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    This collection unites Lewis Carroll’s two interlinked late novels—Sylvie and Bruno (1889) and Sylvie and Bruno Concluded (1893)—in a single reading experience that preserves their intended continuity. Conceived as complementary halves of one design, the books follow the same characters and extend the same set of concerns across two volumes. Bringing them together clarifies the architecture of the whole: a double-stranded narrative that moves between a recognizable Victorian England and a distinct fairy realm. The purpose of this volume is to present the complete Sylvie and Bruno cycle, allowing readers to trace recurring images, arguments, and refrains across its full span without the interruption of separate editions.

Lewis Carroll, the pen name of Charles Lutwidge Dodgson, was a mathematician and lecturer at Christ Church, Oxford, whose imaginative prose rests on a foundation of logical precision. Best known for Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland and Through the Looking-Glass, he later returned to long-form fiction with Sylvie and Bruno and its sequel. These novels share his interest in language, logic, and play, yet they turn toward a more openly reflective tone, attentive to ethical and social questions alongside whimsy. Their publication late in the nineteenth century marks a mature phase in his career, in which narrative invention and philosophical inquiry are deliberately interwoven.

The works gathered here are novels, but they incorporate varied textual forms. Prose narrative frames episodes of dialogue that test definitions and categories; interludes of verse supply refrain, humor, and counterpoint; and brief reflective passages assume the clarity of parable. Carroll’s talent for compact, musical stanzas appears throughout, and his interest in logical puzzles surfaces in conversations that turn on terms, rules, and exceptions. The result is a hybrid mode: fantasy fiction threaded with satirical scenes, lyrical insertions, and arguments presented with the economy of an essay. This collection preserves that range, letting readers encounter the shifting registers as parts of a single composition.

The premise is simple and inviting. A reflective adult narrator, traveling and visiting in contemporary England, meets two children, Sylvie and her younger brother Bruno, whose appearances blur the boundary between ordinary life and another land governed by different customs. At times the narrator observes familiar country-house routines; at other times he finds himself in a courtly, faraway domain where the siblings’ origins become pertinent. The oscillation is gentle rather than abrupt, guided by changes in scene and mood. From that opening situation, the books explore friendship, responsibility, and imagination, while leaving the outcomes and later turns for discovery in the course of reading.

A unifying theme is the relation between waking perception and dreamlike experience. Carroll treats passages between states as continuous, inviting the reader to test assumptions about reality, time, and causation. The twin settings encourage contrast: common sense versus rule-bending fancy, public custom versus private conscience, habit versus wonder. Yet the novels do not merely oppose these terms; they explore how sympathy, attention, and language operate across both. Questions of care for others, fairness in small acts, and the value of patience recur. The figure of the attentive observer—willing to be surprised, yet careful with inference—anchors the movement between realms.

Stylistically, the books bear Carroll’s unmistakable signatures: meticulous phrasing; quick, playful turns of meaning; and humor which often arises when literal and figurative senses collide. He delights in paradox and in the mischief produced by strict rules applied a fraction too strictly. Short poems punctuate the prose, offering recurring rhythms that reinforce memory and theme. The tone ranges from genial absurdity to sober, almost didactic clarity, but without abandoning lightness. Throughout, his mathematical cast of mind shapes the arguments, while his ear for cadence keeps the language buoyant, allowing reflections on logic and ethics to unfold within scenes of everyday conversation.

Alongside linguistic play stands social and ethical observation. Carroll sets parts of the story amid familiar Victorian concerns—charitable work, education, public meetings, and the manners of polite society—viewed with genial satire. The fairy realm mirrors and distorts these institutions, underscoring questions about responsibility and governance without binding the reader to a single interpretation. Discussions of kindness, honesty, and the uses of knowledge arise in situ, not as abstract lectures. The novels invite readers to consider how ideals translate into acts: how one listens, offers help, or reasons carefully when feelings are involved. The moral emphasis is practical, companionable, and exploratory.

The narrative method is structurally distinctive. Chapters often alternate between the English setting and the otherworldly domain, creating a rhythm of approach and return. The continuity is provided by a single, observant narrator whose temperament steadies the book’s shifts in scene and register. Digressions—on logic, language, social custom, or imaginative play—function as experiments placed within the story rather than outside it. The effect is to let parallel situations illuminate one another. Arguments tried in one environment are tested in the other, and images recur with altered significance, encouraging readers to compare, infer, and re-evaluate as they proceed.

Visual and musical elements contribute to the design. The texts include numerous poems and songs whose refrains echo across episodes, adding texture, pause, and emphasis. The original volumes were illustrated by Harry Furniss, whose drawings respond to the writing’s shifts of tone—sometimes clarifying, sometimes playfully complicating the scene. While words carry the argument, image and rhythm assist memory and mood, ensuring that logical puzzles and ethical questions arrive with the lightness of play. The integration of these elements reflects Carroll’s long-standing practice of joining narrative with pictures and verse to create a layered reading experience.

The lasting significance of Sylvie and Bruno and Sylvie and Bruno Concluded lies in their ambitious scope and formal daring. Although less widely read than the Alice books, they have continued to attract attention for the way they blend fantasy with social reflection and philosophical curiosity. They stand as Carroll’s mature return to the novel, extending his interest in language into questions of conduct and care. Within the broader landscape of Victorian literature, they offer a distinctive contribution: experimental yet decorous, playful yet earnest, and always alert to how reasoning and feeling meet in the small negotiations of daily life.

Gathering both novels in a single volume restores the continuity of Carroll’s plan and highlights the deliberate patterning across parts. Motifs introduced in the first book are developed, varied, or answered in the second; verse refrains return in new contexts; and themes reappear with changed emphasis. Readers can thus follow the development of ideas about attention, fairness, and imagination through the entire arc. The collection’s scope is comprehensive for this narrative project, presenting the complete two-volume design so that the interplay of forms—prose, dialogue, and verse—can be appreciated as one sustained composition.

Approached as a whole, Sylvie & Bruno (Vol. 1 & 2) rewards patient, attentive reading. The transitions between realms invite a receptive rather than strictly linear pace; the inserted poems ask to be heard as well as read; and small conversations often carry the weight of the books’ inquiries. This introduction offers only the premise and approach, leaving discoveries intact. The collection provides the full text of both novels, enabling readers to linger over echoes, track shifts of meaning, and watch arguments refracted through play. It is offered as a coherent, complete presentation of Carroll’s late imaginative experiment.
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    Introduction
Lewis Carroll, the pen name of Charles Lutwidge Dodgson (1832–1898), was an English writer, mathematician, and Anglican deacon whose fusion of logic, wordplay, and imaginative fantasy reshaped children’s literature. Best known for Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland and Through the Looking-Glass, he also produced influential writings in logic and recreational mathematics. The two novels in this collection—Sylvie and Bruno (1889) and Sylvie and Bruno Concluded (1893)—belong to his later career, when he sought to unite philosophical inquiry, social observation, and fairy narrative. Though often overshadowed by the Alice books, the Sylvie and Bruno duology exemplifies Carroll’s lifelong experiment with narrative frames, language, and ethical reflection.
Written under a pseudonym that became famous worldwide, Dodgson balanced the identities of college don and storyteller. He cultivated a precise, almost mathematical prose that could pivot to lyrical nonsense, and he favored stories that invite readers to puzzle out paradoxes. With Sylvie and Bruno and its sequel, he extended his ambitions: alternating between a realistic contemporary England and a fairy realm, he tested how satire, sentiment, and logic could coexist in one design. The project’s scope—melding romance, dream-visions, verse, and philosophical conversation—makes the duology a capstone to his artistic curiosity and an instructive window onto late-Victorian narrative experimentation.
Education and Literary Influences
Dodgson grew up in northern England and was educated at Rugby School before studying at Christ Church, Oxford, where he later served as a mathematical lecturer for many years. This rigorous training shaped his literary habits: clarity of definition, careful argument, and a delight in logical puzzles. Oxford’s intellectual milieu, with its collegial debates and ecclesiastical rhythms, supplied the real-world texture that sits beside fantasy in Sylvie and Bruno. The alternation between quotidian observation and otherworldly adventure reflects the scholar-storyteller’s double life, attentive both to the measured language of proofs and the quicksilver play of imagination.
Carroll’s reading in logic and mathematics, including the work of Augustus De Morgan and the classical Euclidean tradition, furnished techniques he adapted for fiction. He published mathematical writings such as Euclid and His Modern Rivals and later Symbolic Logic, developing a public reputation for exact reasoning. Those habits reappear as riddling dialogues and carefully staged paradoxes in the Sylvie and Bruno books. Their narrator moves between reasoned commentary and dreamlike episodes, mirroring Carroll’s conviction that play and logic are compatible. The didactic challenges he set for students in his mathematical amusements find narrative counterparts in the stories’ puzzles, songs, and satirical “demonstrations.”
Literarily, Carroll drew on the Victorian nonsense tradition, notably the example of Edward Lear, while absorbing moral and sentimental strains common to nineteenth-century children’s writing. He also engaged with fairy-tale conventions and contemporary social comedy, allowing him to pivot from whimsy to critique. In Sylvie and Bruno, sentimental scenes coexist with burlesques of academic committees and earnest debates about charity. The result is a hybrid tone—part fairy romance, part campus sketch, part philosophical parable. This synthesis distinguishes the duology from the tighter dream architecture of the Alice books, revealing a writer testing broader narrative registers without abandoning linguistic play or structural ingenuity.
Literary Career
Carroll’s literary reputation was established with Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland and Through the Looking-Glass, works prized for their ingenious nonsense, linguistic inversions, and dream logic. He expanded his range with The Hunting of the Snark and educational amusements in mathematics, building a readership that spanned children and adults. Against this backdrop, Sylvie and Bruno marked a late-career turn to a more capacious, mixed-mode novel. Early sketches—stories later known as “Fairy Sylvie” and “Bruno’s Revenge”—had appeared in periodical form decades earlier, and Carroll eventually shaped them into a two-volume experiment that intertwined fairy narrative with contemporary English life.
Sylvie and Bruno (1889) pairs a realistic frame set in Victorian society with a parallel tale in a fairy principality. Shifts of consciousness—waking, daydreaming, dozing—enable transitions between the two strands. Carroll inserts songs, logical mischief, and anecdotes that comment on the manners and morals of the day. A recurring poem, playful puns, and the antics of inventors and officials supply comic energy, while the human plot circles themes of compassion, friendship, and ethical responsibility. The book’s structure invites readers to navigate layered realities, prompting reflection on how imagination refracts ordinary experience and how logic might illuminate sentiment rather than oppose it.
Sylvie and Bruno Concluded (1893) develops the same alternating design, drawing together threads from the first volume while deepening the philosophical conversation. The second book continues to juxtapose public life—its ceremonies, bureaucracies, and social expectations—with the fairy world’s capricious logic and moral clarity. Carroll amplifies debates about duty, charity, and governing, using playful paradox to expose muddle and cant. He also refines the lyrical interludes, allowing verse to function as commentary. Although the sequel maintains a gentle, instructive tone, it remains alert to ambiguity, suggesting that kindness, reason, and imagination must coexist to address the puzzles presented by modern society.
Reception of the duology was mixed, with some contemporaries finding the design diffuse compared with the compact brilliance of the Alice books. Yet others recognized its ambition and technical daring: a novel that alternates planes of reality, threads verse through narrative, and employs logical play to test social ideas. Later readers have emphasized its proto-metafictional qualities and its unusually overt engagement with ethics. As the Alice tales became cultural touchstones, Sylvie and Bruno acquired a subtler reputation—as a laboratory where Carroll stretched his methods, connected his didactic and comic impulses, and sought an audience spanning both children and reflective adults.
Beliefs and Advocacy
Carroll was ordained deacon in the Church of England and remained within that office, a fact that illuminates the moral atmosphere of his fiction. He preferred gentle persuasion over polemic, and he favored scenes in which kindness and courtesy correct harshness or thoughtlessness. In Sylvie and Bruno, acts of attentiveness—listening to the vulnerable, accompanying the lonely, tempering judgment—are emphasized alongside playful banter. The books’ narrator often treats ethical questions as puzzles to be patiently sorted, mirroring Carroll’s conviction that clear thinking supports humane action. Essays like Feeding the Mind reveal his desire to nurture conscience and intellect together, a sensibility woven into the duology’s tone.
Beyond literature, Dodgson engaged publicly with questions of fair procedure and rational choice. He wrote on methods of voting and parliamentary representation, analyzing how collective decisions might better reflect individual preferences—work later associated with his name in discussions of electoral systems. His educational texts, including A Game of Logic, promoted clarity of reasoning for learners. In the Sylvie and Bruno novels, satire of muddled bureaucracy and credulous enthusiasm for fashionable schemes echoes these concerns. By dramatizing confusion and showing how careful thought and empathy can untangle it, Carroll turned advocacy for logic and fairness into narrative motifs rather than abstract treatises.
Final Years & Legacy
The Sylvie and Bruno project occupied Carroll’s late creative period, alongside ventures such as The Nursery Alice and further writings in logic, including Symbolic Logic. He continued to refine puzzles and pedagogical devices while maintaining his Christ Church connections. Carroll died in 1898 in Guildford, reportedly of pneumonia following influenza. In the century since, his fame has rested primarily on the Alice books, yet the Sylvie and Bruno duology has invited renewed scholarly interest. Critics now see in it an audacious attempt to merge fairy tale, social satire, and logical parable, anticipating later narrative experiments and underscoring Carroll’s distinctive blend of imagination and reason.
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    Lewis Carroll—pen name of Charles Lutwidge Dodgson (1832–1898)—worked at Christ Church, Oxford, during a century transformed by industry, science, and reform. The immense success of Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland (1865) and Through the Looking-Glass (1871) established him as a pioneer of Victorian fantasy, yet he remained a mathematician, logician, Anglican deacon, and participant in the intellectual debates of his time. Sylvie and Bruno (1889) and Sylvie and Bruno Concluded (1893) belong to the late Victorian decades, when Britain’s cultural mood had shifted from mid-century optimism to fin-de-siècle complexity. These books interweave fairy narrative with contemporary social observation, reflecting the mixed temper of their era.

The project behind Sylvie and Bruno had a long gestation. In 1867 Carroll published “Fairy Sylvie” and “Bruno’s Revenge” in Aunt Judy’s Magazine, early sketches that later fed into the two-volume work. This trajectory spans the evolution of children’s literature from moral didacticism toward imaginative fantasy, a trend Carroll helped accelerate with the Alice books. By the time the first volume appeared in 1889, the reading public had decades of experience with illustrated juvenile fiction, sensation novels, and social satire. The collection’s hybrid form—part fairy tale, part realistic novel—thus grows from a literary landscape already primed for genre blending.

Late Victorian Britain was preoccupied with reform. The Second Reform Act (1867) and the Third Reform Act with the Redistribution of Seats (1884–85) broadened the electorate and reshaped parliamentary life. Debates over Irish Home Rule (notably in 1886 and again in 1893) kept partisan tensions high. Carroll’s fiction registers this world of committees, petitions, and procedural wrangles in playful caricature. Without naming contemporary figures, Sylvie and Bruno toys with the language of governance and institutional absurdity, presenting miniature kingdoms whose tangled rules echo parliamentary pedantry. Readers in the 1880s and 1890s could recognize, behind the nonsense, the recognizable atmosphere of legislative and administrative life.

Industrial modernity formed the lived environment of Carroll’s audience. Railways stitched together the country; telegraphy accelerated communication; and standardized time became a national concern, with Greenwich Mean Time made the legal standard in 1880. Sylvie and Bruno places its “real-world” episodes in settings where rail travel, clocks, and schedules are familiar facts of life, then subjects them to comic distortion through whimsical gadgets and temporal jokes. The fascination with watches, timetables, and mechanical ingenuity reflects a culture attentive to precision and speed—and also uneasy about their social effects. Carroll’s comic treatment registers both the utility and the oddities of an increasingly synchronized society.

The books were also shaped by a Victorian revival of formal logic. From George Boole’s algebra of logic (1847, 1854) through Augustus De Morgan, William Stanley Jevons, and John Venn, Britain saw a surge of interest in reasoning systems and symbolic method. Carroll contributed directly with puzzles, the Game of Logic (1886), and Symbolic Logic (Part I, 1896). Sylvie and Bruno and its sequel dramatize logical fallacies and paradoxes in dialogue and verse, turning abstract problems into narrative play. In doing so, they reflect the period’s broader pedagogical impulse to popularize reasoning as both mental discipline and entertainment for middle-class readers.

Scientific authority grew rapidly after Darwin’s On the Origin of Species (1859), intensifying debates about the ethics of experimentation and the nature of life. One prominent controversy was vivisection, regulated by the Cruelty to Animals Act (1876) after vigorous public campaigns. Carroll aligned with anti-vivisection sentiment and addressed it explicitly in his later writings. Sylvie and Bruno Concluded, in particular, stages conversations that criticize animal experimentation as morally corrosive. These scenes belong to a wider movement that included organizations like the Victoria Street Society (founded 1875). The novels thus link the tradition of humane reform with Victorian anxieties about scientific hubris and suffering.

Religion remained central to late Victorian culture, not least at Oxford. Carroll, ordained a deacon in 1861, maintained a serious devotional life while resisting sectarian extremes. The novels’ charity, prayer, and moral counsel echo the period’s broadly evangelical and Anglican sensibilities. In contrast to the religious reticence of the Alice books, Sylvie and Bruno introduces moments of overt piety and ethical conversation, reflecting a time when spiritual consolation, pastoral care, and social benevolence were widely discussed. This ethical framing does not suppress whimsy; rather, it uses the fairy mode to pose questions about compassion, duty, and the rightful ends of knowledge.

Public health and sanitary reform formed another urgent backdrop. From early cholera outbreaks to the Public Health Acts of 1848 and 1875, Britain invested in drainage, water supply, and urban cleanliness. Late-century debates focused on local governance, hospitals, nursing, and preventive measures. Sylvie and Bruno’s realist frame includes discussions of illness, caretaking, and charitable visits that mirror these concerns, without descending into documentary detail. By combining fairy interludes with episodes of everyday philanthropy and medical care, the books reflect the era’s conviction that moral action should be joined to practical improvements in health and living conditions.

Shifts in class and gender also inform the collection. The expanding professional middle class—doctors, educators, civil servants—gained cultural authority, and women’s participation in philanthropy, education, and public debate grew. New institutions for women included Girton College (1869) and Newnham (1871) at Cambridge, and at Oxford, Lady Margaret Hall (1878) and Somerville (1879). Sylvie and Bruno features an intelligent titled woman whose philanthropy and conversation signal these changes while staying within respectable conventions. The portrayal reflects Victorian ambivalence: acknowledging women’s public roles and education while preserving an ideal of moral influence exercised through tact, charity, and domestic networks.

Carroll’s vantage point was the reformed university. The Oxford University Act (1854) and the University Tests Act (1871) loosened religious restrictions and reshaped academic life. As a Christ Church don, he experienced shifting governance, curricular reforms, and debates about tradition versus innovation. The novels frequently lampoon committees, scholastic pretension, and the jargon of improvement, channeling the frustrations and oddities of bureaucratic culture. Although Carroll avoided direct polemic, the atmosphere of institutional change—rules rewritten, offices multiplied—pervades his scenes of officious characters and puzzling procedures, drawing gentle parallels between the absurdities of fairy courts and those of English administrative modernity.

The visual dimension mattered. Late Victorian readers were immersed in an illustrated press, including Punch, where caricature sharpened political commentary. Sylvie and Bruno and its sequel were illustrated by Harry Furniss, a well-known Punch artist whose energetic line and satirical eye complemented Carroll’s text. Advances in wood engraving and photomechanical reproduction broadened the reach of illustrated books. Furniss’s images, sometimes bustling with marginal jokes, position the novels within a culture that consumed images and text side by side, encouraging readers to decode visual gags as part of the satire. The partnership reflects how picture and prose collaborated to shape meaning.

Carroll’s two-world structure—an English provincial reality alternating with a fairy polity—belongs to a long dream-vision tradition. Nineteenth-century writers from Charles Dickens to George MacDonald had used dream frameworks to probe conscience, social order, and metaphysical puzzles. In Sylvie and Bruno the alternation authorizes gentle social criticism: the fairy world exaggerates reason into folly or sentiment into clarity, while the realist world supplies the recognizable institutions and manners of late Victorian life. This device let Carroll comment, at one remove, on politics, science, and ethics without courting controversy through direct topical reference or named caricature.

Britain’s global position formed the ambient horizon. Between the 1870s and 1890s the empire expanded, provoking discussions about governance, civilizing missions, and the costs of administration. While Sylvie and Bruno avoids explicit colonial settings, its depictions of officious courtiers, paper regulations, and comically improvised statecraft echo the language of imperial bureaucracy familiar to readers through newspapers and parliamentary debates. The satire of remote decision-making and arbitrary authority resonated with a public attuned to the challenges of administering complex polities—whether abroad or at home—where rules multiply and common sense risks being lost in official procedure.

Reception reflected the period’s shifting tastes. Contemporary reviewers often judged the books uneven, admiring individual lyrics, puzzles, and comic turns while questioning the ambitious double narrative. By the late 1880s, readers were drawn to realism, sensation, and the emerging short story, and the sentimental or overtly ethical passages seemed unfashionable to some. The overshadowing success of the Alice books heightened the contrast. Still, the new volumes found appreciative audiences among those interested in moral dialogue, whimsical verse, and the playful application of logic, situating the collection as a late experiment rather than a popular triumph.

The collection also fits within contemporary speculative satire. Samuel Butler’s Erewhon (1872) and William Morris’s News from Nowhere (1890) offered utopian or inverted societies to diagnose modern ills. Carroll’s approach is milder and more playful, yet his invented polities share with these works a method of estrangement: by shifting the frame, familiar practices appear strange. Combined with the era’s “fairy-tale revival,” the books occupy a borderland between children’s fantasy and adult social fiction. Their cross-audience appeal mirrors a Victorian marketplace in which moral inquiry, entertainment, and experimentation could coexist within a single narrative enterprise.

Sylvie and Bruno Concluded appeared in 1893, amid renewed political contention over Irish Home Rule and continuing debates about social welfare and scientific ethics. The second volume intensifies the books’ reflective tone, pressing further on questions of conscience, charity, and responsibility. By the 1890s, public campaigns against vivisection, slum conditions, and vice had refined their rhetoric and organization, and the conversations in the sequel often sound closer to the language of reform societies. The fin-de-siècle milieu—anxious, earnest, and argumentative—thus informs the sequel’s blend of satire and exhortation, while preserving the playful inventions that link it to Carroll’s earlier fantasy.

Across both volumes, technology, governance, and morality are continually braided. From railway compartments to drawing-room debates, the novels stage the ordinary sites of late Victorian sociability and then twist them through logic games and fairy interventions. The effect is to reframe everyday problems—inefficient offices, hasty scientific claims, careless charity—within a comic mirror. This technique allowed Carroll to comment on the limits of expertise and the need for humility without preaching. The collection’s attention to the “small change” of daily life—tickets, timetables, committee minutes—belongs to a culture saturated with procedural detail and fascinated by the moral meaning of routine acts. The closing decades of the century rewarded such scrutiny with debate rather than consensus, and Carroll’s double vision registers that unsettled vitality. Over time, readers have revisited Sylvie and Bruno as a document of late Victorian conscience and curiosity: an inventive, if uneven, commentary that threads fairy fancy through the apparatus of modern life.
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    Sylvie and Bruno
Carroll interlaces two narrative planes: a whimsical fairy realm where the elfin siblings Sylvie and Bruno face courtly muddles, and a contemporary English setting observed by a reflective narrator. Through dreamlike crossings between worlds, the book blends playful logic, verse, and paradox with social satire and gentle moral inquiry. Its tone alternates between exuberant nonsense and earnest compassion, introducing themes of charity, reason, and the instability of perceived reality.
Sylvie and Bruno Concluded
The sequel carries both strands forward, steering the fairy-world intrigue toward consequence and the realistic storyline toward emotional clarity while preserving the dream-vision structure. Conversations on time, duty, faith, and logic become more explicit, and the satire sharpens toward politics, academia, and fashionable opinion without losing the wit and wordplay. The result is a more meditative close that highlights Carroll’s recurring concerns—kindness, rational scrutiny, and the porous border between imagination and lived ethics—while unifying the collection’s dual modes.
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    Is all our Life, then, but a dream

    Seen faintly in the golden gleam

    Athwart Time’s dark resistless stream?

  


  
    Bowed to the earth with bitter woe,

    Or laughing at some raree-show,

    We flutter idly to and fro.

  


  
    Man’s little Day in haste we spend,

    And, from its merry noontide, send

    No glance to meet the silent end.
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One little picture in this book, the Magic Locket was drawn by ‘Miss Alice Havers.’ I did not state this on the title-page, since it seemed only due, to the artist of all these (to my mind) wonderful pictures, that his name should stand there alone.


The descriptions, here and here, of Sunday as spent by children of the last generation, are quoted verbatim from a speech made to me by a child-friend and a letter written to me by a lady-friend.


The Chapters, headed ‘Fairy-Sylvie’ and ‘Bruno’s Revenge,’ are a reprint, with a few alterations, of a little fairy-tale which I wrote in the year 1867, at the request of the late Mrs. Gatty, for ‘Aunt Judy’s Magazine,’ which she was then editing.


It was in 1874, I believe, that the idea first occurred to me of making it the nucleus of a longer story. As the years went on, I jotted down, at odd moments, all sorts of odd ideas, and fragments of dialogue, that occurred to me—who knows how?—with a transitory suddenness that left me no choice but either to record them then and there, or to abandon them to oblivion. Sometimes one could trace to their source these random flashes of thought—as being suggested by the book one was reading, or struck out from the ‘flint’ of one’s own mind by the ‘steel’ of a friend’s chance remark—but they had also a way of their own, of occurring, à propos of nothing—specimens of that hopelessly illogical phenomenon, ‘an effect without a cause[1q].’ Such, for example, was the last line of ‘The Hunting of the Snark,’ which came into my head (as I have already related in ‘The Theatre’ for April, 1887) quite suddenly, during a solitary walk; and such, again, have been passages which occurred in dreams, and which I cannot trace to any antecedent cause whatever. There are at least two instances of such dream-suggestions in this book—one, my Lady’s remark, ‘it often runs in families, just as a love for pastry does’; the other, Eric Lindon’s badinage about having been in domestic service.


And thus it came to pass that I found myself at last in possession of a huge unwieldy mass of litterature—if the reader will kindly excuse the spelling—which only needed stringing together, upon the thread of a consecutive story, to constitute the book I hoped to write. Only! The task, at first, seemed absolutely hopeless, and gave me a far clearer idea, than I ever had before, of the meaning of the word ‘chaos’: and I think it must have been ten years, or more, before I had succeeded in classifying these odds-and-ends sufficiently to see what sort of a story they indicated: for the story had to grow out of the incidents, not the incidents out of the story. [ to 2nd preface]


I am telling all this, in no spirit of egoism, but because I really believe that some of my readers will be interested in these details of the ‘genesis’ of a book, which looks so simple and straight-forward a matter, when completed, that they might suppose it to have been written straight off, page by page, as one would write a letter, beginning at the beginning and ending at the end.


It is, no doubt, possible to write a story in that way: and, if it be not vanity to say so, I believe that I could, myself,—if I were in the unfortunate position (for I do hold it to be a real misfortune) of being obliged to produce a given amount of fiction in a given time,—that I could ‘fulfil my task,’ and produce my ‘tale of bricks,’ as other slaves have done. One thing, at any rate, I could guarantee as to the story so produced—that it should be utterly commonplace, should contain no new ideas whatever, and should be very very weary reading!


This species of literature has received the very appropriate name of ‘padding’—which might fitly be defined as ‘that which all can write and none can read.’ That the present volume contains no such writing I dare not avow: sometimes, in order to bring a picture into its proper place, it has been necessary to eke out a page with two or three extra lines: but I can honestly say I have put in no more than I was absolutely compelled to do.


My readers may perhaps like to amuse themselves by trying to detect, in a given passage, the one piece of ‘padding’ it contains. While arranging the ‘slips’ into pages, I found that the passage [starting here] was 3 lines too short. I supplied the deficiency, not by interpolating a word here and a word there, but by writing in 3 consecutive lines. Now can my readers guess which they are? [ to 2nd preface]


A harder puzzle—if a harder be desired—would be to determine, as to the Gardener’s Song, in which cases (if any) the stanza was adapted to the surrounding text, and in which (if any) the text was adapted to the stanza.


Perhaps the hardest thing in all literature—at least I have found it so: by no voluntary effort can I accomplish it: I have to take it as it comes—is to write anything original. And perhaps the easiest is, when once an original line has been struck out, to follow it up, and to write any amount more to the same tune. I do not know if ‘Alice in Wonderland’ was an original story—I was, at least, no conscious imitator in writing it—but I do know that, since it came out, something like a dozen story-books have appeared, on identically the same pattern. The path I timidly explored believing myself to be ‘the first that ever burst into that silent sea’—is now a beaten high-road: all the way-side flowers have long ago been trampled into the dust: and it would be courting disaster for me to attempt that style again.


Hence it is that, in ‘Sylvie and Bruno,’ I have striven—with I know not what success—to strike out yet another new path: be it bad or good, it is the best I can do. It is written, not for money, and not for fame, but in the hope of supplying, for the children whom I love, some thoughts that may suit those hours of innocent merriment which are the very life of Childhood; and also in the hope of suggesting, to them and to others, some thoughts that may prove, I would fain hope, not wholly out of harmony with the graver cadences of Life.


If I have not already exhausted the patience of my readers, I would like to seize this opportunity—perhaps the last I shall have of addressing so many friends at once—of putting on record some ideas that have occurred to me, as to books desirable to be written—which I should much like to attempt, but may not ever have the time or power to carry through—in the hope that, if I should fail (and the years are gliding away very fast) to finish the task I have set myself, other hands may take it up.


First, a Child’s Bible. The only real essentials of this would be, carefully selected passages, suitable for a child’s reading, and pictures. One principle of selection, which I would adopt, would be that Religion should be put before a child as a revelation of love—no need to pain and puzzle the young mind with the history of crime and punishment. (On such a principle I should, for example, omit the history of the Flood.) The supplying of the pictures would involve no great difficulty: no new ones would be needed: hundreds of excellent pictures already exist, the copyright of which has long ago expired, and which simply need photo-zincography, or some similar process, for their successful reproduction. The book should be handy in size—with a pretty attractive looking cover—in a clear legible type—and, above all, with abundance of pictures, pictures, pictures!


Secondly, a book of pieces selected from the Bible—not single texts, but passages of from 10 to 20 verses each—to be committed to memory. Such passages would be found useful, to repeat to one’s self and to ponder over, on many occasions when reading is difficult, if not impossible: for instance, when lying awake at night—on a railway-journey—when taking a solitary walk—in old age, when eye-sight is failing or wholly lost—and, best of all, when illness, while incapacitating us for reading or any other occupation, condemns us to lie awake through many weary silent hours: at such a time how keenly one may realise the truth of David’s rapturous cry ‘O how sweet are thy words unto my throat: yea, sweeter than honey unto my mouth!’


I have said ‘passages,’ rather than single texts, because we have no means of recalling single texts: memory needs links, and here are none: one may have a hundred texts stored in the memory, and not be able to recall, at will, more than half-a-dozen—and those by mere chance: whereas, once get hold of any portion of a chapter that has been committed to memory, and the whole can be recovered: all hangs together.


Thirdly, a collection of passages, both prose and verse, from books other than the Bible. There is not perhaps much, in what is called ‘un-inspired’ literature (a misnomer, I hold: if Shakespeare was not inspired, one may well doubt if any man ever was), that will bear the process of being pondered over, a hundred times: still there are such passages—enough, I think, to make a goodly store for the memory.


These two books of sacred, and secular, passages for memory—will serve other good purposes besides merely occupying vacant hours: they will help to keep at bay many anxious thoughts, worrying thoughts, uncharitable thoughts, unholy thoughts. Let me say this, in better words than my own, by copying a passage from that most interesting book, Robertson’s Lectures on the Epistles to the Corinthians, Lecture XLIX. ‘If a man finds himself haunted by evil desires and unholy images, which will generally be at periodical hours, let him commit to memory passages of Scripture, or passages from the best writers in verse or prose. Let him store his mind with these, as safeguards to repeat when he lies awake in some restless night, or when despairing imaginations, or gloomy, suicidal thoughts, beset him. Let these be to him the sword, turning everywhere to keep the way of the Garden of Life from the intrusion of profaner footsteps.’


Fourthly, a ‘Shakespeare’ for girls: that is, an edition in which everything, not suitable for the perusal of girls of (say) from 10 to 17, should be omitted. Few children under 10 would be likely to understand or enjoy the greatest of poets: and those, who have passed out of girlhood, may safely be left to read Shakespeare, in any edition, ‘expurgated’ or not, that they may prefer; but it seems a pity that so many children, in the intermediate stage, should be debarred from a great pleasure for want of an edition suitable to them. Neither Bowdler’s, Chambers’s, Brandram’s, nor Cundell’s ‘Boudoir’ Shakespeare, seems to me to meet the want: they are not sufficiently ‘expurgated.’ Bowdler’s is the most extraordinary of all: looking through it, I am filled with a deep sense of wonder, considering what he has left in, that he should have cut anything out! Besides relentlessly erasing all that is unsuitable on the score of reverence or decency, I should be inclined to omit also all that seems too difficult, or not likely to interest young readers. The resulting book might be slightly fragmentary: but it would be a real treasure to all British maidens who have any taste for poetry.


If it be needful to apologize to any one for the new departure I have taken in this story—by introducing, along with what will, I hope, prove to be acceptable nonsense for children, some of the graver thoughts of human life—it must be to one who has learned the Art of keeping such thoughts wholly at a distance in hours of mirth and careless ease. To him such a mixture will seem, no doubt, ill-judged and repulsive. And that such an Art exists I do not dispute: with youth, good health, and sufficient money, it seems quite possible to lead, for years together, a life of unmixed gaiety—with the exception of one solemn fact, with which we are liable to be confronted at any moment, even in the midst of the most brilliant company or the most sparkling entertainment. A man may fix his own times for admitting serious thought, for attending public worship, for prayer, for reading the Bible: all such matters he can defer to that ‘convenient season,’ which is so apt never to occur at all: but he cannot defer, for one single moment, the necessity of attending to a message, which may come before he has finished reading this page, ‘this night shall thy soul be required of thee.’


The ever-present sense of this grim possibility has been, in all ages,1 an incubus that men have striven to shake off. Few more interesting subjects of enquiry could be found, by a student of history, than the various weapons that have been used against this shadowy foe. Saddest of all must have been the thoughts of those who saw indeed an existence beyond the grave, but an existence far more terrible than annihilation—an existence as filmy, impalpable, all but invisible spectres, drifting about, through endless ages, in a world of shadows, with nothing to do, nothing to hope for, nothing to love! In the midst of the gay verses of that genial ‘bon vivant’ Horace, there stands one dreary word whose utter sadness goes to one’s heart. It is the word ‘exilium’ in the well-known passage


Omnes eodem cogimur, omnium

    Versatur urna serius ocius

    Sors exitura et nos in aeternum

    Exilium impositura cymbae.




Yes, to him this present life—spite of all its weariness and all its sorrow—was the only life worth having: all else was ‘exile’! Does it not seem almost incredible that one, holding such a creed, should ever have smiled?


And many in this day, I fear, even though believing in an existence beyond the grave far more real than Horace ever dreamed of, yet regard it as a sort of ‘exile’ from all the joys of life, and so adopt Horace’s theory, and say ‘let us eat and drink, for to-morrow we die.’


We go to entertainments, such as the theatre—I say ‘we,’ for I also go to the play, whenever I get a chance of seeing a really good one and keep at arm’s length, if possible, the thought that we may not return alive. Yet how do you know—dear friend, whose patience has carried you through this garrulous preface—that it may not be your lot, when mirth is fastest and most furious, to feel the sharp pang, or the deadly faintness, which heralds the final crisis—to see, with vague wonder, anxious friends bending over you—to hear their troubled whispers—perhaps yourself to shape the question, with trembling lips, ‘Is it serious?,’ and to be told ‘Yes: the end is near’ (and oh, how different all Life will look when those words are said!)—how do you know, I say, that all this may not happen to you, this night?


And dare you, knowing this, say to yourself ‘Well, perhaps it is an immoral play: perhaps the situations are a little too “risky,” the dialogue a little too strong, the “business” a little too suggestive. I don’t say that conscience is quite easy: but the piece is so clever, I must see it this once! I’ll begin a stricter life to-morrow.’ To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow!



‘Who sins in hope, who, sinning, says,

    “Sorrow for sin God’s judgement stays!”

    Against God’s Spirit he lies; quite stops

    Mercy with insult; dares, and drops,

    Like a scorch’d fly, that spins in vain

    Upon the axis of its pain,

    Then takes its doom, to limp and crawl,

    Blind and forgot, from fall to fall.’




Let me pause for a moment to say that I believe this thought, of the possibility of death—if calmly realised, and steadily faced—would be one of the best possible tests as to our going to any scene of amusement being right or wrong. If the thought of sudden death acquires, for you, a special horror when imagined as happening in a theatre, then be very sure the theatre is harmful for you, however harmless it may be for others; and that you are incurring a deadly peril in going. Be sure the safest rule is that we should not dare to live in any scene in which we dare not die.


But, once realise what the true object is in life—that it is not pleasure, not knowledge, not even fame itself, ‘that last infirmity of noble minds’—but that it is the development of character, the rising to a higher, nobler, purer standard, the building-up of the perfect Man—and then, so long as we feel that this is going on, and will (we trust) go on for evermore, death has for us no terror; it is not a shadow, but a light; not an end, but a beginning!


One other matter may perhaps seem to call for apology—that I should have treated with such entire want of sympathy the British passion for ‘Sport,’ which no doubt has been in by-gone days, and is still, in some forms of it, an excellent school for hardihood and for coolness in moments of danger. But I am not entirely without sympathy for genuine ‘Sport’: I can heartily admire the courage of the man who, with severe bodily toil, and at the risk of his life, hunts down some ‘man-eating’ tiger: and I can heartily sympathize with him when he exults in the glorious excitement of the chase and the hand-to-hand struggle with the monster brought to bay. But I can but look with deep wonder and sorrow on the hunter who, at his ease and in safety, can find pleasure in what involves, for some defenceless creature, wild terror and a death of agony: deeper, if the hunter be one who has pledged himself to preach to men the Religion of universal Love: deepest of all, if it be one of those ‘tender and delicate’ beings, whose very name serves as a symbol of Love—‘thy love to me was wonderful, passing the love of women’—whose mission here is surely to help and comfort all that are in pain or sorrow!



‘Farewell, farewell! but this I tell

    To thee, thou Wedding-Guest!

    He prayeth well, who loveth well

    Both man and bird and beast.





He prayeth best, who loveth best

    All things both great and small;

    For the dear God who loveth us,

    He made and loveth all.’
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  —and then all the people cheered again, and one man, who was more excited than the rest, flung his hat high into the air, and shouted (as well as I could make out) ‘Who roar for the Sub-Warden?’ Everybody roared, but whether it was for the Sub-Warden, or not, did not clearly appear: some were shouting ‘Bread!’ and some ‘Taxes!,’ but no one seemed to know what it was they really wanted.



  All this I saw from the open window of the Warden’s breakfast-saloon, looking across the shoulder of the Lord Chancellor, who had sprung to his feet the moment the shouting began, almost as if he had been expecting it, and had rushed to the window which commanded the best view of the market-place.



  ‘What can it all mean?’ he kept repeating to himself, as, with his hands clasped behind him, and his gown floating in the air, he paced rapidly up and down the room. ‘I never heard such shouting before—and at this time of the morning, too! And with such unanimity! Doesn’t it strike you as very remarkable?’



  [image: Lord Chancellor at the window]



  I represented, modestly, that to my ears it appeared that they were shouting for different things, but the Chancellor would not listen to my suggestion for a moment. ‘They all shout the same words, I assure you!’ he said: then, leaning well out of the window, he whispered to a man who was standing close underneath, ‘Keep ’em together, ca’n’t you? The Warden will be here directly. Give ’em the signal for the march up!’ All this was evidently not meant for my ears, but I could scarcely help hearing it, considering that my chin was almost on the Chancellor’s shoulder.



  The ‘march up’ was a very curious sight: a straggling procession of men, marching two and two, began from the other side of the market-place, and advanced in an irregular zig-zag fashion towards the Palace, wildly tacking from side to side, like a sailing vessel making way against an unfavourable wind—so that the head of the procession was often further from us at the end of one tack than it had been at the end of the previous one.



  Yet it was evident that all was being done under orders, for I noticed that all eyes were fixed on the man who stood just under the window, and to whom the Chancellor was continually whispering. This man held his hat in one hand and a little green flag in the other: whenever he waved the flag the procession advanced a little nearer, when he dipped it they sidled a little farther off, and whenever he waved his hat they all raised a hoarse cheer. ‘Hoo-roah!’ they cried, carefully keeping time with the hat as it bobbed up and down. ‘Hoo-roah! Noo! Consti! Tooshun! Less! Bread! More! Taxes!’



  ‘That’ll do, that’ll do!’ the Chancellor whispered. ‘Let ’em rest a bit till I give you the word. He’s not here yet!’ But at this moment the great folding-doors of the saloon were flung open, and he turned with a guilty start to receive His High Excellency. However it was only Bruno, and the Chancellor gave a little gasp of relieved anxiety.



  ‘Morning!’ said the little fellow, addressing the remark, in a general sort of way, to the Chancellor and the waiters. ‘Doos oo know where Sylvie is? I’s looking for Sylvie!’



  ‘She’s with the Warden, I believe, y’reince!’ the Chancellor replied with a low bow. There was, no doubt, a certain amount of absurdity in applying this title (which, as of course you see without my telling you, was nothing but ‘your Royal Highness’ condensed into one syllable) to a small creature whose father was merely the Warden of Outland: still, large excuse must be made for a man who had passed several years at the Court of Fairyland, and had there acquired the almost impossible art of pronouncing five syllables as one.



  But the bow was lost upon Bruno, who had run out of the room, even while the great feat of The Unpronounceable Monosyllable was being triumphantly performed.



  Just then, a single voice in the distance was understood to shout ‘A speech from the Chancellor!’ ‘Certainly, my friends!’ the Chancellor replied with extraordinary promptitude. ‘You shall have a speech!’ Here one of the waiters, who had been for some minutes busy making a queer-looking mixture of egg and sherry, respectfully presented it on a large silver salver. The Chancellor took it haughtily, drank it off thoughtfully, smiled benevolently on the happy waiter as he set down the empty glass, and began. To the best of my recollection this is what he said.



  ‘Ahem! Ahem! Ahem! Fellow-sufferers, or rather suffering fellows—’ (‘Don’t call ’em names!’ muttered the man under the window. ‘I didn’t say felons!’ the Chancellor explained.) ‘You may be sure that I always sympa—’ (‘’Ear, ’ear!’ shouted the crowd, so loudly as quite to drown the orator’s thin squeaky voice) ‘—that I always sympa—’ he repeated. (‘Don’t simper quite so much!’ said the man under the window. ‘It makes yer look a hidiot!’ And, all this time, ‘’Ear, ’ear!’ went rumbling round the market-place, like a peal of thunder.) ‘That I always sympathise!’ yelled the Chancellor, the first moment there was silence. ‘But your true friend is the Sub-Warden! Day and night he is brooding on your wrongs—I should say your rights—that is to say your wrongs—no, I mean your rights—’ (‘Don’t talk no more!’ growled the man under the window. ‘You’re making a mess of it!’) At this moment the Sub-Warden entered the saloon. He was a thin man, with a mean and crafty face, and a greenish-yellow complexion; and he crossed the room very slowly, looking suspiciously about him as if be thought there might be a savage dog hidden somewhere. ‘Bravo!’ he cried, patting the Chancellor on the back. ‘You did that speech very well indeed. Why, you’re a born orator, man!’



  ‘Oh, that’s nothing!’ the Chancellor replied, modestly, with downcast eyes. ‘Most orators are born, you know.’



  The Sub-Warden thoughtfully rubbed his chin. ‘Why, so they are!’ he admitted. ‘I never considered it in that light. Still, you did it very well. A word in your ear!’



  The rest of their conversation was all in whispers: so, as I could hear no more, I thought I would go and find Bruno.



  I found the little fellow standing in the passage, and being addressed by one of the men in livery, who stood before him, nearly bent double from extreme respectfulness, with his hands hanging in front of him like the fins of a fish. ‘His High Excellency,’ this respectful man was saying, ‘is in his Study, y’reince!’ (He didn’t pronounce this quite so well as the Chancellor.) Thither Bruno trotted, and I thought it well to follow him.



  The Warden, a tall dignified man with a grave but very pleasant face, was seated before a writing-table, which was covered with papers, and holding on his knee one of the sweetest and loveliest little maidens it has ever been my lot to see. She looked four or five years older than Bruno, but she had the same rosy cheeks and sparkling eyes, and the same wealth of curly brown hair. Her eager smiling face was turned upwards towards her father’s, and it was a pretty sight to see the mutual love with which the two faces—one in the Spring of Life, the other in its late Autumn—were gazing on each other.



  ‘No, you’ve never seen him,’ the old man was saying: ‘you couldn’t, you know, he’s been away so long—traveling from land to land, and seeking for health, more years than you’ve been alive, little Sylvie!’



  Here Bruno climbed upon his other knee, and a good deal of kissing, on a rather complicated system, was the result.



  ‘He only came back last night,’ said the Warden, when the kissing was over: ‘he’s been traveling post-haste, for the last thousand miles or so, in order to be here on Sylvie’s birthday. But he’s a very early riser, and I dare say he’s in the Library already. Come with me and see him. He’s always kind to children. You’ll be sure to like him.’



  ‘Has the Other Professor come too?’ Bruno asked in an awe-struck voice.



  ‘Yes, they arrived together. The Other Professor is—well, you wo’n’t like him quite so much, perhaps. He’s a little more dreamy, you know.’



  ‘I wiss Sylvie was a little more dreamy,’ said Bruno.



  ‘What do you mean, Bruno?’ said Sylvie.



  Bruno went on addressing his father. ‘She says she ca’n’t, oo know. But I thinks it isn’t ca’n’t, it’s wo’n’t.’



  ‘Says she ca’n’t dream!’ the puzzled Warden repeated.



  ‘She do say it,’ Bruno persisted. ‘When I says to her “Let’s stop lessons!”, she says “Oh, I ca’n’t dream of letting oo stop yet!”’



  ‘He always wants to stop lessons,’ Sylvie explained, ‘five minutes after we begin!’



  ‘Five minutes’ lessons a day!’ said the Warden. ‘You wo’n’t learn much at that rate, little man!’



  ‘That’s just what Sylvie says,’ Bruno rejoined. ‘She says I wo’n’t learn my lessons. And I tells her, over and over, I ca’n’t learn ’em. And what doos oo think she says? She says “It isn’t ca’n’t, it’s wo’n’t!”’



  ‘Let’s go and see the Professor,’ the Warden said, wisely avoiding further discussion. The children got down off his knees, each secured a hand, and the happy trio set off for the Library—followed by me. I had come to the conclusion by this time that none of the party (except, for a few moments, the Lord Chancellor) was in the least able to see me.



  ‘What’s the matter with him?’ Sylvie asked, walking with a little extra sedateness, by way of example to Bruno at the other side, who never ceased jumping up and down.



  ‘What was the matter—but I hope he’s all right now—was lumbago, and rheumatism, and that kind of thing. He’s been curing himself, you know: he’s a very learned doctor. Why, he’s actually invented three new diseases, besides a new way of breaking your collar-bone!’



  ‘Is it a nice way?’ said Bruno.



  ‘Well, hum, not very,’ the Warden said, as we entered the Library. ‘And here is the Professor. Good morning, Professor! Hope you’re quite rested after your journey!’



  [image: The Professor with books]



  A jolly-looking, fat little man, in a flowery dressing-gown, with a large book under each arm, came trotting in at the other end of the room, and was going straight across without taking any notice of the children. ‘I’m looking for Vol. Three,’ he said. ‘Do you happen to have seen it?’



  ‘You don’t see my children, Professor!’ the Warden exclaimed, taking him by the shoulders and turning him round to face them.



  The Professor laughed violently: then he gazed at them through his great spectacles, for a minute or two, without speaking.



  At last he addressed Bruno. ‘I hope you have had a good night, my child?’



  Bruno looked puzzled. ‘I’s had the same night oo’ve had,’ he replied. ‘There’s only been one night since yesterday!’



  It was the Professor’s turn to look puzzled now. He took off his spectacles, and rubbed them with his handkerchief. Then he gazed at them again. Then he turned to the Warden. ‘Are they bound?’ he enquired.



  ‘No, we aren’t,’ said Bruno, who thought himself quite able to answer this question.



  The Professor shook his head sadly. ‘Not even half-bound?’



  ‘Why would we be half-bound?’ said Bruno. ‘We’re not prisoners!’



  But the Professor had forgotten all about them by this time, and was speaking to the Warden again. ‘You’ll be glad to hear,’ he was saying, ‘that the Barometer’s beginning to move—’



  ‘Well, which way?’ said the Warden—adding, to the children, ‘Not that I care, you know. Only he thinks it affects the weather. He’s a wonderfully clever man, you know. Sometimes he says things that only the Other Professor can understand. Sometimes he says things that nobody can understand! Which way is it, Professor? Up or down?’



  ‘Neither!’ said the Professor, gently clapping his hands. ‘It’s going sideways—if I may so express myself.’



  ‘And what kind of weather does that produce?’ said the Warden. ‘Listen, children! Now you’ll hear something worth knowing!’



  ‘Horizontal weather,’ said the Professor, and made straight for the door, very nearly trampling on Bruno, who had only just time to get out of his way.



  ‘Isn’t he learned?’ the Warden said, looking after him with admiring eyes. ‘Positively he runs over with learning!’



  ‘But he needn’t run over me!’ said Bruno.



  [image: Boots for horizontal weather]



  The Professor was back in a moment: he had changed his dressing-gown for a frock-coat, and had put on a pair of very strange-looking boots, the tops of which were open umbrellas. ‘I thought you’d like to see them,’ he said. ‘These are the boots for horizontal weather!’



  ‘But what’s the use of wearing umbrellas round one’s knees?’



  ‘In ordinary rain,’ the Professor admitted, ‘they would not be of much use. But if ever it rained horizontally, you know, they would be invaluable—simply invaluable!’



  ‘Take the Professor to the breakfast-saloon, children,’ said the Warden. ‘And tell them not to wait for me. I had breakfast early, as I’ve some business to attend to.’ The children seized the Professor’s hands, as familiarly as if they had known him for years, and hurried him away. I followed respectfully behind.
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  As we entered the breakfast-saloon, the Professor was saying ‘—and he had breakfast by himself, early: so he begged you wouldn’t wait for him, my Lady. This way, my Lady,’ he added, ‘this way!’ And then, with (as it seemed to me) most superfluous politeness, he flung open the door of my compartment, and ushered in ‘—a young and lovely lady!’ I muttered to myself with some bitterness. ‘And this is, of course, the opening scene of Vol. I. She is the Heroine. And I am one of those subordinate characters that only turn up when needed for the development of her destiny, and whose final appearance is outside the church, waiting to greet the Happy Pair!’



  ‘Yes, my Lady, change at Fayfield,’ were the next words I heard (oh that too obsequious Guard!), ‘next station but one.’ And the door closed, and the lady settled down into her corner, and the monotonous throb of the engine (making one feel as if the train were some gigantic monster, whose very circulation we could feel) proclaimed that we were once more speeding on our way. ‘The lady had a perfectly formed nose,’ I caught myself saying to myself, ‘hazel eyes, and lips—’ and here it occurred to me that to see, for myself, what ‘the lady’ was really like, would be more satisfactory than much speculation.



  I looked round cautiously, and—was entirely disappointed of my hope. The veil, which shrouded her whole face, was too thick for me to see more than the glitter of bright eyes and the hazy outline of what might be a lovely oval face, but might also, unfortunately, be an equally unlovely one. I closed my eyes again, saying to myself ‘—couldn’t have a better chance for an experiment in Telepathy! I’ll think out her face, and afterwards test the portrait with the original.’



  At first, no result at all crowned my efforts, though I ‘divided my swift mind,’ now hither, now thither, in a way that I felt sure would have made Æneas green with envy: but the dimly-seen oval remained as provokingly blank as ever—a mere Ellipse, as if in some mathematical diagram, without even the Foci that might be made to do duty as a nose and a mouth. Gradually, however, the conviction came upon me that I could, by a certain concentration of thought, think the veil away, and so get a glimpse of the mysterious face—as to which the two questions, ‘is she pretty?’ and ‘is she plain?,’ still hung suspended, in my mind, in beautiful equipoise.



  Success was partial—and fitful—still there was a result: ever and anon, the veil seemed to vanish, in a sudden flash of light: but, before I could fully realise the face, all was dark again. In each such glimpse, the face seemed to grow more childish and more innocent: and, when I had at last thought the veil entirely away, it was, unmistakeably, the sweet face of little Sylvie!



  ‘So, either I’ve been dreaming about Sylvie,’ I said to myself, ‘and this is the reality. Or else I’ve really been with Sylvie, and this is a dream! Is Life itself a dream, I wonder?’



  To occupy the time, I got out the letter, which had caused me to take this sudden railway-journey from my London home down to a strange fishing-town on the North coast, and read it over again:



  
    ‘Dear old friend,



    ‘I’m sure it will be as great a pleasure to me, as it can possibly be to you, to meet once more after so many years: and of course I shall be ready to give you all the benefit of such medical skill as I have: only, you know, one mustn’t violate professional etiquette! And you are already in the hands of a first-rate London doctor, with whom it would be utter affectation for me to pretend to compete. (I make no doubt he is right in saying the heart is affected: all your symptoms point that way.) One thing, at any rate, I have already done in my doctorial capacity—secured you a bedroom on the ground-floor, so that you will not need to ascend the stairs at all.



    ‘I shall expect you by last train on Friday, in accordance with your letter: and, till then, I shall say, in the words of the old song, “Oh for Friday nicht! Friday’s lang a-coming!”


    

     ‘Yours always,



     ‘Arthur Forester.



     ‘P.S. Do you believe in Fate?’


    
  


  This Postscript puzzled me sorely. ‘He is far too sensible a man,’ I thought, ‘to have become a Fatalist. And yet what else can he mean by it?’ And, as I folded up the letter and put it away, I inadvertently repeated the words aloud. ‘Do you believe in Fate?’



  The fair ‘Incognita’ turned her head quickly at the sudden question. ‘No, I don’t!’ she said with a smile. ‘Do you?’



  ‘I—I didn’t mean to ask the question!’ I stammered, a little taken aback at having begun a conversation in so unconventional a fashion.



  The lady’s smile became a laugh—not a mocking laugh, but the laugh of a happy child who is perfectly at her ease. ‘Didn’t you?’ she said. ‘Then it was a case of what you Doctors call “unconscious cerebration”?’



  ‘I am no Doctor,’ I replied. ‘Do I look so like one? Or what makes you think it?’



  She pointed to the book I had been reading, which was so lying that its title, ‘Diseases of the Heart,’ was plainly visible.



  ‘One needn’t be a Doctor,’ I said, ‘to take an interest in medical books. There’s another class of readers, who are yet more deeply interested—’



  ‘You mean the Patients?’ she interrupted, while a look of tender pity gave new sweetness to her face. ‘But,’ with an evident wish to avoid a possibly painful topic, ‘one needn’t be either, to take an interest in books of Science. Which contain the greatest amount of Science, do you think, the books, or the minds?’



  ‘Rather a profound question for a lady!’ I said to myself, holding, with the conceit so natural to Man, that Woman’s intellect is essentially shallow. And I considered a minute before replying. ‘If you mean living minds, I don’t think it’s possible to decide. There is so much written Science that no living person has ever read: and there is so much thought-out Science that hasn’t yet been written. But, if you mean the whole human race, then I think the minds have it: everything, recorded in books, must have once been in some mind, you know.’



  ‘Isn’t that rather like one of the Rules in Algebra?’ my Lady enquired. (‘Algebra too!’ I thought with increasing wonder.) ‘I mean, if we consider thoughts as factors, may we not say that the Least Common Multiple of all the minds contains that of all the books; but not the other way?’



  ‘Certainly we may!’ I replied, delighted with the illustration. ‘And what a grand thing it would be,’ I went on dreamily, thinking aloud rather than talking, ‘if we could only apply that Rule to books! You know, in finding the Least Common Multiple, we strike out a quantity wherever it occurs, except in the term where it is raised to its highest power. So we should have to erase every recorded thought, except in the sentence where it is expressed with the greatest intensity.’



  My Lady laughed merrily. ‘Some books would be reduced to blank paper, I’m afraid!’ she said.



  ‘They would. Most libraries would be terribly diminished in bulk. But just think what they would gain in quality!’



  ‘When will it be done?’ she eagerly asked. ‘If there’s any chance of it in my time, I think I’ll leave off reading, and wait for it!’



  ‘Well, perhaps in another thousand years or so—’



  ‘Then there’s no use waiting!’ said my Lady. ‘Let’s sit down. Uggug, my pet, come and sit by me!’



  ‘Anywhere but by me!’ growled the Sub-Warden. ‘The little wretch always manages to upset his coffee!’



  I guessed at once (as perhaps the reader will also have guessed, if, like myself, he is very clever at drawing conclusions) that my Lady was the Sub-Warden’s wife, and that Uggug (a hideous fat boy, about the same age as Sylvie, with the expression of a prize-pig) was their son. Sylvie and Bruno, with the Lord Chancellor, made up a party of seven.



  ‘And you actually got a plunge-bath every morning?’ said the Sub-Warden, seemingly in continuation of a conversation with the Professor. ‘Even at the little roadside-inns?’



  ‘Oh, certainly, certainly!’ the Professor replied with a smile on his jolly face. ‘Allow me to explain. It is, in fact, a very simple problem in Hydrodynamics. (That means a combination of Water and Strength.) If we take a plunge-bath, and a man
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