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The Scroll Of Fire

From Legends Of The Destruction

1.

All night seas of flame raged and tongues of fire darted above the
Temple Mount. Stars splintered from the baked skies and melted into
the earth, spark after spark. Has God kicked his throne aside, and
smashed his crown to smithereens?

Torn clouds reddened, laden with blood and fire. They went astray
in the wide night and poured out the rage of a jealous God among the
distant mountains, the tale of his fury among the desert rocks. Has
God torn his purple mantle and scattered the rags to the wind?

The fear of God was upon the distant mountains, terror seized the
sullen rocks of the desert. A revengeful God was the God that was
revealed.

Here is the God of revenges, He himself. Calm and terrible he sits
upon a throne of fire in an ocean of flame. His cloak is a purple pyre
and his footstool burning coals. Small racing flames crown him, a
cruel dance blazes around him. Above his head flame thirstily gulps
the space of the world. Calm and terrible he sits with his arms crossed
over his heart. Conflagration spreads at a glance of his eye, bonfires
leap at a flicker of his eyelashes. Bring the Lord galloping chargers,
bring the Lord a fierce fire dance.

2

And when dawn broke upon the hills and a pale vapour covered the
valleys, the flames slackened and the tongues of fire sank back from
the burnt sanctuary on the Temple Mount.

And when the angels gathered in holy concourse as they always
did, to sing a song of dawn, they threw wide the windows of heaven
and looked towards the Temple Mount to see whether the doors of
the sanctuary were open, and whether the smoke of incense spiralled
from them. !

And they saw the Lord of Hosts, the ancient of days, sitting in the
twilight of dawn upon desolation. His cloak was a cloud of smoke and
his footstool dust and ashes. His head was bowed between his arms,
and mountains of sorrow were heaped on his head. In silent
desolation he sat and stared at the ruins. A cosmic rage lowered from
his brows, there was a great frozen stillness in his eyes.

The Temple Mount still smoked. Piles of ash, mounds of cinders,
smouldering brands lay all in heaps; hissing embers tumbled together
glowed like stacks of carbuncle and jacinth in the silence of dawn.

And the fire-lion that crouches on the altar day and night— he too,
was quenched. A single orphaned curl from the end of his mane
gleamed fitfully and died on the pile of scorched stones in the silence
of dawn.

The angels knew what God had done to them and they were
shocked. They trembled, together with all the morning stars; and they
covered their faces with their wings for they feared to look on the sor-
row of God.

Their song that morning was a hushed lament, the murmur of a
still small voice. Silently they turned away and wept, each angel
alone, and all the world wept with them in the silence.

And a long deep sigh rose from the corners of the earth, rose and
spread out, and broke upon the silent weeping. It was the world’s
heart breaking, and God could bear it no longer. He got up and
roared like a lion, and clapped his hands, and the Shekinah rose from
the ruins and went and hid herself.

3.

The morning star shone furtively, mournfully, upon the Temple
Mount. She gazed out from brilliant blue upon the ruins, and her
lashes, silver lashes, quivered in the silence. One young angel, sad-
eyed and clean-winged, guardian of the pearls that are in hidden tears,
which he collects in the cup of speechless sorrow, saw the curl of fire
above the morning star, the remnant of the lion of God, as it gleamed,
quivered and died on the scorched stones of the Temple Mount.

And the angel was exceedingly troubled lest this last ember of God
go out, and the holy fire vanish from the earth and be lost to the
people of God and to his house for ever.
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In great haste he flew over the morning star, a kerchief of fire in his
hand, and landed on the rubble of the Temple Mount. Anxiously he
made his way to the altar and raked the ashes for the fire of God.
Then he spread his wings and flew away.

The pearl of a tear fell from the angel’s eye and sank hissing into
the pile of embers. It was the only pearl the angel had ever taken from
the cup of speechless sorrow —a tear of relief and compassion at the
saving of the remnant of the fire of God.

The angel glided between the mist of purity and the fire of holiness
in his right hand. He clutched it to his heart and put it to his lips. In
front of him the morning star danced, and his heart was full of hope
and solace.

And he brought it to a desert island and placed it there on the
summit of a massive rock. He raised his sad eyes and his lips
whispered in the silence: “God of mercies and deliverance! Do not
extinguish your last light for ever.”

And God understood the clean-winged angel and rekindled the fire
and commanded the morning star: “Take care, my daughter, of my
fire. Do not let it go out for it is the apple of my eye. Stay and see
what will become of it”.

The morning star stood still in the heavens opposite the little flame,
and beckoned to it from far off in dumb love and secret yearning.
And she guarded it on the desert island, greeting it every morning
with her radiance and visiting upon it her beams of mercy and
comfort.

And the young sad-eyed angel flew back to his place to look after
the hidden tears in the cup of speechless sorrow as before. But his
eyes had grown deeper and sadder, and his heart and his lips were
scorched —a wound which would never heal, for he had been touched
beyond cure by the touch of the holy fire.

4.

At that time the enemy shipped off two hundred youths and two
hundred maidens from among the captives of Jerusalem. They were
all the purest of the pure, graceful fawns from the hills of Judea. The
dew of youth was still on their hair, and the splendour of Zion’s skies

gleamed in their eyes. Their father was the glory of Israel, their
mother the doe of the field. And it was not enough in the eyes of the
enemy to torment them and defile for ever the song of their fresh
young lives. He determined to put an end to them in the desert by way
of a lingering death from hunger and thirst. He stripped them naked
and left them on the desert island, the youths on one side of the island
and the maidens on the other, and abandoned them there.

The vile enemy said: “If they cross over their calamity will be
doubled! They will get lost on the desert island, and will be unable to
see or find each other, till their spirits flag and their hearts wither and
the light of their eyes is extinguished; and with only a step between
them, and their hands stretched out to each other — their faces will
suddenly twist, their knees buckle and they will fall to the ground,
dying an atrocious death on an iron earth beneath a copper sky,
without one iota of comfort or love”.

And they walked the desert island for three days and found no food
or water. In silent grief they went, and no one spoke. Their eyes were
fixed to the burning sand, and their heads bowed beneath the heat of
the sun. The sharp rocks cut them with rods of fire and scorpions
mocked them from beneath the stones.

For God had cursed the island for ever that it should be bald and sere.
Nothing grew on it but stones and scorpions —not a sign of grass, not
an inch of shade, not a spark of life—only the silence of drought and
the burning of parched soil everywhere.

They fixed their eyes on the eviscerate land, their hearts fainted and
their spirits faltered. They breathed in threads of fire and exhaled their
scorched souls. Even the sound of their footfalls died away without
echo, and their shadows shrivelled up where they fell.

The inner fountains of their life dried up in silence, their souls were
folded up in a dark corner. And desire failed, and hands fell slack, and
eyes closed of their own accord; and they were not aware that they
were still walking.

And in this state of utter darkness and of utter absence, the sound
of footsteps floated suddenly out of the silence, confident and
measured, like the echo of practised feet or the beat of a wise and
quiet heart. No one knew where the steps came from or whose they
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were, for they were like a rumour, as if they issued from within
themselves. And they knew that a Wonder Worker walked among
them, and that their hearts were one with his. And they followed the
wonderful footsteps with their eyes closed as before. Their spirits were
tied to his heel, and fluttered between his strides.

One of them took courage and peered between his eyelashes. He
discerned two young men from among all the company, equal in
height and strength, both tall and both pensive, their eyes large and
wide open. But one was a fair youth, pale-eyed, who looked upwards
as one who seeks the star of his life, and the other a man of terror,
black-browed, who looked downward as one who seeks his lost soul;
and he did not know which was the Wonder Worker who directed
their steps : the fair pale-eyed youth or the terrible black-browed man.

5.

On the third night, a night all blue and starry, the youths reached a
great river, as black as pitch, and cried out: “Water! Water!” And
they threw themselves on the bank and drank and stretched out on
the bank to rest.

And two youths suddenly called out: “Salt! Salt!” and they threw
themselves on the salt and licked it and returned to rest on the river
bank.

And they did not know that they had drunk from the river of
Abaddon and swallowed the root of Satan.

Only one, the fair pale-eyed youth did not drink from the river or
lick the salt. Alone, he leant on a jutting rock and soaked his eyes in
the blue of the heavens. He listened to the song of his soul and he
stared into the abyss of the night.

The black-browed man of terror suddenly rose and went to the
company of youths and said: “Brothers, have you not forgotten the
song of hate and annihilation?”

The youths fell silent and did not reply, for they were ashamed to
confess that they knew nothing of such a song. But one youth, golden
haired, regained his self-possession and said cunningly : “Shall the lion
forget his roar, and shall...”

A burning arrow from the eyes of the Wonder Worker killed the

youth’s prevarication while still on his lips, and the Wonder Worker
said in anger: “The lion has become a desert dog”.

The youth flushed and looked with downcast eyes at his feet and
crumbled a grain of sand with his fingers. However, the night
provided concealment, and no one perceived his shame.

The Wonder Worker sat on the bank of the river, his feverish eyes
sinking into the black depths till they disappeared. The youths fell
silent, with bated breath, for the fear of the Lord was upon them, and
their hearts were full of unspeakable dread. And they pressed their
ears to the silence, as one thirsty in the desert presses his ear to the
mute rock, hoping to hear the murmur of a spring from within the
stone...

And indeed soon a quiet song in a still small voice broke from the
Wonder Worker. The man sang to his own soul, and his voice was
very low. Dark, mysterious and serene as the night itself the song
flowed, and froze hearts with its cold stillness. It was impossible to
know whether it came from some dark cave in the soul of the Wonder
Worker, darting forth like a black adder making for water, or
whether the Wonder Worker’s eyes had dredged it up from the river’s
depths and pulled it towards his soul.

These were the hushed words of the song:

Asleep, deep and black the depths of Abaddon
weaving the enigma of death...

In its depths the world’s affliction sinks like a stone
and the world’s cry for help...

And where is salvation?

She plays the harlot to heaven and its God,

adorns herself with drums and dances on hilltops to the
stars.

And the youths sat silent listening with downcast eyes. The abyss
of Abaddon spelled terror to them. Golden stars hovered provocative-
ly in its black depths.

The youth who had been shamed picked up a chalk stone from
among the pebbles of the stream and threw it into the water. It
touched the heart of the river, wrinkling and twisting the face of the
water. From the golden stars stretched out curved shapes like small
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fiery snakes which quickly dispersed as they shivered back and forth.
The youths were afraid, though they did not know why. And a black
flame gleamed in the eyes of the Wonder Worker, a fire of Satan, and
his voice changed of a sudden, growing stronger and shaking in
anger:

From the depths of Abaddon raise me the song of
destruction black as your heart’s burnt out brand;
carry it through the nations, disperse it among the rejected
of God,

pour its coals upon their head.

With it you will sow ruin and devastation upon your fields
and upon every man.

If your shadow falls upon the lily in your garden, it will
blacken and die;

if your glance falls upon the marble of your sculptured
contrivance, it will break like clay;

and laughter you will have, laughter as bitter as gall, cruel
and killing.

The pale-eyed youth who had stood all this while by himself,
leaning against a jutting rock, seeking his star above, came quietly
towards the others, his eyes looking heavenwards as before and said
compassionately: “Brothers, do you know the song of comfort and
redemption?”

But the youths did not hear his question and did not move and did
not take their eyes from the river, for the song of the Wonder Worker
had swallowed their souls. They sat on the bank of the river, silent
and dumb, and they looked like black tombstones on their own
graves.

Only the shamed golden-haired youth who had sat and played by
himself with the pebbles of the stream, hurried to respond this time
too, and dared to reply with a crafty tongue: “Shall the mountain
goat forget her longing, and shall...” But he did not conclude his
prevarication for he could not bear to. He put his little finger on his
mouth and pursed his lips and laughed ruefully. He was like a small
boy caught play-acting, and the pale-eyed youth laughed too, in

forgiveness. Nevertheless he was very saddened and he went back to
his place and fixed his eyes upon the stars as before.

And the song of the Wonder Worker on the bank of the river grew
stronger and stormier and became a roar, and swept away all the
youths upon its billows, and they were shaken like lion cubs. And
when they roared waves of hate stronger than death rose in their
hearts. It tore through them and intoxicated them, distorting their
faces and kindling black fire in their eyes... And the black river swung
to and fro from bank to bank with all the weight of its water, in one
mass, like a child in a hammock; and as it moved, the snakes of
fire from within the golden stars in its depths swarmed and teemed.

This is the song of fury —

the flames of the stake created it

on the night of ire

from the blood of babes and the old

from desecrated corpses and the jewels of temple virgins
slain in the field...

At that moment the golden-haired youth sprang to his feet, pointed
to the steep cliff on the other side of the river, and shouted aloud:
“Look! Look!” They all raised their eyes, horror-struck at what they
saw. From the mountain tops opposite, beyond the cliff, there came
walking, and mincing as they went, tripping and floating like a
concourse of airy angels, a long straight row of tender maidens,
delicately fair. In one line they walked, light of foot, hands spread
skyward, caught in the beams of the moon, eyes closed like
sleepwalkers, crowns of thorn upon their heads, and upon their faces
the frozen anguish of the Messiah. An eternity of faith slept below
their eyelids, and lambent laughter slumbered on the threshold of their
lips.

The youths recognised them and feared so greatly that their hearts
seemed to perish. For they saw that the maidens, with eyes shut, were
nearing the edge of the cliff which fell precipitously to the river, and
that in one moment they would be only a step away from the chasm
yawning in front of them.

They shouted at them loudly and waved their hands, but the
maidens, unseeing and unhearing, continued walking in a long line,
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with light steps and closed eyes... And now the last step... A long
necklace of wide open eyes gleamed suddenly like stars and went
out—and they flew like a flock of white storks into the black depths.

The youths leapt into the water with a shout of dread. Their hair
rose up like the manes of lions and their hands oared the deep.
Swimming and plunging, swimming and floating, they hurried toward
the cliff. Soon they were half way over. And the river stormed and
seethed and knew no peace. A great black breaker reared up like a
mountain of fear from the depths and hurled the couragous youths
back. But back they climbed, clambering upwards again, and the
breaker was still, a column of water transfixed. But a vicious plan was
afoot. The youths swam, scaled and fought their way up, and soon
they were on top of the waves... and the cries of distress of the
maidens could be heard just beyond the breaker. Suddenly the hill of
water caved in, fell apart cleft in two, and became a valley of the
shadow of death. The youths hurtled down the steep sides of the
gaping abyss. And there at the bottom of Abaddon their heads
smashed into the heads of the maidens, who were swept towards
them.

A heavy silence, the satiety of hell, fell suddenly upon the river. The
chasm closed upon the brave. Over the black water behind the
flotsam of bodies slowly floated a large heavy black shape. Was it a
black ship, or a coffin?

And the fair youth with the pale eyes, who alone of all the youths
had remained by the jutting rock, suddenly fell to the ground, covered
his face with his hands, and wept and wept.

6.

When the prostrate youth rose from his knees he raised his eyes to
heaven as he always did. And there upon the top of the cliff opposite
him he saw a lonely sad-eyed girl, as pure and innocent as the angel of
chastity and modesty. Her eyelashes pointed straight towards him
and the morning star shone upon her head.

The youth’s heart beat, and he cast his eyes downward for the first
time in his life. He plunged his gaze into the river, and it rested upon
the girl’s image reflected there together with the morning star.

It was the first time that night that the youth had looked into the
depths of Abaddon.

Suddenly the youth fell upon his knees again before the figure in the
water, his eyes glued upon the depths in an anguish of love, his lips
mumbling words in an ecstasy of longing: “My sister, is it you?”

And he fell silent, unable to say more for his heart was breaking
and his soul was lost...

But within a moment he came to himself and opened his eyes. They
were very deep and dream-ridden, and a soul mortally wounded,
bleeding with the wounds of love, writhed within their depths. The
youth shut his eyes for the pain in his heart and a wondrous sound, a
harmony of sorrow arcane and intimate, issued from his mouth in a
flood of prayer like the murmur of a spring of living water in a grassy
covert at evening:

“Are you she, my only one, my life’s light, the constant angel of my
heart, revealed to me now upon the cliffs of this desert island under
the wings of the morning and its star? I have cried out for you from
the depths of my soul with a thousand voices, and along tens of
thousands of crooked, secret paths I have fled you and sought you...
From the dawn of my childhood I saw your beauty and longed for
your hidden light: Night and day, in the hills of Samaria, under the
vines where my mother conceived me, where my cradle was plaited
vine tendrils and palm branches, and my nursery song the call of
birds. Tall wild wheat and fields of heave offerings blessed my
childhood, groves of fresh trees and yew branches were my
companions. I loved the God of the land, the God of the hills and the
valleys, and I feared the God of the heavens. But at dawn, or just
before dawn, when the horn of the first shepherd echoed from the hill
tops, and a sweet, holy mysterious awe invaded me, I would steal
away from my lodging and go up some bright hill, my feet wet with
morning dew and my eyes carried upward to the blue sky, and I
would see your glory in the morning star and your Shekinah in its soft
beam. And you would beckon to me from above in silent love, and
you would shake my heart with the trembling of your lashes, and I
would love all the heavens and all they contain for your sake...”

The youth continued, broodingly :

(D
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“And afterwards I was an orphan and alone... My father died an
unhallowed death in war, with the curse of God upon his bones, and
my mother profaned her heart for handfuls of barley and for crumbs
of bread in a foreign land, and I remained alone, a solitary wanderer
among the hills, with nothing but a stone for my pillow at night.
Foxes surrounded me in the dark and owls frightened me with their
hooting, and I was a mild and lonely dreamer, harbouring a spirit as
timid as a bird’s and expectant, wondering eyes. And you would ap-
pear to me then, white and mournful. From the night mists you would
appear at my head; from the hilltops you would shine to me and shed
your gentle beams upon me. And with a mother’s tenderness your
golden light embraced me. It was you who taught my heart secret sor-
row, silent pain, the anguish of love. And I watched for the dawn of
morning from the hill Mizar and at night yearned for you like a
weanling for its mother. One day at dawn an old man of Judea found
me lying among the hills. He wore a cloak but his hair was unkempt
and he was gloomy and morose. He was a Nazirite, a venerable holy
man, and he looked like the cloud of glory, the colour of ice before
dawn. He pitied me, the old man; he took me to the shelter of his tent,
and covered me with the shadow of his frail white beard. He taught me
his ways and the worship of God, weaned my soul from all coveting
and taught me to look heavenward. And he plucked all the buds of
my youth one by one, and bore them to his God, and laid my deepest
yearnings upon heaven’s altar. My days, like his, were spent in
fasting, my nights, like his, were spent in prayer; and I feared the old
man as the flower fears the autumn.

My face became hollower from day to day and my brow paled, but
my hair grew thick and curly and in my heart a vigorous forest of
dreams flourished. Young as I was I went astray in that dark forest
like an abandoned fawn among the cedars of Lebanon... Sometimes
the forest of my heart would turn into an orchard, all blossom and
choice fruit drenched in sunlight, and there you were, like a daughter
of God, fashioned out of radiant light, walking in the fragrant paths, a
transfiguring smile on your lips, and I, a musing, anxious bird of love
nestling on your white shoulder... In those days I was still pure and
chaste and shy, my soul clear as a dewdrop in a lily’s throat, and my

heart as bright as a drop from the pool of Siloam in a crystal glass.
No particle of woman had clung to my coat, nor had I known any
woman’s scent, though a thousand living springs had gushed in my
heart, and my soul had thirsted for love, masses, masses of love.

Your figure floated before me in all my reveries, rising suddenly in
my soul in the image of a woman and the daughter of God, and I did
not know when or from where the pattern for such an image had
come. Sometimes I thought that God had planted you in my heart
from all eternity, and that long ago I had encountered you on one of
the stars, or in an ancient dream, and you had called my name. For
your memory was engraved on my heart in white fire, your fragrance
suffused my distant childhood, and I heard your voice in my
speechless dreams. By day as I walked, eyes heavenward, I groped
for your shadow like a blind man, and at night on my bed I sought
you... Sometimes the old man would rise at night, before dawn, and
stand at his open window, looking East, his eyes on heaven and his
lips chanting prayers to the God of his life. And I would be lying there
on my bed in the darkness, burning with love, tossing and turning in
the pangs of strange longings, and my soul would expire, would
writhe like a milk lamb between the teeth of a hungry lion, and my
eyes would weep, my teeth chatter, my trembling lips whisper the
desires of a sinful prayer to the God of my life...

And the old man’s song entered my heart like a clear spring
bubbling into a turbulent sea. I despised myself and tormented myself
and made vows in the darkness of my spirit... I was afraid of the old
man, lest he find my soul a harlot and scorch her with the coals of his
feyes... And I did not dare to look heavenward but turned my eyes
!nto the dark depths of my spirit, and shrunk into myself like a worm
In a storm...

And you pitied me, you the pure, the chaste, the merciful, and did
not despise my torments... From above through the window you
looked at me, you shone upon me in my bed, shedding bright beams.
Your radiance made me as pure as I had once been, whiter than
snow. Then I went down to the stream to wash and to bless the
heavens and to consecrate myself entirely to God. The dawn wind
blew holiness upon me from all the hills and I walked invigorated as
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towards a great and sacred secret. I was filled with the strength of my
God, my heart renewed, my spirit ready, my soul a ram’s-horn. I did
not know myself. I lifted my head and widened my eyes to the sky as
I went down to the stream.

Suddenly the lap and wash of the water coursed through me like a
crystal current, and sang in my ears like psalteries. I looked up,
startled, and I saw a girl bathing in the river. Her fair flesh glimmered
in the dim light and intoxicated me—1 nearly threw myself upon her
like a tiger; but the old Nazirite’s image flashed before me, and I
choked back my desire with a moan and hid in a crevice of the rock
to watch from there that pure body. With my eyes I devoured the
bared white flesh, my soul gloated trembling over the virgin breasts. I
ground my teeth, I clenched my fist in the face of —I knew not what:
heaven for tempting me, or hell for enticing me. My clenched fist fell
like a hammer upon the spike of rock and shattered it, and my feet
ground the stones to gravel.

When I came to myself I was filled with a darkness of terror, a
great awe. I was afraid of chaos, and I dreaded the rack of choice. I
had seen my soul and it was black and white at once, a mixture of
light and darkness; and I had seen my heart and it was an eagle’s
eyrie and a nest of vipers. Was it for this my soul had thirsted all my
days and my heart pined at night? I sat there desolate on the banks of
the stream, my gaze in the water, and my head bowed beneath a dark
weight. I was caught on the scales between a curse and a blessing.
Suddenly I caught sight of my reflection in the water and I saw that
my hair had grown wild and heavy and that it hung upon me like a
dark covering of black snakes, plotting against me from the river bed.
I leapt to my feet determined to sacrifice my fleece of curls too, to the
heavens.

Fearfully, I revealed my secret to the old man and he blessed me
with his eyes and sent me to Jerusalem that very day. I entered the
gate of the city of God with sacrifices and burnt offerings in my hand.
I saw his holy Temple, the glory of his young men and his priests, and
the solemnity in his courts —and my spirits did not rise. I shaved my
Nazirite head and I threw my shaven locks to the fire-lion at the altar.
In an instant my fleece soared up td heaven in the flame of the

sacrifice, and the splendour of my youth was dust and
ashes —fragrance to God. A black wave of hatred, like smoke, like
death, submerged my burnt soul. My eyes darkened and I longed to
roar like a lion—but at that moment a chorus of Levites swept me
away and swamped me in a sea of song, and the noise of trumpets
and the moan of harps deadened the crying of my youth, and my
heart was lost in the thunder and clash of the drums and cymbals.
And I fell helplessly at the feet of the aging Priest in his mantle, and I
covered my head with the skirts of his robe among the bells and the
pomegranates, and I wept, and confessed, and wept.

And when I left the holy precincts I saw a single small curl of my
hair which had escaped the fire, lying at the side of the altar among
the cinders. I stole my curl, the fruit of my vow, from the table of
God, and I hid it against my body, and I fled with it, and I carried it
like a seal on my heart for many days, and I hung it like a talisman
round my neck. When my hair began to grow again, I took it out, and
kissed it, and threw it to the wind. And so I returned my theft to the
heavens...

And now see what happened. The heavens had mocked me,
deceived me with cruel illusion. My youth, my all, had been taken
from me and nothing given me in return. Subservient as a slave I
raised my eyes heavenward constantly. I begged for my portion like a
dog and without complaint I willingly acquiesced in my lot. But the
heavens were silent in their pride. They had consumed my youth with
a false shogv of righteousness. I remained again alone in the desert
and my oppressed springtime turned away from me, sullen and
morose, without a kiss or a parting blessing, while I still pursued it,
clinging like a child, kissing and stroking its feet, snatching the hem of
its garment, cajoling and crying, “Don’t leave me”.

Then you appeared to me suddenly, the source of my strength and
the queen of my soul, and now you are here before me, in all your
glory, on earth, the sceptre of happiness in your right hand, the
diadem of salvation on your forehead. No sooner had I laid eyes upon
you than all my suppressed longings surged up like caged adders from
their nest in thirst and in hunger, half their bodies reaching out,
stretching out, quivering, to you, to you, Wwith a strange fire, the fire of
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rebellion in their eyes. And look, I will give you whole heavens full of
gold and silver stars, for one handful of love, as the price of one touch
of your sceptre. What am I and who am I now to the heavens, since
you have abandoned them for me, and taken your splendour from
them? The columns of the firmament are smashed, the palace of God
destroyed, his throne broken and his gate a gate of dung. But I have
grown vigorous, and powerful and beautiful, my head held high in
pride and the roar of a lion in my loins. And you are with me. Only
command, and I will toss my mane and I will shake down the
ramshackle heavens as one throws off straw. Only say the word —1I
will baptize my life in this bottomless pit. Since I lowered my eyes to
your image within it I shall never raise them again to the heavens...
Grant me your favour, pity me, take me to you, my sister—I am
yours. Make me a seal for your heart, or a stool for your feet... I will
crouch like a dog at your skirt, I will watch every flicker of your
eyelashes or your finger. Or I will hurl myself on you like a lion and
drag you to one of the caves...

The youth paused suddenly, and his voice filled with pleading and
entreaty. I will make you a new heaven and a new earth and surround
you with new azure and with new splendour. I have made you the sun
of my sphere, I will weave your memory into the song of my soul. I
will crown you with my prayers, I will make a carpet for your feet
with white flowers. I will hover round your chair like a fiery eagle and
return your flame to you with my wing. I will soar to unimaginable
heights at your command, my scream of joy will reach to the furthest
suns.

The youth opened his eyes to a blaze of light. He lifted his eyes in
yearning to where the girl stood, his whole body burning and shaking.
He looked, and he turned to stone. The girl had vanished from the
cliff, but her image was still fixed in the river like a seal, and she
looked toward him, with the morning star, from the black depths.

A great flame seized the heart of the youth and shook him back
and forth. He shook his fist and shouted out in the torment of his soul,
“Fire, Fire, Fire”. And from beyond the cliff on the other side of the
river came the echo: “Fire, Fire, Fire”. And the river of Abaddon was
convulsed and became a fearful fire, ‘and all the island burst into a
roaring flame.

After the roaring a great silence fell, the silence of dawn. The
youth’s head sank in languor on his breast and his eyes were fixed to
the river’s depths. Silently he reflected upon the secrets of hell and
measured the deeps with his eyes. Everything around was hushed,
and everything was hushed within his heart. A black wing of
mourning was stretched over his head and the sorrow of his thoughts
were as the depths of an abyss.

But in the midst of the heaven, over against the youth’s head, there
was still one benign eye open, a large, shining, golden protective
eye—the eye of the morning star.

The morning star stood on high, and whispered from a great
distance the blessing of God to the youth, and beckoned him and
clung to him. And he did not know it.

Suddenly he awoke and turned his eyes from the deeps of Abaddon
and drenched them in the deeps of heaven, and appeared to be
weighing one against the other: Heaven or Hell.

The baptism of blue cleared his eyes and restored their light, and
made them bright and clear as before, without a sign that the flame
had corroded them...

The peace of dawn entered the youth’s heart, like ointment
dropping upon his seared soul, and he gave up and surrendered.

When he looked again at the cliff he saw a single, small cloud, pure
white and winged, hanging from the centre of the world above the
cliff. A hand protruded from under the wing and pointed to the
morning star. Was the image an angel or the girl?

And he continued to follow the morning star with his eyes and his
soul caught on her beams. There she was, with her sad, pure light,
shining and clear as ever. Her candle would never go out, nor her
sparkle darken. Every dawn when the great and the singular, the
eminent and the orphans of the world go forth, to wander, solitary, in
the mists of the plains, and to pave with their footsteps the first roads
to the mountaintops—she appears, lonely and mysterious as they,
greeting their eyes with her modest light. She has one blessing, one
message only: Be pure, be pure, be pure! And she gathers up all the
souls in the world towards one single point of light—the dawn.
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A yearning too great to be borne came upon the youth, and a love
of God stronger than death swept him away in an ocean of longing.
He drank the blue of the sky with his eyes and was intoxicated. He
straightened up, raised his hand and cried: “God! Even the fire in my
heart I will sacrifice to the heavens”.

A great light was in the youth’s eyes after his vow, for he saw that
the morning star rejoiced and was glad, and prophesied a new divine
blessing. And he believed his star and was confident and he knew that
God had called and that God had appointed a destiny for him on that
island, though he did not know what destiny it would be.

He pulled himself together and set off, walking straight along the
bank of the river toward whatever awaited him, with a trusting heart.
The call of the fire rang in his ears and in his eyes was the soft light of
dawn.

The image of the girl in the water and the white cloud in the sky
moved too and went before him.

The youth did not wonder at the miracle because a greater miracle
had occurred in his heart. And he walked on silently, quietly, towards
the morning star.

7.

After he had walked on for some time the youth saw that the bank
of the river on which he stood was getting higher and higher until it
was level with the cliff on the opposite side. And the two cliffs were
approaching nearer and nearer to each other and shadowing the river
bed caught between them below. They were like two pillars joined
together over Abaddon, plotting to bring him into their straits and
stifle him in the darkness.

The youth looked calmly down at the abyss and asked himself:
“Shall a man go down into the valley of the shadow of death and
escape?”

But the youth did not pause on his way for he wished to hasten
upwards. He continued the ascent of the cliff, and the cloud above
and the image below in the water went before him.

Suddenly the white cloud came to a halt upon a rocky promontory.
The youth saw from afar a great black precipice rising out of the

dawn mists. It was high and steep and rested upon the shoulders of
the cliffs. Below it passed the river of hell and above it shone the
image of a small candle.

The youth savoured the fire of holiness from afar. His spirit
raced... Here was the hidden candle of God, shivering in the mist of
the desert, flickering from the rocky precipice. The light was
tremulous and fearful like a hint of the redemption... Who had lit the
candle upon the rocky precipice and who were the clean and pure
privileged to behold it? Was this the destiny God had appointed for
him on this island?

A huge joy, a joy without constraint surged into the youth’s soul
like a mighty stream. And in fear and trembling, he discovered hope
and belief. His feet became lighter, his steps longer, he flew towards
the candle of God. The call of the fire rang in his ears and in his heart
throbbed the blessing of dawn.

The candle flame grew as he approached. It was like a little tongue
of fire dancing in love with its sister the wind. It was like the curl of
flame, the colour of the lion of God, that he had seen on the day of his
vow. The youth recognised the holy fire and an eagle awoke in the
nest of his heart and flew from his mouth with a scream, “The fire of
God! The fire of God!” And the youth forgot the nethermost hell,
and sprang to the peak of the precipice, and threw himself on the holy
flame, waving it heavenwards.

Splendid he stood on high in the perfection of his youth, and the
glory of his flowing hair. He threw back his crowned head, the torch
of salvation burning in his hand. The white cloud was covering cherub
above his head, the morning star blessed his strength.

A great cry of triumphant joy was about to burst from the youth’s
lips when he caught sight of the girl’s image in the deeps of Abaddon.
There she was, perfect, radiant, desirable. She appeared in all her
glory, a diadem of light upon her forehead. She looked straight at
him, and threw a hook into the depths of his soul. Silently she reached
towards him above, and silently she drew him towards her,
riverwards. Her arms were flung out towards him, her hands ready to
give and receive. Her look was deathly love Every moment was an
eternity.
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The youth clutched the torch of holiness violently to his heart,
closed his eyes with a shudder, and mumbled: “Heaven, hell —you...”
and fell from the summit of the precipice into the outflung arms in the
depths below.

The candles of God went out in the sky, and the plains of heaven
paled, becoming bleak and naked, like the fields of God after harvest.
And in a corner of the field, like a useless implement, the sickle moon
was thrown.

The white cloud melted away in fear, the morning star shuddered
and went out, for the lioness of day had stirred in her lair and strode
forth in vigorous majesty over the threshold of the firmament.
Crowned with a golden mane she stalked on, dispensing her lustre to

the far horizon of the hills.

8.

The water cast the youth up on a distant land, an alien land, the
land of the exile.

He wandered about through all the countries, and came to the
people of the exile, and was like an ancient legend and like a prophecy
of the future, and he was strange and perplexing to all.

He looked at the heavens and they were alien to him; he looked at
the earth and it was foreign. And he taught his eyes to look straight
ahead to the world’s edge as the girl’s image had looked at him that
dawn.

When had he seen that dawn?

The youth wandered in the world like an errant star in space, naked
and barefoot and clear-sighted. He had nothing but the great fire in
the depths of his heart, and the weariness of the dawn in the abyss of
his eye.

When did the fire descend into his heart?

For the heart of the youth had been smelted in a triple furnace. And
a great fire from a three-fold conflagration burned in him: the fire of
God and the fire of Satan, and, stronger than either, the fire of love.

And he carried that fire to the four corners of the earth, and kindled
hearts with the breath of his mouth, and lit candles in extinguished

eyes.

He went out to his brothers in exile and he saw them in their
humiliation and in their torment—and he suffered the pain of all, and
he shouted out the cry of all. And in that cry was the roar of heaven
and hell, the jealousy of God and the storm of his rage, the moan of a
soul dying in the pangs of suffocated love, and the groan of the world
on the night of the destruction.

Sometimes the youth fell silent in his pain, and his cry was
wordless. There was no sorrow then like his dumb sorrow, and no
grief like his hushed grief.

No one could withstand his straight look. Some would evade it by
glancing heavenwards, some escape it by peering down, and the
youth would watch them until they passed him by, and pity them with
a great compassion.

The men of anger and hatred were also affected. They feared his
look and fled in haste from him, lowering and frowning with
downcast eyes and hands on hearts, like furtive thieves.

But the youth, man of riddles, saw into their hearts, and came into
their souls as into an open city, and found there all their hidden
corruption, and writhed there as their hearts writhed, and suffered
seven times their torment.

Sometimes he would find a heart confident and at ease and his eye
would pierce it, sickening it unto death. The repose of such a heart
would vanish forever, and it would no longer know restful sleep at
night.

Many came and bowed their heads in silence beneath his curse and
his blessing, and sought remonstrance and prayer from his lips, mercy
and hope from his eyes... A sea of compassion surged within the
youth, and his comfort dropped like morning dew upon the hearts of
the dispirited. He looked upon them with tenderness, his eyelashes the
eyelashes of dawn.

For the youth carried in his heart both the radiance of the sun in its
strength and the darkness of the night with its secrets; but his eyes
thirsted only for the dawn. The light of daybreak was the seal of his
soul, the twilight of dawn the song of his life.



9.

When he was greatly troubled in spirit, and his constant dreams
and fevers engulfed him like the waves of the sea, he would go out
at dawn to the country and lean upon a tamarisk on the banks of a
sleeping stream. He would lift his eyes to the morning star, and seek
her image in the water of the stream. He would close his eyes and
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