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T was a night of spring, calm, sil-
very, and fragrant with dewy
jasmine. The full moon was sail-
ing above Olympus, and on the
glittering, snowy summit, of the
mountain it shone with a clear,
pensive, greenish light. Farther
down in the Vale of Tempe was a dark
thicket of thorn-bushes, shaken by the songs
of nightingales—by entreaties, by com-
plaints, by calls, by allurements, by languor,
by sighs. These sounds flowed like the
music of flutes, filling the night; they fell
like a pouring rain, and rushed on like rivers.
At moments they ceased; then such silence
followed that one might almost hear the
snow thawing on the heights under the warm
breath of May. It was an ambrosial night.

ON that night came Peter and Paul, and
sat on the highest grass-mound of the slope
to pass judgment on the gods of antiquity.
The heads of the Apostles were encircled by
halos, which illuminated their gray hair,
stern brows, and severe eyes. Below, in
the deep shade of beeches, stood the assem-
bly of gods, abandoned and in dread, await-
ing their sentence.

PETER motioned with his hand, and at the
sign Zeus stepped forth first from the as-
sembly and approached the Apostles. The
Cloud-Compeller was still mighty, and as
huge as if cut out of marble by Phidias, but
weakened and gloomy. His old eagle dragged
along at his feet with broken wing, and the
blue thunderbolt, grown reddish in places
from rust, and parély quenched, seemed to
be slipping from the stiffening right hand
of the former father of gods and men. But
when he stood before the Apostles the feel-
ing of ancient supremacy filled his broad
breast. He raised his head haughtily, and
fixed on the face of the aged fisherman of
Galilee his proud and glittering eyes, which
were as angry and as terrible as lightnings.
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Olympus, accustomed to tremble before
its ruler, shook to its foundations. The
beeches quivered with fear, the song of the
nightingales ceased, and the moon sailing
above the snows grew as white as the linen
web of Arachne. The eagle screamed
through his crooked beak for the last time,
and the lightning, as if animated by its an-
cient force, flashed and began to roar terri-
bly at the feet of its master; it reared,
hissed, snapped, and raised its three-cor-
nered, flaming forehead, like a serpent ready
to stab with poisonous fang. But Peter
pressed the fiery bolts with his foot and
crushed them to the earth. Turning then
to the Cloud-Compeller, he pronounced this
sentence: “Thou art cursed and condemned
through all eternity.” At once Zeus was ex-
tinguished. Growing pale in the twinkle of
an eye, he whispered, with blackening lips,
“'Avaynn”  (“Necessity ”), and vanished
through the earth.

PoseDoN of the dark curls next stood be-
fore the Apostles, with night in his eyes, and
in his hand the blunted trident. To him
then spoke Peter:

“It 18 not thou who wilt rouse the blllows
It is not thou who wilt lead the storm-tossed
ships to a quiet haven, but she who is called
the ‘ Star of the Sea.”” »

When Poséidon heard thiz he screamed,
as if pierced with sudden pain, and turned
into vanishing mist.

NEXT rose Apollo, the Silver-bowed, with a
hollow lute in his hand, and walked toward
the holy men. Behind him moveds slowly
the nine Muses, looking like nine white pil-
lars. Terror-stricken, they stood before the
judgment-seat as if petrified, breathless, and
without hope; but the radiant Apollo turned
to Paul, and, in a voice which resembled won-
drous music, said:

“Slay me not! Protect me, lord; for
shouldst thou slay me, thou wouldst have to
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FEAR AND DEATH.

restore me to life again. I am the blossom
of the soul of humanity; I am its gladness;
I am light; T am the yearning for God.
Thou knowest best that the song of earth
will not reach heaven if thou break its
wings. Hence I implore thee, O saint, not
to smite down song.” ’

A moment of silence came. Peter raised
his eyes toward the stars. Paul placed his
hands on his sword-hilt, rested his forehead
on them, and for a time fell into deep
thought. At last he rose, made the sign of
the cross calmly above-the radiant head of
the god, and said:

“Let song live!”

Apollo sat down with his lute at the feet
of the Apostle. The night became clearer,
the jasmine gave out a stronger perfume,
the glad fountains sounded, the Muses gath-
ered together like a flock of white swans,
and, with voices still quivering from fear,
began to sing in low tones marvelous words
never heard on the heights of Olympus till
that hour:

To thy protection we flee, holy Mother of God.

We come with our prayers; deign thou not to

reject us,

But be pleased to preserve us from every evil,
O thou, our Lady!

Thus they sang on the heather, raising
their eyes like pious nuns with heads covered
with white.

OTHER gods came now. Bacchus and his
chorus dashed past, wild, unrestrained,
crowned with ivy and grape-vine, and bear-
ing the cithara and the thyrsus. They
rushed on madly, with shouts of despair, and
fell into the bottomless pit.

THEN before the Apostles stood a lofty,
proud, sarcastic divinity, who, without wait-
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ing for question or sentence, spoke first. On
her lips was a smile of derision.

“I am Pallag Athene. I do not heg life of
you. I am an illusion, nothing more. Odys-
seus honored and obeyed me only when he
had become senile. Telemachus listened to
me only till hair covered his chin. Ye cannot
take immortality from me, and 1 declare that
I have been a shadow, that I am a shadow
now, and shall remain.a shadow forever.”

AT last her turn came to the most beau-
tiful, the most honored goddess. As she ap-
proached, sweet, marvelous, tearful, the heart
under her snow-white breast beat like the
heart in a bird, and her lips quivered like
those of a child that fears cruel punish-
ment. She fell at their feet, and stretch-
ing forth her divine arms, cried in fear and
humility:

“T am sinful, 1 deserve blame, but 1T am
Joy. - Have mercy, forgive; I am the one hap-
piness of mankind.” Then sobbing and fear
took away her voice.

But Peter looked at the goddess with com-
passion, and placed his aged palm on her
golden hair, while Paul, bending toward a
cluster of white field-lilies, broke off one
blossom, and touching her with it, said:

“Joy, be henceforth like this flower, and
live thou for mankind.”

Then came dawn—the divine dawn that
looked out frombeyond a depression between
two peaks. Thenightingalesstopped singing,
and immediately finches, linnets, and wrens
began to draw their sleepy little heads from
under their moistened wings, shaking the
dew from their feathers, and repeating in
low voices, “ Svit! svit I” (“Light! light!”)

The earth awoke, smiled, and was de-
lighted, because Song and Joy had not been
taken from it.

[Nore.—The manuseript of the original of the foregoing article was received from Mr. Sienkiewicz by
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FEAR AND DEATH.
(AN ARAB LEGEND.)
BY R. R. BOWKER.

THE Spirit of the Plague entered the gate.
One, watching, asked, “How many wilt thou slay?”
“ A thousand,” spake the Spirit, “is my quest.”

The Plague made end. The Spirit left the gate.
The watcher cried, “Ten thousand didst thou slay.”
“Nay, one,” the Spirit said; “ Fear killed the rest.”



