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The reading of ‘Lavengro’ did many things
for me. It absorbed me from the first page,
with a curiously personal appeal, as of some
one akin to me, and when I came to the place
where Lavengro learns Welsh in a fortnight,
I laid down the book with a feeling of fierce
emulation. I had often thought of learning Itali-
an: I immediately bought an Italian Bible, and
a grammar; | worked all day long, not taking
up ‘Lavengro’ again, until, at the end of the
fortnight which I had given myself, I could read

Italian. Then I finished ‘Lavengro.’ @)
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‘Lavengro’ took my thoughts into the open
air, and gave me my first conscious disire to
wander. | learned a little Romany, and was

always on the lookout for gipsies. ...(3)
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He knew that he had been dreaming,but the
dream might have been a message. He knew the
text in the Bible, and he had often wondered
what it meant. Had not Jesus said: ‘All manner
of sin and blasphemy shall be forgiven unto
men: but the blasphemy against the Holy Ghost
shall not be forgiven unto men’ ? It was the
most terrible saying in the Bible. What was the

sin which even God could not forgive? He remem-
bered that reiteration in Matthew: ‘And who-
soever speaketh a word against the Son of Man,
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it shall be forgiven him: but whosoever speaketh
against the Holy Ghost, it shall not be forgiven
him, neither in this world, nor in the world to
come.” Might it not be possible for a man to sin
that sin in ignorance ? Would his ignorance
avail him, if he had actually sinned it ? These
thoughts troubled him strangely, and he tried

to pﬁt them away from him. G
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I kept wondering to myself what must be the
state of a person who had commitied the sin
against the Holy Ghost, and how he must feel.
Once or twice I felt a strong inclination to com-
mit it—a strange kind of fear, however, preven-
ted me; at last | determined not to commit it,

and having said my prayers, I fell asleep. M
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Awaking in the night, I determined that noth-
ing should prevent my committing the sin.
Arising from my bed, I went out upon the wood-
en gallery, and having stood for a few moments
looking at the stars, with which the heavens
were thickly strewn, I laid myself down, and
supporting my face with my hand, I murmured
out words of horror—words not to be repeated—
and in this manner I committed the sin against
the Holy Ghost. ®
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world or the next.’ )
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Balzac is always good to re-read, but not
Tolstoi: and I couple two of the giants. To take
lesser artists, I would say thai we can re-read

Lavengro but not Romola...... 0o

X [Studies in Prose and Verse]d 10— “Rob-
ert Louis Stevenson” ik, € 95 dH 5, (GIEAXSP
‘he’ EHBDRRTF 4 —FT VR DT L)

Quite by himself in a certain seductiveness of
manner, he ranks, really, with Borrow and
Thoreau, with the men of secondary order in
literature, who appeal to us with more instinc-
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tive fascination than the very greatest......
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Infinity itself, I conceive, might lose some of
its horror—indeed, some of “the Horrors” of
Borrow—when, beside the sea, the world itself

seems no more to have a limit......
Bl Xy &4 EDOFOERICIE. THH 5B,

At Lamorna, the most desolate place | have
ever seen in Cornwall, as | gazed down from
the cliff into the stormy waves that heaved in a
tumultuous passion against the grim rocks,
there came over me that curious sensation (cer-
tainly known to Borrow) of the terror of the

abyss, épris de I’horreur de ’abime. 03
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The ‘Horrors,” for example. Whenever they
come | must drink strong Port wine, and then

they are stopped instantly. aa
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Take, in “Lavengro,” the chapter describing
his paroxysm of fear in the dingle,...... I know
nothing of the kind, in any language, equal to
those pages of Borrow; they go deep down into

(i)

some “obscure night of the soul”......
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It was a deep hollow in the midst of a wide
field, the shelving sides were overgrown with
trees and bushes, a belt of sallows surrounded
it on the top, a steep winding path led down
into the depths, practicable, however, for a light
cart, like mine;at the bottom was an open space,
and there I pitched my tent, and there I contrived

to put up my forge. “I will here ply the trade
(16)

J

of kaulomescro,” said 1.
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...... And now, once more, | resied my head
upon my hand, but almost instantly lifted it
again in a kind of fear, and began looking at
the objects before me, the forge, the tools, the
branches of the trees, endeavouring to follow
i their rows, till they were lost in the darkness
of the dingle; and now [ found my right hand
grasping convulsively the three forefingers of
the left, first collectively, and then successively,
wringing them till the joints cracked; then I be-
came quiet, but not for long. A

Suddenly I started up, and could scarcely re-
press the shriek which was rising to my lips.
Was it possible ? Yes, all too certain; the evil
one was upon me; the inscrutable horror which
1 had felt in my boyhood had once more taken
possession of me. | had thought that it had for-
saken me;that it would never visit me again;that
I had outgrown it; that I might almost bid defi-
ance to it; and I had even begun to think of it
without horror, as we are in the habit of doing
of horrors of which we conceive we run no
danger; and, lo! when least thought of, it had
seized me again. Every moment [ felt it gather-
ing force, and making me more wholly its own.
What should I do ? — resist, of course; and I

did resist. I grasped, I tore, and strove to fling
it from me; but of what avail were my effortg?

I could only have got rid of it by geiting rid of
myself: it was part of myself, or rather it wag
all myself. Irushed amongst the irees, and
struck at them with my bare fists, and dashed
my head against them, but I felt no pain. How
could I feel pain with that horror upon me !
and then I flung myself on the ground, gnawed
the earth and swallowed it; and then I looked
round; 1t was almost total darkness in the din-
gle, and the darkness added to my horror. kI
could no longer stay there; up I rose from the
ground, and attempted to escape;at the bottom
of the winding path which led up the acclivity
I fell over something which was lying on the
ground; the something moved, and gave a kind
of whine. It was my little horse, which had
made that place its lair; my- little horse, my
only companion and friend in that now awful
solitude. I reached the mouth of the dingle;the
sun was just sinking in the far west, behind me;
the fields were flooded with his last gleams.
How beautiful everything looked in the last
gleams of the sun! I felt relieved for a moment;
I was no longer in the horrid dingle; in another
minute the sun was gone, and a big cloud occu-
pied the place where he had been; in a litile
time it was almost as dark as it had previously
been in the open part of the dingle. My horror
increased ; what was [ to do?—it was of no use
fighting against the horror, that 1 saw; the
more I fought against it, the stronger it became.
What should I do: say my prayers? Ah! why
not? So 1 knelt down under the hedge, and said,
“Our Father”; but that was of no use;and now
I could no longer repress cries; the horror was
too great to be borne. What should I do: run
to the nearest town or village, and request the
assistance of my fellow-men? No! that I was
ashamed to do; notwithstanding the horror was
upon me, I was ashamed to do that. I knew
they would consider me a maniac, if [ went
screaming amongst them; and [ did not wish

to be considered a maniac. Moreover, I knew



that ] was not a maniae, for I possessed all my
reasoning powers, only the horror was upon

me—the screaming horror! But how were in-
different people to distinguish between madness
and this screaming horror? So I thought and
reasoned; and at last I determined not to go
amongst my fellow-men whatever the result
ﬁight be. 1 went to the mouth of the dingle,
and there placing myself on my knees, I again
said the Lord’s Prayer; but it was of no use;
praying seemed to have no effect over the horror;
the unutterable fear appeared rather to increase
than diminish; and I again uttered wild cries,
so loud that I was apprehensive they would be
heard by some chance passenger on the neigh-
bouring road; 1, therefore, went deeper into the
dingle; 1 sat down with my back against a
thorn bush; the thorns entered my flesh, and
when 1 felt them I pressed harder against
the bush; I thought the pain of the flesh might
in some degree counteract the mental agony;
presently 1 felt them no longer; the power of
the mental horror was so great that 1t was
impossible, with that upon me, to feel any pain
from the thorns. I continued in this posture a
long time, undergoing what I cannot describe,

and would not attempt if I were able. Several
times I was on the point of starting up and
rushing anywhere; but 1 restrained myself,
for 1 knew 1 could not escape {from myself, so
why should | not remain in the dingle? so I
thought and said to myself, for my reasoning
powers were still uninjured. At last it appeared
to me that the horror was not so strong, not
quite so strong upon me. Was it possible that
it was relaxing its grasp, releasing its prey? O
what a mercy! but it could not be—and yet I
looked up to heaven, and clasped my hands, and
and said, “Our Father”. I said no more, | was
too agitated; and now | was almost sure that
the horror had done iis worst.

After a little time ] arose, and staggered down
yet farther into the dingle. I again found my
little horse on the same spot as before; 1 put
my hand to his mouth, he licked my hand. [
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flung myself down by him and put my arms
round his neck; the creature whinned, and
appeared to sympathise with me; what a com-
fort to have any one, even a dumb brute, to
sympathise with me at such a moment! I
clung tomy little horse as if for safety and
protection. 1 laid my head on his neck, and
felt almost calm ; presently the fear returned,
but not so wild as before; it subsided, came
again, again subsided; then drowsiness came
over me, and at last I fell asleep, my head sup-
ported on the neck of the little horse. I awoke;
it was dark, dark night—not a star was to be

seen—but I felt no fear, the horror had left me.m)
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BHEICERT 5, EERATTHHINL ., EH—AOD
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Oh, how dare I mention the dark feeling of
mysterious dread which comes over the mind,
and which the lamp of reason, though burning

bright the while, is unable to dispel! 1
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“What ails you, my child?” said a mother
to her son, as he lay on a couch under the
influence of the dreadful one; “what ails you?
you seem afraid!”

Boy. And so I am;a dreadful fear is upon me.

Mother. But of what; there is no one can
harm you; of what are you apprehensive?

Boy. Of nothing that I can express; I know
not what I am afraid of, but afraid I am.

Mother. Perhaps you see sights and visions;
ITknew a lady once who was continually think-
ing that she saw an armed man threaten her,
but it was only an imagination, a phantom of
the brain.

Boy. No armed man threatens me; and ’fis
not a thing like that would cause me any fear.
Did an armed man threaten me, I would get up
and fight him ; weak as I am, I would wish for
nothing better, for then, perhaps, I should lose
this fear; mine is a dread of I know not what,
and there the horror lies.

Mother. Your forehead is cool, and your
speech collected. Do you know where you are?

Boy. I know where I am, and [ see things just
as they are; you are beside me, and upon the
table there is a book which was written by a
Florentine; all this I see, and that there is no
ground for being afraid. I am, moreover, quite

20

cool, and feel no pain—but, but—
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Sir, 1 admire your style of writing,and your
manner of thinking; and | am much obliged to
my good friend and correspondent for sending
me some of your productions...... ——quite
original, sir, quite; took with the public, espe-
cially the essay about the non-existence of
anything ......
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An English translation of Kant’s philosophy
made its appearance on my table the day
before its publication. In my notice of this
work, | said that the English shortly hoped to

give the Germans a guid pro guo.
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Do

...... I was, indeed, in a labyrinth! In what
did ! not doubt? With respect to crime and
virtue | was in doubt; I doubted that the one
was blameable and the other praiseworthy.
Are not all things subjected to the law of neces-
sity? Assuredly; time and chance govern all
things: yet how can this be? alas!

Then there was myself; for what was I born?
Are not all things born to be forgotten? That’s
incomprehensible: yet is it not so ? Those butter-
flies fall and are forgotten. In what is man
better than a butterfly? All then is born to be
forgotten. Ah!that was a pang indeed; ’tis at

@

such a moment that a man wishes to die.
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“Would I had never been born!” I said to
myself; and a thought would occasionally
inirude. But was I ever born? Is not all that
] see a lie—a deceitful phantom? Is there a
world, and earth, and sky? Berkeley’s doctrine

—Spinosa’s doctrine! Dear reader, I had at
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that time never read either Berkeley or Spinosa.
I have still never read them ; who are they, men
of yesterday? “All is a lie—all a deceitful
phantom,” are old cries; they come naturally
from the mouths of those, who, casting aside
that choicest shield against madness, simplicity,
would fain be wise as God, and can only know
that they are naked. This doubting in the
“universal all” is almost coeval with the human
race: wisdom, so called, was early sought
after. All is a lie—a deceitful phantom—was
said when the world was yet young; ...... All is
a lie, was the doctrine of Buddh; and Buddh
lived thirty centuries before the wise king of
Jerusalem, who sat in his arbours, beside his
sunny fishpools, saying many fine things, and,
amongst others, “There is nothing new under

the sun!” 2
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My own peculiar ideas with respect to every-
thing being a lying dream began also to revive.
Sometimes at midnight, after having toiled for
hours at my occupations, I would fling myself
back on my chair, look about the poor apart-
ment, dimly lighted by an unsnuffed candle,
or upon the heaps of books and papers before
me, and exclaim: “Do I exist? Do these things, -
which I think I see about me, exist, or do they
not? Is not everything a dream-—a deceitful
dream? Is not this apartment a dream—the
furniture a dream? The publisher a dream—
his philosophy a dream? Am | not myself a

dream—dreaming about translating a dream ?(25)
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“Well, dear,” said the old woman, “do as
you please; I should like to see the—what do
you call it 7 —Bible, and to read it, as you

» 8

seem to think it true.
PDHEI ‘seem’ EVITEEB->TE DS

“Yes,” said I, “seem; that is the way to
express yourself in this maze of doubt—I seem
to think—these apples and pears
be—...... » &0

seem to
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“I wonder whether there is a world.”

“What do you mean?”

“An earth and sea, moon and stars, sheep
and men.”

“Do you doubt 1t?”

“Sometimes.” 2]
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