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in drawing and perfectly familiar with

his "orders," he had to undergo train-

ing in mason - work, carpentry and

carving before he was considered

properly qualified to practice. This
latter requirement must have been
most irksome and disagreeable to the

high-bred youth of that day, who
often had to live as well as work
with the common workmen while

they were undergoing this apprentice-

ship.
Of these houses the first that claims

our attention is a most perfect place
further up the "Spa" and adjoining
"Carrollton." The house itself (built
about 1750 by Dr. Upton Scott) is

placed on the ridge of the high plateau

overlooking the creek at a most beau-
tiful point where it sweeps around the

side and front of this estate and disap-

pears towards the south. Terraces

evidently extended from the front to

the water, and at the rear a charming
old-fashioned garden surrounded by a

high brick wall now entirely covered
with vines and creepers. This house is

now owned by Sisters of Notre Dame,
a Roman Catholic order, who have

charge of the school connected with
the adjoining church, and in whose
care this old house has received the

very best care and attention. But
what a contrast do their serious, ear-

nest faces and their sombre garments
make with the brilliant costumes and

merry groups of gay Annapolitans that

so often in the old days were gathered
here. The merry music of the dance
has gone and in its place one hears at

times the voices of the nuns intoning
service in the chapel. Upon entering
this house from the front through its

great handsome doorway we find our-

selves in a large square hall, with the

staircase on the right and doors open-
ing into three of the rooms adjoining.
A narrower hall continues between the
two rear rooms, that were probably
sitting-room and parlor, to the rear

porch and the garden. Unlike the

majority of the houses here the kitchen
is in the basement at the rear, and the

wings are entirely detached from the
main building. The woodwork in this

house and particularly in the hall is

elaborately carved. The architraves

of the doors, the consoles under the
staircase treads and the mouldings
around the fire-places are beautifully
and elaborately ornamented in more
or less the same general detail which

gives a unity of ideas to the whole.
Further up the "Spa" and on a line

with the " Wolf House "
was another,

celebrated in its day, the " Tasker

House," long since destroyed by fire
;

and nearly opposite its site across a

"cove" and buried amongst the

greenest foliage stands "
Acton," the

homestead of the Murrays, with its

splendid old trees, hedges, flower gar-

den, and lawn stretching in all direc-

tions. The flower garden itself, as we
see to-day so often in England, is sepa-
rated from the lawns by high hedges
running down to the water's edge from
the southern side of the house, and
divided into beds by curiously-planned
walks lined with box.

We have in the plan of this house
the same general arrangement and
number of rooms as we have seen

before, but the drawing-room is much
improved by a great bay which extends
across the centre of the rear and opens
upon the porch and the lawn stretching
down to the water.

Returning to the centre of the city
we pass the old churchyard where the

first church, endowed by William III,
stood in 1695, where the second, conse-
crated in 1792, remained until within
our own day and then was totally de-^

stroyed by fire.

The story is told that the old bell in

this church, given by Queen Anne and,

stamped with her name and the arms
of her family, which had called wor-

shippers together for over a century,

rang out its own death knell when the,

fire reached the tower.

The walls of the present church

covering the old foundations are al-

ready entirely enveloped in ivy and

Virginia creeper. Below them still

rest the remains of many of the ok

city's distinguished sons, and a few oi

the gravestones, with their coats ol

arms covering half of their surfaces

still remain in spite of the perils tc

which they have been subjected.

Looking to the north from the State

House, and hidden among locusts
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poplars and magnolia trees we see the
" Randall House," erected about 1730

by Thos. Bordley. It stands in the

midst of a charming old-fashioned

garden with lawns in front and diverg-

ing walks behind lined with flowerbeds

and high box borders, and possessing in

its great stretch of front some of the

most striking characteristics of an An-

napolis home, besides the peculiarity of

being in the centre of its grounds and
not on the street. That part of the

main house beyond the sitting-room has

been added within the present genera-
tion (to take the place of a frame ad-

dition that was removed), but it so

thoroughly carries out the character-

istics of the plans of its day in its ar-

rangement that no one would suspect
that this later portion was not of the

same date as the rest.

The front hall, as in the case of two
other examples (the

" Ridout
" and

" Brice
"
houses), is not on centre with

the axis of the house, and the staircase

rises directly from the entrance with a*'

most charming rail, wainscot and bal-

usters in French walnut 'or mahogany.
The library is in the wing connecting
with the parlor, and is placed a few feet

below its level, forming a most inter-

esting and attractive room. It opens
upon the garden on one side and upon
the conservatory on the other, and its

ceiling follows the lines of the roof

above, giving unusual height and a

charming effect.

On the front of this house, and run-

ning its full length, once stood a row of

columns supporting the projecting
eaves and resting upon a long porch
that had long ago disappeared and with
it a charming facade, such as one

always associates with the houses much
further south than Maryland. To the

north of these grounds and overlooking
them from its high ridge and flanked

by dormitories and professors' houses,
stands a great square brick building,
with brown stone quoins and belt

courses with classic porches front and
rear and surmounted by an octagonal
cupola and an open circular belfry. This
old building was erected in 1744 as an
executive mansion for the Colonial Gov-

ernors, but was never completed as such.

When the governors of King William's

School (the third oldest institution of

learning in this country) decided to

change its site, and its name to St.

John's College, this building was
selected for the purpose, and rear-

ranged to meet its new requirements.
Since then, dormitories and the houses
of the president and the professors of

the college have been added, giving to

the whole a thoroughly dignified and
attractive appearance. Facing the

college campus, and opposite its north-

eastern boundary, is a delightful old

Colonial house, quite unusual in plan
and general appearance, standing
back from two streets that meet here

among splendid trees that look as if

they had been left as guardians of its

life and comfort.

This was the town residence of the
celebrated Colonial Governor Ogle and
was built by him in 1742.
The stable of this eccentric old gen-

tleman was built at the corner and in

front of his house as a mark of his devo-
tion to the fine horses that he so dearly
loved and to which he was wont to give
such an extraordinary amount of per-
sonal attention.

Adjoining the Ogle place, and separ-
ated from it by a high brick wall, stands
the home of Governor Lloyd, now
called the " Chase House," and prob-
ably as noble a dwelling as this coun-

try has ever produced. Although
among the last of the Colonial houses
in Annapolis, dating from 1770, its su-

perb massiveness, its color and its un-

usual proportions, together with the

delightful simplicity and refinement of

its details, place it in the first rank

among the most successful productions
of its kind. Its plan is simplicity itself,

and its axes are preserved with the skill

of a genuine "classicist." The whole
effect of its interior bears witness to

the fact that its owner fully understood
the art of "good living" and of enter-

taining on a scale not common even in

that day. Its long hall, the walls of

which were recently hung with fine old

family portraits, runs through the cen-

tre of the building and opens into each
of the rooms and passages that flank it.

Opposite the entrance and in the

centre of the hall rises the staircase to

a landing under the broad window so
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characteristic in detail and outline of

the houses of that date. From this

landing it divides and rises on the right
and left to a charming hall above, with
its beautiful woodwork and ceiling. It

will be noticed that the steps themselves
are solid wood with the inner edge rest-

ing on the step below and its end against
the wail securely braced. This is not
an uncommon feature of the staircases

here. All the doors in the first story
are of the choicest mahogany, and the
latches and rings of wrought silver.

The parlor on the left has a beautifully
refined marble mantel and the ceiling
is very effectively worked in stucco.

The dining-room, however, on the

right is the finest room by far, and dis-

plays much the greater share of decor-
ation in wood carving that this old
house has to show. The passage ad-

joining it has been used as a pantry of

late, but such modern necessities were
not appreciated or desired a hundred
and fifty years ago. For it is a re-

markable fact that among all the
houses in Annapolis there is not a

pantry in connection with the dining-
room, and the only store rooms that

exist are near the kitchen or in the
basement. Probably the quantity of

old silver and glass used then was kept
exposed or under cover in the great

mahogany cases and cupboards that

still remain in some of our dining-
rooms, or in small closets that we are

apt to find adjoining them.
The facilities for prompt service in

those days (in spite of the number of

attendants) must have been sorely
strained when we consider the usual

distance between dining-room and

kitchen, as well as that long passage
that seems to be a most unnecessarily
awkward means of connection between
the two. But to return to the "Chase
House." One of its most charming
features is the passage between the

parlor and sitting-room that leads out

upon a porch at the south side of the
house overlooking the garden.

In the basement of this house and
below the hall is the great wine cellar

with a barrel vault of brick above run-

ning the full depth of the house.

Another of the striking peculiarities of

this house is that it has three stories

above its basement instead of two,
which is the universal rule, and also
that it possesses a rear staircase, a sign
of great extravagance or else of a de-
cided change in the long-established
domestic arrangements common in that

day. From the windows of the upper
stories the whole harbor can be seen
and the long stretch of bay beyond.
On the opposite side of the street

stands the " Harwood House," also
called the " Lockerman House," built
in 1770, and made purposely low
that it might intercept as little as pos-
sible the water view that their opposite
neighbors so greatly prized. The
general effect of this house with its

outstretching wings is most pleasing
and bears testimony in its beautiful

lines and proportions to the skill of

some thoroughly well-educated and
sensitive designer.
The entrance doorway is a gem of its

kind and its effect with the two windows
above, each as perfect in itself as the

doorway, impress one as most unusual.
Its narrow central hall leads directly to

the parlor at the rear, a lovely room
overlooking the garden and, as in the
case of so many others, opening di-

rectly upon it down the old stone steps.
The staircase is in a separate hall to

the right and therefore combines all

the usefulness of two.
In the second story is the most de-

lightful feature in the house. This is

a beautiful room, elaborately decorated
and extending across the entire rear

above the parlor and dining-room. It

was evidently used as the ball-room.

The wing and "
lobby

" on the left

do not seem to have been connected
with the main house. The right wing
contains the kitchen, laundry and serv-

ants' sleeping rooms. The garden at

the rear falls gradually to the east.

The old box borders of the flower-beds

have long since overgrown the walks
which they once followed, and are now
great hedges, indicating still the land-

scape gardener's plan originally in ex-

istence.

Across the low ground that separates

them, we see two splendid specimens of

Annapolitan architecture, with their

high unbroken roofs and outstretched

wings. These are the "Brice House,"
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and the " Paca House "
(now the

"Swann House)."
They were both built about 1740,

and stand quite close together upon
two intersecting streets (Prince George
and East). The ground behind them
falls rapidly to what was once an inlet

from the harbor, and the boundary of

the property in the water is marked by
a brick wall upwards of 12 feet in

height and pierced by narrow slits that

would have given in a mediaeval fort-

ress perfect protection to crossbowmen.
The Brice House has many beautiful

features within. Its exterior is exceed-

ingly dignified, but rather severe. The
entrance hall is large and nearly square,
with its elaborate mahogany staircase

rising to the left. The drawing-room
is unusually beautiful and commands
an outlook of the entire garden. Its

mantel and cornice are well known to

most of the architects in the East, and
is much admired, though few probably
know where it belongs. The walls of

this room, as in the case of so many of

the old houses here, are paneled in

plaster. The sitting-room adjoining has
a secret staircase in the wall connecting
it with the bedroom above.
We have now examined perhaps

the most characteristic private dwell-

ings of Annapolis, although hardly
half of their full number

;
and as

a proper "winding up" of the

subject we will make our way down
to the Naval Academy grounds and,
near the lower gate, see a splendid
old, dignified mass of brick-work that
looks as if it had been built to outlive
all time. This was the executive man-
sion of the Governers of Maryland
from 1753 to 1866, and no Governor in

America had a more charming home or
more delightful surroundings, over-

looking the harbor from its rear, with a
fine sweep of lawn reaching down to

the water and stretching along the har-
bor's front as far as the mouth of the
broad Severn.
The front has a broad pediment above

its central entrance, resembling closely
that of the " Harwood House." From
its rear a great bay projects, running
up through the roof. The central hall

is flanked by rooms that might have
been used for the official business of the

Governor, or as reception rooms. Be-
fore you is the room that was the great
drawing-room or State dining room,
running across the larger portion of the
rear with its inviting bay, its porch and
its charming view over lawns and
water.

The staircase hall was entered from
without by a side porch, which was
probably used only by the family of the
Governor. Like the staircases in the

"Ogle House" and in the "Chase
House" the steps (riser and tread) are
solid wood.
Another conspicuous work of an

earlier date is the old "City Hotel"
where Washington stopped when he
visited Annapolis officially, and where
distinguished men from home and
abroad were received with a hospitality
that was celebrated far and wide.
Wainscoted from floor to ceiling, with

deep window seats and delicate mould-
ings, those old rooms still possess con-

vincing signs of the good taste and
careful design that had produced them,
and which seems to have been so uni-

versal among the architects of that
time.

Thus we have sketched the history
and architecture of these interesting
people as well as their general mode of

life. With the breaking out of the
Revolution the whole character of this

old city of Queen Anne underwent an
entire change, and its days as the
" Social Athens of America " came to

their end. The breaking up of families,
the loss of that stimulant that the gay
followers of the British Governors and
their garrison had given to the social

life of the place ;
and last but more im-

portant still the loss of her commercial

supremacy and the rapid growth of

Baltimore, all combined to take from
her those characteristics that had made
her so famous under the old regime.
Annapolis belonged distinctly to the
earlier epoch of this country's history,
and with the birth of the new century
she settled down into comparative ob-

scurity and only retains to-day the sug-
gestions of her former character.

Such a hurried and imperfect de-

scription of a place possessing treasures
of uncommon historical interest and of

architectural skill is certainly quite un-
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worthy of the subject ;
but much has to

be omitted in an article of these dimen

sions, and a mere outline of the whole-,

such as this, can readily be supple-
mented by any one desiring to make a

careful study of the subject in detail.

Annapolis stands to-day quite as

unique in her character and gem-nil

appearance as she did when in her

prime, years before the Revolution.

Affected in only a small degree by the

changes that a century has wrought
upon her former rivals, by that irresist-

ible march of progress and of im-

provement that characterizes every-

where, in the " Old World
"

as well as

in the "
New," the spirit of the Nine-

teenth Century.

Cultivated and charming homes still

exist there as witnesses of the tradi-

tions ami manner of life so celebrated

there, and the old foundations in brick
and stone that were laid generations
ago, still stand firm and unchanged as

monuments to her former life ami
character.

Annapolis may still be called the
" finished city," and those who love
her quaint old streets, her well-shaded

gardens and her dark, red walls of

brick, can see in them something which
no other city in this land affords, and
find there a link of exquisite workman-
ship binding the hurrying business life

of to-day with the old-fashioned peace
and cultivation of Colonial Maryland.

T. Henry Randall.





SUNSET OF THE AGES.

Sad Souls, what seek ye there

Amid the sunset light ?

The great world rolling onward

Brings the night;
The visions that ye see beyond the golden bars
Are further than the stars.

Sad Souls, what hear ye there ?

What voices whisper cheer?
What message have the dead
For ye to hear?

Learn not again old prophecies fulfilled,
Nor strive to sing the songs the Silence stilled,
Pluck not the withered flower,
Mend not the broken lyre,
Strive not to warm the soul

Before the blackened fire,

Faint not, nor weep, nor think the grave
Holds anything 'twere well to save.

For larger prophecies shall yet be born
Of those fulfilled,

And vaster melodies shall yet arise

From old songs stilled,

Dead flowers shall blossom yet
On paths untrod,
And Faith shall reach the light
That shines 'round God.

Nothing the soul hath felt was vain
No faith, no hope, no sorrow, no pain.

'Tis the tears of men that water
The fairest flower that blows
Out of the mire of human life

The lily Perfection grows.

The soft south wind is coming,
Ye Souls that yearn and faint;

The Dove of Love is hastening
To answer her jihate's complaint.

See, with their golden sandals,
Come trooping the joyous Hours,
And Faith and Hope are blossoming
Into everlasting flowers.

Lo! The breath of the larger life shall come on the air to ye,
As the soft wind brings on its dewy wings the odor of the sea.

Harry W. Desmond.





SECTION OF ST. SERGIUS, CONSTANTINOPLE.

BYZANTINE ARCHITECTURE. -PART

(CONTINUED.)

VEN if we had not some
of the important build-

ings erected in the time
of Constantine, we could
form a shrewd guess of

what they were like, for

we roughly know what
there was in Rome up to

his time, and he began
to re^gn but eight years

(313) after the abdication
of Diocletian (305), for we may call him

reigning after the defeat of Maxentius
in 313, and when he issued the edict

giving liberty of public worship to the

Christians. Diocletian's Palace at

Spalato, and his Baths at Rome still re-

main, and Constantine's architects could

only have altered a little, or improved
a little, on what had immediately pre-
ceded them. We are also told that at

Constantinople Constantine had pal-
aces built like those in Rome and its

vicinity, to induce the Roman nobility
to come and stay there. We know that

he gave one of the private basilicas at

Rome for the Church of San John
Lateran, and that he had the original
basilica of St. Peter's built. Vitruvius
tells us what the basilica was like (Vit.,

Vol. I. 3. 32.

Lib. V., cap. i., par. 4), and that the

private basilica was like it (Vit., Lib.

VI., cap. v., par. 2); he began to write
when the Republic still nominally ex-

isted, and important decisions had to

be given by ablex Senators on what we
should now call international questions.
The private basilicas were then arbi-

tration-rooms, where numerous deputa-
tions probably had to be seated, crowds
of witnesses, and possibly many assess-

ors
;
and they were also used for politi-

cal meetings, but in Constantine's time
I fancy they were a sort of music-hall.
The Lateran Basilica was originally
built by Lateranus, a senator of Nero's

days. Besides the basilicas Constantine
turned into churches or had built, he
had other churches constructed after

the fashion of the Circular Temple of

Portunus at Ostia, and it is believed
others of an octagonal shape, after the
manner of the Golden Temple of Anti-

och. We also know that most of his

buildings at Constantinople were roofed
with wood, and so badly built that

when they were not burnt they fell, or

had to be pulled down; that he was so

short of architects that he granted im-

munities to those who would allow their
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sons to be brought up to that profes-

sion, and bestowed a salary on the

students, and the edict for this applied
to Italy and a great part of Northern
Africa. The prevalence of building in

his new capital, and in several parts of

the empire, must have given, too, a

great impetus to the immigration of

architects into Constantinople, as well

as into other cities where large. build-

ing operations were being carried on.

We also know that the art of figure

sculpture was at so low an ebb that

statues from existing buildings were
transferred to his triumphal arch in

Rome, because there were no sculptors

capable of doing them. We believe

that there was not much change in the

forms of churches for more than a cen-

tury after his death, although the bema
or sanctuary was made much deeper,

and, perhaps, also the form of the Greek
cross or the Tau was more insisted on,

though it is stated that some of the

civil basilicas at Rome had a transept
in front of the apse which gives the

Tau; this form is seen at the basilicas

of St. Paul, outside the wall, and St.

Mary the Greater, at Rome. The pres-
ent church of St. Demetrius, at Salonica,
is said to have been built in 412-413.
The Tau is made in this basilica by two
inclosures in the aisles, just in front of

the apse and at a higher level /. e., at

the level of the paving of the bema,
which was always raised a step. The
semi-circular atrium to St. Demetrius'
tomb is domed after the fashion of

the Temple of Jupiter at Diocletian's

Palace, only here it was made orna-

mental, and evidently was meant to be

seen, apparently pointing to a later

date. Still an important step had been
taken in regard to capitals, for there

are some at St. Demetrius which we
now look on as purely Byzantine. It

is not, however, until we come to the

reign of Justinian that we have any
exact dates to rely on after the date of

Constantine. Although archaeology is

not of any direct use to architecture,

except where it is all the architecture

there is, it is of the utmost importance
that we should know the dates of build-

ings when we want to trace their influ-

ence on the plan, the construction, or

the ornamentation of subsequent ones.

Procopius has given us a list of some
of the buildings erected by Justinian's
order to within ten years of his death,
and this includes St. Sergius and
Bacchus at Constantinople (see litho-

graph), called "the little Sta. Sophia,"
whose interior is very similar to San
Vitale at Ravenna. At first sight, the

upper part of the three flat sides of the

octagon are scarcely noticed to be dif-

ferent from the apses. San Vitale is be-

lieved to have been begun in the year
before Justinian was associated with
his uncle Justin as joint Emperor, and
that when he was sole Emperor he and
Theodora contributed funds for its

completion; it is also said to have been

designed on the plan of Constantine's
Golden Temple at Antioch. I must
tell you that the history of Byzantine
architecture is in a perfect state of

chaos as far as dates are concerned,
and when we have exhausted Procopius'
list of the buildings, we can only make
guesses at the dates of churches from
this arrangement, construction or orna-

mentation.
A list of the buildings erected by

Constantine's order is given, I believe,

by Eusebius, and in Ciampini are illus-

trations of the ecclesiastical buildings
erected in his reign. Our Archaeologi-
cal School at Athens is now mainly de-

voting itself to the study of Byzantine
architecture; its students, Messrs.
Schultz and Barnsley, have for some
time past been making drawings of the

remaining Byzantine churches in Ath-

ens, Epirus, Macedonia, etc., including
their mosaics; and Mr. Gardiner, the

head of the school, has been assisting
them in the deciphering of inscriptions.

In the early Christian Church the

question was, where it could get a

place to meet in without molestation,
and we know that the catacombs of

Rome were used for that purpose, and
there was no thought then about orien-

tation. As late as St. Augustine, who
was born in the fourth and died in the
fifth century, all that he asked for was
a square room like the Ark of Noah,
with a recess for the altar; but as early
as Clement, at the end of the first

century, the new churches were ar-

ranged, when they could be, like the

temples are recommended to be by
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Vitruvius, with the entrance to the
east. St. John Lateran and St. Peter's

are so placed; the priest at the altar

stood facing the congregation, and the
women were put in the aisle to the left

of the priest, or north side, and the
men to the right or south side. When
the orientation was changed in the
fifth century, and the altar was at the
east end, the priest turned his back on
the congregation, and though his hands
were the same way as before, the right
and left of the altar remained in their

original position. This has introduced

great confusion. S. Apollinare Nuovo,
at Ravenna, is oriented with its front

to the west and the altar to the east;
but it is evident that the women were
on the south side and the men on the

north, for their attention must have
been directed to the examples of their

own sex, and the procession of virgins
is on the north and that of the saints

on the south side of the nave, /.
<?.,

to

the old right and left of the altar.

The ambos were retained in the old

places after the change of orientation,
the Gospels being read from the left,

or north ambo, and the Epistles from
the right or south. I should here say
that the clergy had usurped the nave
for its own use, and the congregation
were left in the aisles, the nave being
fenced off by a low balustrade; where
Christian churches have been converted
into mosques these balustrades are

often found used for paving. Besides
these arrangements, there was an
atrium in front of the church with an

impluvium, a labrum, a fountain or

a well in the middle for ablution, and
a narthex at the entrance of the church
for catechumens and penitents.
As the population gradually became

Christian, the atrium, which was partly
used for sheltering candidates for bap-
tism and partly for ablution, was only
needed for the second purpose, and

began to fall into disuse; and when,
in the seventh century, it was found
that the Moslem faith prescribed ablu-

tion, it was given up altogether in the

Christian Church. Extreme personal
uncleanness then became almost sy-

nonymous with sanctity it showed, at

least, the Christian's repugnance to

this injunction of the Koran. We read

of monks who were so holy that they
had never been washed all over since

they were baptised. The holy water

stoup in Roman churches is said to be
a relic of pristine ablution. In the

early churches the baptistery was a

separate building, outside the church;
but eventually adult baptism was given
up, and the font was admitted into the
church. The altar originally stood

just in front of the apse, and the apse
itself was used for the clergy, and was
called the Presbytery, with a seat all

round it called the consistorium, and
with a higher seat in the middle for

the bishop ;
this arrangement may

still be seen at St. Fosca, at Torcello,
near Venice, and I believe is still used
in the Orthodox or Greek Church. In
the Orthodox Church the altar was, and
is still, merely a table with a crucifix

on it; but in the Papal or Western

Church, it became the martyrium, and
was erected over the sarcophagus of a

saint, or over the grave where his re-

mains, bones, or fragments were
buried. Eventually each aisle was
consecrated as a separate church, and
each had a little apse at the east end.

The Basilica of San Pietro ad Vincula
at Rome, said to have been built in

442, is, I believe, the first church in

which this feature is seen, but I fancy
if it were examined it would be found
to be a much later alteration. The
use of three apses became, and is now,
universal in the Orthodox Church, but
it does not exist at Sta. Sophia, at Con-

stantinople, built in 532. It is, per-

haps, not to be looked for in circular

and octagnal churches, but it does not

exist in the Basilica of San Demetrius
at Salonica, though at the east end of

its north aisle there is a little chapel
with the three apses (which I could not

get into), and there is only one little

apse at the east end of the north aisle,

besides the great central apse at the

Great St. Mary's, now called Eski

Djouma, at Salonica possibly a later

addition
;
nor does this feature occur

at St. Irene, St. John Studios, nor at

the Kalender Mosque at Constanti-

nople, so that if we are quite sure these

small apses the French call them
absidioles have not been added sub-

sequently, it gives us some idea of the
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date of the church. The church at

Dana, on the Euphrates, said to be
built in Justinian's time, has only one,
and not three apses, although it has a

nave and two aisles.

It is, perhaps, as well to say here

that Christian churches, after Constan-
tine's edict, possessed the right of

sanctuary, and I was told by a member
of the Orthodox Church that the icono-

stasis was adopted for this reason that

robbers, thieves, and murderers, when

pursued, were accustomed to rush into

a church and cling to the altar. To
prevent this abuse the altar was pro-
tected by the screen and doors, called

the iconostasis, so that the sanctuary
could not be obtained until the priest
was satisfied that the claimant deserved
the privilege.
The apse was originally without light,

and was only lit from the nave or

transepts. Justinian unfortunately had
a dream that at Sta. Sophia it was to

have three windows, though before his

time windows had been put in the apses.
Since the Marquis de Vogue pub-

lished his work on Central Syria, great
attention has been given to the build-

ings he found there, and to their influ-

ence on Eastern and Western architect-

ure. These buildings of Central Syria,
whether lay or ecclesiastical, were of

stone, and most of their floors and ceil-

ings were formed of stone slabs carried

by arches, the roofs being mainly of

concrete, though there are the

ruins of churches that once had
timber roofs

;
in short, we may say that

where forests were at hand the archi-

tects used timber
;
but where no tim-

ber was to be had they made shift with

stone, just as at Babylon they used
burnt brick.

The Pretorium at Mousmieh is sup-

posed to have been one type for early
churches. This building consists of an

open portico in front, with a nearly

square chamber behind it, divided into

a wide central nave and two narrow
aisles. The nave is formed by four de-

tached and four attached columns, each
aisle by four attached -columns, and
those of one side of the nave

;
the cen-

tral square of the nave is formed by
arches resting on the four detached

columns, and has over it a four-sided

groined dome, of which only fragments
remain. The base of this dome was
abutted by four semi-circular vaults.

Beyond the end of the central nave is

an apse, and a small, square chamber
at the end of each aisle. This building
is said to have been erected between
161 and 169, in the days of Marcus
Aurelius and Lucius Verus, and is con-

sequently Roman. A great number of

Christian churches have also been

found, but there is very little external

evidence to show their date. One little

chapel at Omm-es-Zeitoun, built in the

year 282 /. e., before the days of Con-
stantine was domed on a square plan,
but the circle is obtained from the

square by corbelling at the angles, and
not by pendentives.

It is worth noticing that though the

Roman Empire, after the loss of the
western part, extended over the ex-

archate of Ravenna, Asia Minor, Syria,

Palestine, Egypt, and a part of the
north littoral of Africa, till the invasion
of Syria by the Moslems in the reign of

Heraclius (634 A. D.), yet there seems
to have been no uniformity of style or

method of building. Special local

schools seemed to have existed, that

produced special forms of churches,
partly influenced by the materials at

hand, and partly by the existing types.
In 515 or 516, the baptistery of St.

George at Ezra was built, an oblong-
square building, consisting of two con-
centric octagons, with two vestries and
an apse, wholely built of squared stone,
the inner octagon being domed over in

rubble with an oviform dome, circular

on plan like the Persian domes
;
a very

similar baptistery, cathedral, or church
is found at Bozrah, in the Hauran, said

to be of the year 512, or preceding that
of St. George of Ezra, only circular in-

stead of octagonal in plan. Some be-

lieve that the baptisteries or churches
of this shape were built after the fashion
of the Holy Sepulchre at Jerusalem.
This was built by the orders of Con-
stantine in 326, and was destroyed by
Chosroes II., the king of Persia, in 614,
some twenty years before the Arab in-

vasion. The controversies on the shape
and position of the Holy Sepulchre still

continue, so I will leave the subject
alone.
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I may say that most of the Syrian
churches had but one apse, and mostly
two square chambers on each side like

those of the Prsetorium at Mousmieh,
and that the basilica at Behio (Central
Syria) has a square apse. These Syrian
buildings from 330 to 635 are tech-

nically Byzantine, but have not much
resemblance to those built elsewhere.
We must believe that the numerous

schools of architecture started by Con-
stantine had great influence on architect-

ure, and must have made the architects

more scientific
;
we must also recollect

that there had been a greater and greater
inclination at Rome to make public
buildings uninflammable by vaulting
and doming. The baths had all their

halls or chambers vaulted or domed,
and the basilica of Maxentius finished

by Constantine was wholly vaulted and
domed. We also know that building
gradually became more scientific, for

there was a gradual diminution in the
ratio of the supports to the total area,
for while the ratio of Caracalla's baths
is .176, that of Diocletian's is .167, and
the Basilica of Maxentius .127. Still,

if we are to believe CElius Spartianus,
who lived about 297, in the days of

Maximinianus and Constantius the

Green, the architects had in certain re-

spects fallen off in skill, for he says
they confessed they were unable to

rival the solar cell of Caracalla's Baths.
I mention this prevalence of incom-
bustible structures at Rome because so

many of Constantine's buildings at

Constantinople appear to have been
roofed with wood, and the only reason
that can be assigned for this is his

haste and the want of skilled architects.

Two processes seem to have been go-
ing on between the time of Constan-
tine's brief (334 A. D.) for starting
architectural schools, and the accession
of Justinian in 527 A. D., namely, the
Church seems to have been settling the
best form of building for its ritual while
the architects were perfecting them-
selves in domical construction and its

abutments, and they were learning how
much piers of brick and stone and mon-
olithic columns of marble would carry.
The octagonal church at San Vitale at

Ravenna is said to have been founded

by Ecclesius in 526, the year Theodoric

the Great died, and consecrated by
Maximianus, the Archbishop of Rav-

enna, in 547, eight years after the tak-

ing of Ravenna by Belisarius
;

the

Emperor Justinian and Theodora are
said to have been at its opening ;

it is

very similar in plan to Minerva Medica
at Rome, but it is said to have been
built after the model of Constantine's
Golden Temple at Antioch. It con-
sisted of an oblong narthex, two stories

high, flanked by two round towers con-

taining staircases
;
for the long narthex

set askew, and now I believe pulled
down, is said to have been modern.
The church is an octagon about 118 ft.

across. Inside the external octagon is

another concentric to it which supports
the dome, about 50 ft. in diameter,
with seven of the sides of the octagon
formed into semi-circular apses, two
stories high, and each supported by a

triple arcade with two columns on each

story. The seven openings have semi-
circular arches at the level of the roof

of the gallery, the eighth side forms
the sanctuary, with a projecting apse
at its end, the triumphal or sanctuary
arch rises to the height of the arches
over the apses, and on either side of the

sanctuary are two staircases, and be-

yond them two circular vestries or

chapels. The space between the outer
and inner octagons form the aisles, and
over these are galleries one side at

least was originally meant for the

women, if not both. The octagon sides

run up and are brought into the circle

by small pendentives, from which a

hemispherical dome rises, roofed out-

side with a hipped timber roof
;

the bottom of the dome is pierced with

eight two-light windows. The arch to

the sanctuary runs up the two stories,
and just above it the sanctuary roof is

groined as far as the apse, which is

domed over at a height that will allow
of a window over it. The parts to the
north and south, between the arch and
the apse, have three-light openings in

two stories on each side. The aisles

have barrelled vaults, into which the

openings of the outer windows and the
arches of the seven apses groin. The
walls of the aisles are cased with mar-
ble in panels; these panels are streaked
in red and white, and believed by Mr.
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Brindley to be Rosso Antico and are

formed of slabs in two or four pieces
so as to make a pattern.
On the sides of the triumphal or

sanctuary arches are fine Classic bas-

reliefs of Cupids, one with a trident

(engraved on plate 148 of Moses Vases,

4to, London, 1814), and are said to

have been taken from a temple of

Neptune, for San Vitale is said to have
been built on the site of a temple to

that god. There are green porphyry
pilasters imbedded amongst the marble

linings of the lower aisles, and a su-

perb circular piece of opus Alexandri-

num of red porphyry inlaid with

mother-o'-pearl, giallo antico, and fine

stones of red, green and blue. The
whole of the sanctuary is covered with

superb mosaic; two panels at the back
of the altar represent, on the right,

Justinian with his guards and officers;

and on the left side, Theodora about

entering the Church of San Vitale.

She is sumptuously dressed, .and has a

robe of the Imperial purple embroid-
ered in gold at the bottom as a border,
with the adoration of the 'Magi. The

groined vault over the altar has the

most beautiful ornamental mosaic I

have ever seen. All the columns have
carved blocks over their capitals.

Many of the caps are Byzantine; the

upper blocks are in some cases carved
with a cross and two lambs. Procopius
tells us that the churches of SS. Sergius
and Bacchus, at Constantinople, were
built by Justinian. One was basilica

shaped and has been destroyed, the

other consists of an open Turkish

porch, a narthex, and the church with
a projecting apse. The church itself

is an irregular oblong square on the

skew, about 95 ft. by 112 ft. with the

narthex; it has an octagonal centre;
the outer oblong square is made into

an irregular octagon by four large
niches in* the angles, the seven sides of

the inner octagon are treated as fol-

lows: The side opposite the entrance
has a triple opening with two columns,
and this is repeated on the two other

square sides, the diagonal sides have
semi-circular apses, also supported by
two columns, and the whole of the

ground-floor has an entablature. The
eighth side is occupied by the sanctu-

ary, with a semi-circular apse at the

end, the arch of which goes up to .the

springing of the dome. The first floor

over the aisles is much higher than the

ground story, and is treated in the

same way, only the triple openings are

arcaded, and seven semi-circular arches

rising from the level of the caps of the

columns connect the whole. Between
these arches are the spherical penden-
tives, supporting a semi-circular dome,
fluted with sixteen flutes; each flute

dies against the vertical wall, and in

each alternate arch so formed is a

single window. The upper gallery

goes over the narthex. The entabla-

ture, which is of marble, has an en-

riched architrave. The frieze is divided
in two, the lower part being a torus

with fillets, ornamented with the

Byzantine acanthus scroll, and a flat

surface above with a Greek inscrip-
tion.

The cornice has an ornamented cyma
without a fillet below; the corona is

replaced by canti-levers; below them
is an ornamented bead with a dentil

band and fillet below. Eight of the

columns are of Verde antique, the rest

appear to Be synnadic; the capitals are

Byzantine, those of the upper galleries
are of the splayed cubic shape enriched

with ornament and with a sort of dwarf
Ionic capital below them. The joints
of the columns between the bases and

caps are filled with lead. It is a very
striking church as far as its internal

design is concerned, but it is at present
whitewashed; it is hoped the mosaic
exists below the whitewash. The
dome is a hemisphere about 54 ft. in

diameter.

We must probably look to Asia

Minor to find where Anthemius and
Isodore made their maiden essays; for

when Justinian first decided on the

new Sta. Sophia, Anthemius seems to

have had no hesitation in making his

model; and though Procopius tells us

that he and Isodore met with great
difficulties from the unprecedented
weights to be carried, they suc-

cessfully completed the building ;
and

this, as far as we now know, was the

first great European building with

spherical pendentives, the original

dome, too, being the flattest ever built.
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Architects will admit that less than

forty days was not much time for

making a model of an original

building with one of the largest and
flattest domes ever built. I beg to

draw your attention to a model being
the oldest and best way of show-

ing a design. It was from a model
that Sta. Maria-dei-Miracoli at Venice
was built, and Sir Christopher Wren
recommends a model to be made for

all important buildings.
The buildings forming the church of

Sta. Sophia and its dependencies were as

follows : An open atrium, surrounded
on its three sides by a peristyle, and

having in the middle of its open area
a cistern or fountain, an exo-narthex,
a narthex preceding the church, the

church, and a passage at the back of

it
;
on the south side a range of build-

ings, and attached to these, at the

west end, but further south, the bap-
tistery.
The buildings on the south side, be-

ginning at the west end, were as fol-

lows : A staircase for. the superior

catechumens, the vestibule to the nar-

thex, a passage and court, the clock-

room, the holy well, the metatorion
or large hall, the triclinum Thomaites,
and a wooden staircase for the

superior catechumens, forming a com-
munication between the galleries of

Sta.. Sophia, Sta. Maria Chalcopra-
tiana, and the Palace. The exo-
narthex is about 19 ft., the narthex
about 30 ft. wide, and both are about
200 ft. long ;

the height of the narthex
is 43 ft., and is lit by nine windows
above the roof of the exo-narthex

;
the

church is about 262 ft. long externally,
exclusive of the narthex and the pro-

jection of the apse, or 278 ft. long to

the outside of the apse, and about 240
ft. wide. The nave consists of an ob-

long square, no ft. wide by 103 ft.

long, with two vast hemicycles about

103 ft. in diameter at the east and west
ends

;
and each of these have a sub-

sidiary apse on each side, about 42 ft.

in diameter, each supported by arches
on two columns, and the square open-
ings in the middle of the hemicycles
are about 48 ft. wide, the eastern one

ending in an apse about 40 ft. in diame-

ter, with two tiers of windows in it, as

well as windows in its semi-dome. The
aisles, in the clear of the walls and
front columns, are about 56 ft. wide.
The dome is about 103 ft. in diame-

ter and 48 ft. high in the clear, and is

lit at its base by forty windows, and is

carried by the four arches of the nave,
and the four vast spherical pendentives

four enormous piers about 35 ft. long
over all and about 25 ft. thick at

their widest point have each a quarter
of the weight of the dome, one arch
and a pendentive to carry, the two pro-

jecting piers at the back of the first

main pier are nearly 6 ft. square. These
main piers, 25 ft. by 65 ft., are hollowed
out by an oblong chamber about 13 ft.

by 30, and by the openings for the aisle

and to the window, and have a net

area of about i,no ft. super; they carry
a portion of the gallery as well, but the

external part of the pier is mainly an
abutment. From the pavement to the

crown of the dome is 185 ft.
;
but this

is the new dome which was put up by
the nephew or grandson of Isodore, and
is said to be 25 ft. higher than the

original one.

If you look at the plan of St. Sergius
and Bacchus, you will see how well it

deserved the title of " The little Sta.

Sophia." It is an oblong square outside,
with a projecting apse at the east end
like Sta. Sophia, and if you cut the

church in two in the middle on a line

running north and south, and remove
the two halves far enough away from
each other to get in two more columns
and arches, and turn the two half hexa-

gons into semi-circles, you would have
the precise form of the nave of Sta.

Sophia, and to complete the resemblance

you have only to clear away the angle
niches of the aisles and insert four col-

umns; only as Sta. Sophia has a nave
about no ft. wide, and St. Sergius and
Bacchus has its nave only about 53 ft. 6

in., with a hemispherical dome of the

same diameter, all the supporting parts
of the former had to be very much larger:
if we take two of the angle peirs of St.

Sergius and Bacchus their sectional area

together is about 95 ft., while the front

half of one of the angle piers at Sta.

Sophia has a sectional area of 537 ft.,

and this was not a brick or rubble pier,
but one built of solid stone.
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Returning to Sta. Sophia, you enter

the narthex at one end, and walk down
this magnificent gallery, lined with slabs

of lovely marble, panelled by means of

projecting slips of white marble orna-

mented with what has been called the

Venetian dog-tooth, capped with a

carved marble string and pietra dura
work. The groined vault of the narthex
is covered with gold mosaic enriched
with silver and colors. As you walk
down it, you come to the bronze-plated

jambs of the royal door-way in the cen-

tre, and step into the church. The
sight that then meets your, eye is

thrilling, partly from its magnificence,
but mainly from its overwhelming vast-

ness. You are in a hall no ft. wide
a width of hall you have never seen be-

fore, and, though the length is 265 ft.,

the eye embraces it at once, and the

whole of the vast space is absolutely
without anything intervening between

you and the end of the apse, while above

your head is the immense dome, seem-

ingly supported on nothing, and below
the arch is the crescent of the hemi-

cycle, with its windows
;
the bulk of the

light is overhead or screened by the

columns of the aisles, and the windows
in the apse, being partly of stained-

glass, are not at first obtrusive, as you
naturally throw up your head ;

the whole
interior is lined with beautiful marbles,
panelled like the narthex, and with

pietra dura work in splendid patterns ;

the screen columns are monoliths of verd

antique from Ephesus, presented by
Constantine, the praetor of that city.
The columns of the apses are of purple
porphyry banded with bronze, and were

presented to Justinian by a wealthy
Roman widow named Marcia

; they were

probably taken from Palmyra by Aure-
lian to adorn his Temple of the Sun at

Rome. The domes and vaults, as well

as the walls above the marble lining,
are adorned with gold mosaic enriched
with slight patterns in color. There is

a subdued magnificence about the
effect that is enchanting, though I

believe the effect would be improved
by repolishing the marble, as at pres-

ent, the gold mosaic of the upper part
overwhelms the dim pale color of the

lower marble work. It is not, however,
until you go up into the galleries, each

250 ft. long by 60 ft. wide, besides the

upper narthex 200 ft. long by 26 ft.

wide, that you are fully aware of the
vastness of the structure, and the alti-

tude of the building is also better ob-
served there, for although you are only
43 ft. above the pavement, the chande-
liers with which the mosque is filled

seem to touch the ground, and yet you
seem no nearer to the dome

;
almost

every trace of figures has been obscured

by the Mussulmans the very heads of

the six-winged cherubims have been re-

placed by mosaic stars.

Justinian's pious boast when he opened
the church, "Glory be to God who
has thought me worthy to accomplish
so great a work

,
I have vanquished thee,

O Solomon!" strikes us as being only
too modest, for he had caused to be
erected a temple as superior in science

and effect to Solomon's Temple, as the
Pantheon is to an Indian wigwam he
had in fact caused to be produced one
of the wonders of the world.

In the description I have just given I

tried to convey the impression made
upon me on entering the churoh.
There are, however, a few more par-
ticulars I should like to give you,
although you can see most of these

from the diagrams (see section of Sta.

Sophia). The upper story is only five-

sevenths of the lower one, and to make
the arcades of the nave in tolerable

proportion, six columns have been put
over the four beneath, and round the

upper apses of the hemicycle there are

six columns over the two below, the

effect of which is satisfactory. The
height to the crown of the four

main arches of the nave is not a

fourth more than their width. The
screen walls, which fill in the north

and south aisles, above the upper ar-

cades, are pierced with two ranges of

circular-headed windows, so that the

whole of the upper part is flooded with

light. In looking from the floor of the

nave at the arcades you are satisfied

with them, but in looking down at the

lower ones from the end gallery the

capitals do not profile well
;
there is

a want of style and accent about them
which makes the whole of that piece of

the composition look tame and feeble.

In the aisles, the twelve columns
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have rather the appearance of having
been put in after the work was done

;

the position of eight of them has a sort of

haphazard look, which is intensified by
two of each, four being square piers,
while the other two are round columns.
One of the round ones of each group of

four is nestled into a corner by the

solid part of the subsidiary apse.
The extra weight the square piers have
to ca :ry seems hardly a sufficient reason
for making them square; still they are

not unsightly.
The two inner columns of the screen,

and the two behind them, tell their

story well they act as stiffeners to

the screen-wall, but, as in the aisles

and the galleries, the columns had to

be shorter than the screen ones to get
in the groined vaults, ingenious de-

vices have been hit on to accomplish
this; in the aisles the arches between
the front columns and the back ones
are quadrants, in the galleries the dif-

ference of height is got over by each
line of columns having its own wall

over it, and these wallg are joined at

a higher level by a small barrel vault.

The galleries show, alas ! too many
signs of the effect of the earthquakes
with which Constantinople has been
afflicted

;
vaults have opened, columns

have been pushed out of the upright,
and the marble slabs of the floors have
cracked and sunk : these appearances,
together with the iron ties, besides the

original wooden ones, tell their own
tale. The floor of the church is com-

pletely hidden, like that of all mosques.
It is, perhaps, hardly fair to criticise

the outside, as it is doubtful if it was
ever finished, and since the completion
of the church many additions have
been made to increase its stability.
The dome being planted on a square
terrace is depressed by the perspective,
and you only see a flat segment rising
above the buttresses at the sides of the
windows of the dome. The narthex,
with its large semi-circular windows
divided by a transom and columns,
looks like a riding-school or a factory ;

the enormous buttresses below hardly
explain themselves, and are not lovely
to look on. The north and south sides

have each two enormous towers reach-

ing to the terrace of the dome, the last

stories being round-headed
;

these

towers almost look as if they were of

prehistoric times
;
between them the

circular-headed walls of the aisles are

filled with vast circular-headed win-

dows, and look as if they were work-

shops added to a railway station. The
whole exterior is covered with whitewash
and narrow stripes of ruddle. Extern-

ally you would take it for a factory, or

an overgrown railway station, added
to by an engineer. It is not unpictur-
esque, as seen from the entrance to the

Bosphorus, with the sun setting behind
it

; you see a heavy square reddish

lump with a flat dome, but it compares
very unfavorably with the fine outline

of the great Turkish mosques.
It will, I think, be now interesting to

hear the account Procopius gives
of the difficulties encountered in the

building. These difficulties, if real,
show that the architects were not very
perfect in their knowledge, or, if the

difficulties were imaginary, that they
were adroit courtiers. There is some-

thing dramatic in human difficulties

and emotions that attracts our atten-

tion and enlists our sympathies, while
these sympathies are not touched
when the skill of the architects is so

great that we hear of nothing but the

completion of the building. Viollet-le-

Duc sneers at the twelfth-century archi-

tects, who were always seeing visions,
of having angels visit them to help them
out of their difficulties

;
but for that

very reason we feel a personal interest

in them, and a kindliness towards them
which we do not feel towards their more
skillful successors. There is hardly
a passage of such interest in the whole

thirty-seven books of Pliny's
" Natural

History" as that in which he recounts
the architect's trouble with the lintels

when he was building the Temple of

Diana of the Ephesians. Pliny says :

"The great marvel of this building is,

how such ponderous architraves could

possibly have been raised to so great a

height.
"

This, however, the architect

effected by means of bags filled with

sand, which he piled up upon an inclined

plane until they reached beyond the

capitals of the columns
; then, as he

gradually emptied the lower bags, the

architraves insensibly settled in the
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place assigned them. But the greatest

difficulty of all was found in laying
the lintel which he placed over the

entrance door. It was an enormous
mass of stone, and by no possibility
could it be brought to lie level upon
the jambs which formed its bed

;
in

consequence of which, the architect was
driven to such a state of anxiety and

desperation as to contemplate suicide.

Wearied and quite worn out by such

thoughts as these, during the night,

they say, he beheld in a dream the

goddess in honour of whom the temple
was being erected

;
who exhorted him

to live on, for that she herself had

placed the stone in its proper position ;

and such in fact, next morning, was
found to be the case, the stone appar-

ently having come to the proper level

by dint of its own weight (Pliny,
" N.

H.," Book xxxvi., cap. 21). ,

We must be thankful for small mer-
cies in the way of contemporary history
of architecture, as we mostly have none
at all

;
but when we know that Proco-

pius had been the secretary of Belisa-

rius, on whose courage and skill the

very existence of the Byzantine Empire
depended, and that he subsequently be-

came a senator and prefect of the city,
we think he might have learned the
names of the parts he describes and the

real particulars from the architects

themselves
;
but he behaved just like a

modern historian does who describes

battles there are pages, if not chapters
describing the charges and the car-

nage, but when you have read the de-

scription you do not see why the losing
side should not have won. The his-

torian never thinks of asking a master
of the art of war the causes of the

victory. I now give you extracts from

Procopius about the method of building
the piers, and about some of the
troubles encountered

;
he speaks, in the

first place, of the main piers supporting
the four great arches, as follows :

" The Emperor Justinian and the archi-

tects Anthemius and Isodorus used

many devices to construct so lofty a

church with security. One alone of

these I will at this present time explain,

by which a man may form some opinion
of the strength of the whole work. As
for the others, I am not able to discover

them all, and find it impossible to ex-

plain them in words. It is as follows :

The piers of which I just now spoke
are not constructed in the same manner
as the rest of the building, but in this

fashion : they consist of quadrangular
courses of stones, rough by nature, but
made smooth by art. Of these stones,
those which make the projecting angles
of the pier are cut angularly, while those
which go in the middle parts of the
sides are cut square. They are fast-

ened together, not with what is called
unslaked lime, hot with bitumen the
boast of Semaramis at Babylon nor

anything of the
. kind, but with lead,

which is poured between the interstices,
and which pervading the whole struc-

ture has sunk into the joints of the

stones, and binds them together; this is

how they are built." I may say on

this, that Professor Unwin has found

by experiment that lead is the worst
material that can be used to bed
stone on.

Procopius then goes on as follows to

tell us of the behavior of these piers,
while the arches were being turned :

" The above is an account, written in the

most abridged and cursory manner, de-

scribing in the fewest possible words
the most admirable structure of the

church at Constantinople, which is called

the Great Church, built by the Emperor
Justinian, who did not merely supply
the funds for it, but assisted it by the

labor and powers of his mind, as I will

now explain. Of the two arches which
I lately mentioned (the architects call

them * lori
'),

that one which stands to-

wards the east had been built up on each

side, but had not altogether been com-

pleted in the middle, where it was still

imperfect. Now, the piers upon which
the building rested, unable to support
the weight which was put upon them,
somehow all at once split open, and
seemed as though before long they
would fall to pieces. Upon this, An-
themius and Isodorus, terrified at what
had taken place, referred the matter to

the Emperor, losing all confidence in

their own skill. He, at once, I know
not by what impulse, but probably in-

spired by Heaven, for he is not an archi-

tect, ordered them to carry round this

arch
;

for it, said he, resting upon
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itself, will no longer need the piers
below.

"
Now, if this story was unsupported

by witnesses, I am well assured that it

would seem to be written in order to

flatter, and to be quite incredible
;
but

as there are many witnesses now alive of

what then took place, I shall not hesi-

tate to finish it. The workmen per-
formed his bidding, the arch was safely

suspended, and proved by experiment
the truth of his conception.

"

I may say here that if this application
to Justinian was not an adroit piece of

flattery, and the architects were really
in anxiety, they must in the first place
have greatly trusted to luck, for in

modern practice the architects would
have made themselves sure that the

piers would carry the weight before a

stone was laid. Next, if they were

really alarmed, why did they
consult Justinian ? unless, indeed,
the old fiction of the Roman Emperors
being gods was still believed, for Pro-

copius says Justinian was no architect.

This splitting open as though it would
fall to pieces may have been an ex-

aggeration of Procopius. There may
have been some slight cracking or

scaling from imperfect bedding that

the architects were not really alarmed
about. We see what Justinian thought,
that when the arches were complete
they were held up by vertical friction

against the piers. If the piers abso-

lutely split open what did it mean ?

Procopius tells us nothing but the fact,

and leaves us to infer that no repara-
tions were made. We naturally sup-

pose that all the work was carried up
evenly to the same height, and that if

serious settlements took place, that it

was from the arches being on a com-

paratively small surface, which caused
the foundations and that part of the

pier to compress, and so tore it away
from the adjoining part; but, if this

were so, they would hardly have dared
to let it remain, so I think the uneven
pressure caused a few hair cracks which
were exaggerated by common rumor,
for if these piers had split through, and
looked as if they would tumble to

pieces, we can hardly imagine that the
architects would have ventured to

complete the arches upon them and
put a dome on the top as well. Pro-

copius goes on to say :

" So much,
then, for this part of the building ;

now, with regard to the other arches
those looking to the south and to the
north the following incidents took

place : When the arches (called
'

lori
')

were raised aloft during the building
of the church everything below them
labored under their weight, and the
columns which are placed there shed
little scales, as though they had been

planed. Alarmed at this, the archi-

tects again referred the matter to the

Emperor, who devised the following
plan. He ordered the upper part or
the work that was giving way where
it touched the arches to be taken down
for the present, and to be replaced long
afterwards when the damp had

thoroughly left the fabric. This was

done, and the building has stood

safely afterwards, so that the struc-

ture, as itwere, bears witness to the

Emperor."
This case is very simple, the arches

were probably of brick, and while com-

ing to their bearings pressed on the

screen wall, filling the space between
the piers, and caused a scaling of the
columns at top and bottom; many now
have bronze rings on the necking, and
at the base. Justinian's advice was

right ;
but we cannot believe the archi-

tects did not know what to do in such
a case

; probably the whole thing from

beginning to end was a judicious piece
of flattery to allow the Emperor to ex-

hibit his extraordinary wisdom.

Professor Aitchison.



IT
cannot be long now before all of us will be

given over to the Columbian celebration. It

will be like the family party. Paterfamilias

having discovered the harmony between avoirdu-

pois and ease may ask at first why he has to be

drawn into these things; Materfamilias is sure amid

the preparation to have days of perturbation, when

she will nervously wish "people would only let

other people alone ;" and sons and daughters, rela-

tives and servants will each suffer, according to his

kind or hers, some sort of irritation. But when

the festivity is come ! What excitement and ex-

pectation ! And the carriage that finally arrives to

take us away at least was made in the same factory

as Cinderella's (for I rejoice to say that that firm

is still doing business, though it is true its work

has sadly deteriorated). So it will be with this

Exposition of ours. Paterfamilias just now may
be grumbling and exhibiting a very odious state

of mind, other members of the household may be

fuming and fretting, but everything will yet be

right, and we shall all drive off and heartily

enjoy ourselves to the envy of our neighbors, who
are sure, we know, to be watching us from points of

concealment. The eagle is showing signs of
' 'mew-

ing her mighty youth," and I fear that already the

noble bird has lost several feathers, one of which

1 am sure I detected the other day in the shape of

a pen on the desk of one of our
"
great" editors,

amid census reports and other statistical measure-

ments of national bulk
"
greatness" was his ex-

pression, but I have ventured to correct it, for it is

permitted to use words in speech with less nicety

than in the editorial columns of the People s

Trumpet. There you find the Qu People's Eng-
lish employed with a raciness that in itself savors

of the paper's immense circulation; and wonder-

fully employed it is, too, in dividing the eighth

part of an idea into little paragraphs, each of five

or six lines.

These paragraphs in the Popular Triunpet re-

Vol. I. 3. 33.

mind me of a cook-book which I understand is

quite a favorite ir* religious families. In the

midst of the recipes for rare green turtle,

delicious oxtail and rich consumme there is one

for a nameless extract, entitled by the author

"Soup for charitable purposes." Ah! here is

the bonne bouche, I thought ;
the soup which

surely we would wish to be fed upon ; an elysian,

or more properly speaking, a heavenly decoction

rich with kindly feeling and warmth of heart and

thankfulness for the lordly position of giver. Of

course, as was right, all this sentiment was left in

the recipe to the imagination, but I found upon

reading so was the meat.

I hope the foregoing isn't so wide of Progress

(for it is that I started out to speak of) that the

Editor will run his pencil through it. I am
afraid indeed are there not signs already visible ?

that the coming celebration will offer an oppor-

tunity, too enticing to be passed over, for the

making and publishing of dithyrambs upon

Progress and the great strides towards the Mil-

lennium mankind has made in the last four hun-

dred years. Now, if there is any word that we

all ought to be more heartily sick of than another

it is this word "Progress." It represents one of

our modern fetiches, as repulsive as a barbarian's

totem, suggestive of ignorance, superstition and

inhumanity. I know that the great journalist

into whose sanctum I penetrated lately, stirred by

the Exposition, will soon be plying that eagle's

quill in climax upon climax of figures about our

miles of railroads, bushels of wheat, tons of iron,

growth of population, per capita calculations of

beef and bread consumed, annual income, letters

carried by the mails, telegrams Hashed, books

printed, and culmination of civilization !

newspapers circulated. The whole confus-

ing array of figures will be used as a sort of

gigantic alphabet to spell out this superstition

called Progress. Really it is surprising the trum-
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pet-sound the word has for most people. No
doubt it suggests vividly enough what Balzac

called
' '

the prodigious development of the finan-

cial element in human nature," but can that be

Progress which stands for so little of those higher

elements in human nature which constitute the

real dignity of Humanity? What is it Apollo-

dorus says in the Symposium :

' ' But when I hear

another strain, especially of you rich men and

traders, such conversation displeases me, and I

pity you who are my companions, because you think

that you are doing something when in reality

you are doing nothing." That is the strain to

harp back to to steady one's self and restore the

equilibrium of reason when one is deafed with

the bacchanalian cry about Progress. The
"

financial element in human nature" it has so

overmastered every other that we have come to

regard tons of coal, miles of rail and other phy-
sical quantities as an end and a good in them-

selves. Poor Humanity ! Statisticians are for-

ever busy calculating what it costs to produce a

yard of cotton cloth, a bushel of corn, a ton of

steel. But why is it they figure only the financial

element ? The human element is never consid-

ered, and of what real value are these calculations

to civilization with that left out ? Has Civiliza-

tion, too, become a mere affair of finance, a sort of

ledger account of the Human Race ? The fact of

the matter is, this country (and indeed every

other great commercial nation) is paying a

very heavy price in the .coin of humanity for

its wealth. Quite one-quarter of the people
of New York City pass their lives in squalid

streets and crowded tenements, where the

savor is hardly that of anything one dare

call civilization. Mr. Riis has written a very

dismal, but, I believe, veracious, book upon
"how the other half live," which it is difficult

to think any Rhapsodist about Progress can

have read. It is worth reading, however. I am
sure, too, Civilization would gather up her silk

skirts (made in Paterson, N. J., so a protectionist

friend of mine tells me) if she were compelled to

pass through a Pennsylvania mining town. Deli-

cate dame ! She would close her eyes and ears

and take the very next
" Pullman vestibuled pal-

ace sleeping car" for some fashionable resort. I

wouldn't like to say how many millions of the

people of our country live lives of dirty toil I

don't refer to the grime that soils hands and face

there is soap and water for that but the grime
that quite spoils the cleanliness and sweetness of

life. And what shall we say of our Progress in

politics, with our Quays and our Hills, our bosses

big and our bosses little, our heelers and our

bummers a vast army of them ! As far as a gen-

eral statement can be correct, we may safely say

that political position is absolutely impossible

to-day to an honest, intelligent gentleman.
Look where we will, was life ever so vulgar

and sordid ? Wealth is accumulating ;
men

decay. As much as at any other time in the

history of the world Civilization is an affair

of the few. Our measure of Progress is taken

at the wrong end. No wonder in the heart of

man there is discontent, and the shepherds are

watching again for a star over Bethlehem. Only
the other day a friend of mine advertised for a
"
middle-aged bookkeeper." What a spectacle of

threadbare humanity, stricken with the palsy of

commercial life, was summoned from the vasty

deep. Ink and figures ! Ten to fifteen dollars a

week ! What a fate at the end of forty years of

endeavor ! Why not confess the slavery? Lis-

ten to the story:
"

I am a thorough accountant,

Sir, was fifteen years with Dollars, Cents & Co.,

the great dealers in Humanity ; you know them,

Sir; they will speak well of me." Then out

comes the much-used testimonial
" To whom it

may concern." Did Swift ever write a deeper

satire ? Said Dollars, Cents & Co. affixing their

weighty signature thereto :

" With us for fifteen

years
" "

Competent
" "

Trustworthy
"- -' '

So-

ber "- -"We part with him only because we are

cutting down expenses." Diapason of commer-

cial heartlessness. To whom it may concern !

My friend and I paid the tribute of a sigh to

the forlorn spectacle, moralized a little, and like

true children of our day partakers of Progress

lunched heartily afterwards at the Savarin.

Hypocrites we all are. To whom it may con-

cern ! What better motto can we inscribe on the

banner of our Progress ! Secundus.

On the whole the Editor is rather in favor of

committing suicide. This does not mean that

we are thirsting for our own blood ; that we are

taking lessons in pistol practice, or that we are

making inquiries as to cheap and tasty poisons ;

it means only that we have reached a Logical

Conclusion. When the foregoing paragraphs

were sent in for publication we pondered them

deeply. We spent time and thought, most val-

uable to the public, in the effort to penetrate

every dark corner of their meaning, and when we

finally finished we said to ourselves :

" There is

no other way out of it ;
we (another we) must all

commit suicide."

For if the Gods are unjust what can mortals

do? Every pessimist will admit that men are
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placed in a most perplexing and even a somewhat

agonizing position. They will still cherish a hum-

ble wish to do the right thing under the circum-

stances, but the trouble is that when the Gods are

unjust there is no right thing left to do. A mor-

tal cannot defy the Gods, for it is They that give

life, pervade creation and constitute law. He
can only walk meekly in Their way ;

and if he

finds that way nothing but a delusion and a snare

and himself only an outcast in the world, he may
well stop and ask himself the use of further trav-

eling. True, all men whose souls have been tried

in this manner have not shared this conclusion.

Mycerinus, for instance, took out a lease of

pleasure for the remaining years of his life, and

this has in all ages proved to be such a popular

course that the Editor, who believes in the people,

reflected some time before throwing it over. Then

others whose souls were too high for mere hedon-

istic grovelling, simply held aloof ; they said :

" We will not mix with the poor, blind, struggling

crowd ;
we will mount the Hills of our Under-

standing, look at them and smile." But the Edi-

tor has lived too much on the moral side of things

to be deceived by any such trifling. Those who

adopt either of these courses put themselves in

the place of the Gods and deny the supremacy of

the latter ; they are the blindest of the blind. To
live is to live for something ;

if the Gods grant

man nothing he had better die. That is why
the Editor is in favor of committing suicide.

The logical consequence of this conclusion,

however, is not that we all immediately give up
business and join Mr. Stevenson's Suicide

Club. That course the Editor believes to be dis-

distinctly immoral. It is very well for you and

for us; but how about the rest of the world?

Ought not they to die too ? Shall we, to whom
the light has come, basely desert them that

know it not ? Shall we escape from the Great

Sham without taking them with us ? No, it is

just here that the Editor's high sense of morality

again comes in. Let us spread the light. Let

us go forth among the people and tell them that

Mankind is a mere bubSle on the frothing cur-

rent of time, that Hope is a plaything for children,

that Ambition is a rose in the distance and a thorn

in the hand, that Progress is a vain dream, and

that Life is a sorry jest. (The Editor forgets

what Charity, Love, Virtue, Truth and Faith are;

but he is sure that they do not amount to much

anyway.) Then when the people are converted,

we can all commit suicide together.

Up to this time it must be admitted that the

pessimists have not lived up to their doctrine. In

these days, when every little reform movement

has its association, with presidents, secretaries

and headquarters, the pessimists alone have

failed to organize. Yet it needs no very keen and

penetrating mind to discern the enormous diffi-

culty of their task. At present public opinion is

entirely opposed to suicide. Men may see that

Progress is a particular fraud, and that fifteen

dollars a week is small pay for a whole life;

but, nevertheless, they do not want to die.

Every one of those associations mentioned

above is for some an argument in favor of

life. If the pessimist should begin to tell

these people what deceitful things Hope,
Progress, Love, Faith, etc., are, they would

answer: "Very true; I have often thought

something like that myself, but there is my idea

for the amelioration of mankind by the use of

concentrated meat extracts. That is a reality for

you; that is something worth working for. Why,
sir, if you will step down to the office of our as-

sociation at No. 345 Bunkum place I will show

you
"

and the pessimist would have to withdraw

in order to escape an argument about meat ex-

tracts. It is just this stupid clinging to particu-

lars that pessimists would be obliged to combat,
and they would have every bit of organization in

society dead against them. In order to stem this

purblind but overwhelming torrent in favor of

life, even at fifteen dollars a week or less, they
also must organize not a selfish secret suicide

club, but a downright, outspoken association, with

the name over the door in gilded letters and no

lack of vice-presidents.

An Editor suggests, and he is done. It is for

others to take the path thus clearly indicated. We
have, properly, nothing to do with all the de-

tails of this most important movement of our

time. Because, however, of its very importance,

we are willing to carry our suggestions one step

further. There are a number of dangers to which

every young and vigorous campaign is subject,

and these should be strictly guarded against. In

the first place, the really enthusiastic pessimists

will surely wish to go too fast, to make mankind

appreciate the desirability of suicide in perhaps a

year, in ten years, or in a lifetime
;
and if they do

not thus immediately succeed, they will grow dis-

couraged, and perhaps get out of the hateful

world long before their part of the work is com-

pleted. Such a disastrous contingency can best

be provided against by teaching the younger
members of the band not to expect too much,

that Truth spreads very slowly, and that it may
take several generations to make the majority of

mankind see in suicide a relief and a repose

rather a dreadful uncertainty. And if the_arden
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young proselytizers naturally feel disappointed at

this postponement of the day when they can say

a happy good-bye to the aimless misery of mortal

life, they may take comfort in the fact that, at all

events, they cannot be cheated out of this refuge:

they must die some time.

Another error, which might easily be made is

that of giving some name to the association which

would repulse people at the outset. If, for in-

stance, it was called the
"
Society for the Propa-

gation of Suicide," it would immediately awaken

that blind and stupid prejudice against self-mur-

der, which Shopenauer has so mercilessly, so elo-

quently, and so justifiably denounced. The pur-

poses of the organization should be hid under

some ostensibly innocent designation, such as the
"
Society for the Eradication of Misery." Then

good pessimistic literature should' be freely circu-

lated rather in the way of poems about woe, and

tracts illustrative of the fleeting nature of happi-

ness than in any more virulent and outwardly
suicidal shape. It might be well also to print

and distribute a regular periodical, which, per-

haps, could build up a steady paying circulation

by appealing to the undertakers' business in-

stincts. We are aware that these benefactors of

our race already possess a sprightly trade paper
called the Shroud, but obviously the vigorous

spirit of death which the capable and energetic

pessimists would put in their journal would leave

the Shroud far behind in the competition for

trade. The Editor is overflowing with a great

many more suggestions of this character
; but we

withhold them until we are able to observe some

evidence of organized proselytizing activity on

the part of the pessimists ; adding only this final

assurance, that when the whole human race is

ready for suicide, the Editor will not be be-

hind the rest, either in discussing the convenient

methods or in putting them to effective use.

The Editor.
*

* *

If pessimism were a matter of reasoning, even

weak and harmless satire like that of my friend

the Editor might have some effect; but in truth

it is almost entirely a matter of emotion, and

emotion is impervious to the shafts of ridicule.

Few races have been so totally lacking in any
sense of humor as the Hindoos; and among them

of all nations the pessimistic view of life was
dominant. A strange passive race they were,

living in a cloud of visionary sentiment, scarcely
ever rising to the Manichseism characteristic

of the East, but enveloped in a hopeless atheistic

pessimism. A race whose tendencies are

mainly towards action are never troubled with

these diseased hallucinations. The world to them

is something to be made, not to be suffered;

and the civilization of the Western nations

is traceable to their steadfast and energetic ef-

forts to realise this instinctive conviction. In

the Nineteenth Century, however, life has been

reduced more than ever before to its elements,

and the emotional side thereof has been but too

largely divorced from the intellectual side. So

we have a din of many voices telling us that

things are infinitely bad which signifies no

more than that they are very trying to some

delicate sensibilities.

In few cases, however, do these outcries stand

for a theory of things; they simply represent an

emotional attitude towards life. Shopenhauer
and some others have developed pessimism into a

moderately coherent system. These authors, be-

ing consistent, have logically advocated, as the

best way out of a very bad bargain, the instan-

taneous suicide of the whole human race. But,

noticeably, they did not themselves commit sui-

cide. It is only hysterical pessimists who do

that their characters becoming, as it were, dif-

fused in emotion. But your pessimist will gen-

erally prefer life without philosophy and with

emotion to philosophy without life and conse-

quently without emotion. In other words, the

emotionalism which, as a rule, blinds them to the

logical necessity of suicide does in extreme cases

supply the crazy desperation needed for its com-

mission.

It follows that pessimists too frequently as-

sume the privileges of a poet for the purposes

of a dogmatist. If they have a real poetical

gift we can sometimes forgive this assumption,

although even then their pessimism would be ac-

companied by a grave limitation of their literary

sufficiency ;
but generally their susceptibility to

the sweeter, finer and deeper phases of life is

so cumbered and colored by their prevailing spirit

of melancholy that their intimations of expe-

rience are almost worthless to their fellow-creat-

ures. For be it observed the trouble with all

didactic literature is not so much that it proposes

to teach a lesson as that it fails to teach lessons

enough. He who can find but one song in the

world has a dull ear. So your pessimist must

die to the best of life whether he will or not.

If this pessimism could be traced to simple

immaturity there might be some hope for it, but I

find it impossible to plead for its votaries extreme

youth, implying thereby irresponsibility and a

prospect of reformation. Some people can never

learn anything, for learning is a relation among
several terms and they are composed of but one
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term. A sympathetic, hospitable attitude to-

wards life is a condition of experience. Marie

Bashkirtseff is continually complaining that our

three-score years and ten are too few for the at-

tainment of anything but the merest fringe of

knowledge. Poor child ! As if she could learn

even her easiest lessons by approaching science in

such a spirit by incontinently beating her

head against the first hard fact. So impatient a

disposition towards the conditions under which

science can alone be reached is akin to the spirit

which animated the astrologers and alchemists of

the Middle Ages, who endeavored to cheat the

world out of its secret by some expedient and

might not illogically send Mdlle. Bashkirtseff off

in search of some miraculous elixir of everlasting

life. But if she could have found it, think you that

she would have compassed perpetual youth and

consummate knowledge ? Science is not for the

impatient and the fretful. They may crave it,

but they are like unto that eager maid whom
Heine tells about. She drank of the elixir that

her mistress so successfully used, but drank too

deeply and found herself restored not merely to

the freshness of youth, but to the babbie of child-

hood. Such people fly in the face of Time, and

Time, who cannot bear to be defied, adds noth-

ing to their years but leaves them everlastingly

children.

We cannot judge the work of God by the prin-

ciples which we use in judging the work of man.

We cannot ask the jury to free their minds of all

prepossessions, to purge themselves of all knowl-

edge of the matters in hand, and to take their

seats in the box the colorless embodiments of

blind Justice. The Creator of this world de-

mands a packed jury in favor of His creation.

The evidence in these final cases cannot be read

by those who run. The witnesses are audible

and visible to them only who qualify their eyes

and ears for the message, and who spend their

years in the box. "I do not know of any

method," said Burke,
"
of drawing up an indict-

ment against a people." The attempt to draw

up an indictment against life is equally futile,

By the very act one is ruled out of court. In

order that life may be known life must be

loved.

Truth is no suction pump drawing men irre-

sistibly towards the centre of things ; neither is

it a coy and hasty bird, which can be snared by

grace of a few grains of salt cast upon its tail
;

it

is an atmosphere, a living and moving atmos-

phere. Its coarser touch we cannot escape; its

fullness and glory we cannot reach; but if we are

faithful and willing we may approach it. And re-

member this, O! Secundus. A man's relation to

this atmosphere is never consummated, for the

final synthesis of life is growth and always growth :

The assumption^that the relation is consummated
or that it can be consummated is the source of all

intellectual error and moral perversity. What
you and I and all of us and all things must do is

to go on, good and bad alike, giving place to

better. Of course, evil is inseparable from in-

completeness, and Frauds political, editorial and
commercial bristle on the back of a laboring world.

But when, my good Secundus, you meet them on
the highways do not fly panic-stricken to cover

and waste good time in wailing. If you need
comfort take unto heart this salutary truth, that

of all the fleeting things of this world the most

fleeting is a Fraud.

Be, then, easy about the slave-drivers and the

mongers of clap-trap. They go the way of all

idolaters
;
and just think, my friend, it rests with

you, who dislike them so, and the rest of us, to

see that they are not succeeded by others equally
idolatrous. Here is a most glorious service, to

which all men with clear heads and stout hearts

should swear fealty. They must track the frauds

relentlessly to their lairs, expose the false prophets
in the market place, and laud the true ones from

the house-tops ; they must succor the slaves of

modern machinery wheresoever they can, and
treat their bookkeepers as much like human

beings as possible. Strenuous work of this class

wisely ordered not only kills Frauds, but helps to

kill the Spirit of Fraud and so make way for the

Spirit of Truth.

The Ideal lives to-day or never. Alas! I know
not where it is to be found. In truth, we may
not put our hand on any particular spot (the City
Hall or the Stock Exchange, for instance,) and

say that it is there. Its only abiding place

is in the spirits of its ministers. But it is among
us at this moment so much we may be sure of.

The present is in no want of justification by the

future or the past, either by a Garden of Eden in

the beginning or a millennium in the end. Let

the nurses of the world coddle the children with

such fairy tales. Truth is the great organizer of

life. No one need sacrifice home, kindred,

friends, associations, and wander forth lonely in

search of the Holy Grail, for there are some traces

of it here in New York, on January ist, 1892. To
find these traces, Secundus, you have only to

live and to think wholesomely that is in the

whole remembering that civilization is more than

a few centuries, that human nature is more than its

latest phase, and that man is more than a mood.

Primus.
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CHAPTER IV.

CIRCE'S COTTAGE THE END OF ALL ENCHANTMENT.

TDILGRIM was short, rotund and fat. On the morning
after the storm he dressed himself in the little bed-

room in the Cottage in anything but the spirit of thankful-

ness and content proper to a Christian in his circumstances.

Our every-day nature so soon resumes its sway returns

with the normal beating of the heart and Pilgrim's every-

day nature was as sensitive as his white fat flesh to little

discomforts. With him, life was entirely a matter of petty

things. Since his wife's death, which happened soon after

his arrival in India, he had lived a sort of Bohemian exist-

ence, but one upon a substantial, if not always completely

adequate, cash basis. The only vital idea known to Pilgrim

was comfort, the comfort that tends to fat; and how, my
good sir, could any gentleman of ease be comfortable in a

cramped, scantily-furnished room like that in the cottage,

where there was not a single convenience; and that, too,

after a night spent on a bed that creaked and complained
under 200 good pounds avoirdupois. How to get out of the

place at once, that was the question for Pilgrim; and not an

easy question to answer, either, when one has nothing to

stand up in but a red dressing-gown. Isn't it in annoy-
ances of this sort that the real cruelty of misfortune is felt ?

With a dash of determination Pilgrim parted the few hairs

left to him by his forty-five years, and then, as though that

completed a war-like attire, descended to the little parlor to

do immediate battle with his position.



RAYMOND LE. 369

But the first thing that met his sight as he entered the

room was the bright fire and the table set for breakfast.

Surely it was with some such subtle charm as this that

Circe tried to enslave Ulysses ;
for was not he hungry,

weary in longing for what we term the "comforts of

home;" and is it not much more in conformity with our

experience that Circe, who admittedly knew well her partic-

ular business, should have spread before him the allure-

ments of fragrant bohea than offered him a cold drink of a

philtre. The frank acceptance of this supposition the

scholarly ingenuity of which the learned will appreciate
not only enables us to reject the idea of magic, which no one

really accepts, but, however much it may damage our opin-
ion of Circe's abilities, immensely increases our perception
of the heroic force of character of the Greek hero.

At the first glance of the cosey room the determination of

our Ulysses relaxed. A feeling of comfort stole over him
as he planted himself in front of the fire and gathered in

the .warmth with his chubby fat hands. Not for a minute

or two, not until he walked to the window to get a view of

the hills, over which the white clouds were racing in the

sunshine, did he perceive Raymond who was sitting behind

the curtain of the bay.
"
Ah, you here ? Good morning, my lad. It was you,

wasn't it, who assisted us last night ? To be sure. I was

so disturbed I scarcely distinguished anything. And let me
see, your name ? Raymond Lee. There, we were

wrecked on a lee shore. Ha, ha. I told my daughter we
should be. She hasn't been down yet ?

"

"Not yet, sir."

"
No, she must be tired. It was a fearful night. I hope

she didn't catch cold. She bore up well until they got us

into that wretchedly uncomfortable life-boat. She surprised

me. Really, I declare she was calmer than I was, for

usually Marian my daughter, you know is very timid.

You will see she has eyes like a deer's, and her dis-

position is the same half confident, half shrinking. All

yesterday afternoon she knelt by me and prayed, and really

became calmer as the storm increased. Ah, my lad, it's a

great thing that, being able to pray, isn't it ? I am too fat
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to kneel
;
of course you do. Yes, yes. You must live a

quiet life here, somewhat as my Marian did with the two

maiden friends of ours. Your mother is alone, I under-

stand ?"

"Yes, sir."

"
Ah, yes," said Pilgrim, softly.

" No brothers or sisters ?
"

"No, sir."

"
Ah, it must be lonely for you here

;
but I suppose you

have your companions in the village. How large a place

is it?" and Pilgrim surveyed the little cottages that were

visible from the window, as though they might indicate the

number of the population.

"They say about three hundred."
U A vivacious and progressive place, no doubt," said

Pilgrim, smiling. "By the way, who is the fashionable

tailor here ?"

"There is none," Raymond replied, laughing. "The
elite buy what they need in Seahaven

;
the rest are content

with home-made clothes."

"The devil you say," exclaimed Pilgrim, surveying
his dressing-gown.

" How the deuce, then, am I to get out

of here ?
"

" You'll have to measure yourself and send Zipcy to

Seahaven ?
"

"
Zipcy who's he ? Where is he ?

"

"
Zipcy does all our buying in Seahaven. You can't see

him to-day. He left this morning to fetch Mr. Fargus."

"Fetch whom? Fargus? Do you mean John Fargus,

my old friend John Fargus? Why, boy, how does he know
I am here?"

"He doesn't know you are here," said Raymond.
" Mr.

Fargus is mother's old friend. He is coming to see us."

" See you ! Why, do you know John Fargus ?
"

t

" Mother has for years, ever since .... she has always
known him I think."

"Lee, Lee," said Pilgrim, trying to recall the name. "I

don't remember him ever speaking of Lee. I thought I

knew of all his old friends. Let me see there was a lady

friend he spoke to me of shortly before I left for
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India, but her name was .... dear me, it ended in ly ....

what . . . ."

Mrs. Lee and Marian Pilgrim, hand in hand, entered the

room just in time to hear the last few words of Mr. Pil-

grim's speech. Mrs. Lee uttered a cry, half stifled in the

utterance, dropped Marian's hand, turned pale, struggled to

recover herself with a painful effort and hurried forward to

Mr. Pilgrim.
"
Oh, Mr. Pilgrim," she said, nervously smiling. "I . . . .

Marian .... such a lovely morning," and sank into a chair

very nearly fainting.

"Oh, what is the matter, dear Mrs. Lee? What is it?"

asked Marian Pilgrim. She was greatly alarmed and knelt

by Mrs. Lee and stroked her hands. Pilgrim was quite at a

loss to understand the change in his hostess, and emergencies
of any kind always upset him.

"Mother, shall I fetch Mr. Wilson?" asked Raymond.
Mr. Wilson was the apothecary in St. Michael's, who acted

as physician in mild cases.

"No, dear," said Mrs. Lee, trying to recover herself.

" This a passing giddiness so foolish" and she laughed

hysterically "wasn't it, Mr. Pilgrim?"
"Hadn't you better let your son call in the doctor?"

asked Pilgrim. Mrs. Lee entreated Raymond not to do

anything of the kind. She said she had caught cold the

night before ;
that upon entering the room it had seemed

very warm; that she really felt quite herself again; and then

with an effort took her seat at the table and rang for the

meal. After breakfast she insisted that Raymond should

show Marian the village.
" Take Miss Pilgrim for a good

long walk," she said.
" It won't do to keep her indoors. She

will lose the roses from her cheeks, won't she, Mr. Pilgrim ?
"

"Well," said the little fat man, unable to understand Mrs.

Lee's anxiety.
" Marian can scarcely be in need of fresh

air, but . . . ."

"
Oh, you don't know what a difference a day in the house

makes. Those roses," she said, stroking Marian's face,
" need the air as those in the garden do. You, Mr. Pilgrim,"

she continued, jauntily,
" will have to keep me company

until yes, we will talk of that
;

I mean Mr. Fargus, you
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know, is coming, you will be interested to know. Now,

Raymond, don't lose the sunshine
;

I am sure Miss Pilgrim

is dying to see what sort of a place she has been cast upon.

Eh, dear?"*******
Saint Michael's glistened in the sunshine. The great

craggy cliffs glistened, the little white houses glistened,

and the sea in a joyous mood danced and sparkled as

though it was flecked with gold. The little waves purled

upon the shingle with a lazy murmur and scarcely stirred

the seaweed that fringed the rocks. Across the heaven

snow-white clouds sailed slowly like great argosies heavily

laden with a golden burden.
" How small the coast-guards' houses look down

there," said Marian on the cliff top.
" Yes. This cliff is two hundred feet high."
" It makes me giddy to look down."
" Then don't look down. Look out to sea."
"
Oh, isn't that glorious ! How far you can see !

Isn't it grand ! Is this where you heard the gun, Ray-
mond ?

"

" Yes but if you are not afraid, Marian, lie down and

put your head .as near to the edge of the cliff as you can and

then look out to sea. You will think you're hanging in

mid-air."
"
No, I'll sit on this old stone, please. Supposing you

hadn't been here that night."
" What is the use of supposing ? Look "

Raymond stretched himself at the edge of the cliff and

was putting into practice his own scheme for aerial sus-

pension.
"
Now, I'm sinking, Marian; down, down. The bottom

is a thousand miles down, like a blue mist."
" Please don't ! you frighten me. You may roll over the

edge."
" Nonsense ! No fear. Don't look like that. I'll come

away at once and lie at your feet. Why, you are pale. Did

I really frighten you ?"

"Yes no."
"
No, yes yes, no. Which do you mean ?"
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"
Raymond you are impudent. Papa is right, you have

been spoilt."

"Did he say so? How can he know? He is right,

though, about you. Your eyes are like a deer's. You have

a funny way of looking at a fellow so seriously and then

turning away quickly, as though you had just found out

what you were doing and were ashamed of it. There, you're

doing it now
; you're blushing."

"You are a rude boy," said the girl, laughing in spite of

herself.

"Am I? When are you going to London ?"

"
Papa said he thought we could start on Saturday."

" What are you going to do there ?"

"What questions you ask ! How could I know yet? I

do not think papa has fixed upon any plan. We may take

a house there, or we may go to live with some friends.

Won't you ever come to London to see us ?"

"
Oh, no

;
mother won't let me leave her."

"But soon you will have to leave her."

"Why?"
"You don't mean to live here all your life, do you?

Won't you go to college or do something?"
" You should ask mother that question. I think she

positively dreads even the thought of my going any-

where."
" You will have to be a fisherman then."

"Yes, I suppose so
;
and some day if you should happen

to come here you'll find me dressed in a blue Jersey with a

thick beard and smelling of tar like Tom Burroughs," and

the two laughed. "Would you know me ?"

"
I think so. But you will never be a fisherman. What

do you want to be ?"

"
Oh,J don't know."

"Wouldn't you like to be what your father was? I

would if I was a man."

Raymond was silent.

" What was your father ?"

Still no answer.

"Oh, forgive me ! I've hurt you," arid a hand was placed

softly on the lad's shoulder.
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"
No, you haven't. Really, I was I don't know think-

ing, I suppose."
"About what."

"I don't know about my father."

The answer was given in a tone of wonderment, and as

one speaks who is making an effort to comprehend.
" Do you remember him?"

"No-o."

"Oh ! He died when you were a little baby ?"

"
I suppose so."

Raymond was vigorously pulling up the turf.

" Doesn't Mrs. Lee ever tell you about him ?"

" Don't bother me, I don't know anything," and the lad

arose and walked to the edge of the cliff, and then stood

there looking out to sea.

"Please don't stand there, you make rue shiver."
"
Here, then, I'm six feet away from the edge."

"I didn't mean to hurt you. I'm sorry. Forgive me."

"You haven't hurt me, I'm thinking."

"About what?"
"
Oh, never mind. Let us go home."

Marian arose from the stone. The color came to her

cheeks, and she trembled in spite of a very hard effort to

be calm.
" What's the matter, Marian ?"

"
Raymond, I want will you take this from me. Papa

said I might give it to you," and she thrust into Raymond's
hand an old Indian gold coin.

" Marian !"

" Don't refuse. It's only a token for the other

night. I haven't got anything better or I would give
it to you."
When Raymond returned to the cottage he found that

Mrs. Lee had gone to bed and was in so high a fever that

Mrs. Stewart, the Scotch woman, had insisted upon sending
to Seahaven for a doctor.

"
It's only a cold, dear," she said to Raymond.

"
I must

have caught it last night."
"
By and by, mother, I want to ask you something," said

Raymond.
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"Very well, dear, by and by."*******
"
Raymond, my boy, you must go to bed to-night. You

will be ill, too, and then you will not be able to do anything
for your mother. You haven't been to bed for three

nights."

Mr. Fargus said this in a whisper close upon midnight in

an upper room in the cottage, where burned only a night-

light, which gave forth scarcely more than a faint yellow

glow, and revealed only as black objects the bed wherein

Mrs. Lee was lying and the rest of the furniture. Raymond
had drawn a chair close up to the end of the bed, and was

sitting there with his head resting upon the counterpane.
He answered Mr. Fargus with a slight impatient movement
of dissent.

"
Come, Raymond, just for an hour or two. I will watch

here with Mrs. Stewart," said the clergyman, putting his

hand on the lad's shoulder.

Raymond freed himself with a hasty shrug.

Mr. Fargus recognized the uselessness of further insist-

ence and left the room.
" Better so, perhaps," he thought.

Raymond did not know that his mother was dying, for

the doctors had said that afternoon that the pneumonia had

entered the last acute stage and that there was scarcely any

possibility that Mrs. Lee would recover. So he kept his

watch, as he had done for three nights past, with a

feeling of dull sorrow in his heart; but without realizing

how black those hours really were. One by one they
came like dark forms and took their stations in a circle

around the bed; but the boy don't see them. He watched

the night-light burn away, watched the flame sink down
within its yellow paper case, and shiver with every move-

ment of the air. The gloom deepened. The corners of the

room became darker. The silence of the night buzzed in

his ears and the weight upon his eyelids grew so heavy that

he could scarcely keep them open. Several times he whis-

pered softly,
"
Mother," but the only answer he received

was the heavy, stifled breathing from the bed. Once the

hand beside him on the counterpane moved and he took it
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within his own. He felt the feverish warmth steal along his

veins
;
and the drowsiness which is on the very border land of

sleep came over him. He saw the things before him as in a

dark mist. They took fantastic shapes of old men and

grinning faces. The head of the bed appeared to be a

great black door, at the sides of which were tall white

figures which stirred not. Were they Seraphim and Cheru-

bim, angels of light and love ? Surely they were present.

For a moment the apparition was so real that he was

startled; but the tired brain said: "Those are the bed cur-

tains." Then the black door opened wide and beyond
stretched a moonlit sea dark purple and silver and

a ship that was also of silver sailed upon it. A voice like

the passing of the wind whispered:
" The sea has charmed

my boy. He has sailed away. I could not keep him." And

Raymond slept. To this day he wonders whether what he

saw was a dream or a reality.

When he awoke the bright sunlight was streaming into

the room. Mr. Fargus was kneeling by the bedside.
"
Oh," he cried in surprise, arousing himself. "

I have

been sleeping. Mother."

He touched her hand. It was cold. The frozen North

holds not such coldness. It pierced to his heart.

" She is sleeping now, my boy," said the clergyman,

softly.
"
Pray with me."#******

In the afternoon of the same day Marian said: "
Raymond,

won't you sit down ? You have been wandering about all

day. Sit down and talk with me."

"I can't sit down, Marian, and I can't talk. Don't mind

me." And he went up stairs humming :

" The sunset died in the sky, heigh ho !

The darkness crept over the sea ;

And the wind arose with a tale of woe,

And laid its burden on me, heigh ho !

And laid the burden on me."

Marian went out into the garden in front of the cottage

to gather flowers for the dead
;
but the first white rose she

touched seemed to say,
" Life is so beautiful," and the little
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yellow and red geraniums looked up and laughed and said,

"We are happy." So Marian sat down in the porch by
the door and her thoughts carried her away to the old

Indian home and to the grave in the cemetery at Lahore
where the mother she scarcely remembered slept in loneli-

ness.

Raymond aroused her from her reverie.

"I am going down to the beach," he said
;

"
I can't bear

the house any longer. Do you mind ?"

" No. But don't be long, Raymond. Papa and Mr. Fargus
will be back soon, you know. They said they wouldn't be

more than an hour or two in Seahaven."

The afternoon was then fully half spent. Not a soul was
on the beach. The sea was as smooth as glass and a sum-

mer haze was in the air. Two fishing smacks were on

the shingle, with their brown sails and the nets stretched

over them to dry. Raymond laid down in the shadow of

the furthest boat, and the familiar things around him the

sunlit peace that seemed to drowse upon the cliffs, and the

little waves that ran up the shore and scampered away as

though frightened at their own temerity all seemed cruelly

indifferent to his sorrow
;
for they were like playfellows who

now when grief had befallen him carried on the old game
and laughed and made merry without him. The sight made
his sorrow harder and harder to bear. He watched the sea

sadly, for beyond the shore it stretched away a melancholy
waste that seemed to have sympathy with him, until after

a time he fell asleep. He slept until the sun had sunk

behind the cliffs and the heaven was flushed with red, and

the tide was far away from him out on the sand where

the great black rocks are
;
and the sea beyond was a pur-

plish gray. A little chill wind had arisen which shivered

upon the surface. When he awoke he would have leaped

up and hurried home but, a voice at the other side of the

boat arrested him and fixed him to the ground.
" Mrs. Lee ? Mrs. Fargus, you mean. Mrs. Lee !

"

It was Zipcy's voice, and it was like a snarl.

"What are you talking about, Zip," exclaimed another

voice, which was Joe Slagg's.
" Would you take me for a fool, Joe ?

"
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No, Joe wouldn't
;
and he frankly acknowledged it, which

pleased Zipcy.

"Well, then, call her Lee if you like, but her name, if you

want to put a Mrs. before it, is Fargus."
" Mebbe you're right, Zip. Mebbe you know something,

as. ..."

"I know these clergymen, Joe, that's what I know; full

o' text and iniquity, damn 'em. They has too much of

their goodness before people. There ain't none of it left

when they shut their own doors."
" Don't you think she was married, Zip ?

"

"
Depends upon your idea of marriage, Joe."

"
Oh, no, Zip ;

I tell yer yer wrong."

"Wrong, am I? Then just tell me why a lady should

come to live here with all new things, as you yerself know,

and see nobody but the parson, which you know, too
;
no

friends, no relatives and, more than that, you look at Ray-
mond Lee and see if you gan't recognize the parson in his

face. Why, it' as plain there

Zipcy's sentence was abruptly ended, for Raymond rushed

from behind the boat and threw himself upon the little 'bus

driver. Zipcy was like a baby in his hands. The lad's

fingers gripped around the old man's throat, and the two

fell heavily to the ground. The red sunset flashed for a

second into Raymond's eyes as he fell and he saw a fearful

face looking into -his but it was not Zipcy's. He could dis-

tinguish the features only dimly, as though they were

partly hidden by darkness, out of which peered two eyes

burning with ferocity and terror. In an instant they van-

ished
;
for Raymond fainted.

Marian was running down the cliff road, and she saw the

struggle between Raymond and Zip. Her father and Mr.

Fargus had returned from Seahaven (by the way, Zipcy had

given up driving the 'bus, and, as he said, his nephew
reined in his stead), and she sat out to bring Raymond
home for tea.

"Oh, what has happened, Mr. Sla,gg," she cried, bending
over Raymond.

"
Zip ere was saying something, Miss, and Master Ray-

mond there 'e took offence,"
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Zipcy, who was more frightened than hurt, was sitting on

the beach rubbing himself.
" That's enough, Joe," he said.

Joe Slagg, admonished thus, changed the subject by fill-

ing his hat with water from a pool in the sand, and bathing

Raymond's face. The lad revived, and Marian, who was

holding his head on her lap, bade Slagg conduct Zipcy
home and tell some one to hurry down to her from the

cottage.

"Raymond, don't you know me," she asked, as the lad

rolled his head restlessly from side to side. She put her

hand on his forehead.
" That is nice," he murmured, "very nice. Oh, mother,

is it true ?"

" Is what true, Raymond ?"

He raised his head quickly. The bright look of expecta-
tion faded instantly.

" You are not mother," he said bitterly, and he staggered
to his feet.

His tone stung the girl so that the tears came into her

eyes.

"Raymond," she pleaded, "let me try to be a part of all

she was to you."
A mocking laugh was the answer she received.
" You are only a girl, Marian."

Mr. Fargus and Mr. Pilgrim arrived in a state of great

excitement.

"What did that tinker frighten us for," asked the latter,

blowing and puffing after a run down the cliff. "What has

he been doing, Marian?"
"
Nothing, papa. He is not well

;
he fainted."

"
Fainted, eh ? WT

ell, you do look white about the gills.

Take my arm, lad. You gave me a leg upon this cliff once.

I'll return the compliment now."

What surprised Marian was the sulky manner in which

Raymond avoided Mr. Fargus.*******
Zipcy hobbled over to Joe Slagg's cottage that night

"for a friendly call," he said
;
but as he was departing he

whispered to Joe :

Vol. I. -3. 34.
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"
I wouldn't say anything about what I told you on the

beach, Joe ;
I think I am all wrong, you know."

Herein Zipcy lied.

And, too, that night Marian put her arms around her

father and sobbed with her head on his shoulder.

"Papa, take me to London soon."

"What, my Marian, are you not happy here ?"

The tears flowed faster for reply. But surely there was
no cause for Marian's weeping. What disenchantment had

come to her in Circe's cottage ? Did she weep because

there was a new light dawning in her life and it was

strange ?*******
Mrs. Lee was buried in the little churchyard in St.

Michael's. On the day after the funeral, Raymond sat

out with Mr. Fargus for London. Nine-tenths of our con-

clusions .or judgments are not "arrived at," as the every-

day phrase runs. On the contrary, in most cases they
force themselves upon us completely formed and definite,

independent of any conscious mental process on our part.

Despite subsequent efforts to cast out the odious belief,

Raymond was convinced that Zipcy had spoken the truth

on the beach concerning his (Raymond's) origin and the

real relationship between his mother and Mr. Fargus.
What the eye has once seen cannot be hidden from the

mind by turning the back to it, and as Raymond found

he could not do this, in spite of efforts made in despair

and agony, he deliberately faced around again and

confronted the belief which it was impossible for him

to reject. At once a multitude of hitherto unregarded facts,

only feebly held by the memory, arose to corroborate and

strengthen what Zipcy had said. Devilish was their potency.
Evil tongues whispered to the lad out of every remembrance
of his quiet, happy life in St. Michael's, and Raymond had

no power to silence them. Then came a determination to

possess the entire truth of the matter. Raymond vowed that

he would lose no time in forcing Mr. Fargus to make a full

confession. That brought at least some comfort, as decision

to act usually does in a mental crisis. But determination to

the inexperienced is as dangerous as a weapon in uncertain
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hands, and Raymond wounded himself when the opportunity
for action came, as it did come after several weeks of wait-

ing in London.

It happened in this way. Raymond was reading one

afternoon in Mr. Fargus' library, and the clergyman
was writing. After a while the latter pushed the papers

away from before him.
"
Raymond," he said, speaking slowly,

"
it is time, I

think, that you should know something of your position and,
at least, begin to prepare yourself for making some deter-

mination about your future."

"Well, sir, I am ready, I am sure."
" Don't misunderstand me at the outset, my boy. Don't

think I want to hurry you ;
there is no hurry. None at all.

This home, such as it is, is yours always. It is not mine a

bit more than it is yours. Never forget that. But your

poor mother's affairs are all settled now and you have an

income assured to you of, I should say, fully ^200 a year.

That's something to start with, isn't it ?"

" Where did it come from ?"

" What a question, Raymond ;
from your mother."

"
I know

;
but where did she get it from ?"

"Your father."
" My father ! Who was my father ?"

" Never mind that now, Raymond."
"

I do mind it, Mr. Fargus ;'
I would like to know."

" He was a great writer, Raymond. I will tell you some

day. We will talk about yourself now. Have you any. . . ."

"Tell me what he wrote."

Raymond perceived that Mr. Fargus was perplexed and

annoyed.
" He was a scientist. As I was about to ask, Ray-

mond. . . ."

The lad, however, saw his opportunity and resolved dog-

gedly not to let it slip by him. He arose and half plead-

ing, half sternly asked,
" Won't you tell me the name of one

of my father's books ? I want to know. I must know. I

will know."

The lad stood trembling with excitement.

Mr. Fargus turned pale.
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" What do you mean by this, Raymond ?" he asked
"
Oh, you are trying to deceive me, Mr. Fargus. I know

it. You say my father was a great writer. Tell me, then,

the name of one .... of anything that he wrote."
" Be calm, be calm."
"

I won't. Tell me. Tell me."
" My boy, I cannot. I am bound by promise to your

mother not to."
" To my mother ! You lie ! You are my father. I

know it."

The clergyman sank back in his chair as though he had

been struck.
"
Hush, hush, Raymond! In heaven's name be silent.

Do you realize what you are saying? O! my God!"
" Bah! hypocrite," Raymond cried wildly. The pent-up

anger of weeks was freed. The lad spat at the clergyman.
"
Hypocrite," he cried again and again. Then his feeling

turned upon himself, and almost choked him. "
I don't

care," he wailed. "
I renounce I O, mother " and he

rushed out of the room.
"
Raymond! Raymond!" gasped the clergyman, rising.

But before he could say another word he heard the front

door slam. The sound went through the house. Effort

was paralyzed. The clergyman sank down in his chair.

The question had been asked.

To be continued.
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