
The Man Who Died 

I 

There  was  a  peasant  near  Je rusa lem who acqui red  a  young gamecock  
which  looked  a  shabby l i t t l e  th ing ,  bu t  which  pu t  on  brave  fea thers  as  
spr ing  advanced ,  and  was  resp lendent  wi th  a rched  and  orange  neck  by  
the  t ime the  f ig  t rees  were  le t t ing  ou t  leaves  f rom the i r  end- t ips .  

This  peasant  was  poor ,  he  l ived  in  a  co t tage  of  mud-br ick ,  and  had  only  
a  d i r ty  l i t t l e  inner  cour tyard  wi th  a  tough  f ig  t ree  for  a l l  h i s  t e r r i to ry .  He  
worked  hard  among the  v ines  and  o l ives  and  wheat  of  h i s  mas te r ,  then  
came home to  s leep  in  the  mud-br ick  co t tage  by  the  pa th .  But  he  was  
proud  of  h i s  young roos te r .  In  the  shut - in  yard  were  th ree  shabby hens  
which  la id  smal l  eggs ,  shed  the  few fea thers  they  had ,  and  made  a  
d ispropor t iona te  amount  of  d i r t .  There  was  a l so ,  in  a  corner  under  a  
s t raw roof ,  a  dul l  donkey  tha t  of ten  went  ou t  wi th  the  peasant  to  work ,  
bu t  somet imes  s tayed  a t  home.  And there  was  the  peasant ' s  wi fe ,  a  
b lack-browed youngish  woman who d id  no t  work  too  hard .  She  threw a  
l i t t l e  g ra in ,  o r  the  remains  of  the  por r idge  mess ,  to  the  fowls ,  and  she  
cu t  g reen  fodder  wi th  a  s ick le  for  the  ass .  

The  young cock  grew to  a  cer ta in  sp lendour .  By some f reak  of  des t iny ,  
he  was  a  dandy roos te r ,  in  tha t  d i r ty  l i t t l e  yard  wi th  th ree  pa tchy  hens .  
He  learned  to  c rane  h is  neck  and  g ive  shr i l l  answers  to  the  crowing  of  
o ther  cocks ,  beyond the  wal l s ,  in  a  wor ld  he  knew noth ing  of .  But  there  
was  a  spec ia l  f ie ry  co lour  to  h is  c row,  and  the  d is tan t  ca l l ing  of  the  o ther  
cocks  roused  h im to  unexpec ted  ou tburs t s .  

"How he  s ings ,"  sa id  the  peasant ,  a s  he  got  up  and  pul led  h i s  day-sh i r t  
over  h i s  head .  

"He i s  good  for  twenty  hens ,"  sa id  the  wife .  

The  peasant  went  ou t  and  looked  wi th  pr ide  a t  h i s  young roos te r .  A 
saucy ,  f lamboyant  b i rd ,  tha t  has  a l ready  made  the  f ina l  acqua in tance  of  
the  th ree  ta t te red  hens .  But  the  cockere l  was  t ipp ing  h is  head ,  l i s ten ing  
to  the  cha l lenge  of  fa r -of f  unseen  cocks ,  in  the  unknown wor ld .  Ghos t  
vo ices ,  c rowing  a t  h im myster ious ly  ou t  of  l imbo.  He  answered  wi th  a  
r ing ing  def iance ,  never  to  be  daunted .  

"He wi l l  su re ly  f ly  away one  of  these  days ,"  sa id  the  peasant ' s  wi fe .  

So  they  lured  h im wi th  gra in ,  caught  h im,  though he  fought  wi th  a l l  h i s  
wings  and  fee t ,  and  they  t ied  a  cord  round  h is  shank ,  fas ten ing  i t  
aga ins t  the  spur ;  and  they  t ied  the  o ther  end  of  the  cord  to  the  pos t  tha t  
he ld  up  the  donkey ' s  s t raw pent - roof .  
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The young cock, freed, marched with a prancing stride of indignation 
away from the humans, came to the end of his string, gave a tug and a 
hitch of his tied leg, fell over for a moment, scuffled frantically on the 
unclean earthen floor, to the horror of the shabby hens, then with a 
sickening lurch, regained his feet, and stood to think. The peasant and 
the peasant's wife laughed heartily, and the young cock heard them. 
And he knew, with a gloomy, foreboding kind of knowledge that he was 
tied by the leg. 

He no longer pranced and ruffled and forged his feathers. He walked 
within the limits of his tether sombrely. Still he gobbled up the best bits 
of food. Still, sometimes, he saved an extra-best bit for his favourite hen 
of the moment. Still he pranced with quivering, rocking fierceness upon 
such of his harem as came nonchalantly within range, and gave off the 
invisible lure. And still he crowed defiance to the cock-crows that 
showered up out of limbo, in the dawn. 

But there was now a grim voracity in the way he gobbled his food, and a 
pinched triumph in the way he seized upon the shabby hens. His voice, 
above all, had lost the full gold of its clangour. He was tied by the leg, 

j. and he knew it. Body, soul and spirit were tied by that string. 

I / Underneath, however, the life in him was grimly unbroken. It was the 
cord that should break. So one morning, just before the light of dawn, 
rousing from his slumbers with a sudden wave of strength, he leaped 
forward on his wings, and the string snapped. He gave a wild, strange 
squawk, rose in one lift to the top of the wall, and there he crowed a 

d and splitting crow. So loud, it woke the peasant. 

: /-vl the same time, at the same hour before dawn, on the same morning, 
v - | a man awoke from a long sleep in which he was tied up. He woke numb 

""and cold, inside a carved hole in the rock. Through all the long sleep his 
body had been full of hurt, and it was still full of hurt. He did not open 

• his eyes. Yet he knew that he was awake, and numb, and cold, and 
i riaid. and full of hurt, and tied UD. His face was banded with cold bands, 

would want to come back from the dead? A deep, deep nausea stirred in 
him, at the premonition of movement. He resented already the fact of 
the strange, incalculable moving that had already taken place in him: 
the moving back into consciousness. He had not wished it. He had 
wanted to stay outside, in the place where even memory is stone dead. 

% But now, something had returned to him, like a r letter, and in 
that return he lay overcome with a sense of nausea. Yet suddenly his 
hands moved. They lifted up, cold, heavy and sore. Yet they lifted up, to 
drag away the cloth from his face, and push at the shoulder-bands. Then 

•'He could move if he wanted: he knew that. But he had no Want. Who 
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t hey  fe l l  aga in ,  co ld ,  heavy ,  numb,  and  s i ck  wi th  hav ing  moved  even  so  
much ,  unspeakab ly  unwi l l ing  t o  move  fu r the r .  

Wi th  h i s  f ace  c l ea red  and  h i s  shou lde r s  f r ee ,  he  l apsed  aga in ,  and  ]ay_  
' . j t ead ,  r e s t ing  on  the  co ld  nu l l i ty  o f  be ing  dead .  I t  was  the  mos t  

des i r ab le .  And  a lmos t ,  he  had  i t  comple te :  t he  u t t e r  co ld  nu l l i ty  o f  be ing  
ou t s ide .  

Ye t  when  he  was  mos t  nea r ly  gone ,  sudden ly ,  d r iven  by  an  ache  a t  the  
wr i s t s ,  h i s  hands  rose  and  began  push ing  a t  the  bandages  o f  h i s  knees ,  
h i s  f ee t  began  to  s t i r ,  even  whi le  h i s  b reas t  l ay  co ld  and  dead  s t i l l .  

And  a t  l a s t ,  t he  eyes  opened .  On  to  the  da rk .  The  same  dark !  Ye t  
pe rhaps  the re  was  a  pa le  ch ink ,  o f  t he  a l l -d i s tu rb ing  l igh t ,  p r i s ing  open  
the  pure  da rk .  He  cou ld  no t  l i f t  h i s  head .  The  eyes  c losed .  And  aga in  i t  
was  f in i shed .  

Then  sudden ly  he  l eaned  up ,  and  the  g rea t  wor ld  r ee led .  Bandages  fe l l  
away .  And  na r row wal l s  o f  rock  c losed  upon  h im,  and  gave  the  new 
angu i sh  o f  impr i sonment .  There  were  ch inks  o f  l igh t .  Wi th  a  wave  of  
s t r eng th  tha t  came  f rom revu l s ion ,  he  l eaned  fo rward ,  in  t ha t  na r row 
wel l  o f  rock ,  and  l eaned  f ra i l  hands  on  the  rock  nea r  the  ch inks  o f  l igh t .  

S t r eng th  came  f rom somewhere ,  f rom revu l s ion ;  t he re  was  a  c rash  and  
a  wave  o f  l igh t ,  and  the  dead  man  was  c rouch ing  in  h i s  l a i r ,  f ac ing  the  
an imal  onrush  o f  l igh t .  Ye t  i t  was  ha rd ly  dawn.  And  the  s t r ange ,  p ie rc ing  
keenness  o f  daybreak ' s  sha rp  b rea th  was  on  h im.  I t  mean t  fu l l  
awaken ing .  

S lowly ,  s lowly  he  c rep t  down f rom the  ce l l  o f  rock  wi th  t he  cau t ion  o f  t he  
b i t t e r ly  wounded .  Bandages  and  l inen  and  pe r fume  fe l l  away ,  and  he  
c rouched  on  the  g round  aga ins t  t he  wa l l  o f  rock ,  t o  r ecover  ob l iv ion .  Bu t  
he  saw h i s  hu r t  f ee t  touch ing  the  ea r th  aga in ,  wi th  unspeakab le  pa in ,  
t he  ea r th  they  had  mean t  to  touch  no  more ,  and  he  saw h i s  th in  l egs  
tha t  had  d ied ,  and  pa in  unknowable ,  pa in  l ike  u t t e r  bod i ly  d i s i l lu s ion ,  
f i l l ed  h im so  fu l l  t ha t  he  s tood  up ,  wi th  one  to rn  hand  on  the  l edge  o f  t he  
t o m b -  X KL I I  
To be  back!  To  be  back  aga in ,  a f t e r  a l l  t ha t !  He  saw the  l inen  swa th ing-  ,  
bands  fa l l en  round  h i s  dead  fee t ,  and  s toop ing ,  he  p icked  them up ,  "•  
f o lded  them,  and  la id  t hem back  in  t he  rocky  cav i ty  f rom which  he  had  (S  i - M .  
emerged .  Then  he  took  the  pe r fumed  l inen  shee t ,  wrapped  i t  round  h im ;  
a s  a  man t l e ,  and  tu rned  away ,  to  the  wanness  o f  t he  ch i l l  dawn .  

He  was  a lone ;  and  hav ing  d ied ,  was  even  beyond  lone l iness .  

F i l l ed  s t i l l  w i th  t he  s i ckness  o f  unspeakab le  d i s i l lu s ion ,  t he  man  s t epped  
wi th  winc ing  f ee t  down the  rocky  s lope ,  pas t  t he  s l eep ing  so ld ie r s ,  who  
lay  wrapped  in  the i r  woo l l en  man t l e s  under  the  wi ld  l au re l s .  S i l en t ,  on  
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naked scarred feet, wrapped in a white linen shroud, he glanced down 
for a moment on the inert, heap-like bodies of the soldiers. They were 
repulsive, a slow squalor of limbs, yet he felt a certain compassion He 
passed on towards the road, lest they should wake. 

Having nowhere to go, he turned from the city that stood on her hills He 
slowly followed the road away from the town, past the olives, under 
which purple anemones were drooping in the chill of dawn, and rich-
green herbage was pressing thick. The world, the same as ever the 
natural world, thronging with greenness, a nightingale winsomely 
wistfully, coaxingly calling from the bushes beside a runnel of water in 
the world, the natural world of morning and evening, forever undying 
from which he had died. y ' 

He went on, on scarred feet, neither of this world nor of the next. 
Neither here nor there, neither seeing nor yet sightless, he passed dimly 
on, away from the city and its precincts, wondering why he should be 
travelling, yet driven by a dim, deep nausea of disillusion, and a 
resolution of which he was not even aware. 

Advancing in a kind of half-consciousness under the dry stone wall of the 
olive orchard, he was roused by the shrill, wild crowing of a cock just 
near him, a sound which made him shiver as if electricity had touched 
him. He saw a black and orange cock on a bough above the road then 
running through the olives of the upper level, a peasant in a' grey 
woollen shirt-tunic. Leaping out of greenness, came the black and 
orange cock with the red comb, his tail-feathers streaming lustrous. 

"0, stop him, master!" called the peasant. "My escaped cock!" 

The man addressed, with a sudden flicker of smile, opened his great 
white wings of a shroud in front of the leaping bird. The cock fell back 
with a squawk and a flutter, the peasant jumped forward, there was a 
terrific beating of wings and whirring of feathers, then the peasant had 
the escaped cock safely under his arm, its wings shut down, its face 
crazily craning forward, its round eyes goggling from its white chops. 

"It's my escaped cock!" said the peasant, soothing the bird with his left 
hand, as he looked perspiringly up into the face of the man wrapped in 
white linen. 

The peasant changed countenance, and stood transfixed, as he looked 
into the dead-white face of the man who had died. That dead-white face 
so still, with the black beard growing on it as if in death; and those 
wide-open, black, sombre eyes, that had died! and those washed scars 
on the waxy forehead! The slow-blooded man of the field let his iaw 
drop, in childish inability to meet the situation. 
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"Don ' t  be  a f ra id , "  sa id  the  man  in  t he  sh roud.  " I  am no t  dead .  They  took  
me  down too  soon .  So  I  have  r i sen  up .  Ye t  i f  t hey  d i scover  me ,  they  wi l l  
do  i t  a l l  ove r  aga in . . . "  

He  spoke  in  a  vo ice  o f  o ld  d i sgus t .  Humani ty !  Espec ia l ly  humani ty  in  
au thor i ty !  There  was  on ly  one  th ing  i t  cou ld  do .  He  looked  wi th  b lack ,  
ind i f fe ren t  eyes  in to  the  qu ick ,  sh i f ty  eyes  o f  t he  peasan t .  The  peasan t  
qua i l ed ,  and  was  power les s  under  the  look  o f  dea th ly  ind i f fe rence  and  
s t r ange ,  co ld  r e so lu teness .  He  qou ld ,  q ip ly  s ay  the  one  th ing  he  was  
a f ra id  to  say :  -  j  . -H ̂  A  

"Wi l l  you  h ide  in  my  house ,  mas te r?"  

" I  wi l l  r e s t  t he re .  Bu t  i f  you  t e l l  anyone ,  you  know wha t  wi l l  happen .  You  
wi l l  have  to  go  be fo re  a  judge . "  

"Me!  I  shan ' t  speak .  Le t  u s  be  qu ick!"  

The  peasan t  looked  round  in  f ea r ,  wonder ing  su lk i ly  why  he  had  l e t  
h imse l f  in  fo r  th i s  doom.  The  man  wi th  sca r red  f ee t  c l imbed  pa in fu l ly  up  
to  the  l eve l  o f  t he  o l ive  ga rden ,  and  fo l lowed  the  su l l en ,  hu r ry ing  
peasan t  ac ross  the  g reen  whea t  among  the  o l ive  t r ees .  He  fe l t  t he  coo l  
s i lk iness  o f  t he  young  whea t  under  h i s  f ee t  t ha t  had  been  dead ,  and  the  
rough i shness  o f  i t s  s epa ra te  l i f e  was  apparen t  to  h im.  At  t he  edges  o f  
rocks ,  he  saw the  s i lky ,  s i lve ry -ha i red  buds  o f  t he  sca r l e t  anemone  
bend ing  downwards .  And  they ,  too ,  were  in  ano the r  wor ld .  In  h i s  own  
wor ld  he  was  a lone ,  u t t e r ly  a lone .  These  th ings  a round  h im were  in  a  
wor ld  tha t  had  never  d ied .  Bu t  he  h imse l f  had  d ied ,  o r  had  been  k i l l ed  
f rom ou t  o f  i t ,  and  a l l  t ha t  r emained  now was  the  g rea t  vo id  nausea  o f  
u t t e r  d i s i l lu s ion .  

They  came  to  a  c lay  co t t age ,  and  the  peasan t  wa i t ed  de jec ted ly  fo r  t he  
o the r  man  to  pass .  

"Pass ! "  he  sa id .  "Pass !  We  have  no t  been  seen . "  

The  man  in  wh i t e  l inen  en te red  the  ea r then  room,  t ak ing  wi th  h im the  
a roma  of  s t r ange  pe r fumes .  The  peasan t  c losed  the  door ,  and  passed  
th rough  the  inne r  doorway  in to  the  ya rd ,  where  the  a s s  s tood  wi th in  t he  
h igh  wa l l s ,  s a fe  f rom be ing  s to len .  There  the  peasan t ,  in  g rea t  
d i squ ie tude ,  t i ed  up  the  cock .  The  man  wi th  the  waxen  face  sa t  down on  
a  ma t  nea r  the  hea r th ,  fo r  he  was  spen t  and  ba re ly  consc ious .  Ye t  he  
hea rd  ou t s ide  the  whispe r ing  o f  t he  peasan t  to  h i s  wi fe ,  fo r  t he  woman  
had  been  wa tch ing  f rom the  roof .  

P resen t ly  they  came  in ,  and  the  woman  h id  he r  f ace .  She  poured  wa te r ,  
and  pu t  b read  and  d r i ed  f igs  on  a  wooden  p la t t e r .  

"Ea t ,  mas te r ! "  sa id  the  peasan t .  "Ea t !  No  one  has  seen . "  
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But the stranger had no desire for food. Yet he moistened a little bread 
in the water, and ate it, since life must be. But desire was dead in him, 
even for food and drink. He had risen without desire, without even the 
desire to live, empty save for the all-overwhelming disillusion that lay 
like nausea where his life had been. Yet perhaps, deeper even than 
disillusion, was a desireless resoluteness, deeper even than 
consciousness. 

The peasant and his wife stood near the door, watching. They saw with 
terror the livid wounds on the thin, waxy hands and the thin feet of the 
stranger, and the small lacerations in the still dead forehead. They 
smelled with terror the scent of rich perfumes that came from him, from 
his body. And they looked at the fine, snowy, costly linen. Perhaps really 
he was a dead king, from the region of terrors. And he was still cold and 
remote in the region of death, with perfumes coming from his 
transparent body as if from some strange flower. 

Having with difficulty swallowed some, the moistened bread, he lifted his 
eyes to them. He saw them as they were: limited, meagre in their life, 
without any splendour of gesture and of courage. But they were what 
they were, slow, inevitable parts of the natural world. They had no 
nobility, but fear made them compassionate. 

And the stranger had compassion on them again, for he knew that they 
would respond best to gentleness, giving back a clumsy gentleness 
again. 

"Do not be afraid," he said to them gently. "Let me stay a little while 
with you. I shall not stay long. And then I shall go away for ever. But do 
not be afraid. No harm will come to you through me." 

They believed him at,once, yet the fear did not leave them. And they 
said: \ ,1 ft jr; >- , • ,:i. t: 

"Stay, master, while ever you will. Rest! Rest quietly!" But they were 
afraid. 

So he let them be, and the peasant went away with the ass. The sun 
had risen bright, and in the dark house with the door shut, the man was 
again as if in the tomb. So he said to the woman: "I would lie in the 
yard." 

And she swept the yard for him, and laid him a mat, and he lay down 
under the wall in the morning sun. There he saw the first green leaves 
spurting like flames from the ends of the enclosed fig tree, out of the 
bareness to the sky of spring above. But the man who had died could 
not look, he only lay quite still in the sun, which was not yet too hot, and 
had no desire in him, not even to move. But he lay with his thin legs in 
the sun, his black, perfumed hair falling into the hollows of his neck, and 
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h i s  th in ,  co lour l e s s  a rms  u t t e r ly  ine r t .  As  he  l ay  the re ,  t he  hens  c lucked ,  
and  sc ra tched ,  and  the  escaped  cock ,  caugh t  and  t i ed  by  the  l eg  aga in ,  
cowered  in  a  co rne r .  

The  peasan t  woman  was  f r igh tened .  She  came  peep ing ,  and ,  see ing  h im 
never  move ,  f ea red  to  have  a  dead  man  in  t he  ya rd .  Bu t  t he  sun  had  
g rown s t ronger ,  he  opened  h i s  eyes  and  looked  a t  he r .  And  now she  was  
f r igh tened  o f  t he  man  who  was  a l ive ,  bu t  spoke  no th ing .  

He  opened  h i s  eyes ,  and  saw the  wor ld  aga in  b r igh t  a s  g las s .  I t  was  l i f e ,  
in  wh ich  he  had  no  sha re  any  more .  Bu t  i t  shone  ou t s ide  h im,  b lue  sky ,  
and  a  ba re  f ig  t r ee  wi th  l i t t l e  j e t s  o f  g repn  l ea f .  Br igh t  a s  g las s ,  and  he  
was  no t  o f  i t ,  f o r  des i r e  had  fa i l ed .  t l j s  r  '  •  

Ye t  he  was  the re ,  and  no t  ex t ingu i shed .  The  day  passed  in  a  k ind  o f  
coma ,  and  a t  even ing  he  wen t  in to  the  house .  The  peasan t  man  came  
home,  bu t  he  was  f r igh tened ,  and  had  no th ing  to  say .  The  s t r anger ,  too ,  
a t e  o f  t he  mess  o f  beans ,  a  l i t t l e .  Then  he  washed  h i s  hands  and  tu rned  
to  the  wa l l ,  and  was  s i l en t .  The  peasan t s  were  s i l en t  too .  They  wa tched  
the i r  gues t  s l eep .  S leep  was  so  nea r  dea th  he  cou ld  s t i l l  s l eep .  

Ye t  when  the  sun  came  up ,  he  wen t  aga in  to  l i e  in  t he  ya rd .  The  sun  was  
the  one  th ing  tha t  d rew h im and  swayed  h im,  and  he  s t i l l  wan ted  to  fee l  
t he  coo l  a i r  o f  t he  morn ing  in  h i s  nos t r i l s ,  s ee  the  pa le  sky  overhead .  He  
s t i l l  ha t ed  to  be  shu t  up .  

As  he  came  ou t ,  t he  young  cock  c rowed .  I t  was  a  d imin i shed ,  p inched  
c ry ,  bu t  the re  was  tha t  in  t he  vo ice  o f  t he  b i rd  s t ronger  than  chagr in .  I t  
was  the  necess i ty  to  l ive ,  and  even  to  c ry  ou t  the  t r iumph  of  l i f e .  The  
man  who  had  d ied  s tood  and  wa tched  the  cock  who  had  escaped  and  
been  caugh t ,  ru f f l ing  h imse l f  up ,  r i s ing  fo rward  on  h i s  t oes ,  th rowing  up  
h i s  head ,  and  pa r t ing  h i s  beak  in  ano the r  cha l l enge  f rom l i f e  t o  dea th .  
The  b rave  sounds  rang  ou t ,  and  though  they  were  d imin i shed  by  the  
cord  round  the  b i rd ' s  l eg ,  t hey  were  no t  cu t  o f f .  The  man  who  had  d ied  
looked  naked ly  on  l i f e ,  and  saw a  vas t  r e so lu teness  eve rywhere  f l ing ing  
i t se l f  up  in  s to rmy o r  sub t l e  wave-c res t s ,  foam- t ips  emerg ing  ou t  o f  t he  
b lue  inv i s ib le ,  a  b lack  and  o range  cock  o r  the  g reen  f l ame- tongues  ou t  o f  
t he  ex t remes  o f  t he  f ig  t r ee .  They  came  fo r th ,  t hese  th ings  and  
c rea tu res  o f  sp r ing ,  g lowing  wi th  des i r e  and  wi th  a s se r t ion .  They  came  
l ike  c res t s  o f  foam,  ou t  o f  t he  b lue  f lood  o f  t he  inv i s ib le  des i r e ,  ou t  o f  t he  
vas t  inv i s ib le  s ea  o f  s t r eng th ,  and  they  came  co loured  and  t ang ib le ,  
evanescen t ,  ye t  dea th les s  in  t he i r  coming .  The  man  who  had  d ied  looked  
on  the  g rea t  swing  in to  ex i s t ence  o f  t h ings  tha t  had  no t  d ied ,  bu t  he  saw 
no  longer  the i r  t r emulous  des i r e  t o  ex i s t  and  to  be .  He  hea rd  ins t ead ;  
the i r  r ing ing ,  r ing ing ,  de f i an t  cha l l enge  to  a l l  o the r  th ings  ex i s t ing .  "  

f  I  j ' ~ s  

The  man  lay  s t i l l ,  w i th  eyes  tha t  had  d ied  now wide  open  and  da rk ly  s t i l l ,  
s ee ing  the  eve r l a s t ing  r e so lu teness  o f  l i f e .  And  the  cock ,  wi th  t he  f l a t ,  
b r i l l i an t  g l ance ,  g l anced  back  a t  h im,  wi th  a  b i rd ' s  ha l f - see ing  look .  And  
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always the man who had died saw not the bird alone but the shorr 
sharp wave of life of which the bird was the crest He watrhp??!' 
foUnder'>eakiy motlon of the creatui"e as it gobbled into itself the scraps of 
food; its glancing of the eye of life, ever alert and watchful over 

"X r ITT9 and. cautl0us' and the voice of its life, crowing trium'ph and 
If yet_strangled by a cord of circumstance.. He seemed to hear 

n the queer speech of very life, as the cock triumphantly imitated the 
hCT9K,T Te faV0Urite hen' when she had laid an egg a clucklna 

which still had, in the male bird, the hollow chagrin of the cord round his 
leg. And when the man threw a bit of bread to the cock it called with an 

hensa0Thehey C°°in9 tenderness' touslin9 and saving the morsel for the 
reach of thestri™ "P ^Y' """ the m°rSel away beV°nd tha 

Then walking complacently after them, suddenly the male bird's lea 

corpse H /fla efee.?dh°f ^ and he W0Uld yield with a ^ of 
Shade And hf 9 ' Siemed t0 diminish' he would huddle in the 
shade. And he was young, his tail-feathers, glossy as they were were 
m°adeU h 9r°T' " W3S n0t tiM evenin9 a9ain that the tide of life in him 
made him forget. Then when his favourite hen came strolMna 
hTTTh Tear h'm' emittin9 the lure, he pounced on her with aN 
his feathers vibrating. And the man who had died watched the unsteady 
rockmg vibration of the bent bird, and it was not the bird he saw bu( 
one wave-tip of life overlapping for a minute another, in the tide of the 

' rnmn.n,9-0CTnh° And the d6Stiny of life seemed more fierce and 
waT a fhTd even than the destiny of death. The doom of death 
Turge of life COmpared to the ra9in9 destiny of life, the determined 

At twilight the peasant came home with the ass, and he said- "MasteH It 
is said that the body was stolen from the garden, and the tomb is 
empty, and the soldiers are taken away, accursed Romans? And the 
women are there to weep." unions, ana tne 

The man who had died looked at the man who had not died. 

"It is well," he said. "Say nothing, and we are safe." 

And the peasant was relieved. He looked rather dirty and stuDid and 

STea5 wnC|d |S 3S that °f the y0ung cock' which he had fed by 
had diedmougSuo hfmsell? W"h°Ut fire' But the "h° 

"Why then, should he be lifted up? Clods of earth are turned over for 
refreshment, they are not to be lifted up. Let the earth remain 
and hold its own against the sky. I was to seek to lift it up. I was wronq 
to try to interfere. The ploughshare of devastation will be set in the soN 
of Judea, and the life of this peasant will be overturned like the sods of 
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the  f ie ld .  No man can  save  the  ear th  f rom t i l l age .  I t  i s  t i l l age ,  no t  
sa lva t ion . . . "  

So  he  saw the  man,  the  peasant ,  wi th  compass ion ;  bu t  the  man who 
had  d ied  no  longer  wished  to  in te r fe re  in  the  soul  of  the  man who had  
not  d ied ,  and  who could  never  d ie ,  save  to  re turn  to  ear th .  Le t  h im 
re turn  to  ear th  in  h i s  own good hour ,  and  le t  no  one  t ry  to  in te r fe re  
when  the  ear th  c la ims  her  own.  

So  the  man wi th  scars  le t  the  peasant  go  f rom him,  for  the  peasant  had  
no  reb i r th  in  h im.  Yet  the  man who had  d ied  sa id  to  h imse l f :  "He  i s  my 
hos t . "  

And a t  dawn,  when  he  was  be t te r ,  the  man who had  d ied  rose  up ,  and  
on  s low,  sore  fee t  re t raced  h is  way  to  the  garden .  For  he  had  been  
be t rayed  in  a  garden ,  and  bur ied  in  a  garden .  And as  he  tu rned  round 
the  screen  of  l aure l s ,  near  the  rock- face ,  he  saw a  woman hover ing  by  
the  tomb,  a  woman in  b lue  and  ye l low.  She  peeped  aga in  in to  the  mouth  
of  the  hole ,  tha t  was  l ike  a  deep  cupboard .  But  s t i l l  there  was  noth ing .  
And she  wrung her  hands  and  wept .  And as  she  turned  away,  she  saw 
the  man in  whi te ,  s tanding  by  the  laure l s ,  and  she  gave  a  c ry ,  th ink ing  i t  
might  be  a  spy ,  and  she  sa id :  

"They  have  taken  h im away!"  

So  he  sa id  to  her :  

"Madele ine!"  

Then  she  ree led  as  i f  she  would  fa l l ,  fo r  she  knew him.  And he  sa id  to  
her :  

"Madele ine!  Do not  be  a f ra id .  I  am al ive .  They  took  me down too  soon ,  
so  I  came back  to  l i fe .  Then  I  was  she l te red  in  a  house ."  

She  d id  no t  know what  to  say ,  bu t  fe l l  a t  h i s  fee t  to  k iss  them.  

"Don ' t  touch  me,  Madele ine ,"  he  sa id .  "Not  ye t !  I  am not  ye t  hea led  and  
in  touch  wi th  men."  

So  she  wept  because  she  d id  no t  know what  to  do .  And he  sa id :  

"Let  us  go  as ide ,  among the  bushes ,  where  we  can  speak  unseen ."  

So  in  her  b lue  mant le  and  her  ye l low robe ,  she  fo l lowed h im among the  
t rees ,  and  he  sa t  down under  a  myr t le  bush .  And he  sa id :  

" I  am not  ye t  qu i te  come to .  Madele ine ,  what  i s  to  be  done  next?"  
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to  us? r ! "  S h e  S a i d '  " 0 h '  W e  h a v e  w e p t  f 0 r  y 0 u !  A n d  w i "  y o u  c o m e  b a c k  

"What  i s  f in i shed  i s  f in i shed ,  and  for  me  the  end  i s  pas t , "  he  sa id  "The  
s t ream wi l l  run  t i l l  no  more  ra ins  f i l l  i t ,  then  i t  wi l l  d ry  up .  For  me  tha t  
l i fe  i s  over .  '  

"And wi l l  you  g ive  up  your  t r iumph?"  she  sa id  sad ly .  

.  "My t r iumph,"  he  sa id ,  " i s  tha t  I  am not  dead .  I  have  out l ived  my 
: miss ion  and  know no  more  of  i t .  I t  i s  my t r iumph.  I  have  surv ived  the  

5 M » 1  J t l ? e  d e a t h  o f  m y  i n t e r f e r ence ,  and  am st i l l  a  man.  I  am younq 
s t i l l  Madele ine ,  no t  even  come to  middle  age .  I  am glad  a l l  tha t  i s  over  
I t  had  to  be .  But  now I  am glad  i t  i s  over ,  and  the  day  of  my 
in te r fe rence  i s  done .  The  teacher  and  the  sav iour  a re  dead  in  me 1  now I  
can  go  about  my bus iness ,  in to  my own s ing le  l i fe . "  

She  heard  h im,  and  d id  no t  fu l ly  unders tand .  But  what  he  sa id  made  her  
fee l  d i sappoin ted .  

"But  you  wi l l  come back  to  us?"  she  sa id ,  ins i s t ing .  

5  b o n ' t J < r i o w  w h a t  1  s h a l 1  d ° / '  he  sa id .  "When I  am hea led ,  I  sha l l  know 
be t te r .  But  my miss ion  i s  over ,  and  my teaching  i s  f in i shed ,  and  dea th  
has  saved  me f rom my own sa lva t ion .  Oh,  Madele ine ,  I  want  to  take  mv 
s ing le  way in  l i fe ,  which  i s  my por t ion .  My publ ic  l i fe  i s  over ,  the  l i fe  o f  
my se l f - impor tance .  Now I  can  wai t  on  l i fe ,  and  say  noth ing ,  and  have  
no  one  be t ray  me.  I  wanted  to  be  grea te r  than  the  l imi t s  o f  my hands  
and  fee t ,  so  I  b rought  be t raya l  on  myse l f .  And I  know I  wronged  Judas  
my poor  Judas .  For  I  have  d ied ,  and  now I  know my own l imi t s .  Now I  
can  l ive  wi thout  s t r iv ing  to  sway o thers  any  more .  For  my reach  ends  in  
my f inger t ips ,  and  my s t r ide  i s  no  longer  than  the  ends  of  my toes .  Yet  I  
would  embrace  mul t i tudes ,  I  who have  never  t ru ly  embraced  even  one  
But  Judas  and  the  h igh  pr ies t s  saved  me f rom my own sa lva t ion  and  
soon  I  can  tu rn  to  my des t iny  l ike  a  ba ther  in  the  sea  a t  dawn,  who has  
jus t  come down to  the  shore  a lone ."  

"Do you  want  to  be  a lone  henceforward?"  she  asked .  "And was  vour  
miss ion  no th ing?  Was  i t  a l l  un t rue?"  

"Nay!"  he  sa id .  "Nei ther  were  your  lovers  in  the  pas t  no th ing .  They  were  
much to  you ,  bu t  you  took  more  than  you  gave .  Then  you  came to  me 
for  sa lva t ion  f rom your  own excess .  And I ,  in  my miss ion ,  I  too  ran  to  
excess .  I  gave  more  than  I  took ,  and  tha t  a l so  i s  woe  and  vani ty  So  
Pi la te  and  the  h igh  pr ies t s  saved  me f rom my own excess ive  sa lva t ion  

dSth  ^  6 X C e S S  ^  ̂ l i V i n 9 '  M a d e l e i n e '  "  o n | V m eans  another  
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She  pondered  b i t t e r ly ,  fo r  t he  need  fo r  excess ive  g iv ing  was  in  he r ,  and  
she  cou ld  no t  bea r  to  be  den ied .  

"And  wi l l  you  no t  come  back  to  us?"  she  sa id .  "Have  you  r i sen  fo r  
yourse l f  a lone?"  

He  hea rd  the  sa rcasm in  he r  vo ice ,  and  looked  a t  he r  beau t i fu l  f ace  
which  s t i l l  was  dense  wi th  excess ive  need  fo r  sa lva t ion  f rom the  woman  
she  had  been ,  t he  female  who  had  caugh t  men  a t  he r  wi l l .  The  c loud  o f  
necess i ty  was  on  he r ,  t o  be  saved  f rom the  o ld ,  wi l fu l  Eve ,  who  had  
embraced  many  men  and  t aken  more  than  she  gave .  Now the  o the r  
doom was  on  he r .  She  wan ted  to  g ive  wi thou t  t ak ing .  And  tha t ,  t oo ,  i s  
ha rd ,  and  c rue l  t o  the  warm body .  

" I  have  no t  r i sen  f rom the  dead  in  o rde r  to  seek  dea th  aga in , "  he  sa id .  

She  g lanced  up  a t  h im,  and  saw the  wear iness  se t t l ing  aga in  on  h i s  
waxy  face ,  and  the  vas t  d i s i l lu s ion  in  h i s  da rk  eyes ,  and  the  under ly ing  
ind i f fe rence .  He  fe l t  he r  g lance ,  and  sa id  to  h imse l f :  

"Now my own fo l lowers  wi l l  wan t  to  do  me  to  dea th  aga in ,  fo r  hav ing  
r i sen  up  d i f f e ren t  f rom the i r  expec ta t ion . "  

"But  you  wi l l  come  to  us ,  t o  see  us ,  u s  who  love  you?"  she  sa id .  

He  l aughed  a  l i t t l e  and  sa id :  

"Ah ,  yes . "  Then  he  added :  "Have  you  a  l i t t l e  money?  Wi l l  you  g ive  me  a  
l i t t l e  money?  I  owe  i t . "  

She  had  no t  much ,  bu t  i t  p l eased  he r  to  g ive  i t  t o  h im.  

"Do  you  th ink , "  he  sa id  to  he r ,  " tha t  I  migh t  come  and  l ive  wi th  you  in  
your  house?"  

She  looked  up  a t  h im wi th  l a rge  b lue  eyes ,  t ha t  g leamed  s t r ange ly .  

"Now?"  she  sa id  wi th  pecu l i a r  t r iumph .  

And  he ,  who  sh rank  now f rom t r iumph  of  any  so r t ,  h i s  own  o r  ano the r ' s ,  
s a id :  

"Not  now!  La te r ,  when  I  am hea led ,  and . . . and  I  am in  touch  wi th  t he  
f l e sh . "  

The  words  fa l t e red  in  h im.  And  in  h i s  hea r t  he  knew he  would  never  go  
to  l ive  in  he r  house .  For  t he  f l i cke r  o f  t r iumph  had  g leamed  in  he r  eyes ;  
the  g reed  of  g jv ing .  Bu t  she  murmured  in  a  humming  rap tu re :  

"Ah ,  you  know I  wou ld  g ive  up  eve ry th ing  to  you . "  j  
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Nay!" he said. "I didn't ask that." 

' Messiah. The Messiah haVnttS. The fnthusLm^and The* bumm" 

1 middle^je d^a nd' dl s iM u si one d ̂  wit^t"^a cTrta^JerriblelndW1^5 ^ 

rcss. a 9rea,er 

• a"9Uishec' 

*" «*«»«*. to mine 

se:: r„̂ ;a„v-E"£E? ™ 

5KK5^«S?SS 
SCt^E^r and 

would let him rest'and as v«. 

"Where have you been?" she said. "Why did you go away?" 

and 1 have sean a fria"d- "h°»•» 

LeSeUl̂  a„ that 
was scarce, and she said: eyes gl,stened' f°r money 

"Oh, master! And is it truly mine?" 
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"Take  i t ! "  he  sa id .  " I t  buys  b read ,  and  b read  b r ings  l i f e . "  

So  he  l ay  down in  t he  ya rd  aga in ,  s i ck  wi th  re l i e f  a t  be ing  a lone  aga in .  
For  wi th  t he  peasan t s  he  cou ld  be  a lone ,  bu t  h i s  own  f r i ends  would  never  
l e t  h im be  a lone .  And  in  t he  sa fe ty  o f  t he  ya rd ,  t he  young  cock  was  dea r  
to  h im,  a s  i t  shou ted  in  t he  he lp les s  zes t  o f  l i f e ,  and  f in i shed  in  t he  
he lp les s  humi l i a t ion  o f  be ing  t i ed  by  the  l eg .  Th i s  day  the  a s s  s tood  
swish ing  he r  t a i l  under  the  shed .  The  man  who  had  d ied  l ay  down and  
tu rned  u t t e r ly  away  f rom l i f e ,  i n  t he  s i ckness  o f  dea th  in  l i f e .  

Bu t  t he  woman  b rough t  wine  and  wa te r ,  and  swee tened  cakes ,  and  
roused  h im,  so  tha t  he  a t e  a  l i t t l e ,  t o  p lease  he r .  The  day  was  ho t ,  and  
a s  she  c rouched  to  se rve  h im,  he  saw her  b reas t s  sway  f rom her  humble  
body ,  under  he r  smock .  He  knew she  wished  he  would  des i r e  he r ,  and  
she  was  young i sh ,  and  no t  unp leasan t .  And  he ,  who  had  never  known a  
woman ,  would  have  des i r ed  he r  i f  he  cou ld .  Bu t  he  cou ld  no t  wan t  he r ,  
t hough  he  fe l t  gen t ly  towards  he r  so f t ,  c rouch ing ,  humble  body .  Bu t  i t  
was  he r  though t s ,  he r  consc iousness ,  he  cou ld  no t  ming le  wi th .  She  was  
p leased  wi th  the  money ,  and  now she  wan ted  to  t ake  more  f rom h im.  
She  wan ted  the  embrace  o f  h i s  body .  Bu t  he r  l i t t l e  sou l  was  ha rd ,  and  
shor t - s igh ted ,  and  g rasp ing ,  he r  body  had  i t s  l i t t l e  g reed ,  and  no  gen t l e  
r eve rence  o f  t he  re tu rn  g i f t .  So  he  spoke  a  qu ie t ,  p l easan t  word  to  he r  
and  tu rned  away .  He  cou ld  no t  touch  the  l i t t l e ,  pe r sona l  body ,  t he  l i t t l e ,  
pe r sona l  l i f e  o f  th i s  woman ,  nor  in  any  o the r .  He  tu rned  away  f rom i t  
w i thou t  hes i t a t ion .  

R i sen  f rom the  dead ,  he  had  rea l i sed  a t  l a s t  t ha t  the  body ,  too ,  has  i t s  
l i t t l e  l i f e ,  and  beyond  tha t ,  t he  g rea te r  l i f e .  He  was  v i rg in ,  in  r eco i l  f rom 
the  l i t t l e ,  g reedy  l i f e  o f  t he  body .  Bu t  now he  knew tha t  v i rg in i ty  i s  a  
fo rm of  g reed ;  and  tha t  the  body  r i ses  aga in  to  g ive  and  to  t ake ,  t o  t ake  
and  to  g ive ,  ungreed i ly .  Now he  knew tha t  he  had  r i sen  fo r  t he  woman ,  
o r  women ,  who  knew the  g rea te r  l i f e  o f  t he  body ,  no t  g reedy  to  g ive ,  
no t  g reedy  to  t ake ,  and  wi th  whom he  cou ld  ming le  h i s  body .  Bu t  hav ing  
d ied ,  he  was  pa t i en t ,  knowing  the re  was  t ime ,  an  e te rn i ty  o f  t ime .  And  
he  was  d r iven  by  no  g reedy  des i r e ,  e i the r  to  g ive  h imse l f  t o  o the r s ,  o r  to  
g rasp  any th ing  fo r  h imse l f .  For  he  had  d ied .  

The  peasan t  came  home f rom work  and  sa id :  

"Mas te r ,  I  t hank  you  fo r  t he  money .  Bu t  we  d id  no t  wan t  i t .  And  a l l  I  
have  i s  yours . "  

Bu t  t he  man  who  had  d ied  was  sad ,  because  the  peasan t  s tood  the re  in  
t he  l i t t l e ,  pe r sona l  body ,  and  h i s  eyes  were  cunn ing  and  spa rk l ing  wi th  
the  hope  o f  g rea te r  r ewards  in  money  l a t e r  on .  True ,  t he  peasan t  had  
t aken  h im in  f r ee ,  and  had  r i sked  ge t t ing  no  reward .  Bu t  t he  hope  was  
cunn ing  in  h im.  Ye t  even  th i s  was  a s  men  a re  made .  So  when  the  
peasan t  would  have  he lped  h im to  r i se ,  fo r  n igh t  had  fa l l en ,  t he  man  
who  had  d ied  sa id :  
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Don t touch me, brother. I am not yet risen to the Father." 

brighter BTSBWith sple"d°ur. a"d ^shed the young cock 

ss hJ *"• 

answeLtcrowJf" "" ̂  am°n9 birdS'" A"d "» Voung cock, 

, SeT 5£ 3W 

; sSi™? 'S 
hk IS ne' and one was the woman who had been 

mother, and the third was a woman he knew called loan ho inni^ a 
up, and saw them all, and they saw him, andth^ wereaSaS " 

h^t0hdHa|rreSQed in the distan5^ knowing they were there to claim him 
back bodily. But he would in no wise return to them Pallid Z K 
shadow of a grey morning that was blowing to rain he saw them sin 
turned away. But Madeleine hastened towards him ' a°d 

^I"9 them'" She said" "They have ™me of themselves See I 
ave brought you money!...Will you not speak to them?" ' 

She offered him some gold pieces, and he took them, saying: 

"May I have this money? I shall need it. I cannot speak to them for r 
am not yet ascended to the Father. And I must lefve you nOW " ' 

"Ah! Where will you go?" she cried. 

rtieH?nHd 3t h.er'and saw she was clutching for the man in him who had 
end hk foWaS fta V ,e man 0f his youth and his mission, of his chastitv and his fear, of his little life, his giving without taking. 

"I must go to my Father!" he said. 

And you will lesve US? There is vnur MNF-HORI" ^ 
with the old anguish, which yet was sweet to her. ^ r°Und 

"But now I must ascend to my Father" he caid =.nri u , . 
the bushes, and so turned quickly, and went away, saying tohimself-'^0 
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So  he  wen t  back  to  the  peasan t s '  house ,  t o  the  ya rd  where  the  young  
cock  was  t i ed  by  the  l eg  wi th  a  s t r ing .  And  he  wan ted  no  one ,  fo r  i t  was  
bes t  t o  be  a lone ;  fo r  t he  p resence  o f  peop le  made  h im lone ly .  The  sun  
and  the  sub t l e  sa lve  o f  sp r ing  hea led  h i s  wounds ,  even  the  gap ing  
wound  of  d i s i l lu s ion  th rough  h i s  bowels  was  c los ing  up .  And  h i s  need  o f  
men  and  women ,  h i s  f eve r  to  have  them and  to  be  saved  by  them,  th i s  
t oo  was  hea l ing  in  h im.  Wha tever  came  of  touch  be tween  h imse l f  and  
the  race  o f  men ,  hence fo r th ,  shou ld  come  wi thou t  t r e spass  o r  
compuls ion .  For  he  sa id  to  h imse l f :  

" I  t r i ed  to  compe l  them to  l ive ,  so  they  compe l l ed  me  to ,  d ie .  I t  i s  
a lways  so ,  wi th  compuls ion .  The  reco i l  k i l l s  t he  advance .  Now i s  my  t ime  
to  be  a lone . "  

There fo re  he  wen t  no  more  to  the  ga rden ,  bu t  l ay  s t i l l  and  saw the  sun ,  
o r  wa lked  a t  dusk  ac ross  the  o l ive  s lopes ,  among  the  g reen  whea t ,  t ha t  
rose  a  pa lm-bread th  h igher  eve ry  sunny  day .  And  a lways  he  though t  to  
h imse l f :  

'How good  i t  i s  t o  have  fu l f i l l ed  my  miss ion ,  and  to  be  beyond  i t .  Now I  
can  be  a lone ,  and  l eave  a l l  t h ings  to  themse lves ,  and  the  f ig  t r ee  may  be  
ba r ren  i f  i t  w i l l ,  and  the  r i ch  may  be  r i ch .  My way  i s  my  own a lone . '  

So  the  g reen  j e t s  o f  l eaves  unspread  on  the  f ig  t r ee ,  wi th  the  b r igh t ,  
t r ans lucen t ,  g reen  b lood  o f  t he  t r ee .  And  the  young  cock  g rew br igh te r ,  
more  lus t rous  wi th  the  sun ' s  burn i sh ing ;  ye t  a lways  t i ed  by  the  l eg  wi th  
a  s t r ing .  And  the  sun  wen t  down more  and  more  in  pomp,  ou t  o f  t he  
go ld  and  red- f lushed  a i r .  The  man  who  had  d ied  was  aware  o f  i t  a l l ,  and  
he  though t :  

'The  Word  i s  bu t  t he  midge  tha t  b i t e s  a t  even ing .  Man  i s  t o rmen ted  wi th  
words  l ike  midges ,  and  they  fo l low h im r igh t  in to  the  tomb.  Bu t  beyond  
the  tomb they  canno t  go .  Now I  have  passed  the  p lace  where  words  can  
b i t e  no  more  and  the  a i r  i s  c l ea r ,  and  the re  i s  no th ing  to  say ,  and  I  am 
a lone  wi th in  my  own sk in ,  which  i s  t he  wa l l s  o f  a l l  my  domain . '  

So  he  hea led  o f  h i s  wounds ,  and  en joyed  h i s  immor ta l i ty  o f  be ing  a l ive  
wi thou t  f r e t .  For  in  t he  tomb he  had  s l ipped  tha t  noose  which  we  ca l l  
ca re .  For  in  t he  tomb he  had  l e f t  h i s  s t r iv ing  se l f ,  wh ich  ca res  and  •' 
a s se r t s  i t se l f .  Now h i s  unca r ing  se l f  hea led  and  became  whole  wi th in  h i s  
sk in ,  and  he  smi led  to  h imse l f  wi th  pure  a loneness ,  which  i s  one  so r t  o f  
immor ta l i ty .  

Then  he  sa id  to  h imse l f :  " I  wi l l  wander  the  ea r th ,  and  say  no th ing .  For  
no th ing  i s  so  marve l lous  a s  to  be  a lone  in  t he  phenomena l  wor ld ,  wh ich  
i s  r ag ing ,  and  ye t  apa r t .  And  I  have  no t  seen  i t ,  I  was  too  much  b l inded  
by  my  confus ion  wi th in  i t .  Now I  wi l l  wander  among  the  s t i r r ing  o f  t he  
phenomena l  wor ld ,  fo r  i t  i s  t he  s t i r r ing  o f  a l l  t h ings  among  themse lves  
which  l eaves  me  pure ly  a lone . "  
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S's.srrtrm to 6\a ph^"- »«— 
compassion. Therefore he cut hie ha t?r who touched his 
fashion, and smiled to himself And he hn h*Sh-beard after the ri9ht 

right mantle, and put the rZhi Ith .L ^ u h'mSelf shoes' and the 
scars. And the peasant said: d ' hldmg a" the litt le 

"Master, will you go forth from us?" 

"Yes, for the time is come for me to return to men." 

So he gave the peasant a piece of money, and said to him: 

go'forth wittf me'"' ,nd * t ted «» Fbr he shall 

dted^and^'a^dawnThe^nan who cock t0 the «"» *°<1 
world, to be fulfilled in his own 1 ? S6t °Ut 'nt° the Phenomenal 
previously he had been too muchmiSS uoT It'"^6 °f For 

he must come back, to be alone in the midst Yrt . had died. Now 
go quite alone, for under his arm « Ti f 5 now he did not 

whose tail fluttered gaily behind and Jhn carned the cock, 
he too was adventuring out for the ftst tllTntn Si® ^ eXCitedlY' f°' 
world, which is the stirrino of the hnH ^ ^ er Phenomenal 
woman shed a ew tears but then a 'S°' And the Peasa"t 
look again at the p^eSs of monev And * being a peasant ' to 
out of the pieces of money, wonderful. seemed to her, a gleam came 

aTrou"danasWhh0eh went^d""^^ * T 3 SUnny day' He ,0°kad 

towards the city. And he said to himself ^ pack-tra'n passed by, 

, th^V'veUa^ap^^e'hu^L3"" '""I" ,09ethar! A"« 1 «" 
wanted it to bubble aN aNke " whi a t Variouhs,y- WhY should I have 

I is so much more like?/ to cake^ntom.ffV t0 them! A serm°" 
is_a psalm or a song I made a C '°Se the fountains, than 
me for preaching to them Yet thev could not- "d th8t they executed 
I am risen in my own lneLss and fnho r ^''y 6XeCUte me' for now 

claim on it. And I will be atone in fhs c 1 eart^ since I lay no 
foremost, for ever, I shall be alone Rut T °f a" things; first and 
seethe of phenomena for he must ride h m S this  bird into the 
Soon, in some place, i shall leTve him amLT.h' hot he is with l , ,e ' 
evening I shall meet a woman who can lure my'rlseTboS^vaTl"0''5 °"e 

anywhere"""!! V' ™ ™^ 
with bright a,oneness, though he answerethe"^ he^S fS 
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has ten  on  to  tha t  v i l l age  on  the  h i l l  ahead  of  me ;  a l r eady  I  am t i r ed  and  
weak ,  and  wan t  to  c lose  my  eyes  to  eve ry th ing . "  

Has ten ing  a  l i t t l e  w i th  t he  des i r e  to  have  f in i shed  go ing ,  he  over took  two  
men  go ing  s lowly ,  and  t a lk ing .  And  be ing  so f t - foo ted ,  he  hea rd  they  
were  speak ing  o f  h imse l f .  And  he  r emembered  them,  fo r  he  had  known 
them in  h i s  l i f e ,  t he  l i f e  o f  h i s  miss ion .  So  he  g ree ted  them,  bu t  d id  no t  
d i sc lose  h imse l f  in  t he  dusk ,  and  they  d id  no t  know h im.  He  sa id  to  
t h e m :  

"What  then  o f  h im who  would  be  k ing ,  and  was  pu t  t o  dea th  fo r  i t ? "  

They  answered  susp ic ious ly :  "Why ask  you  o f  h im?"  

" I  have  known h im,  and  though t  much  abou t  h im,"  he  sa id .  

So  they  rep l i ed :  "He  has  r i sen . "  

"Yea!  And  where  i s  he ,  and  how does  he  l ive?"  

"We know no t ,  fo r  i t  i s  no t  r evea led .  Ye t  he  i s  r i sen ,  and  in  a  l i t t l e  wh i l e  
wi l l  a scend  un to  the  Fa the r . "  

"Yea!  And  where  then  i s  h i s  Fa the r?"  

"Know ye  no t?  You  a re  then  o f  t he  Gen t i l e s !  The  Fa the r  i s  in  Heaven ,  
above  the  c loud  and  the  f i rmament . "  

"Tru ly?  Then  how wi l l  he  a scend?"  

"As  E l i j ah  t he  Prophe t ,  he  sha l l  go  up  in  a  g lo ry . "  

"Even  in to  the  sky . "  

" In to  the  sky . "  

"Then  i s  he  no t  r i sen  in  t he  f l e sh?"  

"He  i s  r i sen  in  t he  f l e sh . "  

"And  wi l l  he  t ake  f l e sh  up  in to  the  sky?"  

"The  Fa the r  in  Heaven  wi l l  t ake  h im up . "  

The  man  who  had  d ied  sa id  no  more ,  fo r  h i s  s ay  was  over ,  and  words  
bege t  words ,  even  a s  gna t s .  Bu t  t he  man  asked  h im:  "Why do  you  ca r rv  
a  cock?"  

" I  am a  hea le r , "  he  sa id ,  "and  the  b i rd  ha th  v i r tue . "  
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"You are not a believer?" 

"Yea! I believe the bird is full of life and virtue." 

they dls,iked his— 
man of narrow belief who denies the rinht-P ®l?omenon in the world is a 
And as they came totheoutsk,rts of rh9 m h'S nue'ghb0Ur to be alone-
stood still In the gloaming and said in his oU vote ™h° dlKl 

"Know ye me not?" 

And they cried in fear: "Master!" 

side lane^ dn^was^one^under^the^all^efor^theylfnTw! ^ """" 3 

fo°r frttteŝ and̂ hey "wer̂ mad'e fô hfm Ŝtfh" Ca"ecl 
in the morning he was wakened bv a I™IH slept under a shed. But 
ringing in his ears qnht != ^y crowing, and his cock's voice 

The man of the inn L S, b^S 
•If my bird wins I will give him thee. And if he lose, thou Shalt eat )*».. 

hHHrr̂  
%£?£, SS  ̂
wno"d"ewhichh!sS a'lsf'compTexitrS e^'T" the Phen°™"a< 
And he asked himself a last question: tanglements ar>d allurements. 

"From what, and to what, could this infinite whirl be saved?" 

belief Is"' he TaVt^sVanSe B"'B,e,way °f lha »°dd «* past 
circumstance and "co^taE"!^Sf"Tt .ITS™-

D'EVS 
neighbours wound the strangling of their fear and bull stayed' hls 

There was nothing he could touch for all in a man ^n9 round him' 
wanted to put a compuision o^^'^ ™ 



was  the  man ia  o f  c i t i e s  and  soc ie t i e s  and  hos t s ,  t o  l ay  a  compuls ion  
upon  a  man ,  upon  a l l  men .  For  men  and  women  a l ike  were  mad  wi th  the  
ego i s t i c  f ea r  o f  t he i r  own  no th ingness .  And  he  though t  o f  h i s  own  
miss ion ,  how he  had  t r i ed  to  l ay  the  compuls ion  o f  love  on  a l l  men .  And  
the  o ld  nausea  came  back  on  h im.  For  t he re  was  no  con tac t  wi thou t  a  
sub t l e  a t t empt  to  in f l i c t  a  compuls ion .  And  a l r eady  he  had  been  
compe l l ed  even  in to  dea th .  The  nausea  o f  t he  o ld  wound  b roke  ou t  
a f re sh ,  and  he  looked  aga in  on  the  wor ld  wi th  r epu l s ion ,  d read ing  i t s  
mean  con tac t s .  

II 

The  wind  came  co ld  and  s t rong  f rom in land ,  f rom the  inv i s ib le  snows  of  
Lebanon .  Bu t  t he  t emple ,  f ac ing  sou th  and  wes t ,  t owards  Egyp t ,  f aced  
the  sp lend id  sun  of  win te r  a s  he  curved  down towards  the  sea ,  the  
warmth  and  rad iance  f looded  in  be tween  the  p i l l a r s  o f  pa in ted  wood .  Bu t  
t he  sea  was  inv i s ib le ,  because  o f  t he  t r ees ,  though  i t s  dash ing  sounded  
among  the  hum of  p ines .  The  a i r  was  tu rn ing  go lden  to  a f t e rnoon .  The  
woman  who  se rved  I s i s  s tood  in  he r  ye l low robe ,  and  looked  up  a t  the  
s t eep  s lopes  coming  down to  the  sea ,  where  the  o l ive  t r ees  s i lve red  
under  the  wind  l ike  wa te r  sp lash ing .  She  was  a lone  save  fo r  t he  
goddess .  And  in  t he  win te r  a f t e rnoon  the  l igh t  s tood  e rec t  and  
magn i f i cen t  o f f  t he  inv i s ib le  s ea ,  f i l l i ng  t he  h i l l s  o f  t he  coas t .  She  wen t  
towards  the  sun ,  th rough  the  g rove  o f  Medi t e r ranean  p ine  t r ees  and  
eve rg reen  oaks ,  in  t he  mids t  o f  which  the  t emple  s tood ,  on  a  l i t t l e ,  t r ee -
covered  tongue  o f  l and  be tween  two  bays .  

I t  was  on ly  a  ve ry  l i t t l e  way ,  and  then  she  s tood  among  the  d ry  t runks  
o f  t he  ou te rmos t  p ines ,  on  the  rocks  under  which  the  sea  smote  and  
sucked ,  f ac ing  the  open  where  the  b r igh t  sun  g lo r i ed  in  w in te r .  The  sea  
was  da rk ,  a lmos t  ind igo ,  runn ing  away  f rom the  l and ,  and  c res t ed  wi th  
whi t e .  The  hand  o f  t he  wind  b rushed  i t  s t r ange ly  wi th  shadow,  a s  i t  
b rushed  the  o l ives  o f  t he  s lopes  wi th  s i lve r .  And  the re  was  no  boa t  ou t .  

The  th ree  boa t s  were  d rawn  h igh  up  on  the  s t eep  sh ing le  o f  t he  l i t t l e  
bay ,  by  the  smal l  g rey  tower .  Along  the  edge  o f  t he  sh ing le  r an  a  h igh  
wa l l ,  i n s ide  which  was  a  ga rden  occupy ing  the  br i e f  f l a t  o f  t he  bay ,  then  
r i s ing  in  t e r r aces  up  the  s t eep  s lope  o f  t he  coas t .  And  the re ,  some  l i t t l e  
way  up ,  wi th in  ano the r  wa l l ,  s tood  the  low whi t e  v i l l a ,  wh i t e  and  a lone  
a s  the  coas t ,  ove r look ing  the  sea .  Bu t  h igher ,  much  h igher  up ,  where  
the  o l ives  had  g iven  way  to  p ine  t r ees  aga in ,  r an  the  coas t  road ,  keep ing  
to  the  he igh t  t o  be  above  the  gu l l i e s  t ha t  came  down to  the  bays .  

Upon  i t  a l l  poured  the  roya l  sunsh ine  o f  t he  January  a f t e rnoon .  Or  
r a the r ,  a l l  was  pa r t  o f  t he  g rea t  sun ,  g low and  subs tance  and  
immacu la te  lone l iness  o f  t he  sea ,  and  pure  b r igh tness .  

Crouch ing  in  t he  rocks  above  the  da rk  wa te r ,  wh ich  on ly  swung  up  and  
down,  two  s l aves ,  ha l f  naked ,  were  d ress ing  p igeons  fo r  t he  even ing  
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