in the shade and ate fruit that
they had in baskets and listened while each in turn
recounted the idlest tales. And the meed of every tale
that pleased was laughter, and not a learned conceit
nor studious fancy was allowed to intrude in any tale
they told. After the wisdom that burdened the house
in the wood, and the learning with which its very
gloom was laden, its ancient store of saws and sayings
and formulz, Ramon Alonzo rejoiced at every quip
that they uttered and every peal of laughter that fol-
lowed each quip, as the traveller over Sahara wel-
comes the pools in the mountains and the bands of
butterflies that gather about them. '

In the heavy leafy shade they laughed or talked
continually, while all round them Spain slept through
the middle hours of the day. And many a tale they
told of surpassing lightness, too light to cross the ages
and reach this day, even if they were worthy, but lost
with all the little things that founder in the long reaches
of Time, to be cast on the coasts of Oblivion, amongst
unrecorded tunes and children’s dreams and sceptres
of unsuccessful emperors.

But when shafts of sunlight slanted, and voices from
beyond their lane showed that Spain was awaking, and
the grandeur of the sun was past and he grew genial
again, then they loitered out into the light, straying to-
wards the hills. And, as they wandered there, other
young men joined them, leaving their work till the
morrow, for morrows they said would be many—young
dark-skinned men with scarlet sashes flashing around
their waists. Then the party drifted asunder as shallow
streams in sunny sandy spaces when the water takes
many ways, all of them gold and light-laden. And a tall
dark maiden drifted with Ramon Alonzo, and one more
slender than she; and the first was named Ariona and
the second Lolun. And sometimes fair fancies came to
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amongst such scrolls as these a spell that is best suited
to the material to be dealt with. And having read it
aloud in its own language, whatever language it be;
for these spells are ever written in the tongue of what-
ever sage has been first to compose them; and the
Persians have for long been adept at this, as well as
some few of those that adore Vishnu,” at which name
he paused and bowed; and, as he bowed, -one knocked
on the door to the forest, and the echoes went roaming
uncertainly, as though lost, through the house.

At the sound of the knock the magician swept out
of the room, once more reminding the young man of a
spider when some lost thing touches his web. And, left
alone in the room that was sacred to magic, Ramon
Alonzo again considered his dark master, whom he re-
garded henceforth as his opponent, from whom the
charwoman’s shadow must yet be won. The Master
was keeping to his bargain, thought Ramon Alonzo, and
it was a hard bargain, and in the matter of the false
shadow a sly one, and the Master knew that he had
found this out.

Suddenly his eye fell on the great book, and he left
his speculations, which, considering the depths to which
the magician’s character ran, had gone but a little way;
and he rose up, led by a more practical thought, and
turned the Cathayan pages, and came again to the
three great syllables of the spell that opened the box.
Alas that they were in Chinese.

A swift idea came to him. The padlock knew Chi-
nese, for he had seen it open. He seized the book and
carried it to the shadow-box and, leaning over a
crocodile, showed the open page to the padlock, hold-
ing it still before it; and the padlock never stirred. He
rose up then from the dust and gloom and replaced the
book on the lectern, and only just in time, for the steps
of the magician came resounding back to the door and
he came again to his room that was sacred to magic.
He gave one scornful glance at the book on the lec-
tern, knowing it had been moved; and in the scorn of
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sacred to magic he saw with a sudden joy that this
opportunity was not yet to be his. For he had come
down the spiral stair of timber and stone by the palest
earliest light, and the magician was not yet about. But
with his new learning glowing bright and fresh in his
mind he ran a sure eye over the Master’s shelves and
saw the ingredients he needed. Then he took from a
jar some dust of Ozymandias and mixed it in right
proportions with some of the dust of Helen. His shrewd
young mind guessed well the aphorisms that the Master
would have uttered over these pinches of dust; for,
secure with his doses of elixir vite, he neglected few
chances to mock the illusions of Man. Attar of roses
and crocodile’s tears were close by in their vials, and
the dried skin of a nightingale hung on a nail near.
He procured a flame and burned some of the feathers
and pounded them into a powder, and mixed it up
with the rest. Then he hastened towards the wood,
anxious to gain the door before the magician came,
and to do the work unaided; for he knew that the aged
had often ideas of their own, setting undue store by
ritual and unprofitable quotations, and hindering eager
work that the young would do in a hurry. He came
to the door to the wood and listened a moment acute-
ly. Not a sound came from the corridors; the magician
was not yet afoot. The dew was yet in the wood, and
of this he got a small cupful, gathering it drop by
drop from the bent blades of grass; and here he found
large snails and, after a while, a glow-worm. And these
he carried into a hollow oak where the darkness was
deep enough to be lit by the glow-worm; and in the
light of that he put all his mixture together, saying the
while a spell that had great repute in Persia. The viscid
substance he poured into a vial, out of the common
mortar in which he compounded it, and carefully
corked the vial and turned back towards the house in
the wood. And, attracted by the croon of the curious
Persian spell, or else by the scent of the love-potion,
small things of the wood were lured to follow him.
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but there was growing fast in him the outcast’s feeling,
and, however much he scorned the importance folk at-
tached so vainly to shadows, he not only felt his defect
but intensely exaggerated it, until impulses came to him
to slink and to hide, and he began to know the natural
avoidances that are part of the habits of the forsaken
and hunted. Therefore he went no nearer to Aragona
than where he saw a small azalea growing a little way
ahead; and there he sat down, protected by its shadow,
which was only just enough to conceal his deficiency.
If any noticed him he pretended to be eating, though
he had forgotten to bring any food with him. At times
small clouds passed over the face of the sun, but they
did not stay long enough to take him through Aragona,
so he stayed in the protection of that humble growth
that had what he lacked, and wished he had never had
to do with magic. Something was making the evening
pass very slowly, and making it very cold, and Ramon
Alonzo did not know it was hunger.

And at last the sun drew near to the horizon and
all the shadows stretched out dark and long; and
Ramon Alonzo, more than ever conscious of his own
wretched strip of grey darkness, felt amongst these un-
bridled shadows much as he might have felt on some
gala evening had he gone to a glittering féte, where
men and women were dressed in all the silks of festival,
and had moved amongst them himself in tawdriest
oldest cloth. And then the sun set and his buoyant
spirits arose and, feeling himself the equal of any ma-
terial thing, he left the humble protection of the azalea
and strode on towards Aragona.

No sooner had he come to the fields and gardens
that lay about the village than idlers saw him and stood
up at once and called aloud to warn the village folk,
as though their idleness had been a perpetual guard
whose purpose was triumphantly fulfilled. “The man
with the bad shadow,” they all cried out; and he saw
that his story had been noised about, and that this
was become his name. Answering voices called from
the little streets and out of small high windows, and
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there was the noise of feet running. And then some ran
to the tower where the ropes hung down from the bel-
fry, to ring the bells that they rang against magic or
thunder, and those mellow musical voices went over
the fields to protest against Ramon Alonzo. They
secemed to be flooding all the gloaming with mem-
ories, as they carried to Ramon Alonzo there in his
loneliness vision on vision of times and occupations
from which he was now cut off and debarred by a
shadow. He felt a wistful love for their golden voices,
calling out to him from this land he had lost, where
dwelt the happy men that had not touched maigc; but
when the bells rang on and on and on a fury came
on him at the narrow folly of the folk that made all
this fuss about a shadow, and he flung his arm im-
patiently to his sword-hilt. But when he saw, amongst
the crowd that was hastening to gather against him,
women and even children, and the protestation of the
bells still filled the air with outcry, he perceived that
there was an ado that it was beyond his sword to
settle. So he turned back along the way he had come;
and soon his shape was dim on the darkening hill-side
to the eager crowd that watched and talked in the vil-
lage, and soon their excited voices reached him no
more, and he heard no sound but the bells warning
all those lands against him.

For a while he paced the hill-side in the chill, full
of all such thoughts as arise from hunger, and that
thrive in the cold and fatigue that hunger brings—
doubts, fears, and despairs. What was he himself, he
wondered, now that his shadow had left him? Was he
any longer a material thing? And he helplessly cast
his mind over all known forms of matter. Were any of
them without shadows? Even water and even clouds.
And what of this sinister thing with which he associ-
ated, the magician’s piece of gloom? How much was
he a fellow conspirator with it? How much was it
damned?

And his thoughts turned thence to the dooms of
the Last Day. How much was a shadow necessary to





















Ramon Talks of Technique 103

swords are made. Ramon Alonzo had used his well,
and he wiped it now on a handful of leaves and re-
turned it to the scabbard.

How late it was he did not know, but it was full
time for sleep, so he lay down by the road; but with-
out his cloak he found it too cold, even in the sum-
mer night, so he rose and sauntered on. On the way
he met a stream and drank from it, and noticed the
vivifying effect of water, perhaps for the first time.

Neither his lonely walk nor his lonely thoughts are
worth recording, until a faint colour from the coming
dawn began to brighten his journey, and the approach
of another day turned his thoughts to the future, and
a memory that he had the vial that his sister needed
came to brighten his mind.

And then the false shadow appeared again on the
ground, scarce noticeable had he not chanced to see
it the evening before at a time when his eyes were
downcast, less noticeable than the faintest of earthly
shadows that will sometimes fall from a small unsus-
pected light, but enough to warn Ramon Alonzo that
he must hide and slink and follow the ways of outlaws.
Not far from him now was the forest that sheltered his
home, and above a dark edge of it he could see a gable
upon his father’s house beginning to gleam in the morn-
ing. Yet not now could he seek his home: he must wait
till the long shadows that were about to roam the fields
had shrunk to a length that was somewhat less than
man’s. He hastened on to reach the nearest part of
the forest before the sunrise should expose his deficien-
cy to whomever might be abroad in the clear morn-
ing. So he left the road and took his way to the forest.

The sun rose before he gained the shade of the
trees, but no man was yet abroad, and only a dog
from a sleeping cottager’s house saw the man with the
short shadow hurrying over the grass upon which no -
other shadow was less than its master. Among shadows
more enormous than the sound solid rocks the dog
came up with him, its suspicions well aroused, probably
by the queer unearthly appearance that the short shad-
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ow gave Ramon Alonzo rather than by any exact ob-
servation that his shadow was not the right length; but
this we cannot know, for neither the wisdom of dogs
nor the wisdom of men is as yet entirely understood by
the other, though great advances have already been
made: one has only to mention such names as Arnold
Wilkinton, Sir Murray Jenkins, Rover, Fido, and
Towser.

The dog followed at first sniffing; then he came up
close and took one long sniff at Ramon Alonzo’s left
leg, and stopped and sat down satisfied. Presently he
thought to bark, and gave four or five short barks as
a matter of duty; but that human scent that he got
had been enough, and he showed none of that fury of
suspicion and anger that men had shown in the village
of Aragona. Ramon Alonzo was enormously heartened
by this, for he saw that whatever magic there had been,
and although he was able to cast no natural shadow,
yet his body was still human: he trusted the dog for
that. And then the dog, feeling that he had not perhaps
quite given warning enough against this stranger that
strolled by his master’s house so early, barked three or
four times again. But this in no way checked Ramon
Alonzo’s newly found cheerfulness; for the dog might
have howled. The young man went on and came to
the shade of the forest, while the dog got up and
walked slowly back to his barrel, whence he had first
been attracted by the curiously spiritual figure that Ra-
mon Alonzo cut in the landscape at that hour, which
had not seemed at first sight satisfactory.

Through the forest Ramon Alonzo hastened towards
his home; and yet haste was of no use to him, for he
came as near to the garden’s edge as it was safe to
come long before he dared show himself. Hungry,
though watching the windows of his own home, in hid-
ing even from his own parents and sister, he lay on
some moss in the forest near the end of the white
balustrade, waiting for the hour in which all human
shadows would be a little bit shorter than men. And
as he waited he saw Mirandola coming into the garden:
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Then there were greetings, and questions to, Ramon
Alonzo, which he did not need to answer, for there
were so many that he could not have answered one
without interrupting the next. And when there began
to be fewer, and the time was come for answers, he
was able to choose the questions to which answers
were easiest made. And he thought that Mirandola
sometimes helped him when difficult questions were
asked of the making of gold: certainly her own ques-
tions were sometimes frivolous, though whether they
came of her frivolity or her wisdom he was not quite
sure.

His mother asked him: “Is magic difficult?”

His father said: “Have you as yet made much gold?”

And Mirandola asked: “Can you bring up a rabbit
from under an empty sombrero?”

But there were too many questions for record, and
most of them were but a form of affectionate greet-
ing and did not look for answers.

Soon, however, the Lord of the Tower and Rocky
Forest sought to detach his son from the rest of the
little group in order to talk with him precisely upon
the matter of business. And this he achieved, though
not easily, because of Mirandola. And even then Miran-
dola chanced within hearing, so that at last he had to
say to her: “Mirandola, we speak of business.”

And to definite questions of the making of gold Ra-
mon Alonzo found it difficult to reply now that his
sister was no longer nigh to help him. He trusted her
bright perceptions so much that he well believed the
love-potion she had sought would better avail her than
the gold that their father demanded, but he could not
reveal her secret, and so found it difficult, without a
sound training in business, to give exact accounts of
gold that was not actually in existence. Chiefly he shel-
tered behind the technique of magic, withholding no
information from his father on the matter of transmu-
tation, on the contrary giving him much, yet shrewdly
perceiving that these learned technicalities confused
the matter in hand, and led as surely away from it as
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the paths in a maze that run in the right direction soon
lead their followers wrong. For some while this talk
continued, and though Ramon Alonzo had no skill to
write a prospectus he none the less evaded the absence
of gold and protected his sister’s secret. And as they
spoke they drew toward the house, and it was not long
before they entered the little banquet-chamber. And
there, while Ramon Alonzo ate to his heart’s content,
the Lord of the Tower told him of Gulvarez. “Some-
what a greedy man, I fear,” he explained. “And one
that will bargain long and subtly in the matter of Miran-
dola’s dowry, for which reason the gold is urgent.”

Ramon Alonzo said nothing, thinking of the gross
man whom he had once seen and of whom he had
often heard.

“Yet if we refuse to close with him,” continued his
father, “whom shall we find in these parts for Miran-
dola? Will one come from the forest? No. And we are
not such as can go to Madrid. The worst of Gulvarez’s
demands will cost us less than that.”

And he laid his hand thoughtfully on the empty
silver box that he. now kept in the room with him,
into which they had come from the scene of Ramon
Alonzo’s repast, the room where his boar-spears hung.

“Could we not wait awhile?”’ said Ramon Alonzo.

“No, no,” said his father, smiling and shaking his
head. “It is too easy to wait awhile in youth. It is thus
that the greatest opportunities pass. Even as you wait
youth passes. Ah well, well.”

No more said Ramon Alonzo; and his father fell to
contemplating the future silently and with quiet con-
tent; and from this, the day being warm, he grew some-
what drowsy and scarcely noticed his son, who there-
upon went back again to the garden while the state of
the shadows allowed him to walk abroad without yet
attracting notice.

There he spoke some while with his mother, unable
to get away to Mirandola; and all the while the shad-
ows were wasting. And at last his mother turned to
the cool of the house and he made hasty farewells,
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perhaps by spiritual work; and the corners that had
seemed so quiet now glared with a harsh light with
all their old cobwebs gone, and stared with a strange
emptiness because their chairs had been taken away
to the banquet-hall. The quiet old boar-spears, that had
seemed a very part of lost years, no longer rested sober-
ly on the wall, but flashed and sparkled uneasily, for
they had been newly polished and seemed to have be-
come all at once a part of the work-a-day present, and
to have lost with their rust all manner of moods and
memories that they used to whisper faintly to Father
Joseph whenever he saw them there. And, though the
moods that the dimness and rust of the old things
brought him were always edged with sadness, yet he
gently lamented them now. But news had just come
that the morrow was the day when Gulvarez would
bring the Duke of Shadow Valley, with four chiefs of
the Duke’s bowmen and his own two men-at-arms. So
Father Joseph was soon moving chairs with the rest;
and, though somewhat lethargic of body, yet his great
weight moved the chairs as the torrents swollen with
snow move the small boulders. And by the middle of
the afternoon nothing seemed left of that mysterious
harmony that is the essence of any home: had Penates
been set up there as in Roman days they would not
have recognized the rooms that they guarded. But be-
fore the sun had set a sudden change came over the
confusion, and there was a new orderliness; and a tidi-
ness that the Lord of the Tower had quite despaired to
see was all at once around him. And Peter, who had
come in from the garden to help, attributed this to the
aid of all the Saints, and in particular to the aid of
that fisherman from whom he had his name; but, likely
as not, it was but the result of mere steady work. Then
Father Joseph sank into one of the chairs and rested.

And then the Lord of the Tower and his lady be-
gan to discuss the reception of the Duke—where they
should meet him, who should go with them, and the
hundred little points that make an occasion. And here
a nimble power came to their aid from where the large
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tributed to Gulvarez, and when there were no objec-
tions to answer, her pauses grew longer and longer;
and soon she said no more at all, but sat and looked
at her daughter. And that was a sight for which many
would gladly have travelled far; yet the Lady of the
Tower was puzzled as she looked, seeing no doubts in
her daughter’s face, no hesitations, only a quiet acquies-
cence, and beyond that the trace of a smile that she
could not fathom.

Then Mirandola went from her mother’s room back
to her own, with a quick glance, as she went, through
every window she passed that looked to the road. And
she took the vial that she had had from her brother
from the place in which she had hidden it overnight,
and once more placed it secretly in her dress. And as
she passed through a corridor, leaving her room, she
saw from a sunlit window the horseman they all awaited
hurrying home.

At once there was a stir of feet in the Tower. The
four men with the boar-spears ran to the door; and
Father Joseph came out and blessed their gathering,
and showed them where to stand and how to hold the
spears; and all the while a certain flash in his eye
showed them that blessing- was not his only work.
And the three maids ran to their baskets, that were
all full of wild flowers gathered by them in the dew;
and Mirandola came with them carrying a basket of
rose-petals. As the maidens came through the door Fa-
ther Joseph blessed the baskets. Then they went slow-
ly up the road all four, strewing the way with flowers.

Once more Father Joseph had seen in Mirandola’s
face a look of wonder and awe and joy, as though
something had come to her that was new and strange.
What should it be but love? And yet he deemed that
it was something else, but knew not what it was. It
was that she carried in the vial that her brother brought
her a magical thing, the first she had ever owned.

As Father Joseph mused and failed to find an an-
swer, there began to arrive the folk from neighbouring
cots, coming across the fields: they gathered a little way
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off from the door and began to talk of Gulvarez. They
were a folk much as other folk are, and yet they were
as it were maimed of half their neighbourhood, for
none dwelt in the forest. It may be because of this
they gossipped more eagerly of what neighbours they
had: it may be that all gossip everywhere runs to its
limit, and is nowhere more or less. They spoke of
Gulvarez, who was so strangely honoured; and some
said that the only cause of the visit was that his castle
chanced to stand by the Duke’s journey, while others
said nay, arguing that in his youth there must have
been some sprightly quality that Gulvarez had had,
some excellence of mind or limb, for the sake of which
the Duke remembered him now. How else they said
would this exquisite hidalgo, the mirror of all that fol-
lowed the chase whether of wolf, stag, or boar, whose
mind was brightly stored with the merriest songs.of
the happiest age Spain knew, whose form, when
mounted on one of his own surpassing horses, was
the form of a young centaur, how else would he tolerate
the gross Gulvarez? Thus merrily flew the gossip, pass-
ing backward and forward lightly from mouth to
mouth.

And suddenly, where a hump of the road appeared
white against the blue sky, all saw two horsemen. At
once Father Joseph called sharply to the improvised
men-at-arms in a voice unlike the one wherewith he
was wont to bless. They stiffened under it and became
more like the guard they were meant to be. The Lord
of the Tower and his lady came out and stood before
their door. The girls went on strewing flowers. And
then was seen the velvet cloak and cap of the Duke,
and the great plume, and the clear thin face, and his
peerless chestnut horse aglow in the sun, and the plump
figure and coarse whiskers of Gulvarez. These two were
seen and recognized by all before one of the chiefs of
the bowmen had yet been discerned. But two of these
were nearer to the Tower than anybody knew; they
slipped quietly from bush to bush and went carefully
over horizons; two were far before the Duke and two
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enter to bring him food, for he roared with anger when-
ever one touched his door, and any mention of food
increased his fury. And at nightfall the Lord of the
Tower himself brought food, but when he came to the
door the Duke swore an oath to eat no food in that
house nor even drink water there. So he went dis-
consolately away.

In the anxiety that hung over all that house the suit
of Gulvarez made but little progress. He talked to
Mirandola, but there was a strange silence upon her,
and she had spoken seldom since the Duke had drunk
the wine that was in the chalice she brought him. He
spoke awhile with her mother but, whatever words were
said, all ears were only alert for any sounds that might
tell or hint any changes in the Duke’s health or his
anger. And it grew late and none durst go again to the
Duke’s chamber with food. So they went to their own
bedchambers, passing by the silent bowmen sternly
guarding the door; and when midnight came it brought
no hush to that house that was not lying heavily there
already, for the whole house seemed to brood on the
enormity of the insult that it had offered to that se-
rene Magnifico the Duke of Shadow Valley.

But when morning came and still the Duke refused
food, and still lay weak on his bed and his anger
was strong as ever, and not even the bowmen durst
bring to him food or drink, then a new and darker
anxiety troubled the house. For if his weakness for-
bade him to ride away and his anger would not permit
him to touch food or drink in that house, might not the
Duke die? Then the Lord of the Tower told his lady
that he would try once more; and he went with a
savoury dish and a flagon of wine. But he returned
so soon, so flushed and so ill at ease, that the anxieties
of all that saw him were only increased. Of what had
passed he said nothing, beyond saying to his lady and
often telling over again, whether to others or muttering
it low to himself, that he knew that the Duke had never
meant what he said. Then Father Joseph, noticing his
distress, went without a word to the savoury dish and
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presences, our spiritual over-lords, should have ne-
glected some matter that it were well to write and
should have failed to record it?”

“Indeed no,” said Ramon Alonzo, lowering his head
in a pose of appropriate humility.

“For what purpose then would you put your own
hand to the pen?” Father Joseph asked of him.

“I would fain know the handling of it,” replied Ra-
mon Alonzo, “yet not from any wish to write upon
parchment, for that is no knightly accomplishment.”

“Indeed not,” said Father Joseph; “yet to know the
handling of a pen, as your father knows, and the way
that it takes up ink, and sometimes to have essayed
sundry marks with it, as he hath, upon parchment, are
things that add credit to a knightly house. This much I
will teach you. But deem not that there is aught to be
written that hath not long since been well said, and
committed to parchment, and given to the charge of
those whose duty it is to watch and protect learning.”

No more than this Ramon Alonzo needed. He there-
fore thanked Father Joseph courteously, who went and
fetched a pen; and soon the young man was being
taught the way of it, where the fingers go, the place
of the thumb, the movement of the whole hand, the
method of taking ink, and the suitable intervals.

“Here,” said Father Joseph, “near the window, where
you shall have the full light.” For Ramon Alonzo had
seated himself in a corner and dragged the little table
to the darkest part of the room.

But Ramon Alonzo, as it drew near noon, shunned
any approach to light, and would go near no spot on
which shadows fell. Whether Father Joseph noticed or
not this strange avoidance of light, his intellect pounced
at once on his pupil’s trivial answer, excusing himself
for keeping his seat in the dusk of the corner; and
from that moment his old suspicions came on to the
right trail, which they never left till the strange secret
they followed had been tracked up to its lair.

As Ramon Alonzo came by the knack of the pen
he began to copy one by one on the parchment those
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three syllables, clear in his memory, that were the key
of the shadow-box. He rejoiced to think that by asking
Father Joseph for never a letter of the Christian alpha-
bet he persuaded him that he sought for no more than
he said, a certain way with the pen that should be a
knightly accomplishment. Far otherwise was it: for, as
Father Joseph watched those sinister syllables that were
no language of ours, he began to see a young mind
given over wholly to magic, and as each syllable ap-
peared on the parchment he muttered inaudibly, “The
Black Art. Oh, the Black Art.”

But with practice Ramon Alonzo made those syl-
lables clearer and clearer, until they appeared on the
parchment whereon he wrote no otherwise than as they
were in the great book of the magician that lay on the
lectern in the room that was sacred to magic. Father
Joseph watched the work of the pen that he guided,
and all the while saw those syllables growing clearer,
until, although he knew not what they were, nor the
language in which they were written, he saw unmistak-
able omens and threats about them, and all those
omens were magical, sinister, evil. Ramon Alonzo car-
ried it off lightly, saying he but made idle strokes with
the pen, believing he deceived Father Joseph. That
hour for which he so often yearned went by, when
the shadows of other men were the same as his, and still
he worked at the pen. He saw, still close in his corner,
the red and level rays shine in and lend a splendour to
Father Joseph’s knick-knacks. He saw the evening
come, and those big Cathayan shapes that he made,
black and bold in the gloaming. Then Father Joseph
arose to light his tapers, and before he did that Ramon
Alonzo thanked him and hastily bade him farewell,
and was soon away on his circuitous journey that
should lead him wide in the dark round Aragona.

So Ramon Alonzo came next night to the house in
the wood. But Father Joseph saddled his mule in the
morning and rode away by the very earliest light, and
came in the afternoon to the hilly house of a priest he
knew who had much knowledge of magic; and with
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do when all his plans had succeeded and he had got
back his shadow, if this sinister thing of gloom was to
show at his heels whenever his human shadow should
shrink in the noonday sun? And his plans had seemed
so sure.

Yet he was pledged to the knightly quest of the
charwoman’s shadow, whatever embarrassments might
befall his own, and from this the laws of chivalry did
not allow him to swerve. And the more that she was
an ancient and withered crone, the more he knew that
he must be true to his pledge, for she had no other
knight; no sword would stir for her into the light but
his. But he walked disconsolate because of his own
redundance of shadows, which he foresaw to the end
of his days.

It seems but a little thing to have two shadows, too
slight a cloud to darken the gaiety of any mood of
youth; how often on glittering evenings has a man or a
maiden danced, happy below the splendour of ar-
rayed chandeliers, and followed by scores of shadows?
But Ramon Alonzo had learned, as those only learn
who have ever lost their shadow, that side by side with
great things and with trivial, there are deviations that
are outside human pity; and this, the most trivial of
them all, any unusual shape of a shadow, was no more
tolerated than horns and tail. So absurd a prejudice
cannot be credited unless it has been experienced.

He came in his melancholy walk to the mossy roots
of an oak; and there he sat him down, and leaning back
against the bole of the tree took out from a wallet the
parchment and pen and ink he had brought and began
to write supposed script of heathen lands, and amongst
it the second syllable of the spell, which should shape
for him two-thirds of the key of the shadow-box.

Hardly had he written that one Cathayan syllable,
and added a few fantastic shapes of his own, when he
heard a rustling a little way off in the wood. He sat
upon the moss and listened: it grew to a pattering, a
sound as of small feet scurrying over leaves, pushing
through bracken, leaping rocks and dead branches, in
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and thrilled up the steel the moment it touched the
rapier, jarring the young man’s arm as far as the
shoulder, shaking his elbow and nearly wrenching his
wrist. And every time that either of them parried
the young man felt that jar and shock jolting along his
right arm. So great a blow might have cast his sword
from his hand had it been delivered by an earthly
weapon, but that lightning-flash with which the magi-
cian fought had the curious effect of making Ramon
Alonzo’s fingers grip tighter whenever he felt the
shock in his arm. Had it not been for this he was lost.
And even though he kept his sword in his hand he had
hard work to parry, for the magician thrust rapidly
at him. Soon his arm was growing numb, and he at-
tacked vehemently then, so as to end it while he still
had strength in his arm; but the magician parried each
thrust and, once returning a lunge of Ramon Alonzo’s,
brought the weapon so near his face that it singed his
hair. And after that the magician beat his mortal an-
tagonist backwards, dazzled and numbed but still fight-
ing. It became clear that had that Master given his days
to the sword and studied all the mysteries of the rapier
he had been a notable hand at it. None of the young
man’s thrusts went home; and suddenly a thrust of the
magician, partially parried, slipped over the earthly hilt
and along the mortal arm, searing the flesh and setting
fire to cloth, so that Ramon Alonzo fought a few
strokes with a flaming sleeve, till he patted it out with
his left hand and still fought on. And now he was
near the door and the Master pressing him still, a dark
- lithe shape lit up by the flash of his eyes, in a gloomy
room crossed and re-crossed by the glare of the light-
ning. A sudden rally Ramon Alonzo made from the
lintel, but was beaten back, and again his arm was
seared, and tumbling more than retreating he reeled
back through the door.

“Cross no swords with magic,” said the magician
warningly, with his strange sword in the doorway; but
he came no further, and Ramon Alonzo was left alone
with despair, while the Master returned to the gloom
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of the room that was sacred to magic, and to occupa-
tions that are beyond our knowledge.

Ramon Alonzo stayed awhile by the door, which
still opened to the gloom of the magical room, his
sword in his shaken hand, and not till he saw that his
enemy did not deign to follow did he turn slowly away.
But as soon as the thrill of the risk of death was gone,
new troubles and even terrors overtook him. On Earth
he had lost his shadow and lost a fight; hereafter his
salvation. He was defenceless in this sinister house,
for his sword had failed him, and impetuously he had
cast his careful and patient plans away. He believed
that none could advise him; he saw, as men often do
in such times of despondency, nothing between him and
everlasting damnation. He would not even pray, count-
ing himself already among the damned, unto whom
prayer is forbidden. He heard the charwoman late at
her work in a corridor, but moved away from her,
being in no mood to speak. But she saw him and came
after him, and, seeing all at once the need that he had
of comfort, she brought it him, though he would have
none of it, so that she had to give comfort without his
knowledge.

He did not tell her that his false shadow was gone,
and would not tell her that the magician had beaten
him, nor that the shadow-box was locked for ever, and
his soul involved in the doom of his true shadow; but
he said, “All is lost.” And this he repeated often, when-
ever he thought she was trying to give him comfort.

“But you have the first syllable of the spell,” she said.

Little had this comforted her when first he had told
her, but now that he needed comfort she said it as
earnestly as though by this one syllable alone the long
box could be opened.

“All is lost,” he repeated.

“The first syllable is Ting,” she said.

“All is lost,” said Ramon Alonzo.

“The next might be Tong or Tang,” said the old
woman. Idle enough such a remark, unlikely to be true,
light words on which to build a hope of escape from
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is luminous saw his shape in the corner, and with other
hours of the night came other moths of wholly different
tribes—they saw the same shape there; mice that at
first were terrified at the sound of the human voice
grew used to its long monotony, and ran all round the
motionless crouching figure; stars that he knew not saw
him kneeling there.

And then, as a greyness paled the night and made
all hopes seem groundless and his long labour absurd,
there came a sudden quiver into the padlock just as
he uttered a spell; he felt it vibrating his finger-tips.
He had said thousands of spells that night, and for
none had the padlock moved; and now it had quiv-
ered, but it did not open. Hopes had shot through
his mind in that moment of quivering, singing to him
of salvation, only to fall like dead birds. He said the
same spell again: again the padlock quivered. Yet it
remained shut. Ramon Alonzo sat back on his heels
and wondered. Then he said it again, and over and
over; and always the same thing happened. By dim
grey light that came in he now saw the padlock, and
no movement in it could be perceived by the eye, but
always he felt the quiver along his finger-tip whenever
he said that spell. Somehow it increased his despair,
for he believed that the spell he was using was the
correct one and, for some reason he could not guess,
would do no more when uttered by him than to make
that faint vibration. Again and again he repeated it,
and always the same thing happened. The spell was
Ting Yung Ab.

He would not leave it to continue his formula, be-
cause no other spell he had used had moved the pad-
lock at all; so he went on hopelessly repeating it while
the dawn grew wider and chillier, and more and more
objects appeared out of the dark with their shadows;
and their shapes seemed to bring him back to his
shadowless situation, and all these material things
seemed to be triumphing over him one by one, like
an army of victors marching by one of its prisoners.
Amongst these fancies of despair he noticed at last
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through the ages by the labour of the Dread Masters.
And at last the black shape of the Master went out
of the gloomy room and Ramon Alonzo was all alone
with his hope.

His hope was that the first two syllables were right,
that the quiver in the padlock was its preparation
to open, as the spell thrilled through the brass, till the
final syllable “ab” disappointed its expectation. He had
therefore to try only once the thousands of possible
sounds that might make the last syllable, instead of
multiplying them by thousands more and working on
till old age. The magician would be gone for some
hours, returning again in the afternoon for another
weary lesson. Spells guarded everything round Ramon
Alonzo in the room that was sacred to magic while
the magician was gone; spells, had he known it, could
have brought to life one of the crocodiles when he
drew his sword against magic, and it would have eaten
him had the master not needed a pupil. But Ramon
Alonzo cared only for one spell. He was down at once
by the shadow-box, and this time all the spells that he
tried began with “Ting Yung,” while he changed every
time the last syllable. Once more, whenever he touched
the padlock he felt it quiver as he uttered the second
syllable, while it calmed again as it heard the end of the
spell. He became more and more certain that he held
two-thirds of the secret, and that hours would free his
shadow instead of years. Then, giving her shadow back
to the poor old charwoman, he would flee from the
sinister house, and work in some simpler way for Mi-
randola’s dowry, amongst unlearned folk, and have no
more to do with such as should scorn salvation. The
work of those hours surpassed in patience the labour
of many a scholar studying mathematics, or chess-
player analysing position or opening. Yet, when the
Master returned again, he had tried little more than the
syllables commencing with “b,” and the padlock upon
the shadow-box was shut as fast as ever.

More weary hours passed with the heathen arts of
Persia, Ramon Alonzo thinking all the while of Heav-
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than those beginning with “d,” because “d,” as he be-
lieved, could not be followed by “l,” which halved
the number of sounds that he had to try. And now
came “h” which, as he hoped, could not be followed
either by “I” or “r.”

Dawn grew wider. Again he felt a hopelessness at
the myriad shapes of matter appearing out of the dark-
ness, all of them possessing what he lacked so con-
spicuously, each master of a shadow and he alone with-
out one. Now the sun had risen but was hidden yet by
the trees. And all of a sudden the hasp of the padlock
opened. The spell was Ting Yung Han.

Hastily Ramon Alonzo removed the padlock, and
cautiously opened the box. It was full of shadows.
He closed the box again, as he saw them flutter, and
went to the window to stuff his kerchief into a broken
pane so that they should not escape; then he returned
to the box. Then he opened the lid of the box a little
way and took out a shadow in finger and thumb by
the heels, as he had seen the magician hold his. This
he laid on the floor and put a small jar upon it, which
he took down from a shelf, trusting any piece of mat-
ter to hold down so delicate a thing as a shadow. Then
he took out another and treated it in the same way.
Then a third and a fourth. They were shadows of all
kinds of folk, men and women, young and old. The
red sun peeped in and saw the shadowless man laying
out this queer assembly and holding them one by one
with little weights. They did not grow as the red sun
looked at them, for they were masterless and lost. They
lay there grey on the floor, fluttering limply. And then,
and then, Ramon Alonzo found his own shadow. He
recognized it immediately. He put it to his heels. The
shadow ran to them, and the instant that it had fas-
tened there, never again, as Ramon Alonzo swore, to be
removed as any fee or for any bribe whatever, it grew
long in the early morning. At that moment they danced
together as though they had been equal in the sight
of matter, both of them ponderable and tangible things,
both of them having thickness. And indeed for some
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and give to her, and so to restore to her her lawful
place among material things, and to marry her and
forsake magic for ever. But his sword was still in the
service of the charwoman, and already he had planned
another quest; and he had not yet escaped from that
house. Were the magician to see his shadow before he
went, or to go to the shadow-box and find it missing, it
was unlikely that any of his impetuous plans or golden
hopes of youth would ever come to fulfilment. He would
perish upon that red flash of lightning, or under some
frightful spell, and the Master would have his fee.

He ran to find the charwoman. Morning grew older
with every step that he took, and brought the hour
nearer when he must meet the magician; he came all
out of breath to the nook where the old woman lived
with her pails.

“Anemone,” he said, “I have opened the shadow-
box.” There was a sudden catch in her breath. “It is
not there,” he said.

“Was it the shadow-box?” she asked.

“Yes,” he said. “Look. I have found my shadow.
But yours, it was not there.”

She looked, and more joy came into her face at the
sight of his rescued shadow than he had ever seen there
before. He told her how his false shadow was lost
and how he had found his true one. He told her of the
other shadows that he had found in the box, he de-
scribed the shadows of the two plump old women that
could not have belonged to Anemone, he described the
young slender shadow a little shyly, saying little at first;
but some kind of power the charwoman seemed to
have, though she scarcely spoke, made him tell more
and more; and soon his love of the shadow with blown
curls and slightly parted lips became transparent.

“But your shadow was not there,” he said, “and I
can never find it now; but if you will flee at once away
from this house you shall have my sword to protect
you instead of your shadow, to whatever place that
you may wish to go.”
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of hers. What would the old thing do, back in a world
again that had gone so far without her? Her parents
would be dead, who knew how long? None would know
her in Aragona. How would she fare there?

He turned to her to make again that offer that he
had made once before. “If ever you weary of Ara-
gona,” he said.

“Ah, Aragona,” she interrupted. “How could one
weary of it?”

. “If you wish for a warm house,” he said, “for light
work, for little comforts, 1 know my father will give
you employment.”

Again that strange smile that he had seen amongst
her old wrinkles when he had offered this before.
He had intended to say much of his home, telling of the
comfort of it, its quaint old nooks, its pleasant rooms,
the mellow air about it; and how a charwoman might
saunter there with none to vex her, dusting old tapes-
tries slowly and resting when she would, doing easy
work to keep just ahead of the spider, dusting as quietly
and leisurely as he spun, till the rays came in all red
through the western windows; sitting and watching then
the faces of olden heroes reddening to life in the rays,
and all the tapestries wakening in the sun’s moment of
magic. No, he would not have used that word, for she
was weary of magic. He would have spoken of the sun’s
benediction, which truly those rays would have been,
on that old face in the evening in the happy quiet of
his home. But his words all halted before that smile,
and he said no more at all.

“Then I will take you to Aragona,” he said after
a while.

“As you will,” she said.

He did not understand such listless words about her
loved Aragona; he did not understand her smile. But
she was more rested now; the end was near; she must
have back her shadow. He gazed again at the young
curly head, the happy lips and slender shape of that
sweet shadow; then, looking up, he saw that the end
which was near was now. For a man was coming to-
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joys of her childhood: it was the Aragona in which
night an8t day men watched with swords at their sides
for the man with the bad shadow. And Ramon Alonzo
saw that he must look into the future, to pick difficult
paths, that would not be lit by any light shining from
day-dreams. Immediately before him lay Aragona; and
what after that? Would his father receive Anemone?
He thought of her fair young face, her delicate curls,
the rippling light of her eyes, her fairy figure, her merry
childish ways rejoicing in girlhood, to which she had
returned after such wanderings: day-dreams all; his
father would not see her as Ramon Alonzo saw. Then
he thought of soberer things more reasonably. His fa-
ther was going to marry Mirandola, with those lightning
eyes under that stormy hair, to the neighbour, Sefior
Gulvarez. If they asked where Anemone came from,
she too was a neighbour. If they asked who she was,
who was Gulvarez? And if Anemone were unknown,
was that not better than to be known as Gulvarez was
known, a gross mean man that had excellent pigs, but
not himself excellent? So Ramon Alonzo argued, and I
give the theme of his argument, considering it worthy
thus to be handed down the ages, not for any intrinsic
brilliance in the logic, but because it was remarkable
that out of that glittering day-dream, that was lulling
him and Anemone from all the cares of the world, he
was able to awake to argue at all.

Then he told Anemone of his father’s house, and
how they would marry there and be happy for ever
after, and of the welcome that his father would give
her. And in his vision of their father would give her.
And in his vision of their future there, long languid
days of summer and beautiful springtimes, and Oc-
tober suns huge, red and mysterious through haze, and
gorgeous fires in winter and hunted boars brought
home, all blended to build one glory. He told of his
mother and Mirandola, and Father Joseph and Peter,
and the great dog that he loved, who, as he believed,
could have killed a boar alone. A little he told her of
hunts that he had had, but told not much of the past,
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Valley is betrothed to your sister and will marry her.
That is as it is. Ask me not how it became so, for I
am no philosopher to unravel the causes of events; and
methinks that many events are only made for our won-
der, and have no cause and no meaning but that we
should wonder at them, as indeed I do at this event
most heartily. Now this being as I have said, with the
aid of Father Joseph, whose pen has been most ready
in this matter, there is no need any longer of that busi-
ness which we have discussed heretofore. Return home
therefore with all speed and abide with us. But of all
earthly needs place this the foremost: to wed in due
course (and may the Saints whose care it is hasten
the happy occasion) only the daughter of some illus-
trious house; for the Duke of Shadow Valley is, as
the world knows, the loved companion of the King’s
self, and they have hunted the magpie together with
their falcons, and have strolled abroad when all the
city slept, seeking such adventures together as were
appropriate to their youth. Bring no shame therefore
on so illustrious a head by marriage with any house not
well established in honour before the coming of the
Moors. Your loving father, Gonsalvo of the Tower and
Rocky Forest.”

After the dictation of so long a letter and the work
of signing it with his own hand, and all his wonder-
ings and perplexities, Gonsalvo sat in his chair so much
bewildered that he could not wholly extricate his
thoughts, nor could even Father Joseph make their
meaning perfectly clear to him. And in this perplexed
state there came to him all of a sudden one vivid,
lucid thought of his three fair fields. He rose, and
though Father Joseph would have assisted him with
his counsel, he went forth in silence out of the house
alone. And soon he was walking on those remembered
grasses, dewy now with the evening.

With folded hands in a chair Father Joseph ordered
his thoughts. But to Gonsalvo, pacing his fields again,
there came a calm along the slanting rays, and out of
the turf he trod, and from the cool of evening and
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with Peter he was silent yet, extending an arm towards
her where she stood smiling, fair, as indeed he had
said, as any flower looking up at the morning through
dews of the earliest Spring. The Duke doffed his hat
and bowed, and Mirandola went up and kissed Anem-
one. “So I must wed illustriously,” said Ramon Alonzo
in bitterness.

During one of those brief moments that Destiny uses
often to perfect an event with which she will shape the
years, none of them spoke. Then Anemone slowly
turned towards Aragona, towards her own people that
rejected her.

“Hold,” said the Duke, “I will write to the Just
Monarch. Bless his heart, he will do this for us.”

None knew till the letter was written quite what would
be asked, nor what the Just and Glorious Monarch
would do; yet suddenly all seemed decided.

Back then they went to the Tower—Mirandola, the
Duke, and Ramon Alonzo. But not Anemone, for Ra-
mon Alonzo knew not yet what to say of her to his
father, though the Duke had suddenly lit his hopes
again and they shone down vistas of years. So with one
swift thought, that long pondering would not have bet-
tered, he remembered Father Joseph, and commanded
Peter to lead her to the good mans’ little house. This
Peter did, and there she was lodged awhile and honour-
ably tended; and, had her memory held any more
than hints of those dark ages in the sinister house in
the wood, Father Joseph would have been, as he near-
ly was, surprised; and this, so well knew he man and
his pitiful story, he had not been since long and long
ago when he was first a curate and all the world was
new to him. In the Tower, while his parents were greet-
ing Ramon Alonzo and hearing halting fragments of
his story whose whole theme he must hide awhile, the
Duke of Shadow Valley, with toil and discomfort, yet
still with his own hand, inscribed a letter to the Vic-
torious King. Therein he told his comrade in many
a merriment the glad news of his happiness, then added
a humble request concerning Anemone, and closed
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