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THE PLANET OF THE MAGI.
BY ROBERT DROUGHT.

I.
A MEETING WITH A MYSTIC.

As a retired army surgeon with enough to live upon,
I was not much inclined to buy a practice and continue
my profession. I had spent the best years of my life
abroad , and had my fair share of campaigning, so rest
and independence were more to my mind than doctor ·
ing. In this particular I could afford to please myself,
for I was without family · responsibilities, and my
means were ample for a mi'.ldle-aged bachelor content
to live modestly.
Meanwhile, as pure air and the breath of the sea
were needed to brace a constitution affected by hot climates and rough work, I went to Bardsey, a wateringplace on the Welsh coast. It was the dullest time of
the year when I got there, but I was the better pleased
because I could roam about to my heart's content
without being jostled by other visitors.
And, truly, Bardsey, at such a time-with its lovely
bay, its cliffs, its background of hill and valle:f, woods
and rivers- is an ideal place for the seeker after health
and quietness. The place I speak of must not be con founded with Bardsey Islaud, which lies sixty miles
off; it is on the mainland, and is known by another
name. It may be recognized , however, by its Castle
Hill, wbenc·e one may behold, with awe and admira
tion, the carmined, gold-shot splendor of the setting
sun in the western sea.
In my rambl_e s I sometimes came upon another solitary one, who seemed as little inclined. for company as
myself. I perceived that he chose secluded spots,
where he was least likely to be disturbed- a hill top,
a dingle, or a hollow under the cliffs. In such places
he would linger long in reverie , with a far-away gaze
and a pasisive condition of body. He took no heed of
me when I came upon him thus, so my curiosity was
piqued, and I was resolved to make acquaintance with
him. The opportunity came one day when both of us
happened to be on the Marine Parade, watching some
boatmen. I began with conversational commonplaces
and he responded with a readiness I did not expect.
He proved to be a bright and affable companion, and
as it appeared we had ideas, sympathies, and even experiences in common, we struck up an acquaintance
there and then.

I was doubtful about bis age. He was of fair complexion and sanguine temperament. He had the brightness and the elasticity of youth. but his recollections
of past events convinced me that he must be middleaged, like myself.
We took walks together after this, and I learned
more concerning him. His name was Kenneth Cameron, and, though of Sca!Jdinavian type, he was born
somewhere in the Scottish Highlands; but be had
lived at least half his life in England and abroad, and
I should not have s upposed from bis speech alone that
he was of Scottish origin.
He gave me no clue as to bis career in life. He had
more than a supe rficial acquaintance with the work
and ways of various callings; was well informed and
could talk on many subjects with intelligence, if not
with full knowledge. I set him down in my own mind·
as being one no longer compelled to work for his living. and free, therefore, like myself, to live how and
where be pleased.
Considering bow reserved and contemplative be had
seemed to me, it was surprising bow quickly our acquaintance ripened. Ten days after our first conversation, I found myself his guest.
Unlike other visitors to Bardsey, where lodging-letting is the staple industry of the natives, Cameron
had rented a furnished house on the outskirts of the
town- a house situated on the far side of a dingle or
dell, which skirted a pathway lt>ading- up from the
beach to a wood two miles off. Tue house- plainly
visible from the pathway- sheltered in the lee of the
sloping ground behind. Here lived Cameron alone,
save for the day attendance of a serving-man, who
had been a butler out of place, and who went home at
night to his family in the town.
The house was a large and rambling dwelling for a
lone man to occupy, and I could conceive it to be a
very bleak house, indeed, when winter winds swept
down the valley from the mountains, or up from the
sullen sea. But what I saw of it was snug and cosy,
and there were signs of refinement not often to be
found in bachelor quarters. Especially snug was the
room which Cameron called his "den "- a good-sized
apartment, lined with shelves wbicb were laden with
books.
It is a weakness of mine that I cannot remain long
in such a room without handling the books, and so,
with Cameron's permission, I dipped into them here
and th ere. I was surprised to find that works on. mys tical subjects predominated. Had I seen such a col ·
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