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life; he is never discontented?, or irritable,i jor sharp-
tempered. His men adore and fear him - he seems to read their
very thoughts, and though he seldom interferes with then? and
treats them with every consideration end genuine kindness, he
punishes them with greé.t severity if they do wrong. I wonder
when we shall part - I wish we could continue together% but
scott tells me it is rost unusual for Pole ever to camp near

others,{and that he mever travels with any white companion.

9th August: Pole and I go out together every day now. He knows

and sees every detail of nature as & naturalist and hunter; I,
as an arbist.« It interests us both to compare notes. We saw
a curious and beautiful sight to-day; we had wandered in the
direction of the desert over the border of the waterless tract‘*
into & grey mist of 1leafless thorn trees, the only colours, the
brilliant red sand of the caravan road . and the blazing, herd blue
of the sky. We were both of us silemt. I falt strongly the
_eruelty of thig strange 1andq and yet its mighty attraction: —4%

Sneres

aii-geone—Bo—pelentess— 01O is caught by 1ts many Shorna—ond
speopors and held fagt, held to one's own destruction,{, and yet

is empty of all desire or offort to escape. Looking up —~—RE-RFes

I saw just

off the path one tree standing out from smongst its grey brethren,
vanig-tirl  Celnn —
It was & brillient mass osz

A
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m—&eﬂm&es—e&emm,living and -moving,-eei-ea-r‘

for the strange thing was that the colours shifted, rising and
falling and changing places. We both stdod still - I Pilled
with amszement, Pole with interest. In a second his alert mind
grasped and explained the problem. Oocasionally%hese leafleés
trees dumst—inbe—£rower—at-deesd~a few handfuls of blossom _
appear, as if tied to their withered-looking branches. These
blossoms are wonderfully sweet,‘; and sometimes, as in this
particular case, attract insects with their penetrating odour
from many miles distant. This tree was alive with butterflies
and moths - Hbera%i‘y thousands of them covered 1t entirely,
gome quiescent, some hanging to the blossoms,and some hovering
up and down; & sudden blot of decoration end life in the grey

sleeping wilderness.

11th August: Pole has gone off shooting. I am lonely and

JReasy—and depressed.

d.a.s.a.r.t-—when I go out I find my foot-steps almost unconsciously

R dlesenr) .
leading me in ‘bhe": direction, am anxious to start on our Jour-

neywmm “Fhe doors

oY some great adventure seem %0 be opening,but whet lies beyond

them is hidden in a veil of mist. -FFemg—heo—enterrand-yei—Ffear—

Will those doors close on me as I cross their threshold , and

will the migt swallow me up, or will the mist roll back as

_@'_
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I touch 1t meking my way plain and easy?

12th August: How different the African sky is from the sky

away from the tropics - especially_at night. The sun sets at
6 o'clock, and having stained everything with colour end life,
penetrating into and illuminating the darkest corners of the
earth for a few golden moments, it sinkgg.and the landscape
becomes cold snd dead. By 6.30 darkmess has the world in its
grip and the stars are already faintly showing. Later the sky
geems to drop down, almost to within touch o it hengs wesding
over the quiet earth, dark yet brilliant, shining—-end glistening
with myriads of blazing stars j gilent spectators of the "terroxs
" $hat fly by night."

suddenly as I watched, a star larger than the others fell,
and cleaving a silver way for itself across the sky, disappeared.
Tt shed such o bright light as it raced from horizon to horizon1
that for a secbnd it made distinct what had previously been but
shadow. In the momentary’géng, the simlking form of a hyaena
stood sharply defined. .As the light revealed the hideous scaven-
ger, he slunk awag{ and later his horrible laughter tore the soft
velvet of the night, as he continued the sesrch for his unholy
mesal. |

The night sounds of Africa are & thing apart. With the
darkness they awake. The background of all the-mowndas is the

%
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high, ceaseless shrilling ot the eifecalas. It is = monoto-
nous and continuous blurr of sound ,like voides in constant
protest. Across this wwaad, but never silencing it, the
other sounds start intd sudden relief: the squeal of &
mongoose, the gtrident call of the hysena, the dreary note
of an owl, the hearﬁrending shriek of a caught bird, snd the

cry of a human child,follcwed by the sharp bark of a dog.

20tn August: Pole is back again and a welght seems gone

from sbout my neck. We had a long talk last night as we

gat round the camp fire while all the world (the dey world!
wes sleeping. It seems that he and I have had one of those
inexplicable attractions for ome another; that I fell under
the spell of hils unique personality is not %o be wondered atz
but that he, the hero, the mighty one)should-etoop—be interest
himself in me is wonderful, and 1 am strangely elated.

25th August: Pole has suggested that we travel together to

¥t. Xololo. I felt this suggestion cominggibut now that he
hes made it I can hardly believe my good fortune. I was

beginning to realize what o -sweeddr® wrench separation from
him would be % end I walked in dread. It comes over meé that

his and my lives are in some manner interlaced - in what way

-5
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T do not know. Certainly no one previously has entered into
my life and taken possession of my mind and heart in the way he

has.

August 25th: We are to start in asbout a week. The men are

‘due back roughly in three days and will rest for the remaining
Eone.

£ew-ég¥a* I am so much better that I am to be allowed to walk.
Since we camped here I have been tralning and caﬂuganage three
or four hours without any undue fatigue.mewms We shall travel
mostly before the sun is up, t0 lessen the desire for water.
Unfortunstely we just miss -the"-mooné' but Pole thinks that as
we have been here so long, it is wiser to push on. He hes
impercentably taken command of everyone, end everything — we

are in good hands.

September 2nd. We broke snd shifted our camp to-day - Just

two-and-a-half hours further on to the very last water. We are
now on the edge of the waterless desert; tomorrow we enter 1%s
owee®r thorny mazes. What awaits us on the further side? e
- And yet in
Africa,more than in any other place,j;one lives golely in the
prasent-—(ihe future does not exEEEZ\ to-day is all that counts.

Why then does the future mow seem 1o threaten y to push itself
forward, intruding on the peace and plenty of to-day?

.,%_
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From the iise above the river, the great dreary expamnse of the
XKibo plains stretches away and awayz:as far as the eye can ses.
It lies unrolled but unreadsble - en éndless grey waste looking
like the dense smoke of some mighty fire, the bright red earth
showing here and thereﬁélame like gleams The heat as one
gpproaches might be the blast from some huge furnace. Jhe—dense

apeT- —pedn-and—-distonied

3rd September: Lest night all the vessels, barrels, tins, gourds

and bottles, were filled with waeter. To-day each man carries his
own drinking supply and every drop must be hoarded as a miser
hoards his gold for we have casgt looge from aiiféﬁﬁﬁigéé. The

road is a narrow native trail, s¢ 1like the numberlaess game trails
which diverge from 1t in all directions, that one wonders what
ingtinet it 1s which keeps the guide on the right track. To lose

the "smell and narrow way" spells certein death; the game tracks

~

distinet in places, split up and fade away a&s one pursues them;
one is left bewildered in a veritable lebyrinth; all sense of
direction gone. Yet the guide - & man so primitive that he is
hardly man, & creature devoid of brain and mind-unerringly follows
the only track which can lead us in safety through this wicked
wilderness. Does he possess some glxth sense j & sense, more
subtle and refined than those we lmow, & sense which guldes his

feet, and gulding them mskes him know he is right?

AR f - T
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We broke camp at 3.30 by the fading light of e pale moon,
& moon £0 wan that it intensified the darkness. One by one
we Tiled out of camp, the noise of packing and loading up
falling away aend echoing into a threatening silence &s WwWe
entered the precincts of the desert. A panting suppressed
coughzthe screaming tear of thorns against a load o2 j*dﬁuuﬁ'
and the ceaseless pad, pad of a&#ﬁve feet ywere the only sounds
which broke the heavy quiet - the only distinguisheble thing
the feint shadow of the man you followed. Above, below, on
either side, a black thiek suffocatlng darkness. Time stood
gtill as we wandered, turmning and twistingtsn and on, énahroudad
in this silent blackmess. Gradualfgn%XQZnsation of expectant
fear grew in me and roused me from the lethargy‘in which I had
previously been sunk. I looked up; the sky no longer black, seem-
od receding from the earth. As the blackness faded the distance
widened and increased; a sensation of something opening came
over me. Dimly the trees and bushes took shape - at first a
mere blurr, later définite forms cut against the sky. A shadow
light had succeeded the darkmess, a gradual awakening of nature’,
of the bound spirits of the wilds. Not a joyous awakening into
light and 1ife{hbut a stealthy arousing as if py an unseen and

warning hend:
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1 looked furtively from side to side expecting I know not what.s

-empdy—ofovoryihing tut -e-—olinging-terror. Suddenly)like the
bursting ot a bomb, the sun shot up. Shafis of gold tore the

shadows from the skyagnd melted the fears from earth and man.

To-day was here; yesterday's forebodings had £led - tomorrow

was yet in limbo and unthought of. -Hiththe—edvent—of--Lihe-sun

Whet was that curi-

~

w© - '
ous‘zgar jeh had fallen on us in the shesdow timggfnd fallen

from us with risen sun; for all of us had been held by it?

¥ WES it the unseen nearness of some evil - something vile
which had stolen on us in the darkmess, something waiting,
watching and readyafor the slip which would have made one of
ug its prey?// The tension gone, -fFred—wibh—$he—hurrytng—shedowe ,

Jbefeore—the—giowing—wen, I looked around me Once more. The )
3 ple
relief of the sunlight hed in the first instance hf&ﬁteﬁ me to

the details of our surroundings - now they were suddenly smitten 4

on to my - eye and brain,ﬂmaﬁyr4ﬂmwh%aan#—an&—éaﬁeeé-&éke—a—ﬁire-

In the darkness we had entered into a new world and the doors

%

nad swung to behind us. No trasce of the past remained with usy

and the present was one - horrible monotone. We walked in & {
i

veriteble wilderness,burnt and arid . the absence of water apparent

B
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everywhere. We were hemnmed In on every sideg% strange_
mal~formed thorn trees 5 none of them largeg though meny were
thickmﬁ—et\m’wi and obviously old. They were curiously
similar in shape)-ahﬁ twisted, blotched trunkgrose upwards,
gradually spreading into a cahopy of withered brenches, and
these branches all grew and pointed downwards, curved like the
clawed fingers of conntless hands;_haa&s—;aad.y—te—se-i-&e—;‘ﬁ&%
snd-toow. Ivery tree was a replica of its neighbour, the only
varistion being their size and the colour of their trunks.

The trunks, strangely enough, were here and there delicately
tinted inﬁgir@bblue} meuved, ﬁm& and pmk:’ while the
branches were all a uniform grey, s Not a Jeaf to be seen any-
where; mnothing to relieve the eye - The hot red earth beat
upwards to meet the -bﬁniiaéblue sky; the grey, shadeless
travesties of trees blotted out all the world)and held and
stifled the furtive breezes. A blight lay on everything.

We seemed to have strayed into some sinister nightmare:}-t-he—
oenth-appesred strieken-ent—disensed. Hour succeeded hour
with no change of landscapeﬁhe—ém—seeﬁeﬂ—ﬂ&ﬁreﬁng—

4o shoot doun-and-seize-us. Here and there a huge e-ragul—e&e—

gourd lay like a bloated, emerald-green toad at the foot of one
of the thorn trees, sending up bright}fleshy-#he—ra—ee#&r&&-
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tendrils which enveloped and hid the tree 1tself in a prison
of uncenny greenery. Occasionally & handful of é?%Eﬁi flowers
hung emong the leafless thorms; Pk nore often bunches of
brilliantly coloured pods,of all shapes and sizes, nodded
and rustled in the trees, looking in the distance like flocks
of brightly plumaged birds. At intervals a tree gave the
appearance of being covered with snow: & leper among its
brothers)standing out white in the distance. A4s we apprroached
é#vwe saw that its countless thorns were swollen and white,
“their numbers being so great as Ho hide the branches alto-
gether;¢¢The path rose and fella?n& twisted and turned,‘but
there was no change - we were swallowed up,~b&r§e&§ina%’hideous

and malignent waste. The sensation of being closed in -

imprisonsd - was overwhelming: Skeme-sodBpmo—pessibitity ot
esaeewex  we could not even see where we wers going For all
gense of direction was oblitersted in the monotony of our
surroundings. A hcrnbill)wailing like a child, flapped over
our heads,to be answered with & similar wail by his mate;

s mongoose scurried across the path; a partridge screamed in
the bush; & broad band of red or black ants lay like a living
ribbon in our tracks. These were the only signs of l1ife,
though occasionally there was a crash in the bushes}ggazfé%'
retfeating-ﬁ?é—iaééng-rustling of some beast as 1t broke awsy,

gtartled by our footsteps.

-
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September 4th: Again we étarted in the dark - a repatition
of yesterday: a repetition rather augmenting than diminishing
the acute sensations of foreboding. We seem lost to the world -
. soul® wandering in limbo . . . . While it is still darki)ne
enters zones of delightful and delicate odours. What these
scents come from it is impossible to say, for the risen sun
¥i11lgs them - they belong to the dark night and the dusk of early
morning, fading as the dew dries. A wave envelops one for &
few seconds, ceases jand rises again later on. That anyfhing
0 sweet should emanate Ffrom this drear wilderness,/ seems impos-
sible. Can it be that those poor handfuls of flowers keep
hidden in their small hearts such an unfailing store of sweetness,
a store which is as balm applied to the wounded? |
Shortly before the sun had risen ~befere—wri—tho vrowde.
iRt hed—aary Vo climbed a gentlethough
~ prolonged slope. From the summit of this slope we gazed awe-
styuek at the wonders which lsy at our feet. The desert rolled
from us,even and grey, clinging like a-gg‘;d- of thick smoke to
the earth. Beyond i%, rearing 1ts great snow-crowned bead into
the clouds, towered Mt. Kololo. The whole picture was as%
~$one- inliogl‘.a the huge mountain waes outlined in a neutral
tint; the sky was pele and clear as if lighted from below,; the
mists lay rolled et the base of the slopes, shrinking as we-

watched them,nﬁe one slien note was the shimmering white of

80
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the snow which covered the higher of the two peaksz,and stood
out in sharp relief against the sky. We 55004 -SPht—tootiwd

fgggggiggnyEEEIﬁé}gn the exquisite beauty of the scene. 4s we

gazed & faint flush of 4:Eﬁhﬂf;1:éhlaﬂ_aoznas—the—ak?——nﬁéew&y
the white snow-h1u;g;é:;gE:i;Egkjagﬁjghﬂn_dsspT—deep rose 3
the grey mass of the mountein éiefeaeé into purple; the -
ourteing of cloud at its feetl tﬁi@ﬂ@%@é—e&to an opalescent
whiteness. Black bands of shadow lay across the still sleep-
ing desert, varylng for some moments its pale)toneless colour.
We had but.time to realize the besuty of it all)and then the
sun flared up4;beating everything down before him i ldling-
oenti_and—gky-with-his gald end orduson-besms, belittling the
Wholellandscape. Kololo shrank and faded, the clouds pasted melll
aend hurried esway on either side, the desert lost its shadowss
ﬂtie bright hard light flattened end—duldtos everything mystery
f£led and—hid before the prossic and searching sunlight. As the
gun rose highepéwﬂhrunken ¥ololo veiled his‘peaks.in—ﬁhe—eéoués*
The whole of the rest of the sky remainad-herd and cloudless,
but the mountain mass was covered with heavy, motionless piles
of clouds. Occasionally the upper layers partedé and one oY
other pesk showed clear for a fow seconds; then the veil egain
was drawn, obliterating the great form. Just before sunset

Kololo burst his cloud bonds finallx%and the whole range stood,

great and glowing, in the dying sunlighi, once more possessing

42,
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the landscape. The sun dropped away: the colours paled;
the moon rose, red and languid, flooding the carth in mysteri-
ous half-lights and deep shadows. Kololo stood brooding in
lonely majesty - alien from both earth and sky.

September 5th: . ¥ololo loowed pale and wan from his night

watching as we started in the moonlight of & a.m. After the
first hour we saw him no more; the desert, as if resenting
our sight of what lay outside its précincts, closed in upon
us again. We seemed to be descending rapidly,and as we
descended the air grew morse and more stifling. The path
quivered and danced in front of us; the thorn trées shook as
if smitten by the sun; Wwe were immersed in trembling)throb-
bing heat-waves. No sound, no sign of life broke the suffo-
cating silence. fhe trees seemed assuming living forms,
henging snd writhing over us like huge)evil—eyed octopi.

Loering faces, distorted =nd mitilated bodies, countless

skeleton arms)approached and receded - approached from the
An
distance and receded a$ 'We-aaggaggzkd.- end all indistinetly

geen snd blurred by the ever-increasing heat. Exhaustion and
fear wore writ large on evexry face; only the native guides,
who kept thelr eyes fixed on the path ﬁeemed unmoved, though
pach step appeared to be leading us more hopelessly into the
semi~1iving mazeszéloating triumph seeme& £o hold the desert.

<2
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The sun beat upwards watching us with & hard and brilli-
ant eye, moecking us as we stumbled forward.

Suddenly, snd without any preparation, a field of emerald

kﬁrfss lzjy spread st our feet. ?%gj(itﬁagef. ﬁu&-—eun-; mindg

endered into the green fields of England,while eugjbodiff were vt
gtill t0iling in the grey wildernessf - But ma—the grass was
reel as were also the bright blossoms which sprang among it;
and, bounding thé waving grass, stood a line of demse tall trees,
the edge of the Vetlo forestg. We rushed forward, each One
anxious to enter those grand, green aisles.— sanctuary was
reached at 1aat! What an emormously dramatic contrast! The
burning,'blinding sun;and eruel leprous thorns were behind us —
in front, stretched the cool dim light,; and shaded leafy paths

¢f the fores?; the two Just separated by that emerald field.
We were in s different world » A stream murmired to our right,
while as far as the eye could penetrafe, fertile, green depths
extended. Our fetigus fell from us as a dropped burden; our
parched lips smiled and spoke; beauty snd plenty enveloped usz4f

We camped in a gquiet gladé just above the river.w bur

carpet was woven of endless varieties of ferns and mosses; our
walls were built of the red and grey tree-trunks; and our
seiling was painted with festoons of shining leeves, picked out -
with subdued sunlight. The wilderness senk out of sight - the

land of promise was at our feet.

5%
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September 9th: We have been living days of delight. Scott and

Pole go off in opposite directions shootingband ykmnder in the
forest, never wearying of its green monotony. A congiderable
number of natives live among the treesé and are thus protected
from their raiding neighbours who 1ivé on the open plains.
They lmow every inch of the forest, and as long as they are
within its precinctsﬁ;they are gafe - the plain-dwellers never

dare enter it.

September 14th. The natives seem to like mey and one or two

invariably follow and accompeny me wherever I go. We talk with
the fewest words and the simplest signsg and we understsnd one
another perfectly. ILike all who dwell in the shade< they are
timid, reserved, and imaginative. They try to tell me tales of
the trees, rivers and beasts; and I try to paint them. They
regard me a8 a wizard because of my peinting. Most of them

see ﬁy pictures perfectly, particularly those of the river.

September 20th: The natives tell me, and Pole says he believes

it to be quite true, that at the top of a hill which we can see
from & rise across the river,qthere ig & lake, It does not ‘
seem very far away, possibly a twoghours march, so Pole and I
are going tomorrow. He has notngzggzgé;that direction yet, as

he has been huntipg elephants in the more distent parts of the

L
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forest. There seems to be something nysterious about the
lake: +he natives speak apprehensively of 4t ‘and say that
they seldom approach it - in fact, only one or two men among
all I heve met have ever seen it. This is curious as it is
50 near. They do not even kmow whether it is fresh water or
salt - one must not, they say, drink or enfer the water. IY

is called Lake Ipi.

September 2lst: We cannolt go 0 Lake Ipi to-dey as I am

L.
( . It is a great disappointment to me, as since the

natives first told me of it I feel curiously drawn towards
1t. All last night I dresmb of itﬁ and;waking)l cannot -
throw off my &reams. I dreamb that I stood before the final
door of my fate. I had previously passgd through many doorggr
and hed wandered for a lifetime in the mazes of the earth.
This door was different from all the others: it was made

of & solid sheet of crystal, and above it was a warning hand
pointing me backwards. Through its brilliant transparancy

I saw myself - mysell in a shifting series of events: ny
1ife in dumb show. As I 1ooked one event faded into the
next, and finally I saw myself standing knocking at the
crystal door. The atmosphere seemed heavy with portents -
the hand sbéve the door urgent in its warning§. In oy dream

vmpelled
I fel% myself-&#%eh forward; I could not accept the warning «



_Beyond that door lay what I had been living for, half expec-
ting all my life — #he—reower——ofwy—tife, the solution of
the problem of my being. I lemt asgainst the cold crystal
pushing with all my strength. I felt the door yielding, and
as 1t gavey a voice uttered these words -"The closing of the
circle of’ 1ife is the perfecting - Death.” I stumbled on
the threshold and fell fomvardwt Before my eyes
closeds I saw dimly a stretch of turquoise water; my lips
touched its cool brink and I became unconscious. I awoke
shaking with fear - it had all been so rea1>and the scenes
from my life had been pginted in every detail. I felt as if
a compelling hand lay upon ue. The feeling which has been
hgunting me for months/ seemed to tske final, because
definite, possession of me . I now now that fate hé‘é?é- woven
the web of this African‘)@because the ultimate solution
of my 1ife lies in the neighbourhood of the blue_ iake. I
am guite certain of this - it is the goal towards which I
have been working; my fulfilment is there. Shall I find
Death, the perfector on its shores? Whatever awaits me I
cannot now go back. —F—Emet—ab-the—deday-oaused—by Ny S60dle.

—rroga—and—ji-tere—wot—teti—thr—otiTre-uhal 1 oot

H

September 23rd. Pole has given up his hunting since I have

/8
been Seedy. He says I em suffering from a form of low fever,

=
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#every very usual in these parts)and he spends all his time
with me. He is & delightful companion. I wish I could tell
him of my dream but somehow I dare not as I feel the solu-
tion is very closelj-;zgzaj;f with him. On the first day I
am well enough{:we are to go to the iake, and Pole says we
will camp there so that I shall not get too tired. I must

go soon.

September 24th. To-day Pole had a long talk with the Bative

&hief)and with arcertain amount of difficulty made him spesk
of #e Lake Ipi. The €hief says the Lake is inhabited by a
mighty evil spirit, and that anjone approaching the water ia
seized, dragged in)and drowned. He says a curse was put on
the water by the Plain-dwellers long, long ago; and at the
time of the curse, it was predicted that one day a white man
would come and breek the megic. All the natives belleve thatl
one of us is the magician; and they ere awaiting our visit
to the Lake with the greatast.excitemant. The old €hief says
that when he wes young he knew geveral men Wwho ventured to
the water's edge and were never seen again. Onee two men
went together47and they returned mad with fear, and slckened
and died before they could tell their experiences. Both were
badly mauled, es—ii—they—hedbeen—bitben~ Pole says he will

investigate the whole thing..that there rmst be some natural
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solution. quLﬁ -cffzi;Ez(3FEE;;unpéﬁ—eee%s——éﬁ-weaa@

September 26%th: To-day we reached my goal. ZEarly in the

morning, before the sun was up, Pole and I set out for #ke
Lake Ipi. I was carried in a hammock, and we had previously
sent on some men to pitch a.tent Por us. How can I even {ry
to degscribe this wonderful place, surelyy, the most beautiful
on earth? We climbed uy~ & steep, stony hill, arid and ugly:
we roached its flat swmmit - and below us lay Lake Ipi. A
gsheet of such blue that no colour-maker could mix it - brilli-
ent, lridescent g end ever-changing. The Leke lies in the
bottom of a cup; it is shoreless and precipitous. Wooded
cliffs shut 1t in on every sideﬁ.guarding its blue waters
jealously from all approach. These cliffs are some “bWwe—en
three hundred feet in height, and with the exceptiono® two
known tracks/ there is no means of reaching the water: v they
form an impregmeble fortress, profecting the lake from all
attacks. The cliffs are thickly covered with trees, chiefly
euphorbias,whose candalebra-like branches cut the surface of
the water and stend out against 1t and the sky in truculant
array. To the north, the stupendous mass of Kololo towers
Bkywards, so near the lake that it looks as if it were about

to topple over into the water. The colour scheme is perfect.

pra



/30

The ever-varying dense blue of the water fringed with snow-
white rocks, these rocks surmounted with darkest green masses
of foliagé- and Kololo in his purple grandeur overshadowing
everything. But it was the water that held me - it lay
absolutely motionless, looking glmost solid in its immobility,
ohained and held by the high¢pf cliffs.

1 %Eg'with my eyes fixed on it. As I gazed)without any
provocation, (the air was breathless, and not & leaf or blade
of gress stirred) the waters of the 1ake arose and lashed
themselves scross its surface with the fury of a whirlwind.
The colour faded to slate grey;' the waters were upheaved as
by an earthquake, white-crested waves hurried on with increas-
ing speed and volﬁme snd chased from side to side, beating
themselves against the white rocks. I rust have called out
in my slarm for Pole ran up to me to ask i1f anything was
wrong. I turned towards him and pointed gpeschlessly to the
iake.——my*#eag&eareéuee&—%e—meve» T could see he was consérned ,
anﬁné—myselix,feeling secure in his nearness,[looked downwards
agein at the waters. There they lay silent, smilingqgnd

Fcum ~.only & ripple showing here and there, and one band of
dark purple shadow veiling & corner'of the blue. I gesped with
amezement — had I imagined that suddene?mad fury of lashling,
wioited wators? -Weme—shey—a—figment—ofmy—owa—breint If not,
what had calmed them 80 abruptly? Pole hed seen nothing.

~ -



