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    LEW WALLACE Premium Collection: Historical Novels, Poems & Plays (Illustrated) gathers, in a single authorial portrait, the works that most clearly define Wallace’s historical imagination and narrative power. This volume presents his three major historical novels—Ben-Hur: A Tale of the Christ; The Fair God: The Last of the ’Tzins; and The Prince of India: Why Constantinople Fell—alongside the narrative poem The Wooing of Malkatoon and the dramatic work Commodus: A Historical Play. Together, these texts display the range of genres Wallace employed to reanimate distant worlds. The inclusion of illustrations further supports the reader’s immersion, offering visual accompaniment to an oeuvre devoted to spectacle, pageantry, and momentous events.

Best known for the enduring success of Ben-Hur, Lew Wallace earned readers across generations by uniting rigorous historical settings with emotionally compelling plots. This collection emphasizes that achievement while showing his breadth beyond a single title. The novels venture across Roman Judea, the Aztec capital, and Byzantine-turned-Ottoman crossroads; the poem and play demonstrate how Wallace compressed or re-staged similar concerns in different forms. By juxtaposing these works, the volume invites attention to Wallace’s overarching project: transforming chronicles and annals into living narratives, in which individual destinies encounter the tides of history and moral choice rises to the level of drama.

Wallace’s historical method blends research with romance. He favors expansive canvases animated by ceremonial detail, public ritual, and the vivid materiality of places—streets, temples, palaces, and arenas. Yet he anchors these panoramas in recognizable human motives: loyalty, ambition, devotion, jealousy, and courage. In plotting, he often pairs intimate quests with the large motions of states and faiths, so that what is personal acquires public consequence. His style is ornate but purposeful, leaning into heightened description and set-piece scenes. Across genres, Wallace’s art hinges on contrast—light and shadow, triumph and peril, empire and exile—rendering history both sensuous and legible.

Ben-Hur: A Tale of the Christ initiates the collection with a story set in Roman-ruled Judea, where a young Jewish nobleman suffers injustice and undertakes a long arc of struggle and renewal. The novel interweaves adventure, political tension, and spiritual expectation as the protagonist’s path crosses the era-defining presence of the Christ. Wallace deploys processional scenes, desert journeys, and public spectacles to express the pressures of empire and the promise of faith. Without disclosing outcomes, it is enough to note that the tale’s athletic contests and moral tests have secured its reputation as a touchstone of historical fiction and religious narrative.

The Fair God: The Last of the ’Tzins transports readers to the encounter between the Mexica world and Spanish conquerors. Wallace crafts a drama of competing loyalties and prophetic signs, presenting battles and councils, ritual magnificence, and the fragile codes that govern both sides. The novel explores how conviction, fear, and hope shape decisions when worlds meet, and how the language of honor can both dignify and endanger those who speak it. By staging the clash within palaces and marketplaces as much as on the field, Wallace seeks to humanize historical forces, letting individual courage and doubt illuminate the course of events.

The Prince of India: Why Constantinople Fell turns to the final crisis of Byzantium, portraying a city suspended between theological dispute, diplomatic maneuver, and impending siege. Wallace frames the drama through figures whose journeys carry them across courts and camps, lending the narrative a cosmopolitan scope. The premise introduces a mysterious traveler whose observations and intrigues connect disparate spheres of power. Here, Wallace’s fascination with ritual and debate meets his appetite for action, producing a chronicle of faiths conversing under pressure. The book contemplates the vulnerabilities of empires and the ambiguities of wisdom when fate tightens around a storied capital.

The Wooing of Malkatoon demonstrates Wallace’s narrative gifts in poetic form. Its premise is a tale of passion and resolve set against a legendary backdrop, where customs, vows, and personal honor shape the course of courtship and conflict. The poem’s condensed lineation highlights his ear for cadence and his eye for emblematic scene, translating the amplitude of his prose into rhythmic momentum. In it, Wallace displays a different mode of historical imagination: instead of broad chronicles, he distills character and setting into lyric episodes, allowing symbols and refrains to carry the weight of plot and the resonance of cultural atmosphere.

Commodus: A Historical Play returns to the Roman world, dramatizing the perils of power through scenes drawn from imperial court and arena. Wallace’s dramaturgy favors strong contrasts—private counsel and public spectacle, conscience and calculation—so that the stage becomes a forum where governance, glory, and decay contend. The play’s premise centers on the tensions inherent in absolute rule and the theatricality of authority itself. By channeling his historical preoccupations into dialogue and action, Wallace tests his subjects under the constraints of the stage, showing how swiftly choices reverberate when characters cannot retreat into narration.

Several themes unify these works. Faith and doubt recur not as abstractions but as motives that guide or unsettle action. The reach and fragility of empire provide both setting and argument, suggesting that grandeur depends on everyday loyalties and moral clarity. Encounters across cultures—Roman and Judean, Spanish and Mexica, Byzantine and Ottoman—reveal the volatility and possibility of contact. Individuals navigate honor, vengeance, mercy, and love while history presses in from all sides. Wallace treats spectacle as more than entertainment: processions, contests, and ceremonies expose the values of societies and the destinies of the people who move within them.

Stylistically, Wallace is drawn to the magnificence of scene and the momentum of event. His pages favor descriptive amplitude, yet he keeps narrative tension taut through pursuit, confrontation, and reversal. He often builds toward tableaux—councils convened, crowds gathered, rituals performed—which serve as mirrors of the age. Dialogue carries moral argument; landscape and architecture function as characters. Across genres, the diction is elevated but accessible, designed to bridge the distance between modern readers and historical milieus. The result is an art that aims to instruct and to enthrall, binding accuracy to the pleasures of story.

The present volume showcases not only the variety of Wallace’s forms but also their interplay. The novels offer breadth and accumulation; the poem offers distillation; the play offers immediacy. Read together, they disclose patterns of imagery and concern that might be missed in isolation. The illustrations support this comparative reading, adding a visual layer to the ceremonial and architectural imagination that drives the texts. While not an exhaustive gathering of every page Wallace wrote, the collection assembles representative works that, taken in concert, constitute a coherent statement of his aims and achievements as a historical storyteller.

Lew Wallace’s legacy endures because his narratives grant moral gravity to adventure and narrative urgency to ideas. Ben-Hur’s wide cultural afterlife attests to the power of his method, and the other works here illuminate the same gifts across new terrains. Readers are invited to approach the collection as both a historical journey and a study in craft: how a single imagination adapts itself to novel, poem, and play without relinquishing its central concerns. In these pages, ceremony and conscience wrestle; love and ambition contend; and the past, restored to motion, moves toward meanings that still resonate.
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    Lew Wallace (1827–1905) was an American soldier, lawyer, diplomat, and author whose literary reputation rests chiefly on BEN-HUR: A Tale of the Christ. Active during the tumultuous decades of the mid-to-late nineteenth century, he bridged public service and creative work with unusual range. His novels, poetry, and drama drew on historical subjects from ancient Rome and Judaea to Aztec Mexico and Byzantine Constantinople. Wallace’s prose pursued spectacle while seeking moral resonance, reflecting a period fascinated by antiquity, empire, and faith. Through meticulous research and a popular narrative style, he won a broad readership and helped shape the historical novel for generations of American readers.

Wallace grew up in Indiana and pursued a largely self-directed education. He read law, was admitted to the bar, and sustained a lifelong habit of wide reading in classical literature, the Bible, and historical chronicles. Early exposure to military life and travel broadened his horizons, while legal training disciplined his research methods. He began experimenting with fiction well before mid-century, drafting materials that would evolve into his first published novel. His historical imagination was informed by accessible nineteenth-century histories and translations, which he mined for setting, language, and custom. This blend of autodidactic study and documentary curiosity became a hallmark of his literary craft.

During the American Civil War, Wallace served as a Union general. He saw action in Western Theater campaigns, including Fort Donelson and Shiloh, experiences that sharpened his understanding of command, contingency, and public scrutiny. In 1864 he helped delay a Confederate advance toward Washington at the Battle of Monocacy, an episode later noted for its strategic consequences. After the war, he served on military commissions addressing high-profile cases from the conflict’s final months. These duties exposed him to questions of justice, loyalty, and national reconciliation—concerns that echo, in transformed form, through the ethical dilemmas and civic themes of his later fiction.

Wallace’s first major novel, THE FAIR GOD: The Last of the ’Tzins, appeared in the postwar years and signaled his commitment to large-scale historical storytelling. Set during the Spanish conquest of Mexico, it weaves courtly romance with a panoramic view of cultural encounter and imperial ambition. Wallace sought to evoke ceremony, warfare, and belief systems with a novelist’s eye for vivid incident. The book found an audience among readers who favored adventurous history informed by research. It established his ability to animate distant times while inviting reflection on power, faith, and the fates of civilizations—motifs he would revisit in subsequent works.

BEN-HUR: A Tale of the Christ crowned Wallace’s literary career and became a publishing phenomenon. Meticulously researched to harmonize Roman and Judaean contexts, the novel balances action with a reverent treatment of its sacred frame. Wallace’s attention to material detail—architecture, ritual, and travel—supports a story concerned with conscience, redemption, and the pressures of empire. Its extraordinary popularity made it the best-selling American novel of the nineteenth century, inspiring elaborate stage productions and later film adaptations. BEN-HUR influenced religious and historical fiction by demonstrating that a narrative grounded in scholarly inquiry could also capture mass audiences and sustain cross-denominational appeal.

Wallace continued to serve the public while writing. As governor of the New Mexico Territory, he worked to curb violence and stabilize governance during a period of intense regional conflict. Soon after, he was appointed U.S. minister to the Ottoman Empire. Exposure to the eastern Mediterranean deepened his interest in cross-cultural contact and imperial transition, informing THE PRINCE OF INDIA: Why Constantinople Fell, a sweeping novel that explores the collapse of Byzantium and the interplay of faith and power. His range extended beyond prose to THE WOOING OF MALKATOON, a seriocomic narrative poem, and COMMODUS: A Historical Play, both reflecting his fascination with antiquity and performance.

In later years Wallace returned to Indiana, continued to write and lecture, and cultivated a celebrated freestanding study where he drafted and revised his books. He died in 1905, leaving a body of work that remains in print and in conversation with popular culture. BEN-HUR endures as a touchstone of historical-religious fiction, while THE FAIR GOD and THE PRINCE OF INDIA exemplify nineteenth-century American engagement with global pasts. His poetry and drama reveal a stylist willing to test different forms. Today, Wallace’s legacy resides in the durable appeal of his narratives and in the way they merge spectacle with inquiry into belief, duty, and historical change.
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    Lew Wallace’s career unfolded during a century when Americans avidly consumed histories of distant ages to interpret their own upheavals. Born in 1827, he was a lawyer, Civil War general, territorial governor, and U.S. minister to the Ottoman Empire before becoming a bestselling author. The works gathered here traverse three pivotal eras: Roman Judea in the first century, the Spanish-Mexica encounter of the early sixteenth century, and the fall of Constantinople in 1453. Alongside a Roman-themed play and an “Orientalizing” narrative poem, the collection reflects a late nineteenth-century appetite for panoramic historical fiction that braided research, moral reflection, and adventure with popular theatrical and pictorial appeal.

Wallace wrote into a booming post–Civil War print marketplace. Mass literacy, steam-powered presses, stereotyping, and railroad distribution expanded audiences for substantial novels and “premium” illustrated editions. Subscription and gift-book cultures brought large, ornate volumes into parlors, where history, religion, and entertainment mingled. Historical romance—popularized by Walter Scott earlier in the century—remained a dominant mode, now charged with American questions about faith, patriotism, and empire. Veterans and reformers alike found uses for narratives that dramatized moral choices under pressure. Wallace’s fiction, published by major New York houses, met this demand with scenes calibrated for public recitation, stage adaptation, and the moral tastes of Victorian readers.

Nineteenth-century scholarship gave Wallace tools and models. Classical and biblical studies were newly accessible through translations and compendia; Gibbon’s history of Rome, Josephus on Judea, and ecclesiastical chronicles circulated widely. Archaeological discoveries—Schliemann at Troy, Assyrian palaces at Nineveh, surveys of the Holy Land by the Palestine Exploration Fund (founded 1865)—fueled imaginations with maps, inscriptions, and artifacts. For the early modern Americas, William H. Prescott’s romantic histories of Spain and Mexico shaped Anglophone narratives, while travel writers such as John Lloyd Stephens and Frederick Catherwood popularized Mesoamerican antiquities. Wallace’s novels synthesize these currents, staging decisive episodes where documentary traces were rich and readers’ curiosity inexhaustible.

BEN-HUR: A Tale of the Christ revisits the eastern Mediterranean under Roman rule. After the death of Herod the Great, Judea passed through client kingship to provincial administration; by the 20s and 30s CE, prefects such as Pontius Pilate governed amid religious diversity and social strain. Pharisees, Sadducees, Essenes, and other groups debated law and purity as imperial taxation, military presence, and Hellenistic culture altered daily life. The period’s roads, caravan networks, and sea lanes bound Judea to a wider imperial economy. Wallace’s re-creation of marketplaces, courts, and arenas relies on nineteenth-century readings of Roman institutions and Second Temple Judaism.

The novel’s religious framing resonated with a U.S. public negotiating revivalism, denominational rivalry, and higher biblical criticism. Wallace famously described a mid-1870s conversation with the noted agnostic Robert G. Ingersoll as a spur to study the Gospels and compose Ben-Hur. Its reverent depiction of Jesus—kept at a respectful narrative distance—allowed readers across Protestant and Catholic lines to engage shared Christian imagination without doctrinal controversy. The book became a publishing phenomenon, often cited as the nineteenth century’s best-selling American novel. A spectacular stage adaptation in 1899, complete with a mechanical chariot race, confirmed its place in popular religious culture.

Ben-Hur’s world also stages Roman spectacle and urban organization. Chariot racing in great circuses and provincial arenas was a central entertainment and vehicle for civic identity; factions, patronage, and municipal pride converged in the sport. Oared warships remained integral to Mediterranean warfare and policing, and imperial highways facilitated troop movement and trade. Wallace’s scenes are steeped in nineteenth-century antiquarian reconstructions of costume, architecture, and ceremony, including the Roman patron-client system and the politics of provincial governance. These details position personal transformation against a backdrop of imperial institutions, linking private decisions to public rituals that trained audiences to think historically about power.

THE FAIR GOD: The Last of the ’Tzins engages the Spanish invasion of central Mexico. In 1519 Hernán Cortés and his companions entered a densely populated, urbanized world centered on Tenochtitlán, capital of the Mexica (Aztec) alliance. Spanish steel, cavalry, and firearms intersected with Indigenous diplomacy and rivalries; alliances with city-states such as Tlaxcala were decisive. Smallpox, introduced by Europeans around 1520, devastated populations and altered the struggle’s course. The lake city’s causeways, markets, and temples exemplified sophisticated engineering and statecraft. Wallace dramatizes this confrontation as a meeting of empires, reflecting a century of Anglophone fascination with Mesoamerican polity and ritual.

Wallace’s treatment draws heavily on nineteenth-century historiography. Prescott’s eloquent accounts and the soldier-chronicler Bernal Díaz del Castillo shaped narrative templates that emphasized Spanish leadership while selectively incorporating Indigenous voices preserved by missionaries like Bernardino de Sahagún. U.S. readers—accustomed to frontier narratives and, after 1848, newly conscious of Mexican history through war and annexation—absorbed Mexico’s past as part of a hemispheric story. Simultaneously, travelers’ engravings and early archaeology fostered romantic images of pyramids and vanished cities. Wallace’s novel participates in these currents, adopting then-common explanations and images, some of which later scholarship has refined, corrected, or complicated.

The novel’s religious and political themes align with early modern debates about conquest and conversion. Sixteenth-century friars, notably Franciscans, undertook evangelization while Spanish authorities instituted systems such as the encomienda, raising ethical questions that echoed across centuries. Wallace dramatizes ritual, prophecy, and kingship with a Victorian moral grammar, using court ceremonials and councils to embody the competing claims of faith and force. By staging Mexico’s conquest as a crisis of governance and belief, he offers readers a mirror for nineteenth-century concerns about imperial power, cultural transformation, and the costs of “civilizing” missions debated in both European and American public spheres.

THE PRINCE OF INDIA: Why Constantinople Fell examines the Ottoman conquest of the Byzantine capital in 1453, a watershed of medieval and early modern history. After centuries of contraction, the Byzantine Empire centered on Constantinople faced a dynamic Ottoman state under Mehmed II. The siege showcased new military technologies, including massive cannon that battered the Theodosian Walls, and complex diplomacy involving Genoese and Venetian interests. A defensive chain stretched across the Golden Horn as the Ottomans maneuvered ships overland to outflank it. The long-standing Latin–Greek church schism and failed union efforts added internal tensions to a city of immense symbolic prestige.

Wallace’s diplomatic service in Istanbul in the early 1880s gave him rare familiarity with Ottoman court protocol, urban topography, and inter-communal life. His novel filters the fifteenth-century crisis through late nineteenth-century debates about the “Eastern Question,” when European powers contested influence over Ottoman territories after the Tanzimat reform era. Readers in this period associated Constantinople with both imperial resilience and reformist fragility. Wallace’s experience under Sultan Abdülhamid II provided observational detail about mosques, palaces, and bazaars, while missionary schools and consular networks supplied Western lenses on the empire’s diversity. The result is a romance attentive to ceremony, diplomacy, and faith under geopolitical pressure.

COMMODUS: A Historical Play returns to imperial Rome during the late second century. Commodus, son of Marcus Aurelius, ruled from 180 to 192 CE amid mounting fiscal and military strains. Ancient sources portray his fascination with spectacle and staged combat, while the city’s plebs, senatorial elite, and Praetorian Guard vied for influence. His assassination in 192 precipitated the “Year of the Five Emperors,” underscoring the brittleness of succession without clear institutions. Nineteenth-century playwrights mined Rome for moral exempla: Stoic virtue confronting decadence, civic duty opposing personal indulgence. Wallace’s drama belongs to a stage tradition that used antiquity to test modern political anxieties.

THE WOOING OF MALKATOON, a narrative poem, reflects the period’s taste for “Oriental” romanticism in Anglophone letters. Western magazines and gift books of the late nineteenth century frequently published verse set in imagined Persian, Arabian, or Indian courts, embellished with jeweled diction and moral fables. Popular translations such as Edward FitzGerald’s Rubáiyát of Omar Khayyám helped create a milieu in which Eastern settings signified glamour, fatalism, and courtly love for Western audiences. Wallace’s poem participates in this vogue, inviting readers to savor distant pageantry while aligning its sentiments with Victorian norms of honor, fidelity, and dramatic declaration.

The collection’s “Illustrated” character is a historical artifact in its own right. Nineteenth-century publishers invested in wood-engraved plates, and later halftone processes, to visualize antiquity and the Middle Ages for general readers. Artists drew on archaeological reports, costume studies, and travel sketches to claim authenticity, even when imagination filled gaps. Illustrated premium editions doubled as decor and pedagogy, promising accuracy while heightening spectacle. For narratives like Ben-Hur or the fall of Constantinople, images of arenas, walls, ships, and regalia helped fix scenes in popular memory and prepared audiences for stage renditions that emphasized pageantry, machinery, and crowd effects.

Wallace’s public life shaped his historical sensibilities. As a Union general he fought at Fort Donelson and Shiloh in 1862 and, in 1864, commanded at Monocacy, a delaying action often credited with helping protect Washington, D.C. Such experiences sharpened his attention to command, logistics, and contingency. As governor of New Mexico Territory (late 1870s to early 1880s), he faced the Lincoln County War and negotiated with outlaws, including the figure later known as Billy the Kid. Questions of law, clemency, and order under fragile institutions recur in his fictions about empires under strain, where personal ethics meet bureaucratic and martial realities.

The transatlantic religious climate also conditioned the works’ reception. American Protestantism was fragmented yet energetic; Catholic institutions were expanding; and debates over biblical archaeology and higher criticism unsettled inherited certainties. Ben-Hur offered a unifying narrative of reverence amid controversy. Meanwhile, readers of The Fair God encountered Spain’s colonial Catholicism at a safe historical remove, enabling reflection on mission and coercion without immediate sectarian quarrel. The Prince of India staged contact between Christianity and Islam with courtly tact rather than polemic, mirroring the diplomacy of Wallace’s era, when missionaries, merchants, and consuls competed to define the moral stakes of imperial politics.

Technological and social shifts reinforced Wallace’s reach. Railways and the postal system fed a national book trade; urban theaters mounted elaborate historical productions with hydraulics, treadmills, and panoramas; and lyceums and Chautauqua assemblies prized edifying storytelling. Photography, though anachronistic to his subjects, informed how illustrators staged authenticity. Public museums and world’s fairs displayed casts of classical sculpture and “Oriental” pavilions, teaching audiences to read the past through curated spectacle. Wallace’s texts, readily adaptable to these media, thrived as artifacts of a culture that fused instruction with entertainment and equated moral uplift with grand historical tableaux of trial and redemption.」「Later readers have revisited Wallace’s sources and emphases. Ben-Hur remains a touchstone of American religious fiction, further entrenched by a renowned 1899 stage show and multiple film adaptations in the twentieth century, which reframed its themes for new sensibilities. The Fair God has been reassessed alongside expanded Indigenous historiography and archaeology, which challenge older tropes about prophecy and conquest inevitability. The Prince of India now sits beside specialized Byzantine and Ottoman studies that nuance its diplomatic and theological portraits. Such reevaluations situate Wallace’s achievements within, and sometimes against, the scholarly horizons available to him.」「Across the collection, empire is a central lens—Roman, Mexica, Byzantine, Ottoman, and Spanish—set against communities seeking justice, safety, and meaning under overwhelming systems. Wallace’s nineteenth-century vantage foregrounds ceremony, law, warfare, and belief, treating history as a stage on which ethical character is tested. Industrial-era print and stage technologies magnify these dramas and invite readers to imagine themselves as witnesses of consequential turning points. For contemporary audiences, the volumes offer not only stories about antiquity and early modernity but also artifacts of Gilded Age historical consciousness, revealing how one American writer translated global pasts into reflections on power, faith, and civic responsibility.
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    Historical Novels of Faith and Empire
BEN-HUR: A Tale of the Christ: A Jewish nobleman is wronged under Roman rule and driven into exile and bondage, setting him on a quest that moves from vengeance toward a reckoning with the era’s defining faith. Wallace frames spectacular set pieces—sea warfare, desert journeys, and the arena—against intimate tests of loyalty, identity, and belief. The tone blends high adventure with devotional reflection, establishing his signature union of panoramic history and moral inquiry.
THE FAIR GOD: The Last of the 'Tzins: Set amid the first encounters between Spanish invaders and the Aztec world, the story follows leaders and lovers on both sides as alliances, rituals, and misread signs shape a civilization’s fate. Political maneuvering and battlefield spectacle intertwine with romance, as the “last of the ’Tzins” embodies indigenous courage and statecraft under extreme pressure. Tragic grandeur and ethnographic color dominate, showcasing Wallace’s fascination with ceremony, prophecy, and the clash of empires.
THE PRINCE OF INDIA: Why Constantinople Fell: A mysterious traveler navigates the Byzantine court and the ambitions of rival powers, turning private plots and public theology toward the looming question of the city’s downfall. Through councils, embassies, and clandestine negotiations, the narrative probes how faith, fear, and ambition erode institutions from within. Philosophical and political in register, it refines Wallace’s epic method into an inquiry about civilizational decline and the uses of belief.
Narrative Poetry of Honor and Desire
THE WOOING OF MALKATOON: This narrative poem recounts a courtship framed by honor codes and cultural barriers, where bold vows and contested pride test the boundary between passion and duty. Musical cadences and ornamental imagery reveal Wallace’s lyrical side, distilling themes of chivalry, spectacle, and moral choice into concentrated verse.
Historical Drama of Power and Decline
COMMODUS: A Historical Play: The Roman court is staged under an emperor enthralled by showmanship and power, where gladiatorial display and imperial ceremony threaten to eclipse older civic virtues. Speeches of counsel, plots, and shifting loyalties drive a drama of conscience versus corruption, mapping how performance can become politics. Declamatory and visual, the piece amplifies Wallace’s preoccupation with leadership, decadence, and the tenuous order of empire.
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  [image: ]The Jebel es Zubleh is a mountain fifty miles and more in length, and so narrow that its tracery on the map gives it a likeness to a caterpillar crawling from the south to the north. Standing on its red-and-white cliffs, and looking off under the path of the rising sun, one sees only the Desert of Arabia, where the east winds, so hateful to vinegrowers of Jericho, have kept their playgrounds since the beginning. Its feet are well covered by sands tossed from the Euphrates, there to lie, for the mountain is a wall to the pasture-lands of Moab and Ammon on the west--lands which else had been of the desert a part.


  The Arab has impressed his language upon everything south and east of Judea, so, in his tongue, the old Jebel is the parent of numberless wadies which, intersecting the Roman road--now a dim suggestion of what once it was, a dusty path for Syrian pilgrims to and from Mecca--run their furrows, deepening as they go, to pass the torrents of the rainy season into the Jordan, or their last receptacle, the Dead Sea. Out of one of these wadies--or, more particularly, out of that one which rises at the extreme end of the Jebel, and, extending east of north, becomes at length the bed of the Jabbok River--a traveller passed, going to the table-lands of the desert. To this person the attention of the reader is first besought.


  Judged by his appearance, he was quite forty-five years old. His beard, once of the deepest black, flowing broadly over his breast, was streaked with white. His face was brown as a parched coffee-berry, and so hidden by a red kufiyeh (as the kerchief of the head is at this day called by the children of the desert) as to be but in part visible. Now and then he raised his eyes, and they were large and dark. He was clad in the flowing garments so universal in the East; but their style may not be described more particularly, for he sat under a miniature tent, and rode a great white dromedary.


  It may be doubted if the people of the West ever overcome the impression made upon them by the first view of a camel equipped and loaded for the desert. Custom, so fatal to other novelties, affects this feeling but little. At the end of long journeys with caravans, after years of residence with the Bedawin, the Western-born, wherever they may be, will stop and wait the passing of the stately brute. The charm is not in the figure, which not even love can make beautiful; nor in the movement, the noiseless stepping, or the broad careen. As is the kindness of the sea to a ship, so that of the desert to its creature. It clothes him with all its mysteries; in such manner, too, that while we are looking at him we are thinking of them: therein is the wonder. The animal which now came out of the wady might well have claimed the customary homage. Its color and height; its breadth of foot; its bulk of body, not fat, but overlaid with muscle; its long, slender neck, of swanlike curvature; the head, wide between the eyes, and tapering to a muzzle which a lady's bracelet might have almost clasped; its motion, step long and elastic, tread sure and soundless--all certified its Syrian blood, old as the days of Cyrus, and absolutely priceless. There was the usual bridle, covering the forehead with scarlet fringe, and garnishing the throat with pendent brazen chains, each ending with a tinkling silver bell; but to the bridle there was neither rein for the rider nor strap for a driver. The furniture perched on the back was an invention which with any other people than of the East would have made the inventor renowned. It consisted of two wooden boxes, scarce four feet in length, balanced so that one hung at each side; the inner space, softly lined and carpeted, was arranged to allow the master to sit or lie half reclined; over it all was stretched a green awning. Broad back and breast straps, and girths, secured with countless knots and ties, held the device in place. In such manner the ingenious sons of Cush had contrived to make comfortable the sunburnt ways of the wilderness, along which lay their duty as often as their pleasure.


  When the dromedary lifted itself out of the last break of the wady, the traveller had passed the boundary of El Belka, the ancient Ammon. It was morning-time. Before him was the sun, half curtained in fleecy mist; before him also spread the desert; not the realm of drifting sands, which was farther on, but the region where the herbage began to dwarf; where the surface is strewn with boulders of granite, and gray and brown stones, interspersed with languishing acacias and tufts of camel-grass. The oak, bramble, and arbutus lay behind, as if they had come to a line, looked over into the well-less waste and crouched with fear.


  And now there was an end of path or road. More than ever the camel seemed insensibly driven; it lengthened and quickened its pace, its head pointed straight towards the horizon; through the wide nostrils it drank the wind in great draughts. The litter swayed, and rose and fell like a boat in the waves. Dried leaves in occasional beds rustled underfoot. Sometimes a perfume like absinthe sweetened all the air. Lark and chat and rock-swallow leaped to wing, and white partridges ran whistling and clucking out of the way. More rarely a fox or a hyena quickened his gallop, to study the intruders at a safe distance. Off to the right rose the hills of the Jebel, the pearl-gray veil resting upon them changing momentarily into a purple which the sun would make matchless a little later. Over their highest peaks a vulture sailed on broad wings into widening circles. But of all these things the tenant under the green tent saw nothing, or, at least, made no sign of recognition. His eyes were fixed and dreamy. The going of the man, like that of the animal, was as one being led.


  For two hours the dromedary swung forward, keeping the trot steadily and the line due east. In that time the traveller never changed his position, nor looked to the right or left. On the desert, distance is not measured by miles or leagues, but by the saat, or hour, and the manzil, or halt: three and a half leagues fill the former, fifteen or twenty-five the latter; but they are the rates for the common camel. A carrier of the genuine Syrian stock can make three leagues easily. At full speed he overtakes the ordinary winds. As one of the results of the rapid advance, the face of the landscape underwent a change. The Jebel stretched along the western horizon, like a pale-blue ribbon. A tell, or hummock of clay and cemented sand, arose here and there. Now and then basaltic stones lifted their round crowns, outposts of the mountain against the forces of the plain; all else, however, was sand, sometimes smooth as the beaten beach, then heaped in rolling ridges; here chopped waves, there long swells. So, too, the condition of the atmosphere changed. The sun, high risen, had drunk his fill of dew and mist, and warmed the breeze that kissed the wanderer under the awning; far and near he was tinting the earth with faint milk-whiteness, and shimmering all the sky.


  Two hours more passed without rest or deviation from the course. Vegetation entirely ceased. The sand, so crusted on the surface that it broke into rattling flakes at every step, held undisputed sway. The Jebel was out of view, and there was no landmark visible. The shadow that before followed had now shifted to the north, and was keeping even race with the objects which cast it; and as there was no sign of halting, the conduct of the traveller became each moment more strange.


  No one, be it remembered, seeks the desert for a pleasure-ground. Life and business traverse it by paths along which the bones of things dead are strewn as so many blazons. Such are the roads from well to well, from pasture to pasture. The heart of the most veteran sheik beats quicker when he finds himself alone in the pathless tracts. So the man with whom we are dealing could not have been in search of pleasure; neither was his manner that of a fugitive; not once did he look behind him. In such situations fear and curiosity are the most common sensations; he was not moved by them. When men are lonely, they stoop to any companionship; the dog becomes a comrade, the horse a friend, and it is no shame to shower them with caresses and speeches of love. The camel received no such token, not a touch, not a word.


  Exactly at noon the dromedary, of its own will, stopped, and uttered the cry or moan, peculiarly piteous, by which its kind always protest against an overload, and sometimes crave attention and rest. The master thereupon bestirred himself, waking, as it were, from sleep. He threw the curtains of the houdah up, looked at the sun, surveyed the country on every side long and carefully, as if to identify an appointed place. Satisfied with the inspection, he drew a deep breath and nodded, much as to say, "At last, at last!" A moment after, he crossed his hands upon his breast, bowed his head, and prayed silently. The pious duty done, he prepared to dismount. From his throat proceeded the sound heard doubtless by the favorite camels of Job--Ikh! ikh!--the signal to kneel. Slowly the animal obeyed, grunting the while. The rider then put his foot upon the slender neck, and stepped upon the sand.


  
    [image: ]
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  [image: ] The man as now revealed was of admirable proportions, not so tall as powerful. Loosening the silken rope which held the kufiyeh on his head, he brushed the fringed folds back until his face was bare--a strong face, almost negro in color; yet the low, broad forehead, aquiline nose, the outer corners of the eyes turned slightly upward, the hair profuse, straight, harsh, of metallic lustre, and falling to the shoulder in many plaits, were signs of origin impossible to disguise. So looked the Pharaohs and the later Ptolemies; so looked Mizraim, father of the Egyptian race. He wore the kamis, a white cotton shirt tight-sleeved, open in front, extending to the ankles and embroidered down the collar and breast, over which was thrown a brown woollen cloak, now, as in all probability it was then, called the aba, an outer garment with long skirt and short sleeves, lined inside with stuff of mixed cotton and silk, edged all round with a margin of clouded yellow. His feet were protected by sandals, attached by thongs of soft leather. A sash held the kamis to his waist. What was very noticeable, considering he was alone, and that the desert was the haunt of leopards and lions, and men quite as wild, he carried no arms, not even the crooked stick used for guiding camels; wherefore we may at least infer his errand peaceful, and that he was either uncommonly bold or under extraordinary protection.


  The traveller's limbs were numb, for the ride had been long and wearisome; so he rubbed his hands and stamped his feet, and walked round the faithful servant, whose lustrous eyes were closing in calm content with the cud he had already found. Often, while making the circuit, he paused, and, shading his eyes with his hands, examined the desert to the extremest verge of vision; and always, when the survey was ended, his face clouded with disappointment, slight, but enough to advise a shrewd spectator that he was there expecting company, if not by appointment; at the same time, the spectator would have been conscious of a sharpening of the curiosity to learn what the business could be that required transaction in a place so far from civilized abode.


  However disappointed, there could be little doubt of the stranger's confidence in the coming of the expected company. In token thereof, he went first to the litter, and, from the cot or box opposite the one he had occupied in coming, produced a sponge and a small gurglet of water, with which he washed the eyes, face, and nostrils of the camel; that done, from the same depository he drew a circular cloth, red-and white-striped, a bundle of rods, and a stout cane. The latter, after some manipulation, proved to be a cunning device of lesser joints, one within another, which, when united together, formed a centre pole higher than his head. When the pole was planted, and the rods set around it, he spread the cloth over them, and was literally at home--a home much smaller than the habitations of emir and sheik, yet their counterpart in all other respects. From the litter again he brought a carpet or square rug, and covered the floor of the tent on the side from the sun. That done, he went out, and once more, and with greater care and more eager eyes, swept the encircling country. Except a distant jackal, galloping across the plain, and an eagle flying towards the Gulf of Akaba, the waste below, like the blue above it, was lifeless.


  He turned to the camel, saying low, and in a tongue strange to the desert, "We are far from home, O racer with the swiftest winds--we are far from home, but God is with us. Let us be patient."


  Then he took some beans from a pocket in the saddle, and put them in a bag made to hang below the animal's nose; and when he saw the relish with which the good servant took to the food, he turned and again scanned the world of sand, dim with the glow of the vertical sun.


  "They will come," he said, calmly. "He that led me is leading them. I will make ready."


  From the pouches which lined the interior of the cot, and from a willow basket which was part of its furniture, he brought forth materials for a meal: platters close-woven of the fibres of palms; wine in small gurglets of skin; mutton dried and smoked; stoneless shami, or Syrian pomegranates; dates of El Shelebi, wondrous rich and grown in the nakhil, or palm orchards, of Central Arabia; cheese, like David's "slices of milk;" and leavened bread from the city bakery--all which he carried and set upon the carpet under the tent. As the final preparation, about the provisions he laid three pieces of silk cloth, used among refined people of the East to cover the knees of guests while at table--a circumstance significant of the number of persons who were to partake of his entertainment--the number he was awaiting.


  All was now ready. He stepped out: lo! in the east a dark speck on the face of the desert. He stood as if rooted to the ground; his eyes dilated; his flesh crept chilly, as if touched by something supernatural. The speck grew; became large as a hand; at length assumed defined proportions. A little later, full into view swung a duplication of his own dromedary, tall and white, and bearing a houdah, the travelling litter of Hindostan. Then the Egyptian crossed his hands upon his breast, and looked to heaven.


  "God only is great!" he exclaimed, his eyes full of tears, his soul in awe.


  The stranger drew nigh--at last stopped. Then he, too, seemed just waking. He beheld the kneeling camel, the tent, and the man standing prayerfully at the door. He crossed his hands, bent his head, and prayed silently; after which, in a little while, he stepped from his camel's neck to the sand, and advanced towards the Egyptian, as did the Egyptian towards him. A moment they looked at each other; then they embraced--that is, each threw his right arm over the other's shoulder, and the left round the side, placing his chin first upon the left, then upon the right breast.


  "Peace be with thee, O servant of the true God!" the stranger said.


  "And to thee, O brother of the true faith!--to thee peace and welcome," the Egyptian replied, with fervor.


  The new-comer was tall and gaunt, with lean face, sunken eyes, white hair and beard, and a complexion between the hue of cinnamon and bronze. He, too, was unarmed. His costume was Hindostani; over the skull-cap a shawl was wound in great folds, forming a turban; his body garments were in the style of the Egyptian's, except that the aba was shorter, exposing wide flowing breeches gathered at the ankles. In place of sandals, his feet were clad in half-slippers of red leather, pointed at the toes. Save the slippers, the costume from head to foot was of white linen. The air of the man was high, stately, severe. Visvamitra, the greatest of the ascetic heroes of the Iliad of the East, had in him a perfect representative. He might have been called a Life drenched with the wisdom of Brahma--Devotion Incarnate. Only in his eyes was there proof of humanity; when he lifted his face from the Egyptian's breast, they were glistening with tears.


  "God only is great!" he exclaimed, when the embrace was finished.


  "And blessed are they that serve him!" the Egyptian answered, wondering at the paraphrase of his own exclamation. "But let us wait," he added, "let us wait; for see, the other comes yonder!"


  They looked to the north, where, already plain to view, a third camel, of the whiteness of the others, came careening like a ship. They waited, standing together--waited until the new-comer arrived, dismounted, and advanced towards them.


  "Peace to you, O my brother!" he said, while embracing the Hindoo.


  And the Hindoo answered, "God's will be done!"


  The last comer was all unlike his friends: his frame was slighter; his complexion white; a mass of waving light hair was a perfect crown for his small but beautiful head; the warmth of his dark-blue eyes certified a delicate mind, and a cordial, brave nature. He was bareheaded and unarmed. Under the folds of the Tyrian blanket which he wore with unconscious grace appeared a tunic, short-sleeved and low-necked, gathered to the waist by a band, and reaching nearly to the knee; leaving the neck, arms, and legs bare. Sandals guarded his feet. Fifty years, probably more, had spent themselves upon him, with no other effect, apparently, than to tinge his demeanor with gravity and temper his words with forethought. The physical organization and the brightness of soul were untouched. No need to tell the student from what kindred he was sprung; if he came not himself from the groves of Athene', his ancestry did.


  When his arms fell from the Egyptian, the latter said, with a tremulous voice, "The Spirit brought me first; wherefore I know myself chosen to be the servant of my brethren. The tent is set, and the bread is ready for the breaking. Let me perform my office."


  Taking each by the hand, he led them within, and removed their sandals and washed their feet, and he poured water upon their hands, and dried them with napkins.


  Then, when he had laved his own hands, he said, "Let us take care of ourselves, brethren, as our service requires, and eat, that we may be strong for what remains of the day's duty. While we eat, we will each learn who the others are, and whence they come, and how they are called."


  He took them to the repast, and seated them so that they faced each other. Simultaneously their heads bent forward, their hands crossed upon their breasts, and, speaking together, they said aloud this simple grace:


  "Father of all--God!--what we have here is of thee; take our thanks and bless us, that we may continue to do thy will."


  With the last word they raised their eyes, and looked at each other in wonder. Each had spoken in a language never before heard by the others; yet each understood perfectly what was said. Their souls thrilled with divine emotion; for by the miracle they recognized the Divine Presence.
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  To speak in the style of the period, the meeting just described took place in the year of Rome 747. The month was December, and winter reigned over all the regions east of the Mediterranean. Such as ride upon the desert in this season go not far until smitten with a keen appetite. The company under the little tent were not exceptions to the rule. They were hungry, and ate heartily; and, after the wine, they talked.


  "To a wayfarer in a strange land nothing is so sweet as to hear his name on the tongue of a friend," said the Egyptian, who assumed to be president of the repast. "Before us lie many days of companionship. It is time we knew each other. So, if it be agreeable, he who came last shall be first to speak."


  Then, slowly at first, like one watchful of himself, the Greek began:


  "What I have to tell, my brethren, is so strange that I hardly know where to begin or what I may with propriety speak. I do not yet understand myself. The most I am sure of is that I am doing a Master's will, and that the service is a constant ecstasy. When I think of the purpose I am sent to fulfil, there is in me a joy so inexpressible that I know the will is God's."


  The good man paused, unable to proceed, while the others, in sympathy with his feelings, dropped their gaze.


  "Far to the west of this," he began again, "there is a land which may never be forgotten; if only because the world is too much its debtor, and because the indebtedness is for things that bring to men their purest pleasures. I will say nothing of the arts, nothing of philosophy, of eloquence, of poetry, of war: O my brethren, hers is the glory which must shine forever in perfected letters, by which He we go to find and proclaim will be made known to all the earth. The land I speak of is Greece. I am Gaspar, son of Cleanthes the Athenian.


  "My people," he continued, "were given wholly to study, and from them I derived the same passion. It happens that two of our philosophers, the very greatest of the many, teach, one the doctrine of a Soul in every man, and its Immortality; the other the doctrine of One God, infinitely just. From the multitude of subjects about which the schools were disputing, I separated them, as alone worth the labor of solution; for I thought there was a relation between God and the soul as yet unknown. On this theme the mind can reason to a point, a dead, impassable wall; arrived there, all that remains is to stand and cry aloud for help. So I did; but no voice came to me over the wall. In despair, I tore myself from the cities and the schools."


  At these words a grave smile of approval lighted the gaunt face of the Hindoo.


  "In the northern part of my country--in Thessaly," the Greek proceeded to say, "there is a mountain famous as the home of the gods, where Theus, whom my countrymen believe supreme, has his abode; Olympus is its name. Thither I betook myself. I found a cave in a hill where the mountain, coming from the west, bends to the southeast; there I dwelt, giving myself up to meditation--no, I gave myself up to waiting for what every breath was a prayer--for revelation. Believing in God, invisible yet supreme, I also believed it possible so to yearn for him with all my soul that he would take compassion and give me answer."


  "And he did--he did!" exclaimed the Hindoo, lifting his hands from the silken cloth upon his lap.


  [image: ]"Hear me, brethren," said the Greek, calming himself with an effort. "The door of my hermitage looks over an arm of the sea, over the Thermaic Gulf. One day I saw a man flung overboard from a ship sailing by. He swam ashore. I received and took care of him. He was a Jew, learned in the history and laws of his people; and from him I came to know that the God of my prayers did indeed exist; and had been for ages their lawmaker, ruler, and king. What was that but the Revelation I dreamed of? My faith had not been fruitless; God answered me!"


  "As he does all who cry to him with such faith," said the Hindoo.


  "But, alas!" the Egyptian added, "how few are there wise enough to know when he answers them!"


  
    [image: ]
  


  "That was not all," the Greek continued. "The man so sent to me told me more. He said the prophets who, in the ages which followed the first revelation, walked and talked with God, declared he would come again. He gave me the names of the prophets, and from the sacred books quoted their very language. He told me, further, that the second coming was at hand--was looked for momentarily in Jerusalem."


  The Greek paused, and the brightness of his countenance faded.


  "It is true," he said, after a little--"it is true the man told me that as God and the revelation of which he spoke had been for the Jews alone, so it would be again. He that was to come should be King of the Jews. 'Had he nothing for the rest of the world?' I asked. 'No,' was the answer, given in a proud voice--'No, we are his chosen people.' The answer did not crush my hope. Why should such a God limit his love and benefaction to one land, and, as it were, to one family? I set my heart upon knowing. At last I broke through the man's pride, and found that his fathers had been merely chosen servants to keep the Truth alive, that the world might at last know it and be saved. When the Jew was gone, and I was alone again, I chastened my soul with a new prayer--that I might be permitted to see the King when he was come, and worship him. One night I sat by the door of my cave trying to get nearer the mysteries of my existence, knowing which is to know God; suddenly, on the sea below me, or rather in the darkness that covered its face, I saw a star begin to burn; slowly it arose and drew nigh, and stood over the hill and above my door, so that its light shone full upon me. I fell down, and slept, and in my dream I heard a voice say:


  "'O Gaspar! Thy faith hath conquered! Blessed art thou! With two others, come from the uttermost parts of the earth, thou shalt see Him that is promised, and be a witness for him, and the occasion of testimony in his behalf. In the morning arise, and go meet them, and keep trust in the Spirit that shall guide thee.'


  "And in the morning I awoke with the Spirit as a light within me surpassing that of the sun. I put off my hermit's garb, and dressed myself as of old. From a hiding-place I took the treasure which I had brought from the city. A ship went sailing past. I hailed it, was taken aboard, and landed at Antioch. There I bought the camel and his furniture. Through the gardens and orchards that enamel the banks of the Orontes, I journeyed to Emesa, Damascus, Bostra, and Philadelphia; thence hither. And so, O brethren, you have my story. Let me now listen to you."
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  The Egyptian and the Hindoo looked at each other; the former waved his hand; the latter bowed, and began:


  "Our brother has spoken well. May my words be as wise."


  He broke off, reflected a moment, then resumed:


  "You may know me, brethren, by the name of Melchior. I speak to you in a language which, if not the oldest in the world, was at least the soonest to be reduced to letters--I mean the Sanscrit of India. I am a Hindoo by birth. My people were the first to walk in the fields of knowledge, first to divide them, first to make them beautiful. Whatever may hereafter befall, the four Vedas must live, for they are the primal fountains of religion and useful intelligence. From them were derived the Upa-Vedas, which, delivered by Brahma, treat of medicine, archery, architecture, music, and the four-and-sixty mechanical arts; the Ved-Angas, revealed by inspired saints, and devoted to astronomy, grammar, prosody, pronunciation, charms and incantations, religious rites and ceremonies; the Up-Angas, written by the sage Vyasa, and given to cosmogony, chronology, and geography; therein also are the Ramayana and the Mahabharata, heroic poems, designed for the perpetuation of our gods and demi-gods. Such, O brethren, are the Great Shastras, or books of sacred ordinances. They are dead to me now; yet through all time they will serve to illustrate the budding genius of my race. They were promises of quick perfection. Ask you why the promises failed? Alas! the books themselves closed all the gates of progress. Under pretext of care for the creature, their authors imposed the fatal principle that a man must not address himself to discovery or invention, as Heaven had provided him all things needful. When that condition became a sacred law, the lamp of Hindoo genius was let down a well, where ever since it has lighted narrow walls and bitter waters.


  "These allusions, brethren, are not from pride, as you will understand when I tell you that the Shastras teach a Supreme God called Brahm; also, that the Puranas, or sacred poems of the Up-Angas, tell us of Virtue and Good Works, and of the Soul. So, if my brother will permit the saying"--the speaker bowed deferentially to the Greek--"ages before his people were known, the two great ideas, God and the Soul, had absorbed all the forces of the Hindoo mind. In further explanation let me say that Brahm is taught, by the same sacred books, as a Triad--Brahma, Vishnu, and Shiva. Of these, Brahma is said to have been the author of our race; which, in course of creation, he divided into four castes. First, he peopled the worlds below and the heavens above;
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  [image: ]next, he made the earth ready for terrestrial spirits; then from his mouth proceeded the Brahman caste, nearest in likeness to himself, highest and noblest, sole teachers of the Vedas, which at the same time flowed from his lips in finished state, perfect in all useful knowledge. From his arms next issued the Kshatriya, or warriors; from his breast, the seat of life, came the Vaisya, or producers--shepherds, farmers, merchants; from his foot, in sign of degradation, sprang the Sudra, or serviles, doomed to menial duties for the other classes--serfs, domestics, laborers, artisans. Take notice, further, that the law, so born with them, forbade a man of one caste becoming a member of another; the Brahman could not enter a lower order; if he violated the laws of his own grade, he became an outcast, lost to all but outcasts like himself."


  At this point, the imagination of the Greek, flashing forward upon all the consequences of such a degradation, overcame his eager attention, and he exclaimed, "In such a state, O brethren, what mighty need of a loving God!"


  "Yes," added the Egyptian, "of a loving God like ours."


  The brows of the Hindoo knit painfully; when the emotion was spent, he proceeded, in a softened voice.


  "I was born a Brahman. My life, consequently, was ordered down to its least act, its last hour. My first draught of nourishment; the giving me my compound name; taking me out the first time to see the sun; investing me with the triple thread by which I became one of the twice-born; my induction into the first order--were all celebrated with sacred texts and rigid ceremonies. I might not walk, eat, drink, or sleep without danger of violating a rule. And the penalty, O brethren, the penalty was to my soul! According to the degrees of omission, my soul went to one of the heavens--Indra's the lowest, Brahma's the highest; or it was driven back to become the life of a worm, a fly, a fish, or a brute. The reward for perfect observance was Beatitude, or absorption into the being of Brahm, which was not existence as much as absolute rest."


  The Hindoo gave himself a moment's thought; proceeding, he said: "The part of a Brahman's life called the first order is his student life. When I was ready to enter the second order--that is to say, when I was ready to marry and become a householder--I questioned everything, even Brahm; I was a heretic. From the depths of the well I had discovered a light above, and yearned to go up and see what all it shone upon. At last--ah, with what years of toil!--I stood in the perfect day, and beheld the principle of life, the element of religion, the link between the soul and God--Love!"


  The shrunken face of the good man kindled visibly, and he clasped his hands with force. A silence ensued, during which the others looked at him, the Greek through tears. At length he resumed:
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  "The happiness of love is in action; its test is what one is willing to do for others. I could not rest. Brahm had filled the world with so much wretchedness. The Sudra appealed to me, so did the countless devotees and victims. The island of Ganga Lagor lies where the sacred waters of the Ganges disappear in the Indian Ocean. Thither I betook myself. In the shade of the temple built there to the sage Kapila, in a union of prayers with the disciples whom the sanctified memory of the holy man keeps around his house, I thought to find rest. But twice every year came pilgrimages of Hindoos seeking the purification of the waters. Their misery strengthened my love. Against its impulse to speak I clenched my jaws; for one word against Brahm or the Triad or the Shastras would doom me; one act of kindness to the outcast Brahmans who now and then dragged themselves to die on the burning sands--a blessing said, a cup of water given--and I became one of them, lost to family, country, privileges, caste. The love conquered! I spoke to the disciples in the temple; they drove me out. I spoke to the pilgrims; they stoned me from the island. On the highways I attempted to preach; my hearers fled from me, or sought my life. In all India, finally, there was not a place in which I could find peace or safety--not even among the outcasts, for, though fallen, they were still believers in Brahm. In my extremity, I looked for a solitude in which to hide from all but God. I followed the Ganges to its source, far up in the Himalayas. When I entered the pass at Hurdwar, where the river, in unstained purity, leaps to its course through the muddy lowlands, I prayed for my race, and thought myself lost to them forever. Through gorges, over cliffs, across glaciers, by peaks that seemed star-high, I made my way to the Lang Tso, a lake of marvellous beauty, asleep at the feet of the Tise Gangri, the Gurla, and the Kailas Parbot, giants which flaunt their crowns of snow everlastingly in the face of the sun. There, in the centre of the earth, where the Indus, Ganges, and Brahmapootra rise to run their different courses; where mankind took up their first abode, and separated to replete the world, leaving Balk, the mother of cities, to attest the great fact; where Nature, gone back to its primeval condition, and secure in its immensities, invites the sage and the exile, with promise of safety to the one and solitude to the other--there I went to abide alone with God, praying, fasting, waiting for death."
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  Again the voice fell, and the bony hands met in a fervent clasp.


  "One night I walked by the shores of the lake, and spoke to the listening silence, 'When will God come and claim his own? Is there to be no redemption?' Suddenly a light began to glow tremulously out on the water; soon a star arose, and moved towards me, and stood overhead. The brightness stunned me. While I lay upon the ground, I heard a voice of infinite sweetness say, 'Thy love hath conquered. Blessed art thou, O son of India! The redemption is at hand. With two others, from far quarters of the earth, thou shalt see the Redeemer, and be a witness that he hath come. In the morning arise, and go meet them; and put all thy trust in the Spirit which shall guide thee.'


  "And from that time the light has stayed with me; so I knew it was the visible presence of the Spirit. In the morning I started to the world by the way I had come. In a cleft of the mountain I found a stone of vast worth, which I sold in Hurdwar. By Lahore, and Cabool, and Yezd, I came to Ispahan. There I bought the camel, and thence was led to Bagdad, not waiting for caravans. Alone I traveled, fearless, for the Spirit was with me, and is with me yet. What glory is ours, O brethren! We are to see the Redeemer--to speak to him--to worship him! I am done."
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  [image: ]The vivacious Greek broke forth in expressions of joy and congratulations; after which the Egyptian said, with characteristic gravity:


  "I salute you, my brother. You have suffered much, and I rejoice in your triumph. If you are both pleased to hear me, I will now tell you who I am, and how I came to be called. Wait for me a moment."


  He went out and tended the camels; coming back, he resumed his seat.


  "Your words, brethren, were of the Spirit," he said, in commencement; "and the Spirit gives me to understand them. You each spoke particularly of your countries; in that there was a great object, which I will explain; but to make the interpretation complete, let me first speak of myself and my people. I am Balthasar the Egyptian."


  The last words were spoken quietly, but with so much dignity that both listeners bowed to the speaker.


  "There are many distinctions I might claim for my race," he continued; "but I will content myself with one. History began with us. We were the first to perpetuate events by records kept. So we have no traditions; and instead of poetry, we offer you certainty. On the facades of palaces and temples, on obelisks, on the inner walls of tombs, we wrote the names of our kings, and what they did; and to the delicate papyri we intrusted the wisdom of our philosophers and the secrets of our religion--all the secrets but one, whereof I will presently speak. Older than the Vedas of Para-Brahm or the Up-Angas of Vyasa, O Melchior; older than the songs of Homer or the metaphysics of Plato, O my Gaspar; older than the sacred books or kings of the people of China, or those of Siddartha, son of the beautiful Maya; older than the Genesis of Mosche the Hebrew--oldest of human records are the writings of Menes, our first king." Pausing an instant, he fixed his large eves kindly upon the Greek, saying, "In the youth of Hellas, who, O Gaspar, were the teachers of her teachers?"


  The Greek bowed, smiling.


  "By those records," Balthasar continued, "we know that when the fathers came from the far East, from the region of the birth of the three sacred rivers, from the centre of the earth--the Old Iran of which you spoke, O Melchior--came bringing with them the history of the world before the Flood, and of the Flood itself, as given to the Aryans by the sons of Noah, they taught God, the Creator and the Beginning, and the Soul, deathless as God. When the duty which calls us now is happily done, if you choose to go with me, I will show you the sacred library of our priesthood; among others, the Book of the Dead, in which is the ritual to be observed by the soul after Death has despatched it on its journey to judgment. The ideas--God and the Immortal Soul--were borne to Mizraim over the desert, and by him to the banks of the Nile. They were then in their purity, easy of understanding, as what God intends for our happiness always is; so, also, was the first worship--a song and a prayer natural to a soul joyous, hopeful, and in love with its Maker."


  Here the Greek threw up his hands, exclaiming, "Oh! the light deepens within me!"


  "And in me!" said the Hindoo, with equal fervor.


  
    [image: ]
  


  [image: ]The Egyptian regarded them benignantly, then went on, saying, "Religion is merely the law which binds man to his Creator: in purity it has but these elements--God, the Soul, and their Mutual Recognition; out of which, when put in practise, spring Worship, Love, and Reward. This law, like all others of divine origin--like that, for instance, which binds the earth to the sun--was perfected in the beginning by its Author. Such, my brothers, was the religion of the first family; such was the religion of our father Mizraim, who could not have been blind to the formula of creation, nowhere so discernible as in the first faith and the earliest worship. Perfection is God; simplicity is perfection. The curse of curses is that men will not let truths like these alone."


  He stopped, as if considering in what manner to continue.


  "Many nations have loved the sweet waters of the Nile," he said next; "the Ethiopian, the Pali-Putra, the Hebrew, the Assyrian, the Persian, the Macedonian, the Roman--of whom all, except the Hebrew, have at one time or another been its masters. So much coming and going of peoples corrupted the old Mizraimic faith. The Valley of Palms became a Valley of Gods. The Supreme One was divided into eight, each personating a creative principle in nature, with Ammon-Re at the head. Then Isis and Osiris, and their circle, representing water, fire, air, and other forces, were invented. Still the multiplication went on until we had another order, suggested by human qualities, such as strength, knowledge, love, and the like."


  "In all which there was the old folly!" cried the Greek, impulsively. "Only the things out of reach remain as they came to us."


  The Egyptian bowed, and proceeded:


  "Yet a little further, O my brethren, a little further, before I come to myself. What we go to will seem all the holier of comparison with what is and has been. The records show that Mizraim found the Nile in possession of the Ethiopians, who were spread thence through the African desert; a people of rich, fantastic genius, wholly given to the worship of nature. The Poetic Persian sacrificed to the sun, as the completest image of Ormuzd, his God; the devout children of the far East carved their deities out of wood and ivory; but the Ethiopian, without writing, without books, without mechanical faculty of any kind, quieted his soul by the worship of animals, birds, and insects, holding the cat sacred to Re, the bull to Isis, the beetle to Pthah. A long struggle against their rude faith ended in its
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