THROUGH THE
MAGIC DOOR



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649188161

Through the magic door by Arthur Conan Doyle

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE

THROUGH THE
MAGIC DOOR

ﬁTrieste






THROUGH
THE MAGIC DOOR
LY

ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE

NEW YORK
DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & CO.
MCMIX



'f,'u‘rwil'.fgﬂf, 1008, By Fhe MeClare Company

'ulilished, April, 180s

Copyriht, 1006, 1007, 1208, 113’ Arthiar Canan 1‘.'|]}'|ﬁ



THROUGH THIE MAGIC DOOR






THROUGH THE MAGIC DOOR

I

I care not how humble your bookshelf may
be, nor how lowly the room which it adorns,
Close the door of' that room behind vou, shut
off with it all the cares of the onter world,
plunge back into the soothing company ol the
great dead, and then yon are throngh the
magic portal into that fair land whither worry
and vexation can {ollow wvou no more, You
have left all that is vulzar and all that is
sordul belind vou. There sland vour noble,
silent comrades, waiting in their ranks. Pass
vour eyve down their files. Choose vour man.
And then you have but te hold up vour hand
to him and away yvou go together into dream-

land. Surely there would be something eerie
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about a hine of books swere it not that Gamiliar-
ity has deadened our sense of 1t aeh 15 o
mummified soul embalmed in cere-cloth and
natron of leather and printer’s ink., Fach
cover of a true book enfolds the concentrated
essence of a man. The personalities of the
writers have faded into the thimnest shadows,
as their bodies into mwpalpable dust, vet here
are their very spirits at vour command.

It is our lamiliarty also which has les-
sened our perception of the miraculous good
fortune whieh we enjoy.  Let us suppose that
we were suddenly to learn thal Shakespeare
had returncd to carth, and that he would fa-
vor any of us with an hour of bis wit and his
fancey. How eagerly we would seek him out!
And vet we have him—the very best of him—
at our elbows from week to weck, and hardly
trouble ourselves to put ont our hands 1o
beckon him down. No matter what mood a
man may be in, when once he has passed
throngh the magic door he ean summon the
world’s greatest to sympathize with him i it.
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If he be thoughtful, here are the kings of
thought. IT he he dreamy, Liere are the mas-
ters of fanev. Or is it amusement that he
lacks? He can signal to anvy one of the
world's great storv-tellers, and oul comes the
dead man and helds him enthralled by the
hour. The dead are such good company that
one may come to think too little of the hving.
It is a real and a pressing danger with many
of ns, that we should never find our own
thoughts and cur own souls, but be ever ob-
sesscid by the dead.  Yet second-hand romance
and second-hand emolion are surely better
than the dall soul-killing monotony which hfe
brings to most of the human race. Dut best
of all when the dead man’s wisdom and the
dead man's example give us guidance and
strength in the living of our own strenuous
days.

Come through the magic door with me,
amd sit here on the green settee, where vou
ean see the old oak case with its untidy lines
of wvolumes. Smoking 15 not  forbidden.



