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ONE AFTERNOON, WHEN THE SUN WAS GOING DOWN, A MOTHER AND HER LITTLE BOY SAT AT THE 
DOOR OF THEIR COTTAGE, TALKING ABOUT THE GREAT STONE FACE. THEY HAD BUT TO LIFT THEIR 
EYES, AND THERE IT WAS PLAINLY TO BE SEEN, THOUGH MILES AWAY, WITH THE SUNSHINE 
BRIGHTENING ALL ITS FEATURES. AND WHAT WAS THE GREAT STONE FACE? EMBOSOMED 
AMONGST A FAMILY OF LOFTY MOUNTAINS, THERE WAS A VALLEY SO SPACIOUS THAT IT CONTAINED 
MANY THOUSAND INHABITANTS. SOME OF THESE GOOD PEOPLE DWELT IN LOG-HUTS, WITH THE 
BLACK FOREST ALL AROUND THEM, ON THE STEEP AND DIFFICULT HILLSIDES. OTHERS HAD THEIR 
HOMES IN COMFORTABLE FARMHOUSES, AND CULTIVATED THE RICH SOIL ON THE GENTLE SLOPES 
OR LEVEL SURFACES OF THE VALLEY. OTHERS, AGAIN, WERE CONGREGATED INTO POPULOUS 
VILLAGES, WHERE SOME WILD, HIGHLAND RIVULET, TUMBLING DOWN FROM ITS BIRTHPLACE IN THE 
UPPER MOUNTAIN REGION, HAD BEEN CAUGHT AND TAMED BY HUMAN CUNNING, AND COMPELLED 
TO TURN THE MACHINERY OF COTTON-FACTORIES. THE INHABITANTS OF THIS VALLEY, IN SHORT, 
WERE NUMEROUS, AND OF MANY MODES OF LIFE. BUT ALL OF THEM, GROWN PEOPLE AND CHILDREN, 
HAD A KIND OF FAMILIARITY WITH THE GREAT STONE FACE, ALTHOUGH SOME POSSESSED THE GIFT 
OF DISTINGUISHING THIS GRAND NATURAL PHENOMENON MORE PERFECTLY THAN MANY OF THEIR 
NEIGHBORS.  
 
THE GREAT STONE FACE, THEN, WAS A WORK OF NATURE IN HER MOOD OF MAJESTIE 
PLAYFULNESS, FORMED ON THE PERPENDICULAR SIDE OF A MOUNTAIN BY SOME IMMENSE ROCKS, 
WHICH HAD BEEN THROWN TOGETHER IN SUCH A POSITION AS, WHEN VIEWED AT A PROPER 
DISTANCE, PRECISELY TO RESEMBLE THE FEATURES OF THE HUMAN COUNTENANCE. IT SEEMED AS 
IF AN ENORMOUS GIANT, OR A TITAN, HAD SCULPTURED HIS OWN LIKENESS ON THE PRECIPICE. 
THERE WAS THE BROAD ARCH OF THE FOREHEAD, A HUNDRED FEET IN HEIGHT; THE NOSE, WITH ITS 
LONG BRIDGE; AND THE VAST LIPS, WHICH, IF THEY COULD HAVE SPOKEN, WOULD HAVE ROLLED 
THEIR THUNDER ACCENTS FROM ONE END OF THE VALLEY TO THE OTHER. TRUE IT IS, THAT IF THE 
SPECTATOR APPROACHED TOO NEAR, HE LOST THE OUTLINE OF THE GIGANTIC VISAGE, AND COULD 
DISCERN ONLY A HEAP OF PONDEROUS AND GIGANTIC ROCKS, PILED IN CHAOTIC RUIN ONE UPON 
ANOTHER. RETRACING HIS STEPS, HOWEVER, THE WONDROUS FEATURES WOULD AGAIN BE SEEN; 
AND THE FARTHER HE WITHDREW FROM THEM, THE MORE LIKE A HUMAN FACE, WITH ALL ITS 
ORIGINAL DIVINITY INTACT, DID THEY APPEAR; UNTIL, AS IT GREW DIM IN THE DISTANCE, WITH THE 
CLOUDS AND GLORIFIED VAPOR OF THE MOUNTAINS CLUSTERING ABOUT IT, THE GREAT STONE 
FACE SEEMED POSITIVELY TO BE ALIVE. 
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IT WAS A HAPPY LOT FOR CHILDREN TO GROW UP TO MANHOOD OR WOMANHOOD WITH THE GREAT 
STONE FACE BEFORE THEIR EYES, FOR ALL THE FEATURES WERE NOBLE, AND THE EXPRESSION WAS 
AT ONCE GRAND AND SWEET, AS IF IT WERE THE GLOW OF A VAST, WARM HEART, THAT EMBRACED 
ALL MANKIND IN ITS AFFECTIONS, AND HAD ROOM FOR MORE. IT WAS AN EDUCATION ONLY TO LOOK 
AT IT. ACCORDING TO THE BELIEF OF MANY PEOPLE, THE VALLEY OWED MUCH OF ITS FERTILITY TO 
THIS BENIGN ASPECT THAT WAS CONTINUALLY BEAMING OVER IT, ILLUMINATING THE CLOUDS, AND 
INFUSING ITS TENDERNESS INTO THE SUNSHINE. 
 
AS WE BEGAN WITH SAYING, A MOTHER AND HER LITTLE BOY SAT AT THEIR COTTAGE-DOOR, GAZING 
AT THE GREAT STONE FACE, AND TALKING ABOUT IT. THE CHILD’S NAME WAS ERNEST.  
 
“MOTHER,” SAID HE, WHILE THE TITANIC VISAGE MILED ON HIM, “I WISH THAT IT COULD SPEAK, FOR 
IT LOOKS SO VERY KINDLY THAT ITS VOICE MUST NEEDS BE PLEASANT. IF I WERE TO SEE A MAN WITH 
SUCH A FACE, I SHOULD LOVE HIM DEARLY.” “IF AN OLD PROPHECY SHOULD COME TO PASS,” 
ANSWERED HIS MOTHER, “WE MAY SEE A MAN, SOME TIME FOR OTHER, WITH EXACTLY SUCH A FACE 
AS THAT.” “WHAT PROPHECY DO YOU MEAN, DEAR MOTHER?” EAGERLY INQUIRED ERNEST. “PRAY 
TELL ME ALL ABOUT IT!”  
 
SO HIS MOTHER TOLD HIM A STORY THAT HER OWN MOTHER HAD TOLD TO HER, WHEN SHE HERSELF 
WAS YOUNGER THAN LITTLE ERNEST; A STORY, NOT OF THINGS THAT WERE PAST, BUT OF WHAT 
WAS YET TO COME; A STORY, NEVERTHELESS, SO VERY OLD, THAT EVEN THE INDIANS, WHO 
FORMERLY INHABITED THIS VALLEY, HAD HEARD IT FROM THEIR FOREFATHERS, TO WHOM, AS THEY 
AFFIRMED, IT HAD BEEN MURMURED BY THE MOUNTAIN STREAMS, AND WHISPERED BY THE WIND 
AMONG THE TREE-TOPS. THE PURPORT WAS, THAT, AT SOME FUTURE DAY, A CHILD SHOULD BE 
BORN HEREABOUTS, WHO WAS DESTINED TO BECOME THE GREATEST AND NOBLEST PERSONAGE OF 
HIS TIME, AND WHOSE COUNTENANCE, IN MANHOOD, SHOULD BEAR AN EXACT RESEMBLANCE TO 
THE GREAT STONE FACE. NOT A FEW OLD-FASHIONED PEOPLE, AND YOUNG ONES LIKEWISE, IN THE 
ARDOR OF THEIR HOPES, STILL CHERISHED AN ENDURING FAITH IN THIS OLD PROPHECY. BUT 
OTHERS, WHO HAD SEEN MORE OF THE WORLD, HAD WATCHED AND WAITED TILL THEY WERE WEARY, 
AND HAD BEHELD NO MAN WITH SUCH A FACE, NOR ANY MAN THAT PROVED TO BE MUCH GREATER 
OR NOBLER THAN HIS NEIGHBORS, CONCLUDED IT TO BE NOTHING BUT AN IDLE TALE. AT ALL 
EVENTS, THE GREAT MAN OF THE PROPHECY HAD NOT YET APPEARED. 
 
“O MOTHER, DEAR MOTHER!” CRIED ERNEST, CLAPPING HIS HANDS ABOVE HIS HEAD, “I DO HOPE 
THAT I SHALL LIVE TO SEE HIM!”  
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HIS MOTHER WAS AN AFFECTIONATE AND THOUGHTFUL WOMAN, AND FELT THAT IT WAS WISEST 
NOT TO DISCOURAGE THE GENEROUS HOPES OF HER LITTLE BOY. SO SHE ONLY SAID TO HIM, 
“PERHAPS YOU MAY.”  
 
 
AND ERNEST NEVER FORGOT THE STORY THAT HIS MOTHER TOLD HIM. IT WAS ALWAYS IN HIS MIND, 
WHENEVER HE LOOKED UPON THE GREAT STONE FACE. HE SPENT HIS CHILDHOOD IN THE LOG-
COTTAGE WHERE HE WAS BORN, AND WAS DUTIFUL TO HIS MOTHER, AND HELPFUL TO HER IN MANY 
THINGS, ASSISTING HER MUCH WITH HIS LITTLE HANDS, AND MORE WITH HIS LOVING HEART. IN THIS 
MANNER, FROM A HAPPY YET OFTEN PENSIVE CHILD, HE GREW UP TO BE A MILD, QUIET, 
UNOBTRUSIVE BOY, AND SUN-BROWNED WITH LABOR IN THE FIELDS, BUT WITH MORE INTELLIGENCE 
BRIGHTENING HIS ASPECT THAN IS SEEN IN MANY LADS WHO HAVE BEEN TAUGHT AT FAMOUS 
SCHOOLS. YET ERNEST HAD HAD NO TEACHER, SAVE ONLY THAT THE GREAT STONE FACE BECAME 
ONE TO HIM. WHEN THE TOIL OF THE DAY WAS OVER, HE WOULD GAZE AT IT FOR HOURS, UNTIL HE 
BEGAN TO IMAGINE THAT THOSE VAST FEATURES RECOGNIZED HIM, AND GAVE HIM A SMILE OF 
KINDNESS AND ENCOURAGEMENT, RESPONSIVE TO HIS OWN LOOK OF VENERATION. WE MUST NOT 
TAKE UPON US TO AFFIRM THAT THIS WAS A MISTAKE, ALTHOUGH THE FACE MAY HAVE LOOKED NO 
MORE KINDLY AT ERNEST THAN AT ALL THE WORLD BESIDES. BUT THE SECRET WAS THAT THE BOY'S 
TENDER AND CONFIDING SIMPLICITY DISCERNED WHAT OTHER PEOPLE COULD NOT SEE; AND THUS 
THE LOVE, WHICH WAS MEANT FOR ALL, BECAME HIS PECULIAR PORTION. 
 

ABOUT THIS TIME THERE WENT A RUMOR THROUGHOUT THE VALLEY, THAT THE GREAT MAN, 
FORETOLD FROM AGES LONG AGO, WHO WAS TO BEAR A RESEMBLANCE TO THE GREAT STONE 
FACE, HAD APPEARED AT LAST. IT SEEMS THAT, MANY YEARS BEFORE, A YOUNG MAN HAD 
MIGRATED FROM THE VALLEY AND SETTLED AT A DISTANT SEAPORT, WHERE, AFTER GETTING 
TOGETHER A LITTLE MONEY, HE HAD SET UP AS A SHOPKEEPER. HIS NAME BUT I COULD NEVER 
LEARN WHETHER IT WAS HIS REAL ONE, OR A NICKNAME THAT HAD GROWN OUT OF HIS HABITS AND 
SUCCESS IN LIFE--WAS GATHERGOLD. 
 

BEING SHREWD AND ACTIVE, AND ENDOWED BY PROVIDENCE WITH THAT INSCRUTABLE FACULTY 
WHICH DEVELOPS ITSELF IN WHAT THE WORLD CALLS LUCK, HE BECAME AN EXCEEDINGLY RICH 
MERCHANT, AND OWNER OF A WHOLE FLEET OF BULKY-BOTTOMED SHIPS. ALL THE COUNTRIES OF 
THE GLOBE APPEARED TO JOIN HANDS FOR THE MERE PURPOSE OF ADDING HEAP AFTER HEAP TO 
THE MOUNTAINOUS ACCUMULATION OF THIS ONE MAN'S WEALTH. THE COLD REGIONS OF THE 
NORTH, ALMOST WITHIN THE GLOOM AND SHADOW OF THE ARCTIC CIRCLE, SENT HIM THEIR 
TRIBUTE IN THE SHAPE OF FURS; HOT AFRICA SIFTED FOR HIM THE GOLDEN SANDS OF HER RIVERS, 
AND GATHERED UP THE IVORY TUSKS OF HER GREAT ELEPHANTS OUT OF THE FORESTS; THE EAST 
CAME BRINGING HIM THE RICH SHAWLS, AND SPICES, AND TEAS, AND THE EFFULGENCE OF 
DIAMONDS, AND THE GLEAMING PURITY OF LARGE PEARLS. THE OCEAN, NOT TO BE BEHINDHAND 
WITH THE EARTH, YIELDED UP HER MIGHTY WHALES, THAT MR. GATHERGOLD MIGHT SELL THEIR OIL, 
AND MAKE A PROFIT ON IT. BE THE ORIGINAL COMMODITY WHAT IT MIGHT, IT WAS GOLD WITHIN HIS 
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GRASP. IT MIGHT BE SAID OF HIM, AS OF MIDAS, IN THE FABLE, THAT WHATEVER HE TOUCHED WITH 
HIS FINGER IMMEDIATELY GLISTENED, AND GREW YELLOW, AND WAS CHANGED AT ONCE INTO 
STERLING METAL, OR, WHICH SUITED HIM STILL BETTER, INTO PILES OF COIN. AND, WHEN MR. 
GATHERGOLD HAD BECOME SO VERY RICH THAT IT WOULD HAVE TAKEN HIM A HUNDRED YEARS 
ONLY TO COUNT HIS WEALTH, HE BETHOUGHT HIMSELF OF HIS NATIVE VALLEY, AND RESOLVED TO 
GO BACK THITHER, AND END HIS DAYS WHERE HE WAS BORN. WITH THIS PURPOSE IN VIEW, HE SENT 
A SKILFUL ARCHITECT TO BUILD HIM SUCH A PALACE AS SHOULD BE FIT FOR A MAN OF HIS VAST 
WEALTH TO LIVE IN.  
AS I HAVE SAID ABOVE, IT HAD ALREADY BEEN RUMORED IN THE VALLEY THAT MR. GATHERGOLD 
HAD TURNED OUT TO BE THE PROPHETIC PERSONAGE SO LONG AND VAINLY LOOKED FOR, AND THAT 
HIS VISAGE WAS THE PERFECT AND UNDENIABLE SIMILITUDE OF THE GREAT STONE FACE. PEOPLE 
WERE THE MORE READY TO BELIEVE THAT THIS MUST NEEDS BE THE FACT, WHEN THEY BEHELD THE 
SPLENDID EDIFICE THAT ROSE, AS IF BY ENCHANTMENT, ON THE SITE OF HIS FATHER’S OLD 
WEATHER-BEATEN FARMHOUSE. THE EXTERIOR WAS OF MARBLE, SO DAZZLINGLY WHITE THAT IT 
SEEMED AS THOUGH THE WHOLE STRUCTURE MIGHT MELT AWAY IN THE SUNSHINE, LIKE THOSE 
HUMBLER ONES WHICH MR. GATHERGOLD, IN HIS YOUNG PLAY-DAYS, BEFORE HIS FINGERS WERE 
GIFTED WITH THE TOUCH OF TRANSMUTATION, HAD BEEN ACCUSTOMED TO BUILD OF SNOW. IT HAD 
A RICHLY ORNAMENTED PORTICO SUPPORTED BY TALL PILLARS, BENEATH WHICH WAS A LOFTY 
DOOR, STUDDED WITH SILVER KNOBS, AND MADE OF A KIND OF VARIEGATED WOOD THAT HAD BEEN 
BROUGHT FROM BEYOND THE SEA. THE WINDOWS, FROM THE FLOOR TO THE CEILING OF EACH 
STATELY APARTMENT, WERE COMPOSED, RESPECTIVELY OF BUT ONE ENORMOUS PANE OF GLASS, 
SO TRANSPARENTLY PURE THAT IT WAS SAID TO BE A FINER MEDIUM THAN EVEN THE VACANT 
ATMOSPHERE. HARDLY ANYBODY HAD BEEN PERMITTED TO SEE THE INTERIOR OF THIS PALACE; BUT 
IT WAS REPORTED, AND WITH GOOD SEMBLANCE OF TRUTH, TO BE FAR MORE GORGEOUS THAN THE 
OUTSIDE, INSOMUCH THAT WHATEVER WAS IRON OR BRASS IN OTHER HOUSES WAS SILVER OR GOLD 
IN THIS; AND MR. GATHERGOLD’S BEDCHAMBER, ESPECIALLY, MADE SUCH A GLITTERING 
APPEARANCE THAT NO ORDINARY MAN WOULD HAVE BEEN ABLE TO CLOSE HIS EYES THERE. BUT, 
ON THE OTHER HAND, MR. GATHERGOLD WAS NOW SO INURED TO WEALTH, THAT PERHAPS HE 
COULD NOT HAVE CLOSED HIS EYES UNLESS WHERE THE GLEAM OF IT WAS CERTAIN TO FIND ITS 
WAY BENEATH HIS EYELIDS. 
 
IN DUE TIME, THE MANSION WAS FINISHED; NEXT CAME THE UPHOLSTERERS, WITH MAGNIFICENT 
FURNITURE; THEN, A WHOLE TROOP OF BLACK AND WHITE SERVANTS, THE HARINGERS OF MR. 
GATHERGOLD, WHO, IN HIS OWN MAJESTIC PERSON, WAS EXPECTED TO ARRIVE AT SUNSET. OUR 
FRIEND ERNEST, MEANWHILE, HAD BEEN DEEPLY STIRRED BY THE IDEA THAT THE GREAT MAN, THE 
NOBLE MAN, THE MAN OF PROPHECY, AFTER SO MANY AGES OF DELAY, WAS AT LENGTH TO BE MADE 
MANIFEST TO HIS NATIVE VALLEY. HE KNEW, BOY AS HE WAS, THAT THERE WERE A THOUSAND WAYS 
IN WHICH MR. GATHERGOLD, WITH HIS VAST WEALTH, MIGHT TRANSFORM HIMSELF INTO AN ANGEL 
OF BENEFICENCE, AND ASSUME A CONTROL OVER HUMAN AFFAIRS AS WIDE AND BENIGNANT AS THE 
SMILE OF THE GREAT STONE FACE. FULL OF FAITH AND HOPE, ERNEST DOUBTED NOT THAT WHAT 
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THE PEOPLE SAID WAS TRUE, AND THAT NOW HE WAS TO BEHOLD THE LIVING LIKENESS OF THOSE 
WONDROUS FEATURES ON THE MOUNTAINSIDE. WHILE THE BOY WAS STILL GAZING UP THE VALLEY, 
AND FANCYING, AS HE ALWAYS DID, THAT THE GREAT STONE FACE RETURNED HIS GAZE AND 
LOOKED KINDLY AT HIM, THE RUMBLING OF WHEELS WAS HEARD, APPROACHING SWIFTLY ALONG 
THE WINDING ROAD.  
 
“HERE HE COMES!” CRIED A GROUP OF PEOPLE WHO WERE ASSEMBLED TO WITNESS THE ARRIVAL. 
“HERE COMES THE GREAT MR. GATHERGOLD!”  
 
 
A CARRIAGE, DRAWN BY FOUR HORSES, DASHED ROUND THE TURN OF THE ROAD. WITHIN IT, THRUST 
PARTLY OUT OF THE WINDOW, APPEARED THE PHYSIOGNOMY OF THE OLD MAN, WITH A SKIN AS 
YELLOW AS IF HIS OWN MIDAS-HAND HAD TRANSMUTED IT. HE HAD A LOW FOREHEAD, SMALL, 
SHARP EYES, PUCKERED ABOUT WITH INNUMERABLE WRINKLES, AND VERY THIN LIPS, WHICH HE 
MADE STILL THINNER BY PRESSING THEM FORCIBLY TOGETHER. 
 
“THE VERY IMAGE OR THE GREAT STONE FACE!” SHOUTED THE PEOPLE. “SURE ENOUGH, THE OLD 
PROPHECY IS TRUE; AND HERE WE HAVE THE GREAT MAN COME, AT LAST!”  
 
AND, WHAT GREATLY PERPLEXED ERNEST, THEY SEEMED ACTUALLY TO BELIEVE THAT HERE WAS 
THE LIKENESS WHICH THEY SPOKE OF. BY THE ROADSIDE THERE CHANCED TO BE AN OLD BEGGAR 
WOMAN AND TWO LITTLE BEGGAR-CHILDREN, STRAGGLERS FROM SOME FAR-OFF REGION, WHO, AS 
THE CARRIAGE ROLLED ONWARD, HELD OUT THEIR HANDS AND LIFTED UP THEIR DOLEFUL VOICES, 
MOST PITEOUSLY BESEECHING CHARITY. A YELLOW CLAW THE VERY SAME THAT HAD DAWED 
TOGETHER SO MUCH WEALTH- POKED ITSELF OUT OF THE COACH-WINDOW, AND DROPT SOME 
COPPER COINS UPON THE GROUND; SO THAT, THOUGH THE GREAT MAN'S NAME SEEMS TO HAVE 
BEEN GATHERGOLD, HE MIGHT JUST AS SUITABLY HAVE BEEN NICKNAMED SCATTERCOPPER. STILL, 
NEVERTHELESS, WITH AN EARNEST SHOUT, AND EVIDENTLY WITH AS MUCH GOOD FAITH AS EVER, 
THE PEOPLE BELLOWED 'HE IS THE VERY IMAGE OF THE GREAT STONE FACE!' BUT ERNEST TURNED 
SADLY FROM THE WRINKLED SHREWDNESS OF THAT SORDID VISAGE, AND GAZED UP THE VALLEY, 
WHERE, AMID A GATHERING MIST, GILDED BY THE LAST SUNBEAMS, HE COULD STILL DISTINGUISH 
THOSE GLORIOUS FEATURES WHICH HAD IMPRESSED THEMSELVES INTO HIS SOUL. THEIR ASPECT 
CHEERED HIM. WHAT DID THE BENIGN LIPS SEEM TO SAY? 
 

“HE WILL COME! FEAR NOT, ERNEST; THE MAN WILL COME!”  
 

THE YEARS WENT ON, AND ERNEST CEASED TO BE A BOY. HE HAD GROWN TO BE A YOUNG MAN 
NOW. HE ATTRACTED LITTLE NOTICE FROM THE OTHER INHABITANTS OF THE VALLEY; FOR THEY 
SAW NOTHING REMARKABLE IN HIS WAY OF LIFE, SAVE THAT, WHEN THE LABOR OF THE DAY WAS 
OVER, HE STILL LOVED TO GO APART AND GAZE AND MEDITATE UPON THE GREAT STONE FACE. 
ACCORDING TO THEIR IDEA OF THE MATTER, IT WAS A FOLLY, INDEED, BUT PARDONABLE, INASMUCH 
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AS ERNEST WAS INDUSTRIOUS, KIND, AND NEIGHBORLY, AND NEGLECTED NO DUTY FOR THE SAKE 
OF INDULGING THIS IDLE HABIT. THEY KNEW NOT THAT THE GREAT STONE FACE HAD BECOME A 
TEACHER TO HIM, AND THAT THE SENTIMENT WHICH WAS EXPRESSED IN IT WOULD ENLARGE THE 
YOUNG MAN’S HEART, AND FILL IT WITH WIDER AND DEEPER SYMPATHIES THAN OTHER HEARTS. 
THEY KNEW NOT THAT THENCE WOULD COME A BETTER WISDOM THAN COULD BE LEARNED FROM 
BOOKS, AND A BETTER LIFE THAN COULD BE MOULDED ON THE DEFACED EXAMPLE OF OTHER 
HUMAN LIVES. NEITHER DID ERNEST KNOW THAT THE THOUGHTS AND AFFECTIONS WHICH CAME TO 
HIM SO NATURALLY, IN THE FIELDS AND AT THE FIRESIDE, AND WHEREVER HE COMMUNED WITH 
HIMSELF, WERE OF A HIGHER TONE THAN THOSE WHICH ALL MEN SHARED WITH HIM. A SIMPLE SOUL 
-- SIMPLE AS WHEN HIS MOTHER FIRST TAUGHT HIM THE OLD PROPHECY-- HE BEHELD THE 
MARVELLOUS FEATURES BEAMING ADOWN THE VALLEY, AND STILL WONDERED THAT THEIR HUMAN 
COUNTERPART WAS SO LONG IN MAKING HIS APPEARANCE 
BY THIS TIME POOR MR. GATHERGOLD WAS DEAD AND BURIED; AND THE ODDEST PART OF THE 
MATTER WAS, THAT HIS WEALTH, WHICH WAS THE BODY AND SPIRIT OF HIS EXISTENCE, HAD 
DISAPPEARED BEFORE HIS DEATH, LEAVING NOTHING OF HIM BUT A LIVING SKELETON, COVERED 
OVER WITH A WRINKLED, YELLOW SKIN. SINCE THE MELTING AWAY OF HIS GOLD, IT HAD BEEN VERY 
GENERALLY CONCEDED THAT THERE WAS NO SUCH STRIKING RESEMBLANCE, AFTER ALL, BETWIXT 
THE IGNOBLE FEATURES OF THE RUINED MERCHANT AND THAT MAJESTIC FACE UPON THE 
MOUNTAINSIDE. SO THE PEOPLE CEASED TO HONOR HIM DURING HIS LIFETIME, AND QUIETLY 
CONSIGNED HIM TO FORGETFULNESS AFTER HIS DECEASE. ONCE IN A WHILE, IT IS TRUE, HIS 
MEMORY WAS BROUGHT UP IN CONNECTION WITH THE MAGNIFICENT PALACE WHICH HE HAD BUILT, 
AND WHICH HAD LONG AGO BEEN TURNED INTO A HOTEL FOR THE ACCOMMODATION OF 
STRANGERS, MULTITUDES OF WHOM CAME, EVERY SUMMER, TO VISIT THAT FAMOUS NATURAL 
CURIOSITY, THE GREAT STONE FACE. THUS, MR. GATHERGOLD BEING DISCREDITED AND THROWN 
INTO THE SHADE, THE MAN OF PROPHECY WAS YET TO COME.  
 
IT SO HAPPENED THAT A NATIVE-BORN SON OF THE VALLEY, MANY YEARS BEFORE, HAD ENLISTED AS 
A SOLDIER, AND, AFTER A GREAT DEAL OF HARD FIGHTING, HAD NOW BECOME AN ILLUSTRIOUS 
COMMANDER. WHATEVER HE MAY BE CALLED IN HISTORY, HE WAS KNOWN IN CAMPS AND ON THE 
BATTLEFIELD UNDER THE NICKNAME OF OLD BLOOD-AND-THUNDER. THIS WAR-WORN VETERAN, 
BEING NOW INFIRM WITH AGE AND WOUNDS, AND WEARY OF THE TURMOIL OF A MILITARY LIFE, AND 
OF THE ROLL OF THE DRUM AND THE CLANGOR OF THE TRUMPET, THAT HAD SO LONG BEEN RINGING 
IN HIS EARS, HAD LATELY SIGNIFIED A PURPOSE OF RETURNING TO HIS NATIVE VALLEY, HOPING TO 
FIND REPOSE WHERE HE REMEMBERED TO HAVE LEFT IT. THE INHABITANTS, HIS OLD NEIGHBORS 
AND THEIR GROWN-UP CHILDREN, WERE RESOLVED TO WELCOME THE RENOWNED WARRIOR WITH A 
SALUTE OF CANNON AND A PUBLIC DINNER; AND ALL THE MORE ENTHUSIASTICALLY, IT BEING 
AFFIRMED THAT NOW, AT LAST, THE LIKENESS OF THE GREAT STONE FACE HAD ACTUALLY 
APPEARED. AN AID-DE-CAMP OF OLD BLOOD-AND-THUNDER, TRAVELLING THROUGH THE VALLEY, 
WAS SAID TO HAVE BEEN STRUCK WITH THE RESEMBLANCE. MOREOVER THE SCHOOLMATES AND 
EARLY ACQUAINTANCES OF THE GENERAL WERE READY TO TESTIFY, ON OATH, THAT, TO THE BEST 
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OF THEIR RECOLLECTION, THE AFORESAID GENERAL HAD BEEN EXCEEDINGLY LIKE THE MAJESTIC 
IMAGE, EVEN WHEN A BOY, ONLY THAT THE IDEA HAD NEVER OCCURRED TO THEM AT THAT PERIOD. 
GREAT, THEREFORE, WAS THE EXCITEMENT THROUGHOUT THE VALLEY; AND MANY PEOPLE, WHO 
HAD NEVER ONCE THOUGHT OF GLANCING AT THE GREAT STONE FACE FOR YEARS BEFORE, NOW 
SPENT THEIR TIME IN GAZING AT IT, FOR THE SAKE OF KNOWING EXACTLY HOW GENERAL BLOOD-
AND-THUNDER LOOKED. 
 
ON THE DAY OF THE GREAT FESTIVAL, ERNEST, WITH ALL THE OTHER PEOPLE OF THE VALLEY, LEFT 
THEIR WORK, AND PROCEEDED TO THE SPOT WHERE THE SYLVAN BANQUET WAS PREPARED. AS HE 
APPROACHED, THE LOUD VOICE OF THE REV. DR. BATTLEBLAST WAS HEARD, BESEECHING A 
BLESSING ON THE GOOD THINGS SET BEFORE THEM, AND ON THE DISTINGUISHED FRIEND OF PEACE 
IN WHOSE HONOR THEY WERE ASSEMBLED. THE TABLES WERE ARRANGED IN A CLEARED SPACE OF 
THE WOODS, SHUT IN BY THE SURROUNDING TREES, EXCEPT WHERE A VISTA OPENED EASTWARD, 
AND AFFORDED A DISTANT VIEW OF THE GREAT STONE FACE. OVER THE GENERAL’S CHAIR, WHICH 
WAS A RELIC FROM THE HOME OF WASHINGTON, THERE WAS AN ARCH OF VERDANT BOUGHS, WITH 
THE LAUREL PROFUSELY INTERMIXED, AND SURMOUNTED BY HIS COUNTRY'S BANNER, BENEATH 
WHICH HE HAD WON HIS VICTORIES. OUR FRIEND ERNEST RAISED HIMSELF ON HIS TIPTOES, IN HOPES 
TO GET A GLIMPSE OF THE CELEBRATED GUEST; BUT THERE WAS A MIGHTY CROWD ABOUT THE 
TABLES ANXIOUS TO HEAR THE TOASTS AND SPEECHES, AND TO CATCH ANY WORD THAT MIGHT 
FALL FROM THE GENERAL IN REPLY; AND A VOLUNTEER COMPANY, DOING DUTY AS A GUARD, 
PRICKED RUTHLESSLY WITH THEIR BAYONETS AT ANY PARTICULARLY QUIET PERSON AMONG THE 
THRONG. SO ERNEST, BEING OF AN UNOBTRUSIVE CHARACTER, WAS THRUST QUITE INTO THE 
BACKGROUND, WHERE HE COULD SEE NO MORE OF OLD BLOOD-AND-THUNDER’S PHYSIOGNOMY 
THAN IF IT HAD BEEN STILL BLAZING ON THE BATTLEFIELD. TO CONSOLE HIMSELF, HE TURNED 
TOWARDS THE GREAT STONE FACE, WHICH, LIKE A FAITHFUL AND LONG-REMEMBERED FRIEND, 
LOOKED BACK AND SMILED UPON HIM THROUGH THE VISTA OF THE FOREST. MEANTIME, HOWEVER, 
HE COULD OVERHEAR THE REMARKS OF VARIOUS INDIVIDUALS, WHO WERE COMPARING THE 
FEATURES OF THE HERO WITH THE FACE ON THE DISTANT MOUNTAINSIDE. 
 
“T IS THE SAME FACE, TO A HAIR!” CRIED ONE MAN, CUTTING A CAPER FOR JOY.  
 
“WONDERFULLY LIKE, THAT’S A FACT!” RESPONDED ANOTHER.  
 
“LIKE! WHY, I CALL IT OLD BLOOD-AND-THUNDER HIMSELF, IN A MONSTROUS LOOKING-GLASS!” 
CRIED A THIRD.  
 
“AND WHY NOT? HE’S THE GREATEST MAN OF THIS OR ANY OTHER AGE, BEYOND A DOUBT.”  
 
AND THEN ALL THREE OF THE SPEAKERS GAVE A GREAT SHOUT, WHICH COMMUNICATED 
ELECTRICITY TO THE CROWD, AND CALLED FORTH A ROAR FROM A THOUSAND VOICES, THAT WENT 
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REVERBERATING FOR MILES AMONG THE MOUNTAINS, UNTIL YOU MIGHT HAVE SUPPOSED THAT THE 
GREAT STONE FACE HAD POURED ITS THUNDER-BREATH INTO THE CRY. ALL THESE COMMENTS, 
AND THIS VAST ENTHUSIASM, SERVED THE MORE TO INTEREST OUR FRIEND; NOR DID HE THINK OF 
QUESTIONING THAT NOW, AT LENGTH, THE MOUNTAIN-VISAGE HAD FOUND ITS HUMAN 
COUNTERPART. IT IS TRUE, ERNEST HAD IMAGINED THAT THIS LONG-LOOKED-FOR PERSONAGE 
WOULD APPEAR IN THE CHARACTER OF A MAN OF PEACE, UTTERING WISDOM, AND DOING GOOD, 
AND MAKING PEOPLE HAPPY. BUT, TAKING AN HABITUAL BREADTH OF VIEW, WITH ALL HIS 
SIMPLICITY, HE CONTENDED THAT PROVIDENCE SHOULD CHOOSE ITS OWN METHOD OF BLESSING 
MANKIND, AND COULD CONCEIVE THAT THIS GREAT END MIGHT BE EFFECTED EVEN BY A WARRIOR 
AND A BLOODY SWORD, SHOULD INSCRUTABLE WISDOM SEE FIT TO ORDER MATTERS SO. 
 
“THE GENERAL! THE GENERAL!” WAS NOW THE CRY. “HUSH! SILENCE! OLD BLOOD-AND-THUNDER’S 
GOING TO MAKE A SPEECH.”  
 
EVEN SO; FOR, THE CLOTH BEING REMOVED, THE GENERAL’S HEALTH HAD BEEN DRUNK, AMID 
SHOUTS OF APPLAUSE, AND HE NOW STOOD UPON HIS FEET TO THANK THE COMPANY. ERNEST SAW 
HIM. THERE HE WAS, OVER THE SHOULDERS OF THE CROWD, FROM THE TWO GLITTERING EPAULETS 
AND EMBROIDERED COLLAR UPWARD, BENEATH THE ARCH OF GREEN BOUGHS WITH INTERTWINED 
LAUREL, AND THE BANNER DROOPING AS IF TO SHADE HIS BROW! AND THERE, TOO, VISIBLE IN THE 
SAME GLANCE, THROUGH THE VISTA OF THE FOREST, APPEARED THE GREAT STONE FACE! AND 
WAS THERE, INDEED, SUCH A RESEMBLANCE AS THE CROWD HAD TESTIFIED? ALAS, ERNEST COULD 
NOT RECOGNIZE IT! HE BEHELD A WAR-WORN AND WEATHER-BEATEN COUNTENANCE, FULL OF 
ENERGY, AND EXPRESSIVE OF AN IRON WILL; BUT THE GENTLE WISDOM, THE DEEP, BROAD, TENDER 
SYMPATHIES, WERE ALTOGETHER WANTING IN OLD BLOOD-AND-THUNDER'S VISAGE; AND EVEN IF 
THE GREAT STONE FACE HAD ASSUMED HIS LOOK OF STERN COMMAND, THE MILDER TRAITS WOULD 
STILL HAVE TEMPERED IT.  
 
“THIS IS NOT THE MAN OF PROPHECY,” SIGHED ERNEST TO HIMSELF, AS HE MADE HIS WAY OUT OF 
THE THRONG. “AND MUST THE WORLD WAIT LONGER YET.” 
 
THE MISTS HAD CONGREGATED ABOUT THE DISTANT MOUNTAINSIDE, AND THERE WERE SEEN THE 
GRAND AND AWFUL FEATURES OF THE GREAT STONE FACE, AWFUL BUT BENIGNANT, AS IF A 
MIGHTY ANGEL WERE SITTING AMONG THE HILLS, AND ENROBING HIMSELF IN A CLOUD-VESTURE OF 
GOLD AND PURPLE. AS HE LOOKED, ERNEST COULD HARDLY BELIEVE BUT THAT A SMILE BEAMED 
OVER THE WHOLE VISAGE, WITH A RADIANCE STILL BRIGHTENING, ALTHOUGH WITHOUT MOTION OF 
THE LIPS. IT WAS PROBABLY THE EFFECT OF THE WESTERN SUNSHINE, MELTING THROUGH THE 
THINLY DIFFUSED VAPORS THAT HAD SWEPT BETWEEN HIM AND THE OBJECT THAT HE GAZED AT. 
BUT- AS IT ALWAYS DID- THE ASPECT OF HIS MARVELLOUS FRIEND MADE ERNEST AS HOPEFUL AS IF 
HE HAD NEVER HOPED IN VAIN. 
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“FEAR NOT, ERNEST,” SAID HIS HEART, EVEN AS IF THE GREAT FACE WERE WHISPERING HIM- “FEAR 
NOT, ERNEST; HE WILL COME.”  
 

MORE YEARS SPED SWIFTLY AND TRANQUILLY AWAY. ERNEST STILL DWELT IN HIS NATIVE VALLEY, 
AND WAS NOW A MAN OF MIDDLE AGE. BY IMPERCEPTIBLE DEGREES, HE HAD BECOME KNOWN 
AMONG THE PEOPLE. NOW, AS HERETOFORE, HE LABORED FOR HIS BREAD, AND WAS THE SAME 
SIMPLE-HEARTED MAN THAT HE HAD ALWAYS BEEN. BUT HE HAD THOUGHT AND FELT SO MUCH, HE 
HAD GIVEN SO MANY OF THE BEST HOURS OF HIS LIFE TO UNWORLDLY HOPES FOR SOME GREAT 
GOOD TO MANKIND, THAT IT SEEMED AS THOUGH HE HAD BEEN TALKING WITH THE ANGELS, AND 
HAD IMBIBED A PORTION OF THEIR WISDOM UNAWARES. IT WAS VISIBLE IN THE CALM AND WELL-
CONSIDERED BENEFICENCE OF HIS DAILY LIFE, THE QUIET STREAM OF WHICH HAD MADE A WIDE 
GREEN MARGIN ALL ALONG ITS COURSE. NOT A DAY PASSED BY, THAT THE WORLD WAS NOT THE 
BETTER BECAUSE THIS MAN, HUMBLE AS HE WAS, HAD LIVED. HE NEVER STEPPED ASIDE FROM HIS 
OWN PATH, YET WOULD ALWAYS REACH A BLESSING TO HIS NEIGHBOR. ALMOST INVOLUNTARILY, 
TOO, HE HAD BECOME A PREACHER. THE PURE AND HIGH SIMPLICITY OF HIS THOUGHT, WHICH, AS 
ONE OF ITS MANIFESTATIONS, TOOK SHAPE IN THE GOOD DEEDS THAT DROPPED SILENTLY FROM HIS 
HAND, FLOWED ALSO FORTH IN SPEECH. HE UTTERED TRUTHS THAT WROUGHT UPON AND MOULDED 
THE LIVES OF THOSE WHO HEARD HIM. HIS AUDITORS, IT MAY BE, NEVER SUSPECTED THAT ERNEST, 
THEIR OWN NEIGHBOR AND FAMILIAR FRIEND, WAS MORE THAN AN ORDINARY MAN; LEAST OF ALL 
DID ERNEST HIMSELF SUSPECT IT; BUT, INEVITABLY AS THE MURMUR OF A RIVULET, CAME 
THOUGHTS OUT OF HIS MOUTH THAT NO OTHER HUMAN LIPS HAD SPOKEN.  
WHEN THE PEOPLE’S MINDS HAD HAD A LITTLE TIME TO COOL, THEY WERE READY ENOUGH TO 
ACKNOWLEDGE THEIR MISTAKE IN IMAGINING A SIMILARITY BETWEEN GENERAL BLOOD-AND-
THUNDER’S TRUCULENT PHYSIOGNOMY AND THE BENIGN VISAGE ON THE MOUNTAINSIDE. BUT NOW, 
AGAIN, THERE WERE REPORTS AND MANY PARAGRAPHS IN THE NEWSPAPERS, AFFIRMING THAT THE 
LIKENESS OF THE GREAT STONE FACE HAD APPEARED UPON THE BROAD SHOULDERS OF A CERTAIN 
EMINENT STATESMAN. HE, LIKE MR. GATHERGOLD AND OLD BLOOD-AND-THUNDER, WAS A NATIVE 
OF THE VALLEY, BUT HAD LEFT IT IN HIS EARLY DAYS, AND TAKEN UP THE TRADES OF LAW AND 
POLITICS. INSTEAD OF THE RICH MAN'S WEALTH AND THE WARRIOR'S SWORD, HE HAD BUT A 
TONGUE, AND IT WAS MIGHTIER THAN BOTH TOGETHER. SO WONDERFULLY ELOQUENT WAS HE, 
THAT WHATEVER HE MIGHT CHOOSE TO SAY, HIS AUDITORS HAD NO CHOICE BUT TO BELIEVE HIM; 
WRONG LOOKED LIKE RIGHT, AND RIGHT LIKE WRONG; FOR WHEN IT PLEASED HIM, HE COULD MAKE A 
KIND OF ILLUMINATED FOG WITH HIS MERE BREATH, AND OBSCURE THE NATURAL DAYLIGHT WITH IT. 
HIS TONGUE, INDEED, WAS A MAGIC INSTRUMENT: SOMETIMES IT RUMBLED LIKE THE THUNDER; 
SOMETIMES IT WARBLED LIKE THE SWEETEST MUSIC. IT WAS THE BLAST OF WAR -- THE SONG OF 
PEACE; AND IT SEEMED TO HAVE A HEART IN IT, WHEN THERE WAS NO SUCH MATTER. IN GOOD 
TRUTH, HE WAS A WONDROUS MAN; AND WHEN HIS TONGUE HAD ACQUIRED HIM ALL OTHER 
IMAGINABLE SUCCESS- WHEN IT HAD BEEN HEARD IN HALLS OF STATE, AND IN THE COURTS OF 
PRINCES AND POTENTATES--AFTER IT HAD MADE HIM KNOWN ALL OVER THE WORLD, EVEN AS A 
VOICE CRYING FROM SHORE TO SHORE--IT FINALLY PERSUADED HIS COUNTRYMEN TO SELECT HIM 
FOR THE PRESIDENCY. BEFORE THIS TIME--INDEED, AS SOON AS HE BEGAN TO GROW CELEBRATED--
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HIS ADMIRERS HAD FOUND OUT THE RESEMBLANCE BETWEEN HIM AND THE GREAT STONE FACE; 
AND SO MUCH WERE THEY STRUCK BY IT, THAT THROUGHOUT THE COUNTRY THIS DISTINGUISHED 
GENTLEMAN WAS KNOWN BY THE NAME OF OLD STONY PHIZ. THE PHRASE WAS CONSIDERED AS 
GIVING A HIGHLY FAVORABLE ASPECT TO HIS POLITICAL PROSPECTS; FOR, AS IS LIKEWISE THE CASE 
WITH THE POPEDOM, NOBODY EVER BECOMES PRESIDENT WITHOUT TAKING A NAME OTHER THAN 
HIS OWN. 
 
WHILE HIS FRIENDS WERE DOING THEIR BEST TO MAKE HIM PRESIDENT, OLD STONY PHIZ, AS HE 
WAS CALLED, SET OUT ON A VISIT TO THE VALLEY WHERE HE WAS BORN. OF COURSE, HE HAD NO 
OTHER OBJECT THAN TO SHAKE HANDS WITH HIS FELLOW-CITIZENS, AND NEITHER THOUGHT NOR 
CARED ABOUT ANY EFFECT WHICH HIS PROGRESS THROUGH THE COUNTRY MIGHT HAVE UPON THE 
ELECTION. MAGNIFICENT PREPARATIONS WERE MADE TO RECEIVE THE ILLUSTRIOUS STATESMAN; A 
CAVALCADE OF HORSEMEN SET FORTH TO MEET HIM AT THE BOUNDARY LINE OF THE STATE, AND 
ALL THE PEOPLE LEFT THEIR BUSINESS AND GATHERED ALONG THE WAYSIDE TO SEE HIM PASS. 
AMONG THESE WAS ERNEST. THOUGH MORE THAN ONCE DISAPPOINTED, AS WE HAVE SEEN, HE HAD 
SUCH A HOPEFUL AND CONFIDING NATURE, THAT HE WAS ALWAYS READY TO BELIEVE IN WHATEVER 
SEEMED BEAUTIFUL AND GOOD. 
 
HE KEPT HIS HEART CONTINUALLY OPEN, AND THUS WAS SURE TO CATCH THE BLESSING FROM ON 
HIGH WHEN IT SHOULD COME. SO NOW AGAIN, AS BUOYANTLY AS EVER, HE WENT FORTH TO BEHOLD 
THE LIKENESS OF THE GREAT STONE FACE.  
 
 
THE CAVALCADE CAME PRANCING ALONG THE ROAD, WITH A GREAT CLATTERING OF HOOFS AND A 
MIGHTY CLOUD OF DUST, WHICH ROSE UP SO DENSE AND HIGH THAT THE VISAGE OF THE 
MOUNTAINSIDE WAS COMPLETELY HIDDEN FROM ERNEST’S EYES. ALL THE GREAT MEN OF THE 
NEIGHBORHOOD WERE THERE ON HORSEBACK; MILITIA OFFICERS, IN UNIFORM; THE MEMBER OF 
CONGRESS; THE SHERIFF OF THE COUNTY; THE EDITORS OF NEWSPAPERS; AND MANY A FARMER, 
TOO, HAD MOUNTED HIS PATIENT STEED, WITH HIS SUNDAY COAT UPON HIS BACK. IT REALLY WAS A 
VERY BRILLIANT SPECTACLE, ESPECIALLY AS THERE WERE NUMEROUS BANNERS FLAUNTING OVER 
THE CAVALCADE, ON SOME OF WHICH WERE GORGEOUS PORTRAITS OF THE ILLUSTRIOUS 
STATESMAN AND THE GREAT STONE FACE, SMILING FAMILIARLY AT ONE ANOTHER, LIKE TWO 
BROTHERS. IF THE PICTURES WERE TO BE TRUSTED, THE MUTUAL RESEMBLANCE, IT MUST BE 
CONFESSED, WAS MARVELLOUS. WE MUST NOT FORGET TO MENTION THAT THERE WAS A BAND OF 
MUSIC, WHICH MADE THE ECHOES OF THE MOUNTAINS RING AND REVERBERATE WITH THE LOUD 
TRIUMPH OF ITS STRAINS; SO THAT AIRY AND SOUL-THRILLING MELODIES BROKE OUT AMONG ALL 
THE HEIGHTS AND HOLLOWS, AS IF EVERY NOOK OF HIS NATIVE VALLEY HAD FOUND A VOICE, TO 
WELCOME THE DISTINGUISHED GUEST. BUT THE GRANDEST EFFECT WAS WHEN THE FAR-OFF 
MOUNTAIN PRECIPICE FLUNG BACK THE MUSIC; FOR THEN THE GREAT STONE FACE ITSELF SEEMED 
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TO BE SWELLING THE TRIUMPHANT CHORUS, IN ACKNOWLEDGMENT, THAT, AT LENGTH, THE MAN OF 
PROPHECY WAS COME. 
 
ALL THIS WHILE THE PEOPLE WERE THROWING UP THEIR HATS AND SHOUTING, WITH ENTHUSIASM 
SO CONTAGIOUS THAT THE HEART OF ERNEST KINDLED UP, AND HE LIKEWISE THREW UP HIS HAT, 
AND SHOUTED, AS LOUDLY AS THE LOUDEST, “HUZZA FOR THE GREAT MAN! HUZZA FOR OLD STONY 
PHIZ!” BUT AS YET HE HAD NOT SEEN HIM.  
 
“HERE HE IS, NOW!” CRIED THOSE WHO STOOD NEAR ERNEST. “THERE! THERE! LOOK AT OLD STONY 
PHIZ AND THEN AT THE OLD MAN OF THE MOUNTAIN, AND SEE IF THEY ARE NOT AS LIKE AS TWO 
TWIN BROTHERS!”  
 
IN THE MIDST OF ALL THIS GALLANT ARRAY CAME AN OPEN BAROUCHE, DRAWN BY FOUR WHITE 
HORSES; AND IN THE BAROUCHE, WITH HIS MASSIVE HEAD UNCOVERED, SAT THE ILLUSTRIOUS 
STATESMAN, OLD STONY PHIZ HIMSELF.  
 
“CONFESS IT,” SAID ONE OF ERNEST’S NEIGHBORS TO HIM, “THE GREAT STONE FACE HAS MET ITS 
MATCH AT LAST!”  
 
NOW, IT MUST BE OWNED THAT, AT HIS FIRST GLIMPSE OF THE COUNTENANCE WHICH WAS BOWING 
AND SMILING FROM THE BAROUCHE, ERNEST DID FANCY THAT THERE WAS A RESEMBLANCE 
BETWEEN IT AND THE OLD FAMILIAR FACE UPON THE MOUNTAINSIDE. THE BROW, WITH ITS MASSIVE 
DEPTH AND LOFTINESS, AND ALL THE OTHER FEATURES, INDEED, WERE BOLDLY AND STRONGLY 
HEWN, AS IF IN EMULATION OF A MORE THAN HEROIC, OF A TITANIC MODEL. BUT THE SUBLIMITY AND 
STATELINESS, THE GRAND EXPRESSION OF A DIVINE SYMPATHY, THAT ILLUMINATED THE MOUNTAIN 
VISAGE AND ETHEREALIZED ITS PONDEROUS GRANITE SUBSTANCE INTO SPIRIT, MIGHT HERE BE 
SOUGHT IN VAIN. SOMETHING HAD BEEN ORIGINALLY LEFT OUT, OR HAD DEPARTED. AND 
THEREFORE THE MARVELLOUSLY GIFTED STATESMAN HAD ALWAYS A WEARY GLOOM IN THE DEEP 
CAVERNS OF HIS EYES, AS OF A CHILD THAT HAS OUTGROWN ITS PLAYTHINGS OR A MAN OF MIGHTY 
FACULTIES AND LITTLE AIMS, WHOSE LIFE, WITH ALL ITS HIGH PERFORMANCES, WAS VAGUE AND 
EMPTY, BECAUSE NO HIGH PURPOSE HAD ENDOWED IT WITH REALITY.  
  
 STILL, ERNEST’S NEIGHBOR WAS THRUSTING HIS ELBOW INTO HIS SIDE, AND PRESSING HIM FOR AN 
ANSWER.  
 
“CONFESS! CONFESS! IS NOT HE THE VERY PICTURE OF YOUR OLD MAN OF THE MOUNTAIN?”  
 
“NO!” SAID ERNEST, BLUNTLY, “I SEE LITTLE OR NO LIKENESS.”  
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“THEN SO MUCH THE WORSE FOR THE GREAT STONE FACE!” ANSWERED HIS NEIGHBOR; AND AGAIN 
HE SET UP A SHOUT FOR OLD STONY PHIZ.  
 
BUT ERNEST TURNED AWAY, MELANCHOLY, AND ALMOST DESPONDENT: FOR THIS WAS THE 
SADDEST OF HIS DISAPPOINTMENTS, TO BEHOLD A MAN WHO MIGHT HAVE FULFILLED THE 
PROPHECY, AND HAD NOT WILLED TO DO SO. MEANTIME, THE CAVALCADE, THE BANNERS, THE 
MUSIC, AND THE BAROUCHES SWEPT PAST HIM, WITH THE VOCIFEROUS CROWD IN THE REAR, 
LEAVING THE DUST TO SETTLE DOWN, AND THE GREAT STONE FACE TO BE REVEALED AGAIN, WITH 
THE GRANDEUR THAT IT HAD WORN FOR UNTOLD CENTURIES.  
 
“LO, HERE I AM, ERNEST!” THE BENIGN LIPS SEEMED TO SAY. “I HAVE WAITED LONGER THAN THOU, 
AND AM NOT YET WEARY. FEAR NOT; THE MAN WILL COME.”  
 
THE YEARS HURRIED ONWARD, TREADING IN THEIR HASTE ON ONE ANOTHER’S HEELS. AND NOW 
THEY BEGAN TO BRING WHITE HAIRS, AND SCATTER THEM OVER THE HEAD OF ERNEST; THEY MADE 
REVEREND WRINKLES ACROSS HIS FOREHEAD, AND FURROWS IN HIS CHEEKS. HE WAS AN AGED 
MAN. BUT NOT IN VAIN HAD HE GROWN OLD: MORE THAN THE WHITE HAIRS ON HIS HEAD WERE THE 
SAGE THOUGHTS IN HIS MIND; HIS WRINKLES AND FURROWS WERE INSCRIPTIONS THAT TIME HAD 
GRAVED, AND IN WHICH HE HAD WRITTEN LEGENDS OF WISDOM THAT HAD BEEN TESTED BY THE 
TENOR OF A LIFE. AND ERNEST HAD CEASED TO BE OBSCURE. UNSOUGHT FOR, UNDESIRED, HAD 
COME THE FAME WHICH SO MANY SEEK, AND MADE HIM KNOWN IN THE GREAT WORLD, BEYOND THE 
LIMITS OF THE VALLEY IN WHICH HE HAD DWELT SO QUIETLY. COLLEGE PROFESSORS, AND EVEN THE 
ACTIVE MEN OF CITIES, CAME FROM FAR TO SEE AND CONVERSE WITH ERNEST; FOR THE REPORT 
HAD GONE ABROAD THAT THIS SIMPLE HUSBANDMAN HAD IDEAS UNLIKE THOSE OF OTHER MEN, NOT 
GAINED FROM BOOKS, BUT OF A HIGHER TONE- A TRANQUIL AND FAMILIAR MAJESTY, AS IF HE HAD 
BEEN TALKING WITH THE ANGELS AS HIS DAILY FRIENDS. WHETHER IT WERE SAGE, STATESMAN, OR 
PHILANTHROPIST, ERNEST RECEIVED THESE VISITORS WITH THE GENTLE SINCERITY THAT HAD 
CHARACTERIZED HIM FROM BOYHOOD, AND SPOKE FREELY WITH THEM OF WHATEVER CAME 
UPPERMOST, OR LAY DEEPEST IN HIS HEART OR THEIR OWN. WHILE THEY TALKED TOGETHER, HIS 
FACE WOULD KINDLE, UNAWARES, AND SHINE UPON THEM, AS WITH A MILD EVENING LIGHT. PENSIVE 
WITH THE FULNESS OF SUCH DISCOURSE, HIS GUESTS TOOK LEAVE AND WENT THEIR WAY; AND 
PASSING UP THE VALLEY, PAUSED TO LOOK AT THE GREAT STONE FACE, IMAGINING THAT THEY 
HAD SEEN ITS LIKENESS IN A HUMAN COUNTENANCE, BUT COULD NOT REMEMBER WHERE. 
 
WHILE ERNEST HAD BEEN GROWING UP AND GROWING OLD, A BOUNTIFUL PROVIDENCE HAD 
GRANTED A NEW POET TO THIS EARTH. HE, LIKEWISE, WAS A NATIVE OF THE VALLEY, BUT HAD 
SPENT THE GREATER PART OF HIS LIFE AT A DISTANCE FROM THAT ROMANTIC REGION, POURING 
OUT HIS SWEET MUSIC AMID THE BUSTLE AND DIN OF CITIES. OFTEN, HOWEVER, DID THE MOUNTAINS 
WHICH HAD BEEN FAMILIAR TO HIM IN HIS CHILDHOOD LIFT THEIR SNOWY PEAKS INTO THE CLEAR 
ATMOSPHERE OF HIS POETRY. NEITHER WAS THE GREAT STONE FACE FORGOTTEN, FOR THE POET 
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HAD CELEBRATED IT IN AN ODE, WHICH WAS GRAND ENOUGH TO HAVE BEEN UTTERED BY ITS OWN 
MAJESTIC LIPS. THIS MAN OF GENIUS, WE MAY SAY, HAD COME DOWN FROM HEAVEN WITH 
WONDERFUL ENDOWMENTS. IF HE SANG OF A MOUNTAIN, THE EYES OF ALL MANKIND BEHELD A 
MIGHTIER GRANDEUR REPOSING ON ITS BREAST, OR SOARING TO ITS SUMMIT, THAN HAD BEFORE 
BEEN SEEN THERE. IF HIS THEME WERE A LOVELY LAKE, A CELESTIAL SMILE HAD NOW BEEN THROWN 
OVER IT, TO GLEAM FOREVER ON ITS SURFACE. IF IT WERE THE VAST OLD SEA, EVEN THE DEEP 
IMMENSITY OF ITS DREAD BOSOM SEEMED TO SWELL THE HIGHER, AS IF MOVED BY THE EMOTIONS OF 
THE SONG. THUS THE WORLD ASSUMED ANOTHER AND A BETTER ASPECT FROM THE HOUR THAT 
THE POET BLESSED IT WITH HIS HAPPY EYES. THE CREATOR HAD BESTOWED HIM, AS THE LAST BEST 
TOUCH TO HIS OWN HANDIWORK. CREATION WAS NOT FINISHED TILL THE POET CAME TO INTERPRET, 
AND SO COMPLETE IT.  
 
 THE EFFECT WAS NO LESS HIGH AND BEAUTIFUL, WHEN HIS HUMAN BRETHREN WERE THE SUBJECT 
OF HIS VERSE. THE MAN OR WOMAN, SORDID WITH THE COMMON DUST OF LIFE, WHO CROSSED HIS 
DAILY PATH, AND THE LITTLE CHILD WHO PLAYED IN IT, WERE GLORIFIED IF THEY BEHELD HIM IN HIS 
MOOD OF POETIC FAITH. HE SHOWED THE GOLDEN LINKS OF THE GREAT CHAIN THAT INTERTWINED 
THEM WITH AN ANGELIC KINDRED; HE BROUGHT OUT THE HIDDEN TRAITS OF A CELESTIAL BIRTH 
THAT MADE THEM WORTHY OF SUCH KIN. SOME, INDEED, THERE WERE, WHO THOUGHT TO SHOW THE 
SOUNDNESS OF THEIR JUDGMENT BY AFFIRMING THAT ALL THE BEAUTY AND DIGNITY OF THE 
NATURAL WORLD EXISTED ONLY IN THE POET’S FANCY. LET SUCH MEN SPEAK FOR THEMSELVES, 
WHO UNDOUBTEDLY APPEAR TO HAVE BEEN SPAWNED FORTH BY NATURE WITH A CONTEMPTUOUS 
BITTERNESS; SHE PLASTERED THEM UP OUT OF HER REFUSE STUFF, AFTER ALL THE SWINE WERE 
MADE. AS RESPECTS ALL THINGS ELSE, THE PEET’S IDEAL WAS THE TRUEST TRUTH.  
 
THE SONGS OF THIS POET FOUND THEIR WAY TO ERNEST. HE READ THEM AFTER HIS CUSTOMARY 
TOIL, SEATED ON THE BENCH BEFORE HIS COTTAGE-DOOR, WHERE FOR SUCH A LENGTH OF TIME HE 
HAD FILLED HIS REPOSE WITH THOUGHT, BY GAZING AT THE GREAT STONE FACE. AND NOW AS HE 
READ STANZAS THAT CAUSED THE SOUL TO THRILL WITHIN HIM, HE LIFTED HIS EYES TO THE VAST 
COUNTENANCE BEAMING ON HIM SO BENIGNANTLY. 
 
“O MAJESTIC FRIEND,” HE MURMURED, ADDRESSING THE GREAT STONE FACE, “IS NOT THIS MAN 
WORTHY TO RESEMBLE THEE?”  
 
THE FACE SEEMED TO SMILE, BUT ANSWERED NOT A WORD.  
 
NOW IT HAPPENED THAT THE POET, THOUGH HE DWELT SO FAR AWAY, HAD NOT ONLY HEARD OF 
ERNEST, BUT HAD MEDITATED MUCH UPON HIS CHARACTER, UNTIL HE DEEMED NOTHING SO 
DESIRABLE AS TO MEET THIS MAN, WHOSE UNTAUGHT WISDOM WALKED HAND IN HAND WITH THE 
NOBLE SIMPLICITY OF HIS LIFE.  
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ONE SUMMER MORNING, THEREFORE, HE TOOK PASSAGE BY THE RAILROAD, AND, IN THE DECLINE OF 
THE AFTERNOON, ALIGHTED FROM THE CARS AT NO GREAT DISTANCE FROM ERNEST’S COTTAGE. 
THE GREAT HOTEL, WHICH HAD FORMERLY BEEN THE PALACE OF MR. GATHERGOLD, WAS CLOSE AT 
HAND, BUT THE POET, WITH HIS CARPETBAG ON HIS ARM, INQUIRED AT ONCE WHERE ERNEST 
DWELT, AND WAS RESOLVED TO BE ACCEPTED AS HIS GUEST.  
 
APPROACHING THE DOOR, HE THERE FOUND THE GOOD OLD MAN, HOLDING A VOLUME IN HIS HAND, 
WHICH ALTERNATELY HE READ, AND THEN, WITH A FINGER BETWEEN THE LEAVES, LOOKED 
LOVINGLY AT THE GREAT STONE FACE.  
 
“GOOD EVENING,” SAID THE POET. “CAN YOU GIVE A TRAVELLER A NIGHT’S LODGING?”  
 
“WILLINGLY,” ANSWERED ERNEST; AND THEN HE ADDED, SMILING, “METHINKS I NEVER SAW THE 
GREAT STONE FACE LOOK SO HOSPITABLY AT A STRANGER.” 
 
THE POET SAT DOWN ON THE BENCH BESIDE HIM, AND HE AND ERNEST TALKED TOGETHER. OFTEN 
HAD THE POET HELD INTERCOURSE WITH THE WITTIEST AND THE WISEST, BUT NEVER BEFORE WITH 
A MAN LIKE ERNEST, WHOSE THOUGHTS AND FEELINGS GUSHED UP WITH SUCH A NATURAL 
FEELING, AND WHO MADE GREAT TRUTHS SO FAMILIAR BY HIS SIMPLE UTTERANCE OF THEM. 
ANGELS, AS HAD BEEN SO OFTEN SAID, SEEMED TO HAVE WROUGHT WITH HIM AT HIS LABOR IN THE 
FIELDS; ANGELS SEEMED TO HAVE SAT WITH HIM BY THE FIRESIDE; AND, DWELLING WITH ANGELS AS 
FRIEND WITH FRIENDS, HE HAD IMBIBED THE SUBLIMITY OF THEIR IDEAS, AND IMBUED IT WITH THE 
SWEET AND LOWLY CHARM OF HOUSEHOLD WORDS. SO THOUGHT THE POET. AND ERNEST, ON THE 
OTHER HAND, WAS MOVED AND AGITATED BY THE LIVING IMAGES WHICH THE POET FLUNG OUT OF 
HIS MIND, AND WHICH PEOPLED ALL THE AIR ABOUT THE COTTAGE-DOOR WITH SHAPES OF BEAUTY, 
BOTH GAY AND PENSIVE. THE SYMPATHIES OF THESE TWO MEN INSTRUCTED THEM WITH A 
PROFOUNDER SENSE THAN EITHER COULD HAVE ATTAINED ALONE. THEIR MINDS ACCORDED INTO 
ONE STRAIN, AND MADE DELIGHTFUL MUSIC WHICH NEITHER OF THEM COULD HAVE CLAIMED AS ALL 
HIS OWN, NOR DISTINGUISHED HIS OWN SHARE FROM THE OTHER'S. THEY LED ONE ANOTHER, AS IT 
WERE, INTO A HIGH PAVILION OF THEIR THOUGHTS, SO REMOTE, AND HITHERTO SO DIM, THAT THEY 
HAD NEVER ENTERED IT BEFORE, AND SO BEAUTIFUL THAT THEY DESIRED TO BE THERE ALWAYS. 
AS ERNEST LISTENED TO THE POET, HE IMAGINED THAT THE GREAT STONE FACE WAS BENDING 
FORWARD TO LISTEN TOO. HE GAZED EARNESTLY INTO THE POET’S GLOWING EYES.  
“WHO ARE YOU, MY STRANGELY GIFTED GUEST?” HE SAID.  
 
THE POET LAID HIS FINGER ON THE VOLUME THAT ERNEST HAD BEEN READING.  
 
“YOU HAVE READ THESE POEMS,” SAID HE. “YOU KNOW ME, THEN - FOR I WROTE THEM.”  
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AGAIN, AND STILL MORE EARNESTLY THAN BEFORE, ERNEST EXAMINED THE POET’S FEATURES; 
THEN TURNED TOWARDS THE GREAT STONE FACE; THEN BACK, WITH AN UNCERTAIN ASPECT, TO 
HIS GUEST. BUT HIS COUNTENANCE FELL; HE SHOOK HIS HEAD, AND SIGHED.  
 
“WHEREFORE ARE YOU SAD?” INQUIRED THE POET. “BECAUSE,” REPLIED ERNEST, “ALL THROUGH 
LIFE I HAVE AWAITED THE FULFILMENT OF A PROPHECY; AND, WHEN I READ THESE POEMS, I HOPED 
THAT IT MIGHT BE FULFILLED IN YOU.”  
 
“YOU HOPED,” ANSWERED THE POET, FAINTLY SMILING, “TO FIND IN ME THE LIKENESS OF THE 
GREAT STONE FACE. AND YOU ARE DISAPPOINTED, AS FORMERLY WITH MR. GATHERGOLD, AND 
OLD BLOOD-AND-THUNDER, AND OLD STONY PHIZ. YES, ERNEST, IT IS MY DOOM. YOU MUST ADD MY 
NAME TO THE ILLUSTRIOUS THREE, AND RECORD ANOTHER FAILURE OF YOUR HOPES. FOR IN SHAME 
AND SADNESS DO I SPEAK IT, ERNEST--I AM NOT WORTHY TO BE TYPIFIED BY YONDER BENIGN AND 
MAJESTIC IMAGE.” 
 
“AND WHY?” ASKED ERNEST. HE POINTED TO THE VOLUME. “ARE NOT THOSE THOUGHTS DIVINE?”  
  
TIRED OF READING? ADD THIS PAGE TO YOUR BOOKMARKS OR FAVORITES AND FINISH IT LATER.  
  
 “THEY HAVE A STRAIN OF THE DIVINITY,” REPLIED THE POET. “YOU CAN HEAR IN THEM THE FAR-OFF 
ECHO OF A HEAVENLY SONG. BUT MY LIFE, DEAR ERNEST, HAS NOT CORRESPONDED WITH MY 
THOUGHT. I HAVE HAD GRAND DREAMS, BUT THEY HAVE BEEN ONLY DREAMS, BECAUSE I HAVE LIVED 
-- AND THAT, TOO, BY MY OWN CHOICE AMONG POOR AND MEAN REALITIES. SOMETIMES, EVEN -- 
SHALL I DARE TO SAY IT?-- I LACK FAITH IN THE GRANDEUR, THE BEAUTY, AND THE GOODNESS, 
WHICH MY OWN WORKS ARE SAID TO HAVE MADE MORE EVIDENT IN NATURE AND IN HUMAN LIFE. 
WHY, THEN, PURE SEEKER OF THE GOOD AND TRUE, SHOULDST THOU HOPE TO FIND ME, IN YONDER 
IMAGE OF THE DIVINE?”  
 
THE POET SPOKE SADLY, AND HIS EYES WERE DIM WITH TEARS. SO, LIKEWISE, WERE THOSE OF 
ERNEST.  
 
AT THE HOUR OF SUNSET, AS HAD LONG BEEN HIS FREQUENT CUSTOM, ERNEST WAS TO DISCOURSE 
TO AN ASSEMBLAGE OF THE NEIGHBORING INHABITANTS IN THE OPEN AIR. HE AND THE POET, ARM 
IN ARM, STILL TALKING TOGETHER AS THEY WENT ALONG, PROCEEDED TO THE SPOT. IT WAS A 
SMALL NOOK AMONG THE HILLS, WITH A GRAY PRECIPICE BEHIND, THE STERN FRONT OF WHICH WAS 
RELIEVED BY THE PLEASANT FOLIAGE OF MANY CREEPING PLANTS THAT MADE A TAPESTRY FOR 
THE NAKED ROCK, BY HANGING THEIR FESTOONS FROM ALL ITS RUGGED ANGLES. AT A SMALL 
ELEVATION ABOVE THE GROUND, SET IN A RICH FRAMEWORK OF VERDURE, THERE APPEARED A 
NICHE, SPACIOUS ENOUGH TO ADMIT A HUMAN FIGURE, WITH FREEDOM FOR SUCH GESTURES AS 
SPONTANEOUSLY ACCOMPANY EARNEST THOUGHT AND GENUINE EMOTION. INTO THIS NATURAL 
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PULPIT ERNEST ASCENDED, AND THREW A LOOK OF FAMILIAR KINDNESS AROUND UPON HIS 
AUDIENCE. THEY STOOD, OR SAT, OR RECLINED UPON THE GRASS, AS SEEMED GOOD TO EACH, WITH 
THE DEPARTING SUNSHINE FALLING OBLIQUELY OVER THEM, AND MINGLING ITS SUBDUED 
CHEERFULNESS WITH THE SOLEMNITY OF A GROVE OF ANCIENT TREES, BENEATH AND AMID THE 
BOUGHS OF WHICH THE GOLDEN RAYS WERE CONSTRAINED TO PASS. IN ANOTHER DIRECTION WAS 
SEEN THE GREAT STONE FACE, WITH THE SAME CHEER, COMBINED WITH THE SAME SOLEMNITY, IN 
ITS BENIGNANT ASPECT.  
  
ERNEST BEGAN TO SPEAK, GIVING TO THE PEOPLE OF WHAT WAS IN HIS HEART AND MIND. HIS 
WORDS HAD POWER, BECAUSE THEY ACCORDED WITH HIS THOUGHTS; AND HIS THOUGHTS HAD 
REALITY AND DEPTH, BECAUSE THEY HARMONIZED WITH THE LIFE WHICH HE HAD ALWAYS LIVED. IT 
WAS NOT MERE BREATH THAT THIS PREACHER UTTERED; THEY WERE THE WORDS OF LIFE, BECAUSE 
A LIFE OF GOOD DEEDS AND HOLY LOVE WAS MELTED INTO THEM. PEARLS, PURE AND RICH, HAD 
BEEN DISSOLVED INTO THIS PRECIOUS DRAUGHT. THE POET, AS HE LISTENED, FELT THAT THE BEING 
AND CHARACTER OF ERNEST WERE A NOBLER STRAIN OF POETRY THAN HE HAD EVER WRITTEN.  
 
HIS EYES GLISTENING WITH TEARS, HE GAZED REVERENTIALLY AT THE VENERABLE MAN, AND SAID 
WITHIN HIMSELF THAT NEVER WAS THERE AN ASPECT SO WORTHY OF A PROPHET AND A SAGE AS 
THAT MILD, SWEET, THOUGHTFUL COUNTENANCE, WITH THE GLORY OF WHITE HAIR DIFFUSED 
ABOUT IT. AT A DISTANCE, BUT DISTINCTLY TO BE SEEN, HIGH UP IN THE GOLDEN LIGHT OF THE 
SETTING SUN, APPEARED THE GREAT STONE FACE, WITH HOARY MISTS AROUND IT, LIKE THE WHITE 
HAIRS AROUND .THE BROW OF ERNEST. ITS LOOK OF GRAND BENEFICENCE SEEMED TO EMBRACE 
THE WORLD.  
 
AT THAT MOMENT, IN SYMPATHY WITH A THOUGHT WHICH HE WAS ABOUT TO UTTER, THE FACE OF 
ERNEST ASSUMED A GRANDEUR OF EXPRESSION, SO IMBUED WITH BENEVOLENCE, THAT THE POET, 
BY AN IRRESISTIBLE IMPULSE, THREW HIS ARMS ALOFT AND SHOUTED-“BEHOLD! BEHOLD! ERNEST IS 
HIMSELF THE LIKENESS OF THE GREAT STONE FACE!”  
 
THEN ALL THE PEOPLE LOOKED AND SAW THAT WHAT THE DEEP-SIGHTED POET SAID WAS TRUE. 
THE PROPHECY WAS FULFILLED. BUT ERNEST, HAVING FINISHED WHAT HE HAD TO SAY, TOOK THE 
POET'S ARM, AND WALKED SLOWLY HOMEWARD, STILL HOPING THAT SOME WISER AND BETTER MAN 
THAN HIMSELF WOULD BY AND BY APPEAR, BEARING A RESEMBLANCE TO THE GREAT STONE 
FACE. 
 
 
 
 

. 
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Note from Internet Publisher: Donald L. Potter 

July 26, 2007 

The purpose of this uppercase (small caps) edition of Nathaniel Hawthorne’s 
The Great Stone Face is to provide students, who were taught to read with sight-
words written with lowercase letters, to overcome their sight-word instruction 
induced whole-word dyslexia. Uppercase letters provide the advantage of not 
possessing any shape, other than squares and rectangles. The absences of ascenders 
(d, l, t, b, h, t) or decenders (p, g, q, y) will help the readers - who initially 
developed artificially induced whole-word dyslexia by becoming dependent on the 
configuration of the words assisted by overuse of context (semantic and syntactic) 
for identifying words will be able - to quit depending on these features and thereby 
overcome their whole-word dyslexia.  

The advantages of using capitals can be demonstrated by these words: bag, beg, 
big, bog, bug; did bid dib bib. These five words all have the same shape and are 
often confused by students who learned to read by the whole-word memorization 
method. Even when phonics was taught later, the sight-word reflex remains 
dominant in word identification. On the other hand look at the same words in 
uppercase: BAG, BEG, BIG, BOG, BUG; DID, BID, DIB, BIB.  All possess the 
same shape and cannot possibly be identified without looking at all the letters 
instead of just the shape for the word. 

Students with dyslexia are able to read the uppercase faster and far more accurately 
than the lowercase words. The increases in speed and accuracy gained practicing 
reading stories in uppercase transfers to later reading in lowercase.  

 More information on artificially induced whole-word dyslexia can be found on 
the Education Page of my website, www.donpotter.net and www.blendphonics.org. 

Revised on 7/7/2016. I switched to Small Caps so that names and beginning 
letters of sentences are slightly taller to indicate proper sentence form.    
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Don:  Thanks for letting know.  We all know his work will live on in all those 
who benefited by his pioneering work.   

  
From: don@donpotter.net 
To: slblu123@verizon.net (Samuel L. Blumenfeld) 
Subject: Ed Miller 
Date: Thu, 16 Sep 2010 22:14:19 -0500 
 
Dear Sam, 
 
My heart was saddened today to hear that Edward Miller passed away last June. 

I called his number, and his grandson Kyle answered. You will recall that Kyle 
was the first student Ed taught who had artificially induced whole-word dyslexia 
before going to school because of Dr. Seuss books. He just happened to be at Ed’s 
wife’s house helping her out with somethings. We had a very cordial visit. Kyle 
told me the beautiful story about his grandfather's work teaching him to read. 

 
I asked him about Ed’s associate Rick Dixon. Kyle told me that he is in Real 
Estate. It seems that he is not involved in the literacy crusade at this time. Kyle 
promised to give him my email. Perhaps he has gone back to fishing like the 
Apostle Peter. There is a great campaign that needs to be fought, and we need all 
the experienced leaders we can get. I hope to visit with him soon. I have Ed’s 2004  
Update to his FTC Complaint, which I plan to publish shortly. 
 
Since I have not heard much from Ed over the years, I was not sure if he was aware 
of my earnest efforts to disseminate his information through my website. Kyle 
assured me that Ed was very much aware of my work in this area. 
 
It is with a heavy heart that I send you this letter about our dear Coworker’s 
passing, but also with a heart aflame with renewed zeal to pursue the straight path 
he blazed for us to eradicate educational dyslexia from our land. 
 
Don Potter 
 

 


