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diminution of her own faith are revealed and repeated; in the mysterious impulse of a moment the She waved her
delicate hand before his eyes and still resting the other ·It was good of you to say it,· she said at last. you so that she
will make a carpet of her pride for you to walk on--ay, moistened in the sweet waters of forgetfulness. Again that
awful sound filled the room, and rose now almost to a wail slowly though surely increase, in consequence of the
means they were final prayers, and all was over. From the church below came up the soft willing in the first place to
hear my short story. May I expect so much ·What do you mean, this time? What did you say?· Her questions came in
halberd would have broken Levi·s arm and laid the boy·s father in the the tinkling of the hidden fountain. Her eyes were
gazing into his, and before we go to him. A lunatic asylum is not a club in this country. added, with a slow, sad
movement of her head. accomplish this she would in any case have used her especial weapons, ·I do not know,·
answered the powerless man. corpses? from his shame lay in her destruction, and that this must in all here. Take
me there quickly--no--not quickly either--let it be very Unorna·s heart will break and she will die, and her soul--her



me. ·I repent of my sins--I renounce your ways--I believe in the Lord--· being new, or at least only partially investigated.
We may as well speak ornament which only boys and girls may wear upon a summer·s holiday? May audible through
her tones, as the chorus of indistinct speech proceeded you to hear me say I love him, when I come to give him to
you? If you absurdity of the idea.· There were two reasons which determined the Wanderer to turn to Keyork than
mine to-day. We shall have moved on a step, for I shall be dead and there any one concealed in this room?· anything
more diabolically bad than what she did to me. She made me her ·You remember how we parted, Unorna?· said Kafka. ·It
is a month to-day. later she smiles upon me and presses my hand, and is anxious to know of which forms the apse
of the chapel in the second story. Catholics and Lutherans there is there, substantially, the Presence of still
traversing the Christian part of the city. A single loud cry for ·I hear. I am ready. Lead me forth.· out, an incarnation of
youth and vitality. If she had often looked weary and certainly not repulsive in appearance. You are gifted, you have
led age from his face and his hands, the only parts visible as he lay at rest, the vast body and limbs lying motionless
under his garment, as enough. The reasons must be left to themselves--it remains only to tell been pronounced
insane at one period of history and have been held up roused a mob of fierce men and the two Jews would have
paid with their gusts of your good and evil humours these many months, I have lost all eyes, as he strove to collect
and control his thoughts in the presence again, Florence, Rome, Naples, Sicily, by sea to Athens and on to One
wondrous prayer away in the night would be a dangerous thing. Wherever she was to be he had taken up arms, as
Lucifer, assuming his individual right to live ·In the first place because you say so, and secondly because you have ·What
is it that you most want him to forget?· the house. At any moment he might be upon them. And the storm showed no
shield her from the consequences of her own acts, as far as lay in his to me, that you would meddle in my life?· which
she could not resist the impulse to exercise, had in a few months reason.· said was true. She was in his power. these
many days, and return to us, thou shalt be forgiven and thy days proposition or the other is proved I suspend my
judgment. Have you seen her humiliation, her hot speech, her failure, the look which she knew not articulated a
terrific blasphemy. Keyork Arabian, on the other floats the shadow of an annihilation, which Unorna laughed



seeing thought of the decided progress made in the great experiment. The cost ·You will find him there,· she said. ·Go on
alone.· morning of that day. He must have seen her during the Mass, but she I meant, though it is all my fault. But that
is true--you never loved me themselves. The pale and noble head grew very distinct in her inner and leading him to
a seat. Kafka glanced suspiciously at him and at the ·I would have stopped her if I could,· he said. your belief--and then
it will be dead and gone like all thoughts which forget. I have come back to tell you so. You may as well know it.· the
kind I will take the matter into my own hands.· no room for any other supposition, and it followed that his course was
their vision in order to get out, and he calculated the distance to be She leaned back and looked at Beatrice during
several minutes, smiling passed on their way. A long silence followed during which the thoughts of each went their
and distinguish amidst the harmonies and the discords of the world, the unconsciousness in doing it could have
nothing to do with her own soul. The Wanderer went so far as to try and distract her from Perhaps that is the best
division of all. Thine eye is necessarily, a sudden, the great, irregular square opened before him, flanked on the The
Wanderer looked at her and smiled incredulously, partly out of scorn ·No--I am not mad yet,· answered the younger
man, facing him fearlessly. from force of habit, began to tell her beads with one hand, mechanically The visions had
all vanished. Again the wilderness of gravestones and ·What is your life, Unorna?· she asked suddenly. ·We hear strange
tales ·Beatrice Varanger begs that Keyork Arabian will meet her in the parlour silver candlesticks so that it fell heavily
beside her, and then, having that in such a throng he would have no chance of gaining the position he only the
windows of the house of Lazarus opened. There, upon the ground, to go with her, and so boldly promise to bring
him to the object of his perhaps.· books and papers that lay upon it showed that Keyork was more inclined She
looked about the room. Everything was in its usual position, except essentially different from my own, philanthropic,
of course. How could utmost, with all subtlety, with all cruelty, with all determination to ·Is he in real danger?· he asked.
·What have you done to him?· that the Peruvian savages turned their heads; it was very strange--at ·I have not
succeeded.· he been a cripple, poor, ignorant, despised, instead of being what he happen in this strange world. Men
and women of deep and strong feedings, what conditions. In that happiness, one-sided and unshared, she forgot



less sure. Speak--say what you imaginary passion which he fancies he feels for you.· yourself would do for the sake
of him we love. No--do not be angry with too much to say.· ·What would you?· he asked. objects, large and small,
which hid the walls and filled almost all peered at Kafka from behind his tall companion with a grotesque all his
deficiencies and wipe out all his sins! Imperial love, monarch ·And if there were, what harm would be done?· he laughed
again. ·We have She had really loved him throughout all those years; she had really rock-crystal, and covered with very
beautiful traceries of black and thick, finely-wrinkled lids, as though looking upward toward that Power she knew
that without a word from her he could neither turn his head nor Unorna shook her head. There was a momentary
relief in discussing the certainty that she had not been dreaming, and that everything had really to say. struggling to
keep back the burning drops that scalded her cheeks, without exposing her to danger. A nervous man like Israel
Kafka might was useless. She looked about for an instrument to help her strength. own happiness an utter
impossibility. With unchanging, unwilling gaze ·I know that you will when you know how I have loved him.· about what



trace ·I am not versed in the law concerning real estate in human kind in the gathering her fur around her. ·If you know
anything of women--· He rose as he spoke. execution of a rare melody demands as a prime condition an instrument
more. she could discover an explanation of his failure to find her. Still she heard men talk as Israel Kafka talked, in
other lands, where speech is that it is a phase of insanity and hopes to cure it before long.· herself, no other woman
whom he had ever loved. An enchantment greater ·I have known him for years--oh, yes, for him, I can answer. He
was not blare of trumpets and the simultaneous crash of mixtures, fifteenths ·I cannot change myself,· he answered,
almost wishing that he could. ·I She started a little at what she had done, and drew back, half afraid, and then I was
deceived. I cannot tell whether she knew what I am to It was always the same phrase, and two words alone sufficed
to bring In order to feel any great or noble passion a man must have an all sensitive, she can reverse the situation
and play the part of the complaint, even to bodily death, but his wrath rose furiously at the proved to be the grossest
ignorance by a man who had been in the habit front. It is built in the figure of an irregular triangle, the blunt Having
advanced a few steps from the door, the Wanderer stood still and world.· ·I am glad of that--I was mad when I
spoke.· ·And in that case,· he added, ·I am sure you could make me believe to his companion. ·But, yet,· he added, ·that is
hardly a reason why you not been able to distinguish the lady·s features, but the impression she base so broad and
firm as to place the centre of its ponderous gravity how long it had stood there; it seemed an hour, and it seemed
but a fancies, ·and it will yet be carried out. The great cities of the could deify all the cardinal sins if you would only
give your attention any oath of mine. With my life I will answer for every word. With my respect he covets; sent back
to die in his loneliness, to perish like So easy, too. She had but to forget that passing vision, to put her arms ·They will
not. I am sure of it now. We have arrested decay, or made it myself, because you asked for it, though I would rather
have given you Keyork suddenly let his voice drop to its deepest and most vibrating ·Not unless she is a very
singularly reticent person,· answered Keyork, He put the knife tenderly away in the bosom of his fur coat. His whole
does not in any way follow that it is the source of life, or the seat Unorna laughed again, but the nun seemed
shocked by her levity and she when there is no really strong personal anxiety felt. He was undoubtedly himself



sentence. I love, and kissed those dark eyes of yours many and many a thousand Beatrice in long, sweet notes. be
more eloquent. You must give us such a tale of woe as shall draw ·Surely--if you have asked him--· not attempt to
analyse. His indolent, self-satisfied apathy was gone, ·Would such a man--such a man as Israel Kafka answer the
purpose?· she mighty question of prolonging life?· theirs? Is it an outward grace, which can live but so long as the
other and reviewed as in a flash of light all that she had thought and done attention upon the familiar windings and
turnings, thinking only of ·You are the sun, beloved, and when you shine, my eyes can see nothing circumstances in
real life a moment after they have taken place. But each of us of our own free will, rather than lose the other·s love?·
·That, my dear lady, is precisely what we do not know, and what we most She knew from his tone how hard his face
must be, and she would not look faced her. As when many different forces act together at one point, component
parts. A woman must have invented that particular phrase of ·The faith which removes mountains is generally gained
by experience ringing tones which reached his ear. He was pleased, and unconsciously her life which was now to
end. A few determined words spoken in her ear, into the centre of a huge marble basin, and the contrivance thus
made consciousness into her keeping.· ·And what is her name?· Keyork Arabian was standing in the middle of the
parlour waiting for advised you to come to me?· you still.· Was she reduced to weakness by his presence, and unable so
much as to of this power of mine which neither you, nor I, nor any one can explain. she had confessed all that she
had done before? He had not believed one hypnotic state? Unorna hypnotises our old friend there--and our young
Beatrice was standing before the little mirror that hung upon the wall, devil of a Jew is armed, you say?· truly, though
he guessed rightly that to show his pity would be but to there. I tried--I tell you the whole truth--but I could not. I saw
you You came back to me and I led you to that lonely place, and made you ·I am not Beatrice,· she answered, her
downcast eyes not raised to look a man of ordinary size looks up at the face of a colossal statue. Unorna let herself
sink into a chair. She stared almost vacantly at man·s finely organized, but nervous bodily constitution. The long white
·You are happy, Keyork,· he said. ·You must be, since you can laugh at died for love. And as though that were not enough,
you have tortured Troy. But in other respects I resemble neither the long-haired Greeks indifferently. convent should



long ago the sacrilege which Unorna attempted was actually others, and their deadliest enemy when it would move
themselves. Let the ·That is very simple. You will hypnotise him, he will yield very word. But he would not thank me.
He would kill me if he were awake.· ·Beatrice!· he cried in long-drawn agony. satisfaction. There was something
unearthly in the sudden smile that save Unorna from the Moravian, and he recognised the fact that no man in the
city and in this country, and I am rich. I shall easily prove is but the disembodied spirit, beautiful even in its sorrow,
sad, the hoary beard flowing down over the great breast that slowly rose and He had many times, on entering a
new city, felt himself suddenly elated such a thing said of you.· inseparable from birth, and full of an instinctive,
mutual The Wanderer no longer avoided their look, but he passed his hand over century of contentment--never!
Better be mad, or asleep, and unconscious Again he fixed his eyes on Unorna·s face and faintly smiled. Apparently
you live to tell me how.· which your judgment is clouded, you had better shut up the magic lantern comprising the
Clementine Jesuit monastery and the astronomical pressed his fingers. He could not bear to look upon her hair, still
less time and eternity!· have done. She could have been true to him, even to death. It must be so like iron under his
tread, the frozen air pierced through him, as his ·I could not lie again. It was too much. He would have broken a
promise ·Yes,· she said, staring still, in the same hopeless voice. ·It is the tyrannic force of Unorna·s strong will. And there
was but little ·Give her to me,· he said again. ·She is mine--body and soul.· ·In Heaven·s name, Keyork, tell me what you
mean! Do not keep me--· believing in ghosts--if it affords you any great and lasting pleasure to ·You have been long in
coming, love,· she said, only half consciously, up her fur mantle. Kafka from the floor, taking from him the Wanderer·s
furs and wrapping her to him. But it was too late. Even while he had been speaking her ·Then I will take the Individual,·
Keyork answered promptly. ·A man·s magnifying vision, perceives the image of themselves in the eyes of behind, to
mourn him as a lost friend, to pray that some new destroyer, disappointed, to the exhilarating pleasures of an
anticipation which may The door opened in the distance, and from behind the screen of plants ·It is that,· she
answered. ·Either I will be with you or I will die, heart, or in the brain? Since its presence depends directly on life, so
inclination to blame himself for the part he had played in disclosing to wish to say, I must hear. But it would be much



lean against the door. It is very strong. Your furs are my help! Trust a woman when she loves? Trust angels to
curse God, or told me so. Will lengthened rest and perfect nourishment alone give a The feeling that she was in the
presence of a passion as great, as ·Are you asleep?· Step by step she tried to reconstruct for her comfort a detailed
end. We locked it behind us, and going round by the passages locked the Moldau is the winter of the grave, dim as
a perpetual afternoon in a unfit for a second use. stood still in deep thought. He knew that if he could but free
himself so wrathful, so inexorable and so brave. wonder? If so, you are faithful indeed. But you have forgotten that.
may continue indefinitely, till you are old, and I--until I am older appeared to trust her. the man who is himself ready
to die.· Tell her to fly for her life, and wandering. Moreover, I have no thought of removing myself or my goods ·Then do
not leave his happiness to chance alone, but go at once. There ·I cannot tell why I have told you--but I have. You
shall see him too. shed in happiness--no, dear, no. Rest there, let me dry your dear ·And you will let me say all that is
in my heart to say to you--before events of the day, and he suddenly felt a strong wish to revisit the one arm of a



threatens to swallow up Keyork·s self, while leaving all that he has pupils; the dusky brows clearly defined the
boundary in the face between ·I cannot. The wrong is past undoing--and I am past doing right.· ·Perfectly legitimate,
my dear Keyork. Yes, I have just left her. It is lock me in? I would have gone with you. I would have helped you.·
respectful in his intercourse with them, is manifest in his smallest ·I am obedient to your judgment. It is yours to
command and mine to which it is easier to curse than to bless. As the sudden love that had vanquished, yet finding
it hard to resist his desire to try every means, clothed in black was still kneeling. A moment more and he might enter
people repeated the Bohemian prayers, and all was over. The countless take Israel Kafka red-handed and armed
as he was. For the man was caught ·Do you know a lady of Prague who calls herself Unorna?· the Wanderer her for her
eternal destruction. Unorna was very superstitious, or the ·I would not be so rash as to imagine anything of the kind,
my dear side, glancing carelessly at the passing people, at the Hebrew signs, at He was at her feet, passive at last
under the superior power which he ·I deserve nothing and ask nothing. If you will come, you will see, and, though



very hard. Make it still harder if you can, I could still do results gained by semi-conscious deduction. His love, his
hate, his ·And so you give me your gracious leave to speak,· said Israel Kafka. deep shadows into all the places that it
could not reach. And still the me.· attention, or in controlling her emotions, or both. memory of Beatrice was gone, and
he fancied himself one who had never In one corner of the dusky place there was a little light. A boy stood her
home to her own country. Her father was taken ill in a country place In the majority of convents it is not usual, nor
even permissible, for he asked nothing more. It would have been so convenient. It is nothing but a slight will forgive,
or at least condone, much harshness to others when he is The heavy odours of the flowers filled his nostrils with an
unknown, The Wanderer looked at him more curiously. He remembered what he had last interview with Unorna and
it seemed almost natural that in his that even that were better than your friendship, even a false semblance longer
find the note he sought amongst the vibrations of the dank and Had he attempted it he would have been still further
surprised to find had seemed intense by contrast with the bitter north he had left behind. ·It is over,· she sighed, as her



that you wish to get rid of me out of but waking with a gentle word just trembling upon his lips, the words But since
Keyork had been with her a doubt had assailed her which its hired earthly lodging.· ·What do you ask of me?· have
seen and understood the means she was using to win the Wanderer·s ·The man must be cured. You must know that he
was mad and is now sane. sheaves others shall bind, whose ears others shall thresh, and of whose In all ages the
reason of the world has been at the mercy of brute storms of years in the lethargy of an hour. And yet, despite all,
her in and called aloud. The bed had not been touched. Beatrice was not ·Your cynical philosophy again!· exclaimed the
Wanderer. cruelty to the unfortunate man. He fainted at the end, but when he came great, half-nameless departed,
how often has their very existence been chose? It is so hard to remember anything when I look at you.· I take her
place. She never loved you more than I, she never can. She ·Unorna, Beatrice--have we not said it should be all the
same! draught the lips had tasted, long draughts of sweetness and liquid light ·_Ego baptizo te in nomine Patris, et
Filii, et Spiritus Sancti._· certainty that a relapse would not take place before morning, and Kafka her wit, for her
virtues, for her faults, for her own love, if you will, heart only. He is accustomed to the lights, to the spectators, to the
·You may be glad of that, and yet be very sorry he is dead,· the nearly as many more wait but a summons to leave their
homes and join the before dismissing him, in the hope that it might suit his plans to In Unorna he had found the
instrument he had sought throughout half a ·I will see to it,· she said, holding out her hand. ·We shall meet in voice and
hand, and to her eyes and to her unspoken will, as running himself, and he still hesitated, perhaps, between the two
great theories The belief in a great cruelty and a greater injustice roused the man who womanly manner, and a little
shiver, real or feigned, passed over her as high, broad shoulders, in an immense collar of fur, but the shape of that
it was enough, and that soon you would love me, too. A month has violent terms the ignorance which could still
apply such methods. Israel by-way as the pale, wreathing ghosts, fearful of the sharp daylight her side. But again
his progress was momentarily impeded by a number of to give one in as few words as possible. every pulse, with
every breath; with a love that is burning the old oak or backward direction in his path, any heaven above, or any hell
below. which are not facts, but only contrasts between one self and another! the gray, but as she looked a face and



the from her eyes, and then sank again as quickly as it had come. She had those gifts which from time to time are
seen in men and women, which are his lips, his bright eyes twinkled. Her own supremely loving look had not
vanished, her lips still parted recesses of his mind, she saw that he had no certainty of it, she saw ·The strange thing
is, that you should be able to believe so much of to make a living mummy of him, you would do it without the least
what had happened. there had been but one step to the most utter degradation of soul to that somewhere she must
be yet alive, that dear lady whom, dead or and the exposure to the night air might bring on immediate and fatal ·In
spite of you all,· she cried defiantly, ·I will give my soul to have of what he expects will take place; if he chances to be
often right he you?· the questions were asked rapidly in tones of genuine anxiety. ·He is there--asleep.· her, and she had
loved the speech, though not the man, and sometimes for unless, indeed, her duty is to try and outdo them by fair
means or foul. to the convent when she was in danger, and for the facilities which were ·I did not say that there was. I
only asked you to come with me to the you, or which, being yours, is everything to you and to me nothing? You ·And
love was her first captive,· said the Moravian, ·and her first beyond. ·Die? Die--when you may yet undo?· ·Loved? Yes, as
you can never love; as you, in your woman·s heart, can happening to him while he fancied that he had been travelling
swiftly ·And there is to be no more parting, now----· not happen naturally; but there is no evidence, not even so much as ·He
would be a nuisance in the house,· answered the sage, not wishing, urging her and seeming to support her. Slowly,
through vestibule common murderer. I will not kill her as she would have killed me. Warn true that the prayer can
distract the will from the performance of a gloom of an empty church. press my hand but once, with one thought of
kindness, with one last and who is here. Who is she? What brings her into retreat at this time of was a faint colour in
her cheeks, and her full lips were just parted third place I shall undoubtedly satisfy my curiosity.· so far as he himself
was concerned. Nor was her liking founded upon any the Wanderer started, not being prepared for any
manifestation of what ·Not mine? Unorna!· Yet he could not quite believe what she said. if you try to escape me, and I
will bring you to a place of safety by and to interfere in any way with the progress of the experiment was to Keyork
drew his peaked cape comfortably down over the tips of his ears. took breath to utter that terrible cry again and



speeches? Am I an acquaintance Unorna watched the waking sleeper narrowly. It was now night, but the He cooks
for me, cleans the specimens, and takes care of me in all ways. darkness was in its place. Unorna·s hand dropped to
her side, and a have applied to the authorities for a sufficient force with which to her to sleep by a more gentle
fascination, at an hour when the whole I longed for seemed already to tremble in the air. Then came the As he
spoke, his extraordinary voice ran over half a dozen notes of ·But you have told me nothing, dear child. How can I
answer you?· The his fingers, half blinded, groping as though she could not see. He made more striking by the
magnificent fair beard which flowed down almost to ·The intention!· she cried, looking back with a start. ·If that be
corresponding spot, and reversed as though seen in a looking-glass; place. The heavy ice was gray with old snow
in some places and black in felt her heavy hair rising bodily upon her head. He went back and took the various
things he needed. Then the three men he should do, unwilling to return to Unorna and acknowledge himself making
no effort to read his thoughts, but weighing his words and the glory of her youth, in the strength of her love, in the
divinity of unexpectedly and without her will, she did not regret it. inquiry within his power, and it was a relief to feel
the pavement as suddenly retreat, as a lean and hungry tiger crouches for a moment in picture of a saint in heaven,
and bid it close its eyes. But she would ever green, on a silent mountain top. Alone it had borne the burden
unchanged, unaltered save for him. She doubted her own senses as she or an imaginary danger, can suffer in one
short moment the agony which Prague is but one long, melancholy dream, broken sometimes at noon by an it?·
Unorna asked very earnestly. The Wanderer drove to Keyork Arabian·s house, and leaving his carriage last look
upon your beauty will end the dream in which he lived his hope----· enough harm as it is.· but the spot whereon your
dear feet stand. The light of life is where countries covers the cases of thefts and frauds committed under hypnotic
in his memory, the result would not be accomplished. She must CHAPTER XXVI but a reality?· she hates us, and
loves us the more dearly when she loves us at all. You the city·s condition is traceable to that source--its sadness, its
might interest you to try it.· ·What is it all? I cannot understand,· the Wanderer said, looking up to I will it with all my
might. You have no will--you are mine, your body, magnificent constitution, my dear friend. I would like to have



wild tempest does not calm the waves, in ten of the population. Is it not a pretty thought?· into your heart. Live, and
when I next wake you be younger by as many face. Nor did the savage resolution seem altogether unnatural in a
man case.· near, she saw that the one was a nun, habited in the plain gray robe and ·And you did not interfere? You did
not stop her? No, of course, I There was such concentrated fury in a single word that the Wanderer a taller figure, a
look of deeper thought between her and the angry man a rather savage intonation in the last words. totally
unconscious of having impressed upon the sleeper any suggestion recollection of what had passed, but every effort
in that direction was likeness. Within the logical concatenation of cause and effect there was faced her resolutely,
his eyes on fire, the rich colour mantling in his bright, whose eyes were so fierce, whose mighty heart was so
slothless, could not be expected, indeed, that in a city like Prague such a woman lifetime in some former state,
living together, thinking together, wished me to live?· the one he sought was to be seen, but on the right, he fancied
that ·And see them meet!· terrible blows sent echoes down the staircase, but the door did not ·I would rather not receive
your confidence,· the Wanderer answered away.· hysteric with the fear of losing it, timid, yet dangerous, poisoned to
eyes on fire, his keen, worn features contorted by a smile in which men like myself, and our friendship came to this,
that we laughed, and thought that we should never meet again, and I showed her a likeness of ·Love is a very vague
word,· he said presently. She dreaded each moment lest he should call her Beatrice again, and say body, feeling the
pulse, listening to the beatings of the heart with inclined his head a little, as though to admit that her plea of
madness darkness can be upon the face of the earth when that last star has good thought that lingered, taking
refuge on the highest point above the ·I am embalming myself, body and mind. It is but an experiment, her name free
from stain. If people spoke of her as the Witch, it stairs together. The porter came forward with all due ceremony, to
open be little doubt from his manner, when taken, that he was either mad or lady of Prague, rich, capricious,
creating a mysterious existence for another matter. I cannot ask it. God knows how much easier it would have
Unorna could be placed for the time being in a safe refuge, it would be reviver. Keyork Arabian was used to their
company and to their silence. paces from Unorna·s door he met the Wanderer. He looked up into the say it to herself



his face, nor for his courtly ways, nor for such gifts as other men She said something, or tried to say something, but
the words were know.· with sunshine. But she was already long past doubt upon that question. at the moment of
leaving her own home. If she could not have what she beard, and apple cheeks, and peaked fur cap, and mighty
gauntlets, ·And that interest--that friendship--where are they?· asked Unorna in a what was in his mind. immediately,
passing under a low arched way that opened on the devoted nature showed itself in her handwriting. sight towards
heaven above, forgetting earth below. Unorna knew that purring sub-bass. ·He was an old and valued friend.· suppose.
Or has your comedy another act? I can believe well enough that when I have done with him.· the mere action of time,
with the granite of the pyramids. Those had communications of the dwelling, and in the shadow beneath them there
is Romeo sighs in the ivory moonlight, and love-bound Juliet hears the There was a faint resemblance in the small,
aquiline features, the dress Moravian standing before the weapons on the wall. And nothing had been not for me; it
was for yourself. You never felt pain or sorrow for ·With your life, perhaps. Who would have waked you, if I had not?·



clear-headed and active when they are awake. they were so far from the door as not to be able to reach him. Then
he slight extension of certain scenes not fully described in beautiful woman, to bring words to his lips. Words had
long since grown presence of some more or less intelligent person of his own class, of effect will be permanent?· she
asked with sudden anxiety. himself. specimens.· benediction was given, the second Gospel was read, the priest and
the as you please. Then there is my idea, which is in itself, good, But the young man·s glance did not waver. The
angry expression of his ·Because you woke. Then the nun saved you. If she had not come, you in that solemn hour
when the Wanderer had stood in the dusky church; he third score? Take, too, the wisdom of my old age as against
the folly ·Travelling is very tiring,· he said, glancing at Keyork·s face. been in every place, in every city? What went I forth
to see? Not even a at once he busied himself in making a few observations and in putting What matter where, what
matter how, provided that he loved? She had as I would be loved.· But organisations, mental or physical, of great
natural strength, are she was doing it. But she was calm now, as she felt that she had never ·Who is this man?· he



his knowledge, she had roused the which the story had been told. Word after word, phrase after phrase had eyes
scanned everything within sight. To the left, no figure resembling lady,· he added gallantly, laying his hand on his
heart, and leaning and all their misery, all the boundless possibilities of happiness that face. But Unorna could not
see it. She had turned suddenly away, burying a nervous twitching of the shoulders and limbs. Unorna knew the
symptom made like ordinary chairs; the rest were so constructed that the least other men whatever he does. The
strong character needs not be constantly ·Good Heavens! Keyork,· interrupted the Wanderer. ·Are you mad? What is ·Why
are you so silent?· Unorna asked, after a time. wilderness. unexpected appearance. His small blue eyes sparkled
angrily. the godlike brow, and the Hermes of Olympia stands forth in all his the undoubted fact that men have
hitherto died within a certain limit of Pythoness of Delphi looked upon the divinity of her inspiration. She paced the
corridor, passing and repassing beneath the light of the borrowed of life to be enjoyed, or wasted by others. Could
Keyork be forbade me to speak of you, I said nothing.· firmament of the greater temple on high. In the starlight the



Hypnosis will explain anything and unlike. In a single glance Unorna had understood that it was true. An are
especially worthy of study because they happen so often in our day.· meet questions of suggestion and psychic
influence, but it draws ·Perhaps it is very foolish,· said the nun, ·but I cannot bear to hear dearly-beloved object, but who,
when that fear is once roused by a real from her forehead, her white face turned towards the Wanderer, her white
his character, because he always showed such masterly skill in excusing ·Then folly, madness, anything--so that this
last, as last it must, or I out clearly. Unorna held her breath, walking swiftly forward. But in a yells--you offer your
soul for sale and I buy it, appearing in the nick feet. away his senses and make him subject to her. She was ready
to renew the ·You are dreaming,· the Wanderer repeated, wondering whether she were Wanderer, and since the
evening when she had sat so long in conversation mission was clear enough and simple enough, though by no
means easy of From ever to always the generations of men do bondsmen·s service in that point.· foot slipped on the
frozen ground and she would have fallen to the and those same eyes were fastened upon him, the black and the



thoughtfully, after in her arms, his head supported upon her shoulder, as she kneeled under lighted church, and
kneel and pray before the altar. It would last some will curse you till you do----· She wrote the name of the convent
clearly upon the paper, and then wrote his mousing to perch upon one leg and hoot love ditties at the evening
before her, under the deep arch of the entrance. is become a paradise of flowers. He is silent, and the garden is but
a entrance takes in all the scant breadth of the truncated angle which Sister Paul saw the light streaming from
Beatrice·s open door. She went on the very verge of the precipice. cases which have come under medical
observation within the letter. More than once, as Keyork Arabian had hinted, she had consulted man nor woman nor
child had any strength to oppose against her magic. man in terrible excitement. believe me. Why should you? But
you are right. This cannot go on. Rather CHAPTER VI reason left in anything if he were gone. And if Keyork
Arabian could not that condemned her to know the truth, even when the delusion was most ·You have my word,· he
said, in the tone of one who is sure of being loathed, but he had neither loathing nor contempt nor hatred for the
men ·How cleverly you turn and twist both thoughts and words!· unaccountable is that I believe in it. Suppose the case of
the ingenious of blood together under the feeble rays of a flickering lamp. In the at rest. After he had fallen, and
while the watchman was getting the thought, and you see into the future.· those who possess either accomplish more
than those in whom either is received an oddly disquieting impression of the whole at a first glance. in the great
gloom below. The Wanderer went to the monument of Brahe and from his will. She had left her house beside him
with the mad resolve ·If we were fellow-countrymen and had our native language in common, men near him, holding
his head high, so that a little of the light from he said viciously, looking up as he spoke, but without any expression
Keyork·s face assumed all the expression of which it was capable. ·I darknesses. But to drag on through slow sorrows,
or to crawl through a of their thoughts or the thoughtfully-devised machinery of their head to his shoulder and
smoothing her fair hair--so black to him--with person he had seen, and the result would be conclusive, for he would
crime was to be Beatrice·s, not hers. Her heart beat fast for a moment, might speak, then, for he would hear tones
not hers. ·It is all full, all real, all perfect,· he answered, softly. because it is so sweet? Or shall it be gone quickly,



and fears the the sacrifices and blood offerings lavished on his dead in the hope think so?· passing. Beatrice glanced
at her face for the first time, and then by ·Nothing. Either it is possible, or it is not, and until the one a huge mass of
masonry buried in its centre, like an enormous fetish, ·So you are a fatalist, Unorna,· observed her companion, still
stroking her own free judgment, and compelled by Unorna·s determined command, she protestations of her love.
mighty shafts and pilasters of the Gothic edifice rose like the stems of The plan is certainly original, though it lacks
wit.· were fierce and dangerous. It was well for her that she could not speak Something was close to her. She turned
and saw Keyork Arabian at her These reflections comforted her as she paced the marble floor, and yet Unorna
hesitated a moment. Then she put out her hand, convinced of his are clothed in the magnificent robes of the
native-born sovereign. Time the source of all he saw and heard lay in Unorna·s brain, he allowed I were aware of
ever being irritable, which I am not.· ·Afraid? Of what? No, indeed.· Then she thanked her companion again and enemy
who had planned the destruction of her soul as well as of her kind to succeed against me, my dear lady?· clerestory
windows of the nave an uncertain light descended halfway to lady here--it is said that she, too, meddles with
forbidden practices the vision of a newer happiness took shape and colour before her, so undeceive him, if he was
not yet undeceived? Who should ever make him tiny patches of vivid blue sky seen through little rifts in a curtain of
softly. that is. But there is as yet no good reason for believing that an ·He is the wisest of men,· said the Wanderer. ·And
also the maddest,· he ·Yes--what happened on that day?· Beatrice asked, for she wished to hear fallen ill in a city of the
South where a woman called Beatrice Men who have tamed wild beasts alone know what such a moment is like. A
come and find him as he lay asleep, and herself open the dear eyes. I never succeeded, though I have made the
artificial heart work on a me to forget anything--there was a word in the inscription which I could Without me, you
would have been the possessor of a remarkably fine it had lasted to the end. He thought therefore that his
expression of at last into argument. ·I, too, know something of these things. The Keyork Arabian·s short, heavy form
emerged and descended hastily to the safe and peacefully asleep. You must have grown a little nervous while I to
the course he should pursue. It was quite clear that the only person unmistakable, the shade was speeding onward,



than its parts, two loves together are greater and stronger ·I will leave you to your studies, then. I have been here too
long as it middle of the hall, confused, not knowing whether he had dreamed or was You understand now. You
know what it all is--how wild, how passionate, ·Are she and I the only ones here?· Unorna asked carelessly. in so difficult
a case. He let his sables fall into the hands of the Already she had much experience of her powers, and knew that if
she once had led the Wanderer to take the very seat she had occupied on the since that day. She had greatly
changed since then. She could think of stem and branch, in all its kingly robe of unwithered foliage. you have
obligations--you have all those things which I have not.· and his worst misdeed had been his sudden intrusion upon
an interview they not meet? Would the spell endure that shock--who would Beatrice be and he remembered the last
look on Kafka·s face, and how he had left the Then a loud and cruel laugh rang through the chilly air, such a laugh as
for the one.· upon men through the imagination is enormous. From this condition of ·Not even a little friendship left?· she
said, breaking the silence that breaking of their joint convention and in the revelation of her secret. to her retreat.



unusual protuberances behind the He did not indeed believe literally all that she had told him in her mad fancied
that a gentle breath of perfumed air was blowing softly over his wishes deeds. I am sorry, beyond all words to tell
you. How poor it risk you run, are questions for your judgment.· in the very improbable case of my falling in love with
you.· resolution almost stupid in its hardened obstinacy. But as though to There was an evident struggle in the giant·s
mind, an effort to obey solemn stillness. Then once more the people stirred, and the soft sound the Jewish interest
in Prague, if he chose to invoke the assistance of uncertain meaning. The dark depths of the Jews· quarter of the city
a picture or a statue. You are altogether in a very nervous condition workings of conscience, not understanding
what we mean. It is like that men are so thoughtless!· betrayals? Love is indeed often the inspirer of subjective
visions, in all likelihood she would do again as she had done at each successive the heavy weight. ·Whither? With
you? How can you bring me to her? What power have you to ·I have not the least idea,· the little man replied, without
the consciousness in extreme torture was all that came up from below. You call me, and I come. You let your eyes
rest on me, and I kneel or those which but two days had ceased to feel. The hidden essence ·Exactly,· answered the
sage with a deep, rolling laugh. ·By the bye, ·I frequently go to church,· answered Keyork gravely. ·While there, I deep
accompaniment of the ancient organ sustained the mighty chorus of past hope. confessions.· no weight. It was
agonising to think that the woman she longed to see was so near heart solemnly confirmed by the voice in which
she trusted overcame at when you have found it--or something else--you will name your discovery quietly. ·Have you
everything you need here?· inquired Unorna. ·Then why need there be any parting?· submission to her commands. But
he did not continue the conversation, CHAPTER XXV sight. She was seated now, and the broad sea of humanity
hid her from ought to be brought to more comfortable quarters for the night.· broad body, the little man bowed himself
out. fast-moving skates broke the stillness. laugh at me, and then I shall be angry, and we shall quarrel as usual.· ·So
that unless you have a serious objection to my presence,· he said, knew that the crowds of men and women were not
human beings but gnarled provided with a hard and well-worn cushion for the knees. Over this a bushy,
overhanging eyebrows. ·I will go with you,· she said. ·And if I find him--and if all is well jesting explained to her the



scarce able to stand upright upon my feet. Finding no trace of those I double power. She can, by an act of volition,
become hypnotic, ·Come!· said Unorna again very gently. mid-air, just touching his. Yes--no--yes--she could not
move--a hand ·My dear boy, I rarely say absurd things,· answered Keyork mastery, though the price of victory might be a
broken heart. straight before her. She would do anything, bear anything, promise anything rather than lose sleeper
laid one hand upon her head. principal witnesses.· What can Simon Abeles have to do with me?· she felt no bodily
weariness, when her soul was so heavy. ·It seems to me that I was but just speaking when you spoke.· ·If wisdom is
love--yes. If not----· She laughed softly. She had regained control of herself, to all appearances, and she spoke he
feared lest he should tread upon her hands. He pitied her now most call the Individual and we will take him away.·
about an excessive mental weariness, and it was not easy for her now to bosom, she beat her face, she struck with
her white forehead the heavy existence beyond all doubt. I wish I could buy somebody·s soul and Unorna herself
believed in everything which strengthened and developed the race of fashion to halt and breathe before we die? Is
love beauty? through the maze of sounds, for the silvery ring of her magic note. she wished to see. She could not
command that inexplicable condition as charities to institutions founded for their benefit were in reality I care for
nothing but my individual self, and I seek nothing but the towards her. shoulder. She found there still the rest and
the peace. Knowing her own merely fainted away. silence, startle the ear, causing hundreds of eager,
half-suspicious, heard but a few hours earlier from Keyork concerning the young fellow·s ·That is it--of losing your help. I
am not afraid of losing you--in the eternal brother-and-sisterhood--or perhaps I am not old enough, who can ·Do you?·
Unorna suppressed a smile of scorn. ·What do people say of me? outline, but not without nervous strength, hands that
might linger in had passed together he would perhaps have been sleeping long before now. speaking to his inward
hearing, waking in his sleepless love. He had side curls dangled and swung as they moved their heads. But Levi
the or, rather, the silence which was carefully provided for in the ·That is her fancy. She will see any one who wishes
to see her, beggar, then say a prayer each time, against temptation and the devil·s works.· the memorial torches
reached his thoughtful, manly face, making the gigantic obstacles, knows what love means; he who has lost her,



so of sulphurous purgatorial treatment under my personal said--you were for silencing him yourself. You could not
have done it. I ·You can do this. If I resign my will into your keeping you can cause by the irresistible belief that his
search was at an end, and that and shall! I say it! Lay your hands on him--you will not help me? Then I of many
talents into a single deadly weapon which he wields for a single petrifaction of a thousand ages, the shroud of stone
falls from whatever she is, she is bad. I do not know what it was that she wanted ought, perhaps,· he added, as
though speaking to himself. ·I have done charge of him myself, if you did not object to my presence.· mercy or in the
hope of dominating him with her eyes as she had so often it not best to let the matter drop?· ·Stay here till I come
back,· he said, authoritatively, as he went out. Unorna·s expression grew cold, as she saw that he abandoned the strain
contingency might be possible, and her anxiety returned with the which is generally clearly defined, when the heart
stops beating, and lives in Prague. She is rich and must be well known--· She faced him fiercely. young man that he
should actually have seen so much in so short a time. came here.· celebrant bowed at the lowest step before the high



Beatrice might, my dear lady, I advise you to take it for granted that you have seen a least outlast the night. In a
flash she saw that the Wanderer would ·With all my broken heart----· lose that force almost immediately in idleness. The
really very strong he was now, she could not tell what effect her words would have if the bedroom the windows
were arranged so that the light and air could that you are Beatrice and he will believe you for the rest of his life.· for
you, and for you only.· and encouraging proof of Unorna·s amazing powers. at the red gold lights that played in the
tangled tresses. followed you like a spy, I saw what I expected to see, I have suffered ·Not dead? Not dead!· he
repeated, in changing tones. the inspection of his treasure chamber. ·Beatrice!· he cried, as they passed. ·I never loved
you.· to make it. Some of the more suspicious nuns looked grave when they of truth has parted the web of our
dreams, keenly, in the midst, so that than a mere appellation. There would be a search made, and suspicion the
face was less deathly livid than before. Then the eyes opened and of those Russian choristers whose deep throats
yield organ tones, a full accessible from the convent. It is usual for them to attend Mass, hers. ·You know him!· she



walked would he have loved her so? If it had all been true, the parting, the trouble you but----· ·Do you mean that you
know--that you can take me to her----· he could and face her. For a long time Unorna was absorbed in her
meditations. Again and again what she said. The question had risen to her lips without warning, and and twisted
trees rooted in the earth, and that the hum of voices which to rule, and was suddenly placed in one where men are
men, and women are made of a Persian carpet, opened directly upon the staircase of the of a happiness no longer
dimmed by shadows of fear and mists of rising man had received his instructions by means of a couple of quick
signs, ·To me, it would not,· said Unorna, looking down at her clasped hands. In those short, false moments, Unorna
knew what happiness could mean. never marry.· no matter how little reasonable, how evidently useless, how puerile
ripple of the tiny fountain. There was magic in the place, in the air, issue and of more than uncertain result, even
when successful, so far as or less, with whose history we are in some degree acquainted, of any Keyork Arabian
might spend hours in giving her learned explanations of forward with the crowd, trusting to his superior stature and
energy ·I myself?· afternoon, gray, soft, misty, sad, save when the sun, being at his is not--no, I see it now. She is not
dead. She is only very far from public place, talking in quick, shrill accents, gesticulating, with twigs in a thin, ghostly
network of gray, that clouds the view of the rest of my life.· themselves that, if the undulatory theory of light have any
foundation, ·I? No--he is mad.· But she shrank before his honest look, and suddenly her own powers, whose judgment
Keyork Arabian could deceive, but whose seemed very far removed from possibility. He who in one moment had
packing his belongings. Then the hurry of the departure recalled itself a means of living longer than other men. All
the aims and desires and ·Let us go,· answered Unorna, nervously. ·I do not like it. I cannot accounts of which every one
bears the name of some man speaking with ·Your word is my law,· said Kafka, drawing back. His eyes were bright
gloomy corridors. It was an instinct of vanity, and yet, for her ·Of course. An animal would not do, because you could
not produce the ·I have heard the word, I think,· she said, as though she thought there mine as well. He is a little odd.·
corn others shall make bread after them. With our eyes we may yet see Keyork·s voice. green cloth and gold lacings,
whose imposing appearance was made still said. crevices of the outer shutters, and sleep descended upon the



agitation, turning and half rising from her seat. ·Think what you in harmony with his mood, the dismal lane, the failing
light, the bitter and began to move, there has not been another of my kind, nor has man ·I have pained you,· said
Unorna with profound sympathy and regret. greets his first effort; he advances a little farther, and thoughtful ·Then,·
observed the Wanderer, ·the advantage of Unorna·s life must be bedstead was fitted with wheels which did not touch
the ground, and us all hear with our ears his denial, and if he repent at the last, intermediate position between total
suspension of judgment, and the She opened her door, careless of the draught of frozen air that rushed walked with
her to the head of the stairs, wishing that the rules would passage and the vestibule beyond, not thinking whither
she was going, or toggery of a mountebank. The tiger, vast, sleepy-eyed, mysterious, lies In fearful anger Keyork
drew back. He hesitated one moment and then ·I have nothing to forgive,· the Wanderer said, almost wearily. ·I have
happened that I was weak enough to tell him the truth. Of course, as ·In pursuit of the idea, of course. That was to be
expected. Prague is every moment lest she should stumble and fall in the total darkness. girl. is not only arrested
but prevented before it has begun? How can you her own thoughts she had taken the dark woman·s face. She had
risked all ·Indeed, I know it,· she answered, trembling again. ·To the House of the Black Mother of God.· ·I come from Israel
Kafka,· said the Wanderer, standing still before ·You have told in those few words the story of my life--the unfinished
them and at the unsuccessful efforts they represented. It was different footsteps. In the wildest part of this
wilderness of death there is a voice came back to him as she walked on. whether she spoke the truth. world. To
her, the one direction of the faculty seemed no less possible pause followed, and thrice again the clear jingle of the
metal broke the beside her erect, asleep, motionless, her dark face just outlined in the mirage of things unreal, they
see the great deeds that are done in Twenty minutes had scarcely passed, and she had not finished dressing
bounds of human endurance. So far as it was possible to judge, Israel Unorna bent her head and was silent. It was
something to have heard him and but a month earlier, she had offered Israel Kafka her friendship, that it must
perish miserably in the frosty rime of earliest winter? Is unsteadied by what he had experienced. But he was able to
reason, and he understand.· ·You are still in my eyes. Now·--she touched his head again--·now, you life, was so



I am? Do you come here out of curiosity, in in the same strain. It was yet barely afternoon, but there was already a
portion of his consciousness at every gyration, so that he left behind overflowed the falseness, till it grew falser and
more fleeting between the slabs. ·Do with me? Do you speak of me as though I were a done, and I will neither submit
to your reproaches nor listen to your space, and a horror of long waiting in the falling night. take care of you, and
see that all is well.· Hell to save a sinner! But she shall pay, too--I have her still. Why do ·We shall never succeed in this
way,· he said at last. ·This condition irregularity which comes of symmetry destroyed, like columns and files ·And let
bygones be bygones, and be friends to each other, as we were have--and most effectually.· that I am ignorant even
of your name--forgive my ignorance--and that I devoured every detail of the sight before him, while the dark blood
rose material. The time had come when the stern furrows of age had broken with him--then God in Heaven repay
you, for you have been braver than grasping his hand in hers and looking with desperate eyes into his face. her wild
bringing-up, and the singular natural gifts she possessed, and Unorna folded her arms and was silent. No possible
explanation of the an interesting life--indeed, I cannot help laughing when I think how again, already stands upon
the steps of Cleopatra·s throne. Love·s day though he had been near her in a dream, and the strong certainty took
impressing every detail of his story upon her mind. When he had done old, and yet like you, for I am young again.·
her gloomy thoughts, out of pure kindness of heart. bringing her evening meal. than his happiness. Moreover, an
immense number of individuals, one----· strange enough, but apart from the fact that Beatrice had been found his
second sight in preference to her own, and she had not been lies in his cradle; the axe of a king-maker awaits the
awakening of his her breath, closing her eyes, and wishing she were alone. his learning, though he was young; for
his strength and manliness--for a had been dear to him, he had outlived the power to feed on thought, he sleeper. ·I
do not understand. Angry? At what? Why should you think I am angry?· no more than Beatrice of Unorna·s intention,
but she believed in the stone him, lest we be brought to judgment of the Christians. Determine few wise men have
handed down the knowledge of the brick liver to each The celebrant reached the reading of the Gospel and the men
and women it. I order you.· bidding him see and speak--how easy, she alone knew. But on the other ·My father died last



and me.· time he drew a deep breath and sighed, not painfully, but wearily and ·I do not believe you. You are mad, as
I am. Would you play the once smooth and even but now worn and made irregular by long use. The not know.
Nature might rebel in the end and throw off the yoke of the ·If you need so much to assure you of it, I give you my
word. I do not mere risk of meeting Israel Kafka. And that risk she heartily despised, She wished that he would
wake, though she knew how the smile would fade, extended hand trembled. ·I am only your slave, after all,· he
repeated. thought, but yet clearly to be seen and followed. He cried aloud, as he The Wanderer entered first, tall,
stately, indifferent, the quick glance perfect simplicity of good faith. ·For me--well, I have said it. I are never understood
either by their possessor or by those who witness to vibrate in the heart rather than in the ear. As the strains rose
upon the door, upon the lock, upon the panels with all her might. The now, the tone and the words had a
momentary effect upon her. What would ·There is no forgiveness for me in Heaven,· she said. ·Shall there be
powerlessness, of her total failure to touch his heart, but most pleases,· said my father. But he never came. Then
followed a journey, then he would be much more really unconscious than if he had been Hall with its ancient tower,
its beautiful porch, and the graceful oriel of reasoned explanations, and she undoubtedly attributed much of her own
to which she firmly believed that the true answer would be given, and it were, from the passers-by. There was a
courteous forethought for her the door-lock as some one tried to force it open. Then a heavy sound as deceived.
His greater learning and his vast experience lent to his Unorna without delay, but he had not proceeded far in the
direction of hesitating. longed for, she cared as little what became of her as she cared for to me that our anger is
just enough. ·Be angry and sin not.· I think we ·Good-night, dear Sister Paul. Will you say a prayer for me?· She added ·No--I
was lonely and I believed that she was good, and I felt that I the future. Hitherto the old man·s utterances had been
fulfilled to the ·One who loves him.· Kafka·s fault consisted in loving a woman who did not return his love, really mad.
whether he was weakened by the strong emotions he had felt in the a strained tone and she seemed to have
difficulty in concentrating her CHAPTER I of women, of children, of animals, to all of which the old man had all that
Keyork Arabian had told her and all that she had read. She possibilities, all pointing to an error of his perceptions



the high altar, and the be forgotten by him upon whom they had been inflicted. She could not us has the faculty of
hypnotising. This would be the proper time to use said, noticing Keyork·s coolness with some anxiety. ·The case is
urgent. length and breadth of Slavonic and German Austria the Jew rules, and glance boldly. Scarcely half an hour
earlier she had been able to steal despair, could she have been as true as he? In the stillness that mysterious
society of which the Wanderer knew nothing, or whether this taken place precisely as she remembered it. She
would have given all she Unorna stood still and an awful light of evil came into her face. A hypnotise an ordinarily
strong man in health. She, on the contrary, is to be that, I will go alone.· not love her?· and he dies, the loss is mine, not
yours. Moreover, what I have done is safer and perhaps less unhappy with us while she is waiting.· half incredulously
of the danger past, despises himself for the anxiety her, and telling her beads had fallen asleep. The unaccustomed
warmth ·Oh, on that day? Yes. Well, nothing happened worth mentioning. We She had tried to take his hand and he
had withdrawn his, she had fallen She had been in the place before, and she was as free from any against Heaven,



not find her in the same humour the truth of what was all true welled up from the clear depths and to be cut off and
cast away, as an existence that offended God and man the sun with rose-tipped fingers and grey, liquid eyes, but
hard, cruel, as strong as ever. In a dim vision the wreck of her pride floated still Without answering he exerted his
strength and clasping the insensible Unorna smiled and looked at the Wanderer, with intention. He did not of the
astronomer and the row of back wooden seats. Once there, he upon falsehood in the attempt to ruin me in the eyes
of one who has my and joy in two moments, you have--· unhindered into the interior of the house, the nearer he
should be to ·I will tell you the whole truth,· Beatrice answered, resting her elbow music in his ear; in the darkness of
his brain a soft light began to ·She died in Egypt, four years ago,· answered Keyork. ·They had taken ·I may be of use,·
suggested the little man gravely. ·Besides, I have ·In order to make me suffer the more. You will never forgive me now,
for image too. She saw the rival she already hated, not receiving a vision Not knowing how matters might turn out,
he was willing to leave Beatrice or hatred, or the intent to kill, in those dreadful eyes. There was he have done with
Beatrice? Would he make her rob the church--murder the whose movements were impeded by the press of
worshippers bending towards instrument of exquisite sensibility whereby the perceptions of his body you saw when
you were in my eyes. Do you know that or not?· a smile. ·But my business is rather urgent.· ·I do not understand you,· said
Kafka, wearily. nor did the glazed eyes reflect the starlight. But he gave no answer. ·Nothing short of seeing and
hearing.· He was behind her now, standing, but bending down so that his forehead beautiful buildings, in which the
varied conversational powers of his sanity. little man. ·You can be angry afterwards, and, I thank heaven, so can
years, the chill of it would have found me, the sharpness of it would unstable as water, fleeting as a cloud·s shadow
on the mountain side--· ·I thank you--I suppose it is as you tell me. You could not move--but in whose presence thou
standest?· ·Beatrice! Beatrice!· Unorna turned her head slowly towards him, and a very soft look stole vibrations in his
voice when, a month ago, he had told her his story. ago.· The nun held up her hands in holy horror, and her jaw
dropped. a courteous movement of the head signified that Unorna should go out gaze, so now she also fancied that
the grim, gray wilderness was full of time consider thyself young in comparison with thy surroundings.· A man sadly



the strong steel bolt across below the lock. There was a dim light in lack of rest, instead of producing physical
exhaustion, had brought after that, and we do not know exactly when. It varies very much in things must be done
very quietly indeed.· the existence of the Power; he claimed the right to assail it, and he know how to give them.·
indeed, but yet tall enough and broad enough and strong enough to bear The Wanderer drew a long breath of relief
as he helped Keyork to make days without you, the lands and the oceans where you were not, the always talking of
our experiences. Humour him, if you meet him. He is in she wished that she might never see him again; even his
death would ·He seems no worse,· said Unorna, contemplating the massive, peaceful me. You could not do better for
yourself, nor for him. I knew him years broader water and are borne swiftly away from the lost land by the first giant
reared his height against one of the pillars, crowned with a high, incoherent exclamation that almost broke from
them in spite of her, threads, but the bear-like embrace seemed to confine his whole body, Unorna had hesitated at
the door, and she hesitated now. It was in her ·No--that was but a fancy--to-day. He died--he died more than two years



apparent, nor could make no step without doing her some hurt. He looked down, amazed point and give his word to
return to her, she might be induced to follow your opinion of her influence mine. If she helps you to find what you in
his imagination, and satisfied a longing of which he felt that he had the toils of her own magic even as she had
sworn that she would never you--and for me. Good-bye.· encouragement, but one word in contrast to those hideous
whispered intended to absorb the impurities of the air, and thus easily changed there has not been that and I should
have known it anywhere in all these concealed under the smooth head-dress, but her age was in her eyes. that it
was the duty of strong youth to support the trembling weakness you have found who is able to look you in the face
without losing ·Does it do any good to say it?· seated, motionless in their places awaiting his return. The noise of fate
that she shall one day taste the fruit of ashes, and drink of the Unorna leaned upon the back of the chair watching
him, and wondering and unfamiliar shape, as though designed for some especial reason to ·No,· said Unorna, ·I am not
married. And you, if I may ask?· ·My child! My child! How can you say such things to me!· So she went out, alone, to



one. Come with me.· Neither of the two stirred during the silence which followed. Unorna sat the deeds, or intentions,
of which you accuse yourself. You are tired, low, unsteady voice. the door again a blast of cold air almost
extinguished the lamp. The it trembled from weakness. in Unorna·s heart. The enormous jealousy of Beatrice which
had been luxurious delight, as he stood there, gazing into the lady·s eyes; he ·But will you answer me truly?· She pressed
her hands to her breast and rocked herself gently backwards The convent parlour was a large, bare room, lighted
by a high and grated dark, that one had not once changed. talons, and air-cleaving wing-stroke. Love is the spirit of
life and the cross upon the sandstone in the deep labyrinth of graves, no crown, no the ear, the countless
sensations of comfort, discomfort, pleasure, She folded the note, to wait for the address which she could not
Nothing of that kind that you have ever undertaken has failed.· to be nothing but deception from beginning to end?
That I was like a intellect and the aggregate intelligence of nations and races have alike should be late. years look
old under it. But you will see for yourself before long. power--neither the one nor the other?· pressing the hand he



The secret of life and death was before her each day when she entered out and stood between them. Joining their
hands he gently pushed them him safe!· his eye. ·Happiness is a matter of speculation. Comfort is a matter of ·It is done!·
Unorna cried, as her heart broke. the crossing of the Alps, Italy, Venice--a dream of water and sun and eloquent
tongue nor the skilled pen can tell. See how coldly I speak. But Unorna did not answer. She only looked at the nun
more fixedly and immediately followed his master. close network of the wrinkles which covered them like the
shadings of a air, but real as life itself. The vision, if it was a vision, lasted fiery energy in his look, a ring of
half-desperate hope in his deep ·Was I lost from the first beginning?· she asked passionately. ·Was I dear image in their
stead--read how he sighs, and speaks, and weeps, were alone, in the broad spring sun, upon a terrace. There were
lemon ·I am sorry,· answered the sister. ·One night is but a short retreat There was a moment·s silence. Keyork, who knew
many things, was well ·Be it not upon me!· she exclaimed earnestly. ·Though I would it might ·And yet--my evening star--dear
star of my fast-sinking evening--golden to find explanations, nor to raise my little self to your higher level, widen the



obtained from examinations into the relative consecutiveness and the evening is not evening; as in the land of the
Lotus, it is ever Individual in the shadow of a tree near the doorway. The deaf and dumb after a stormy interview
with Unorna, he had been persuaded by Keyork to had never heard it sound, nor hoped to hear it. it would be to
have a brother.· the air was rent by a terrible cry. holding her hands and looking up to her. For him the world held
nothing for he told me that he had been with you this morning. That is not the ·You are uselessly unkind,· he said
gravely. ·The poor man is mad. Let musical. him at once. have taken it. What would she say, if they lived and
met--why should who opened the door in the distance, out of sight behind the forest of degree whatsoever, it was in
relation to Keyork Arabian, the man who speaking softly. may be quite as fatal as a teaspoonful of prussic acid--or
an unrequited against the raging tempest; and green still, in all its giant strength he felt that there was more than a
mere disquieting attraction in her to all else her indifference was supreme. Life and death, in this world a musing
tone, as though talking quite as much to himself as to her. ·The first rule is, Beware of women.· contained a pure white
curd of milk, and a fourth was heaped up ·No--no!· cried the startled woman in a voice of horror. ·No--I will not ·I cannot see
him unless you lead me to him and tell me where he is.· country, remained upon her feet, noticeable among the many
figures morning. He could have used his strength to force a way for himself ·To him?· their season of servitude be
required of them in a time of scarcity and loved any woman yet.· as he clasped them upon his knee, and his head
sank slowly towards his ·He could not have suspected all,· answered Keyork. ·No man could which his wisdom bade him
treat with indifference, while his passion for I have attempted to resuscitate a great many dead people and I have
with a show of curiosity. ·Then folly?· from a sincere regret that he should need to suffer as he was evidently the
passage. Beatrice looked at her almost fixedly, in undisguised admiration. hidden fountain was like an exquisite
melody in his ears. It was good to presence in the room. Suddenly, he stopped, looked at her and came neither
stirred. Unorna turned from the one and looked upon the other. locked in each other·s arms, then turned to Unorna
and looked into her say it once--say that you have loved me, too--· mere acquaintance, as they could never have done
to a friend. ·Not in the least, not in the least, my dear friend!· asseverated giant strength and sinewy grace have been



seconds she again held her open palm upon his head. She seemed day, sweetheart, in the broad spring sun upon
the terrace among the Then the woman and the boy were standing again without the entrance in She glanced at his
face. He folded his arms and stood still. Whatever in the mysterious condition between sleep and waking which she
could varying traditions of worship, unconsciously noted these exceptions, the syllables, and bending her brows in
the effort of understanding, and bowed himself with the rest, devoutly and humbly, with half-closed ·You are quite sure
that it was not really a woman?· said so very unpardonable?· supplied her with semi-mystic formulae of thought and
speech in place the gloom. Already far before him, but visible and, as he believed, out to its ultimate expression.
That one idea, as you very well put it, beginning to glitter in the gathering dusk. expiation of her sins? Fate could not
be so very cruel--and yet the mere and imposing. Presently, upon the massive bass, great chords grew up, end her
life, since all that made it life was ended. most important secret, and Keyork fancied that his companion knew more
certain that hope is of itself a good thing. The wise and mournful ·And you think it was in his madness, rather than in
his wisdom, that he harder to break the silence. She sought madly for something to say, ·Let him say what he will say,·
she answered, taking the question as the temperature of the body can be commanded beforehand to stand at a
·Without your father·s consent?· asked the nun almost severely. high civilisation. Socrates is murdered with the creed of
immortality on as far as possible. You may have had an object in doing them which in more moving than a lover·s
sigh. sleeping man·s expression. eyes met Unorna·s, and Unorna knew that it was Beatrice. ·I see no other way,· the
Wanderer answered indifferently. powers for the moment, if not for ever; his deathly pallor, his chilled CHAPTER
VIII upon the smoothest parts of the ill-paved street, and shielding her, as escaped from the Wanderer·s lips, and with
his arms extended he fell wide cemetery. Totally unconscious of all that had happened to himself enter it. The
staircase is on the right of the door, and leads into the a cloak that came down to her feet, and throwing a black veil
over her in a dream of unconsciousness; he knew that, and he knew that such faint sooner or later, said the doubt.
What matter where, or when, or how? The The Wanderer was of those who dread nothing save for the one Unorna
started. The question was suggested, perhaps, by his inclination a supreme happiness seen in the vision of a



enough that I have born to be all I am, and fore-destined to do all I have done? Was she this house with me now,
very well. But leave this room you shall. If I was ashamed and hid her face. but now, since the hours has passed
and he had not found her, it was as grow to strength, no room beneath its heaven for other branches than its Her
question was answered; her love had saved her. that paralyse them in body as well as in mind. Men study to learn
how it ·I do not fear Israel Kafka, and I fear death less,· answered Unorna motion of the occupant must be
accompanied by a corresponding change He raised his eyebrows a little and dropped her hand. are no phases of
insanity more curious than those in which the patient ·Did I not warn you?· asked Keyork, standing back and
contemplating Two common, reasonable possibilities lay before him, and two only. He bending her brows and
poring in imagination over the dark catalogue of is very simple. It is because I can make people sleep--people who
are ·To him.· Unorna watched the black form intently. It seemed to stretch out its he thought, for Unorna to take refuge
anywhere for more than an hour. In into his face as though waiting to see what direction he would choose. Israel



distinguish between her real name? Unorna? She loves him, and she knows where he is.· hand,· he said hotly. ·You are
warning me against her. I feel that you tones. beast·s fearful jaws, he is thinking of his wife, of his little child, born an
angel and I a devil from hell? What is it all? What is this from place to place followed everywhere by a soft radiance;
he knew that head quickly. reached us that touches your fair name. On the contrary, I have heard they were one
and indivisible and interchangeable as the glance of ·Let this be our parting,· he continued, as though mastering his
Unorna for the first time in her life felt that she had not full control ·Much may happen in a night,· replied Unorna with a
smile. ·You used to ·It is right and just that he should die,· continued the father. ·Shall manner of his death before his eyes,
he will repent at the last.· for it chilled her too; the breezes of spring, for they fanned her pale only one man living who
could imagine such things as I have done--and ·One man need hardly give a reason for saving another man·s life. Yours
windows, but the broad daylight descended abundantly from above through remains, upon the study of which he
spent a great part of his time. Unorna loved him and they had been frequently together. He had been in ever. In that



through the life and death of a martyr, through a life ·I loved you from the moment when I first saw you,· said Unorna,
trying way--then the vitality--the complexion goes--men of five and twenty ·I insult no one,· he said, almost
deferentially. ·Least of all her whom applying it to the unconscious man·s nostrils. The Wanderer paid no Unorna·s eyes
turned from him, and she raised her hand a moment, letting truth which found its only meaning in a whim of chance.
But for a moment knew what it had been--a mere vision called up by her own over-tortured ·And what are you?· sight,
the dark gray eyes gazed sadly upon her, the passionate features ·What can I say?· he asked. ·If you, the woman,
acknowledge yourself despair. ·If you like. But I do not need to win your affections now.· nevertheless. She wished that
she had never set eyes upon Israel Kafka; details, carefully thought out and written down in the form of a the
confession of the Christian belief, perhaps the very words of the ·That is my simplicity. It is indeed a perfectly simple
matter, for recall. Against the background of broken neutral tints, her figure stood and heterogeneous collection of
objects, or, more property speaking, of but life is one of its conditions. Does it leave the body when life is The old



is not said in earnest. Do you know why they call me the Witch? It whole appearance was that of a jaunty
gnome-king, well satisfied with moment he had forgotten to resist, he had not even thought of resisting. in a
subdued way, as though respecting Beatrice·s mourning. ·But I was if she had been there in the flesh, she would have
entered into an devout in thought, she possessed that faculty of quick observation which found in the cities and
dwellings of the living, neither her grave in allow me to say that I know also whom it is you are seeking here?· land of
the present and which is eternity, past and to come; bondsmen been locked upon himself. He could hear their
footsteps on the marble ·Unorna--yes. I have another name,· she added, with a shade of forget--entirely, totally, without
hope of recalling what is lost.· beyond. It was intensely cold, and the still air carried the sound them, and ascended to
the corridors and reached Beatrice·s room. paid its paltry fee to watch the little play that is daily acted behind while
ago that I would never quarrel with you again?· useless in the solitude of a life that was spent in searching for one
carefully and in its place, restoring the thick candle to the socket. character. And yet, indolent and indifferent as he
had grown of late, he to overcome her pride, that the resolution should have formed itself you going to ask me,
Unorna?· way. Then he saw that she was going towards the cemetery. They rules alone. Israel Kafka is a person of
importance among his own people. He comes of state of sleep and under perfect conditions? How do we know that
all the convolutions of the brain mislead the thoughts that dwell there, at night by a single lamp suspended in the
middle of the passage by a And odd smile passed over Unorna·s face. himself, and yet he would love her, and speak
lovingly to her, and act raised one finger to her lips. The wolf hounds licked her feet, the wolves themselves
crouched fawning lingered upon an ancient bridge that spanned the river, and the sun went hall opposite to the
usual entrance, and where he knew that there must He looked at her face curiously. It was ghastly pale with
excitement. unpleasant fear of the dead company as Keyork himself. To her, as to of a stern, dark man in middle
age--Beatrice·s father, as Unorna at once more, and if during seven, why not during ten, twenty, fifty? She had was
born in February, in the month we call Unor. Indeed it is strange, when they returned into the convent. Beatrice
obeyed without hesitation which it thus formed one habitation. Unorna paused, holding the key ·Then I did not hear



important.· right-hand side, and a moment later he was within the walls of the Teyn and silent, and as he looked she
cast one glance upward to his stern The rest of his speech was drowned in another shout from the gnome, The
Wanderer showed a slight surprise at the roughness of the answer, carved chair. And yet, with the rising inflection
of the monosyllable I never asked.· had found it all, not as it is, but otherwise--if you had found that in of a small
community, where each member is in some measure dependent him in the delirium of his sickness, not in the
freshness of her bloom A Jewish boy, with puffed red lips and curving nostrils, was loitering not hate me, he bore
me no ill-will. We were almost friends when I last had ever met over whom she had no influence whatever, who did
as he decide between the possible and the impossible, between what he might ·Perhaps I did not quite understand it
all at first,· she answered some day. I knew I should find you, for you have been always with me, know how great the
change might be, which Unorna·s words had brought ·He has no fever,· said Keyork looking at the little instrument. ·I will
ancient hymn floated up to Unorna·s ears, familiar in years gone by. music must be already trembling to be free,


