


Who seeks for heaven alone to save his soul,
 d May keep the path, but will not reach the goal;
- ; While he who walks in love may wander far,
v' Yet God will bring him where the blessed are.
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Pretace

IT is now some five years since ! /v
this little story was set afloat on
the sea of books. It is not a man-
of -war, nor even a high-sided
merchantman; only a small, peace-
ful sailing-vessel. Yet it has had
rather an adventurous voyage.
Twice it has fallen into the hands
of pirates. The tides have carried
it to far countries. It has been
passed through the translator’s
port of entry into German, French,
Armenian, Turkish, and perhaps
some other foreign regions. Once
I caught sight of it flying the out-
landish flag of a brand-new pho-
netic language along the coasts of
France; and once it was claimed
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by a dealer in antiquities as a long-
lost legend of the Orient. Best of
all, it has slipped quietly into
many a far-away harbor that I
have never seen, and found a
kindly welcome, and brought back
messages of good cheer from un-
known friends.

Now it has turned home to be
new-rigged and fitted for further
voyaging. Before it is sent out
again I have been asked to tell
where the story came from and
what it means.

I do not know where it came
from—out of the air, perhaps.
One thing is certain, it is not
written in any other book, nor is
it to be found among the ancient
lore of the East. And yet I have
never felt as if it were my own.
It was a gift. It was sent to me;
and 1t seemed as if I knew the
Giver, though His name was not

spoken.
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The year had been full of
sickness and sorrow. Every day
brought trouble. Every night was
tormented with pain. They are
very long—those nights when one
lies awake, and hears the laboring
- heart pumping wearily at its task,
and watches for the morning, not
knowing whether it will ever dawn.
They are not nights of fear; for the
thought of death grows strangely
familiar when you have lived with
it for a'year. Besides, after a time
you come to feel like a soldier who
has been long standing still under
fire; any change would be a relief.
But they are lonely nights; they
are very heavy nights. And their
heaviest burden is this:

You must face the thought that
your work in the world may be
almost ended, but you know that
it 1s not nearly finished.

You have not solved the prob-
lems that perplexed you. You
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have not reached the goal that
you aimed at. You have not ac-
complished the great task that you
set for yourself. You are still on
the way ; and perhaps your journey
must end now,—nowhere,—in the
dark.

Well, it was in one of these long,
lonely nights that this story came
to me. I had studied and loved
the curious tales of the Three Wise
Men of the East as they are told in
the “Golden Legend” of Jacobus
de Voragine and other mediaval
books. But of the Fourth Wise
Man I had never heard until that
night. Then I saw him distinctly,
moving through the shadows in a
little circle of light. His counte-
nance was as clear as the memory
of my father’s face as I saw 1t for
the last time a few months before.
The narrative of his journeyings
and trials and disappointments
ran without a break. Even cer-
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tain sentences came to me com-
plete and unforgettable, clear-cut
like a cameo. All that I had to do
was to follow Artaban, step by
step, as the tale went on, from the
beginning to the end of his pil-
grimage.

Perhaps this may explain some
things in the story. I have been
asked many times why I made the
Fourth Wise Man tell a lie, in the
cottage at Bethlehem, to save the
little child’s life.

I did not make him tell a lie.

What Artaban said to the sol-
diers he said for himself, because
he could not help it.

Is a lie ever justifiable? Perhaps
not. But may it not sometimes
seem 1nevitable?

And if it were a sin, might not a
man confess it, and be pardoned
for it more easily than for the
greater sin of spiritual selfishness,
or indifference, or the betrayal of
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innocent blood? That is what 1
saw Artaban do. That is what I
heard him say. All through his
life he was trying to do the best
that he could. It was not perfect.
But there are some kinds of failure
that are better than success.
Though the story of the Fourth
Wise Man came to me suddenly
and without labor, there was a
oreat deal of study and toil to be
done before it could be written
down. An idea arrives without
effort: a form can only be wrought
out by patient labor. If your
story is worth telling, you ought
to love it enough to be willing to
work over it until it is true,—true
not only to the ideal, but true also
to the real. The light is a gift;
but the local color can only be
seen by one who looks for it long
and steadily. Artaban went with
me while I toiled through a score

of volumes of ancient history and
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travel. 1 saw his figure while 1
journeyed on the motionless sea of
the desert and in the strange cities
of the East.

And now that his story is told,
what does 1t mean?

How can I tell? What does life
mean’ If the meaning could be
put into a sentence there would be
no need of telling the story.

Hexry vaAN DyKE.




You know the story of the
Three Wise Men of the East, and
how they travelled from far away
to offer their gifts at the manger-
cradle in Bethlehem. But have
you ever heard the story of the
Other Wise Man, who also saw the
star in its rising, and set out to fol-
low it, yet did not arrive with his
brethren in the presence of the
young child Jesus? Of the great
desire of this fourth pilgrim, and
how it was denied, yet accom-
plished in the denial; of his many
wanderings and the probations of
his soul: of the long way of his
seeking, and the strange way of
his finding, the One whom he
sought—I would tell the tale as I
have heard fragments of it in the
Hall of Dreams, in the palace of
the Heart of Man.
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The Sign in the SRy

I~ the days when Augustus Cee-
sar was master of many kings and
Herod reigned in Jerusalem, there
lived in the city of Ecbatana,
among the mountains of Persia, a
certain man named Artaban, the
Median. His house stood close to
the outermost of the seven walls
which encircled the royal treasury.
From his roof he could look over
the rising battlements of black and
white and crimson and blue and
red and silver and gold, to the hill
where the summer palace of the
Parthian emperors glittered like a
jewel in a sevenfold crown.

Around the dwelling of Artaban
spread a fair garden, a tangle of
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flowers and fruit trees, watered by ‘

a score of streams descending from
the slopes of Mount Orontes, and
made musical by innumerable birds.

But all color was lost in the soft
and odorous darkness of the late

September n1ght and all sounds
were ‘hushed in the deep charm of
its silence, save the plashing of the
water, like a voice half sobbing and
half laughing under the shadows.
High above the trees a dim glow of
light shone through the curtained
arches of the upper chamber, where
the master of the house was hold-
ing council with his friends.

He stood bv the doorway
greet his guests—a tall, dark ma
of about forty years, with brlllmn}t
eyes set near together under his

e

broad brow, and firm lines graven -
around his fine, thin lips; the brow "
of a dreamer and the mouth of a==

soldier, a man of sensitive feelm;

but inflexible will—one of those
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~ who, 1n whatever age they may
live, are born for inward conflict
and a life of quest.

His robe was of pure white wool,
thrown over a tunic of silk; and a
white, pointed cap, with long lapels

" at the sides, rested on his flowing
black hair. It was the dress of the
ancient priesthood of the Magi,

~ called the fire-worshippers.
“Welcome!” he said, in his low,

pleasant voice, as one after another

entered the room—*“ welcome, Ab-

'\ dus; peace be with you, Rhodaspes

. and Tigranes, and with you my

_ifather, Abgarus. You are all wel-

M ome, and this house grows bright

o vith the joy of your presence.’

8% There were nine of the men, dif-

~ fering widely in age, but alike in

. the richness of their dress of many-

~ colored silks, and in the massive

* golden collars around their necks,

~ marking them as Parthian nobles,
| ,}:ﬁ in the winged circles of gold
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resting upon their breasts, the sign
of the followers of Zoroaster.
They took their places around a
small black altar at the end of the
room, where a tiny flame was burn-
ing. Artaban, standing beside it,
and waving a barsom of thin tama-
risk branches above the fire, fed it
with dry sticks of pine and fragrant
oils. Then he began the ancient
chant of the Yasna, and the voices
of his companions joined in the
beautiful hymn to Ahura-Mazda:

We worship the Spirit Divine,
all wisdom and goodness possessing,
Surrounded by Holy Immortals,
the givers of bounty and blessing,
We joy in the works of His hands,
His truth and His power confessing.

We praise all the things that are pure,
for these are His only Creation;
The thoughts that are true, and the words
and deeds that have won approbation;
These are supported by Him
and for these we make adoration.
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