Pan’s Wand

By Richard Garnett

Iridion had broken her lily. A misfortune for any rustic nymph, but especidly for her, snce her
life depended upon it.

From her birth the fate of Iridion had been associated with that of a flower of unusud
lovdiness—a dately, candid lily, endowed with a charmed life, like its possessor. The seasons
came and went without leaving a trace upon it; innocence and beauty seemed as enduring with i,
as evanecent with the children of men. In equd though dissmilar lovdiness its frolicsome
young mistress flourished by its sde. One thing done, the oracle had declared, could prgudice
ather, and this was an accident to the flower. From such disagter it had long been shielded by the
most ddlicate care; yet in the inscrutable counsdls of the Gods, the dreaded cdamity hed a length
come to pass. Broken through the upper part of the stem, the listless flower drooped its petas
towards the earth, and seemed to mourn their chadtity, dready sullied by the wan flaccidity of
decay. Not one had fdlen as yet, and Iridion fet no pan or any symptom of approaching
disolution, except, it may be, the unwonted seriousness with which, having exhausted dl her
ample skill on behdf of the languishing plant, she sat down to congder its fate in the light of its
bearing upon her own.

Meditation upon an utterly vague subject, whether of apprehension or of hope, speedily lapses
into reverie. To Iridion, Death was as indefinable an object of thought as the twin omnipotent
controller of human dedtiny, Love. Love, like the immature fruit on the bough, hung unsoliciting
and unsolicited as yet, but dowly ripening to the maiden's hand. Death, a vague film in an
illimitable sky, tempered without obscuring the sunshine of her life. Confronted with it suddenly,
ghe found it, in truth, an impapable cloud, and hersdf as little competent as the gravest
philosopher to answer the sdlf-suggested inquiry, “What shal | be when | am no bnger Iridion?’
Superdtition might have helped her to some definite conceptions but superdtition did not exist in
her time. Judge, reader, of its remoteness.

The maden's reverie might have terminated only with her exisence, but for the sdutary law
which prohibits a young girl, not in love or a school, from gtting gill more than ten minutes. As
she shifted her seat a the expiration of something like this period, she perceived that she had
been gtting on a goatskin, and with a natural association of ideas—

“I will ask Pan,” she exclaimed.

Pan a that time inhabited a cavern hard by the maiden’s dwelling, which the judicious reader
will have divined could only have been dtuated in Arcadia The honest god was on excelent
terms with the smple people; his goats browsed fredy dong with thers, and the most melodious
of the rudic mindres dtributed their proficiency to his indructions. The madens were on a
more reserved footing of intimacy—at least so they wished it to be understood, and so it was
undersood, of course. Iridion, however, decided that the occason would warrant her incurring
the risk even of a kiss, and logt no time in setting forth upon her errand, carrying her poor broken
flower in its earthen vase. It was the time of day when the god might be supposed to be arousing
himsdf from his afternoon’s sesa She did not fear that his door would be closed againgt her,
for he had no door.

The sylvan deity stood, in fact, a the entrance of his cavern, about to proceed in quest of his
goats. The appearance of Iridion operated a change in his intention, and he courteoudy escorted



her to a seat of turf erected for the specid accommodation of his fair vistors, while he placed for
himsdf one of stone.

“Pan,” she began, “1 have broken my lily.”

“That isasad pity, child. If it had been areed, now, you could have made aflute of it.”

“l should not have time, Pan,” and she recounted her story. A godlike nature cannot confound
truth with fasehood, though it may mistake falsehood for truth. Pan therefore never doubted
Iridion’s srange narrative, and, having heard it to the end, observed, “You will find plenty more
liliesin Elysum.”

“Common lilies, Pan; not like mine.”

“You are wrong. The lilies of Elysum—asphodels as they cdl them there—are as immorta as
the Elysans themsdves. | have seen them in Proserpines hair at Jupiter’s entertainment; they
were as fresh as she was. There is no doubt you might gather them by handfuls—at least if you
had any hands—and wear them to your heart’ s content, if you had but a heart.”

“That's just what perplexes me, Pan. It is not the dying | mind, it's the living. How am | to live
without anything dive about me? If you take away my hands, and my heart, and my brains, and
my eyes, and my ears, and above dl my tongue, what isleft meto live in Elysum?’

As the maiden spake a petd detached itsdlf from the emaciated lily, and she pressed her hand
to her brow with aresponsive cry of pain.

“Poor child!” said Pan compassionately, “you will feel no more pain by-and-by.”

“I suppose not, Pan, since you say 0. But if | can fedl no pain, how can | fed any pleasure?’

“In an incomprehensible manner,” said Pan.

“How can | fed, if | have no feding? and what am | to do without it?’

“You can think!” replied Pan. “Thinking (not that | am greaily given to it mysdf) is a much
finer thing then feding;, no right-minded person doubts that. Fedling, as | have heard Minerva
say, is a property of matter, and matter, except, of course, that gppertaining to mysdf and the
other happy gods is vile and perishable—quite immaerid, in fact. Thought done is
transcendent, incorruptible, and undying!”

“But, Pan, how can any one think thoughts without something to think them with? | never
thought of anything that | have not seen, or touched, or smelt, or tasted, or heard about from
some one d<e If | think with nothing, and about nothing, isthat thinking, do you think?’

“I think,” answered Pan evasvdy, “that you are a sensationdist, a materidist, a sceptic, a
revolutionist; and if you had not sought the assstance of a god, | should have sad not much
better than an ahed. | adso think it is time | thought about some physic for you ingtead of
metaphysics, which are bad for my head, and for your soul.” Saying this, Pan, with rough
tenderness, deposted the amogt fainting maiden upon a couch of ferns, and, having supported
her head with a bundle of herbs, leaned his own upon his hand, and reflected with dl his might.
The declining sun was now nearly oppodte the cavern’s mouth, and his rays, sraggling through
the creepers that wove their intricacies over the entrance, chequered with lustrous patches the
forms of the dying girl and the meditating god. Ever and anon, a peta would drop from the
flower; this was dways succeeded by a shuddering tremor throughout Iridion’s frame and a more
forlorn expresson on her palid countenance: while Pan's jovid features assumed an expresson
of deeper concern as he pressed his knotty hand more resolutdy againgt his shaggy forehead, and
wrung his dexter horn with a more determined grasp, as though he had caught a burrowing idea
by the tall.

“Aha” he suddenly exclamed, “I haveit!”

“What have you, Pan?’ faintly ligoed the expiring Iridion.



Ingtead of replying, Pan grasped a wand that leaned againg the wall of his grot, and with it
touched the maiden and the flower. O strange metamorphosisl Where the latter had been pining
in its vase, a lovdy girl, the image of Iridion, lay dong the ground with disheveled hair, clammy
brow, and features dightly distorted by the last struggles of desth. On the ferny couch stood an
eathen vase, from which rose a magnificent lily, dately, with unfractured stem, and with no
gan or wrinkle on its numerous petas.

“Aha” repeated Pan; “I think we are ready for him now.” Then, having lifted the inanimate
body to the couch, and placed the vase, with its contents, on the floor of his cavern, he stepped to
the entrance, and shading his eyes with his hand, seemed to gaze abroad in quest of some
anticipated vigtor.

The boughs at the foot of the steep path to the cave divided, and a figure appeared at the foot of
the rock. The dranger's mien was magestic, but the fitness of his proportions diminished his
redly colossl daiure to something more nearly the measure of mortdity. His form was
enveloped in a sweeping sad-coloured robe a light, thin vell resting on his countenance,
mitigated, without conceding, the not un-gentle audterity of his marble festures. His gait was re-
markable; nothing could be more remote from every indication of haste, yet such was the actud
cderity of his progresson, tha Pan had scarcely behdd him ere he gtarted to find him dready at
hissde.

The dranger, without disturbing his vell, seemed to comprehend the whole interior of the
grotto with a glance; then, with the dightest gesture of recognition to Pan, he glided to the couch
on which lay the metamorphosed lily, upraised the fictitious Iridion in his ams with
indescribable gentleness, and disgppeared with her as swiftly and dlently as he had come. The
discreet Pan druggled with suppressed merriment until the stranger was fairly out of hearing,
then threw himself back upon his seet and laughed till the cave rang.

“And now,” he sad, “to finish the busness” He lifted the transformed maiden into the vase,
and caressed her beauty with an exulting but careful hand. There was a glory and a splendour in
the flower such as had never until then been behdd in any earthly lily. The sem vibrated, the
leaves shook in unison, the petds panted and suspired, and seemed blanched with a whiteness
intense as the core of sunlight, as they throbbed in anticipation of the richer existence awaiting
them.

Impatient to complete his task, Pan was about to grasp his wand when the motion was arrested
as the dnking beam of the sun was intercepted by a gigantic shadow, and the dsranger again
dood by his dde. The unbidden guest uttered no word, but his manner was sufficiently
expressive of wrath as he disdainfully cast on the ground a broken, withered lily, the rdic of
wha had bloomed with such lovdiness in the morning, and had snce for a brief space been
arayed in the vesure of humanity. He pointed imperioudy to the gorgeous tenant of the vase,
and seemed to expect Pan to deliver it forthwith.

“Look here” sad Pan, with more decison than dignity, “I am a poor country god, but | know
the law. If you can find on this plant one speck, one stain, one token that you have anything to do
with her, take her, and welcome. If you cannot, take yoursdlf off instead.”

“Be it 0,” returned the stranger, haughtily declining the proffered ingpection. “You will find it
isill joking with Degth.”

So saying, he quitted the cavern.

Pan sat down chuckling, yet not wholly at ease, for if the charity of Desath is beautiful even to a
morta, his anger is terible, even to a god. Anxious to terminae the adverture, he reached



towards the charmed wand by whose wondeful ingrumentdity the dying maiden had dready
become aliving flower, and was now to undergo a yet more ddightful metamorphoss.

Wondrous wand! But where was it? For Degth, the great trandfigurer of al below this lunar
sphere, had given Pan a characterigtic proof of his superior cunning. Where the wand had
reposed writhed a ghastly worm, which, as Pan's glance fdl upon it, glided towards him,
uplifting its head with an aspect of defiance. Pan's immorta nature Sckened a the emblem of
corruption; he could not for al Olympus have touched his metamorphosed treasure. As he shrank
back the creature pursued its way towards the vase; but a marvelous change befdl it as it came
under the shadow of the flower. The writhing body divided, end from axd, the sordid scales sank
indiscernibly into the dudt, and an exquiste butterfly, arisng from the ground, dighted on the
lily, and remained for a moment fanning its wings in the last sunbeam, ere it uncdosed them to
the evening breeze. Pan, looking eagerly after the Psyche in its flight, did not perceive what was
taking place in the cavern; but the magic wand, now for ever logt to its possessor, must have
cancdled its own spell, for when his gaze reverted from the ineffectud pursuit, the living lily fad
disgppeared, and Iridion lay a corpse upon the ground, the faded flower of her destiny reposing
upon her breast.

Death now stood for athird time upon Pan’ s threshold, but Pan heeded him not.



