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PROLOGUE

"You must give me a moment," said the old man, leaning back.

Percy resettled himself in his chair and waited, chin on hand.

It was a very silent room in which the three men sat, furnished with
the extreme common sense of the period. It had neither window nor
door; for it was now sixty years since the world, recognising that spaceis
not confined to the surface of the globe, had begun to burrow in earnest.
Old Mr. Templeton's house stood some forty feet below the level of the
Thames embankment, in what was considered a somewhat commodious
position, for he had only a hundred yards to walk before he reached the
station of the Second Central Motor-circle, and a quarter of a mile to the
volor-station at Blackfriars. He was over ninety years old, however, and
seldom left his house now. The room itself was lined throughout with
the delicate green jade-enamel prescribed by the Board of Health, and
was suffused with the artificial sunlight discovered by the great Reuter
forty years before; it had the colour-tone of a spring wood, and was
warmed and ventilated through the classical frieze grating to the exact
temperature of 18 degrees Centigrade. Mr. Templeton was a plain man,
content to live as his father had lived before him. The furniture, too, was
a little old-fashioned in make and design, constructed however accord-
ing to the prevailing system of soft asbestosenamel welded over iron, in-
destructible, pleasantto the touch, and resembling mahogany. A couple
of book-caseswell filled ran on either side of the bronze pedestal electric
fire before which sat the three men; and in the further corners stood the
hydraulic lifts that gave entrance, the one to the bedroom, the other to
the corridor fifty feet up which opened on to the Embankment.

Father Percy Franklin, the elder of the two priests, was rather a
remarkable-looking man, not more than thirty-five years old, but with
hair that was white throughout; his grey eyes, under black eyebrows,
were peculiarly bright and almost passionate; but his prominent nose
and chin and the extreme decisiveness of his mouth reassured the ob-
server as to his will. Strangers usually looked twice at him.

Father Francis, however, sitting in his upright chair on the other side
of the hearth, brought down the average; for, though his brown eyes
were pleasant and pathetic, there was no strength in his face; there was
even a tendency to feminine melancholy in the corners of his mouth and
the marked droop of his eyelids.



Mr. Templeton was just a very old man, with a strong face in folds,
clean-shavenlike the rest of the world, and was now lying back on his
water-pillows with the quilt over his feet.

At last he spoke, glancing first at Percy, on his left.

"Well," he said, "it is a great businessto remember exactly; but this is
how | put it to myself."

“In England our party was first seriously alarmed at the Labour Parlia-
ment of 1917.That showed us how deeply Herveism had impregnated
the whole social atmosphere. There had been Socialists before, but none
like Gustave Herve in his old ageNat least no one of the same power.
He, perhaps you have read, taught absolute Materialism and Socialism
developed to their logical issues. Patriotism, he said, was a relic of bar-
barism; and sensual enjoyment was the only certain good. Of course,
every one laughed at him. It was said that without religion there could
be no adequate motive among the massesfor even the simplest social or-
der. But he was right, it seemed. After the fall of the French Church at
the beginning of the century and the massacresof 1914,the bourgeoisie
settled down to organise itself; and that extraordinary movement began
in earnest, pushed through by the middle classes,with no patriotism, no
classdistinctions, practically no army. Of course, Freemasonry directed it
all. This spread to Germany, where the influence of Karl Marx had
alreadyN-"

"Yes, sir," put in Percy smoothly, "but what of England, if you don't
mindN-"

"Ah, yes; England. Well, in 1917 the Labour party gathered up the
reins, and Communism really began. That was long before | can remem-
ber, of course, but my father used to date it from then. The only wonder
was that things did not go forward more quickly; but | suppose there
was a good deal of Tory leaven left. Besides, centuries generally run
slower than is expected, especially after beginning with an impulse. But
the new order began then; and the Communists have never suffered a
serious reverse since, except the little one in '25. Blenkin founded 'The
New People'then; and the 'Times' dropped out; but it was not, strangely
enough, till '35 that the House of Lords fell for the last time. The Estab-
lished Church had gone finally in '29."

"And the religious effect of that?" asked Percy swiftly, asthe old man
paused to cough slightly, lifting his inhaler. The priest was anxious to
keep to the point.



"It was an effect itself," said the other, "rather than a cause.You see,
the Ritualists, asthey used to call them, after a desperate attempt to get
into the Labour swim, cameinto the Church after the Convocation of '19,
when the Nicene Creed dropped out; and there was no real enthusiasm
exceptamong them. But so far asthere was an effect from the final Dises-
tablishment, | think it was that what was left of the State Church melted
into the Free Church, and the Free Church was, after all, nothing more
than a little sentiment. The Bible was completely given up as an author-
ity after the renewed German attacksin the twenties; and the Divinity of
our Lord, some think, had gone all but in name by the beginning of the
century. The Kenotic theory had provided for that. Then there was that
strange little movement among the Free Churchmen even earlier; when
ministers who did no more than follow the swimNwho were sensitive to
draughts, soto speakNbroke off from their old positions. It is curious to
read in the history of the time how they were hailed as independent
thinkers. It was just exactly what they were notE . Where was 1? Oh,
yesE . Well, that cleared the ground for us, and the Church made ex-
traordinary progress for a whileNextraordinary, that is, under the cir-
cumstances, because you must remember, things were very different
from twenty, or even ten, years before. | mean that, roughly speaking,
the severing of the sheep and the goats had begun. The religious people
were practically all Catholics and Individualists; the irreligious people
rejected the supernatural altogether, and were, to a man, Materialists and
Communists. But we made progress becausewe had a few exceptional
menNDelaney the philosopher, McArthur and Largent, the philanthrop-
Ists, and so on. It really seemed as if Delaney and his disciples might
carry everything before them. You remember his '‘Analogy'? Oh, yes, it is
all in the text-booksE .

"Well, then, at the close of the Vatican Council, which had been called
in the nineteenth century, and never dissolved, we lost a great number
through the final definitions. The 'Exodus of the Intellectuals' the world
called itN-"

“The Biblical decisions," put in the younger priest.

“That partly; and the whole conflict that began with the rise of
Modernism at the beginning of the century but much more the condem-
nation of Delaney, and of the New Transcendentalism generally, as it
was then understood. He died outside the Church, you know. Then there
was the condemnation of Sciotti's book on Comparative ReligionE
After that the Communists went on by strides, although by very slow
ones. It seemsextraordinary to you, | dare say, but you cannot imagine



the excitement when the NecessarylradesBill becamelaw in '60. People
thought that all enterprise would stop when so many professions were
nationalised; but, you know, it didn't. Certainly the nation was behind
it."

"What year was the Two-Thirds Majority Bill passed?" asked Percy.

"Oh! long beforeNwithin a year or two of the fall of the House of
Lords. It was necessary,| think, or the Individualists would have gone
raving madE . Well, the NecessarylradesBill was inevitable: people had
begun to seethat even so far back as the time when the railways were
municipalised. For a while there was a burst of art; becauseall the Indi-
vidualists who could went in for it (it was then that the Toller school was
founded); but they soon drifted back into Government employment;
after all, the six-per-cent limit for all individual enterprise was not much
of a temptation; and Government paid well."

Percy shook his head.

"Yes; but | cannot understand the present state of affairs. You said just
now that things went slowly?"

"Yes,"said the old man, "but you must remember the Poor Laws. That
established the Communists for ever. Certainly Braithwaite knew his
business."

The younger priest looked up inquiringly.

"The abolition of the old workhouse system," said Mr. Templeton. "It is
all ancient history to you, of course; but | remember as if it was yester-
day. It was that which brought down what was still called the Monarchy
and the Universities."

"Ah," said Percy. "l should like to hear you talk about that, sir."

"Presently, fatherE . Well, this is what Braithwaite did. By the old sys-
tem all paupers were treated alike, and resented it. By the new system
there were the three grades that we have now, and the enfranchisement
of the two higher grades. Only the absolutely worthless were assignedto
the third grade, and treated more or less as criminalsNof course after
careful examination. Then there was the reorganisation of the Old Age
Pensions. Well, don't you see how strong that made the Communists?
The IndividualistsNthey were still called Tories when | was a boyNthe
Individualists have had no chancesince. They are no more than a worn-
out drag now. The whole of the working classesNand that meant ninety-
nine of a hundredNwere all against them."

Percy looked up; but the other went on.

“Then there was the Prison Reform Bill under Macpherson, and the ab-
olition of capital punishment; there was the final Education Act of '59,



whereby dogmatic secularism was established; the practical abolition of
inheritance under the reformation of the Death DutiesN-"

"l forget what the old system was," said Percy.

"Why, it seemsincredible, but the old system was that all paid alike.
First came the Heirloom Act, and then the change by which inherited
wealth paid three times the duty of earned wealth, leading up to the ac-
ceptance of Karl Marx's doctrines in '89Nbut the former camein '77E .
Well, all these things kept England up to the level of the Continent; she
had only been just in time to join in with the final scheme of Western
Free Trade. That was the first effect, you remember, of the Socialists' vic-
tory in Germany."

"And how did we keep out of the Eastern War?" asked Percy
anxiously.

"Oh! that's a long story; but, in aword, America stopped us; so we lost
India and Australia. | think that was the nearestto the downfall of the
Communists since '25. But Braithwaite got out of it very cleverly by get-
ting us the protectorate of South Africa once and for all. He was an old
man then, too."

Mr. Templeton stopped to cough again. Father Francis sighed and shif-
ted in his chair.

"And America?" asked Percy.

"Ah! all that is very complicated. But she knew her strength and an-
nexed Canada the same year. That was when we were at our weakest."

Percy stood up.

"Have you a Comparative Atlas, sir?" he asked.

The old man pointed to a shelf.

“There," he said.

Percy looked at the sheetsa minute or two in silence, spreading them
on his knees.

"It is all much simpler, certainly," he murmured, glancing first at the
old complicated colouring of the beginning of the twentieth century, and
then at the three great washes of the twenty-first.

He moved his finger along Asia. The words EASTERN EMPIRE ran
across the pale yellow, from the Ural Mountains on the left to the
Behring Straits on the right, curling round in giant letters through India,
Australia, and New Zealand. He glanced at the red; it was considerably
smaller, but still important enough, considering that it covered not only
Europe proper, but all Russia up to the Ural Mountains, and Africa to the
south. The blue-labelled AMERICAN REPUBLIC swept over the whole



of that continent, and disappeared right round to the left of the Western
Hemisphere in a shower of blue sparks on the white sea.

"Yes, it's simpler," said the old man drily.

Percy shut the book and set it by his chair.

"And what next, sir? What will happen?"

The old Tory statesman smiled.

"God knows," he said. "If the Eastern Empire choosesto move, we can
do nothing. | don't know why they have not moved. | suppose it is be-
cause of religious differences."

"Europe will not split?" asked the priest.

“"No, no. We know our danger now. And America would certainly
help us. But, all the same, God help usNor you, | should rather sayNif
the Empire does move! She knows her strength at last."

There was silence for a moment or two. A faint vibration trembled
through the deep-sunk room as some huge machine went past on the
broad boulevard overhead.

"Prophesy, sir," said Percy suddenly. "I mean about religion."

Mr. Templeton inhaled another long breath from his instrument. Then
again he took up his discourse.

"Briefly," he said, "there are three forcesNCatholicism, Humanitarian-
iIsm, and the Eastern religions. About the third | cannot prophesy,
though | think the Sufis will be victorious. Anything may happen; Eso-
tericism is making enormous stridesNand that means Pantheism; and
the blending of the Chinese and Japanesedynasties throws out all our
calculations. But in Europe and America, there is no doubt that the
struggle lies between the other two. We can neglect everything else.And,
| think, if you wish me to say what | think, that, humanly speaking,
Catholicism will decreaserapidly now. It is perfectly true that Protest-
antism is dead. Men do recognise at last that a supernatural Religion in-
volves an absolute authority, and that Private Judgment in matters of
faith is nothing else than the beginning of disintegration. And it is also
true that since the Catholic Church is the only institution that even
claims supernatural authority, with all its merciless logic, she has again
the allegiance of practically all Christians who have any supernatural be-
lief left. There are a few faddists left, especially in America and here; but
they are negligible. That is all very well; but, on the other hand, you
must remember that Humanitarianism, contrary to all persons' expecta-
tions, is becoming an actual religion itself, though anti-supernatural. It is
Pantheism; it is developing a ritual under Freemasonry; it has a creed,
'‘God is Man,' and the rest. It has therefore a real food of a sort to offer to



religious cravings; it idealises, and yet it makes no demand upon the
spiritual faculties. Then, they have the use of all the churches except
ours, and all the Cathedrals; and they are beginning at last to encourage
sentiment. Then, they may display their symbols and we may not: | think
that they will be established legally in another ten years at the latest.

"Now, we Catholics, remember, are losing; we have lost steadily for
more than fifty years.| suppose that we have, nominally, about one-forti-
eth of America nowNand that is the result of the Catholic movement of
the early twenties. In France and Spain we are nowhere; in Germany we
are less. We hold our position in the East, certainly; but even there we
have not more than one in two hundredNso the statistics sayNand we
are scattered. In Italy? Well, we have Rome again to ourselves, but noth-
ing else; here, we have Ireland altogether and perhaps one in sixty of
England, Wales and Scotland; but we had one in forty seventy years ago.
Then there is the enormous progress of psychologyNall clean against us
for at least a century. First, you see,there was Materialism, pure and
simple that failed more or lessNit was too crudeNuntil psychology came
to the rescue.Now psychology claims all the rest of the ground; and the
supernatural senseseemsaccounted for. That's the claim. No, father, we
are losing; and we shall go on losing, and | think we must even be ready
for a catastrophe at any moment."

"ButN-" began Percy.

"You think that weak for an old man on the edge of the grave. Well, it
Is what | think. | seeno hope. In fact, it seemsto me that even now
something may come on us quickly. No; | see no hope untilN-"

Percy looked up sharply.

"Until our Lord comes back," said the old statesman.

Father Francis sighed once more, and there fell a silence.

"And the fall of the Universities?" said Percy at last.

"My dear father, it was exactly like the fall of the Monasteries under
Henry VIIINthe same results, the same arguments, the same incidents.
They were the strongholds of Individualism, asthe Monasteries were the
strongholds of Papalism; and they were regarded with the samekind of
awe and envy. Then the usual sort of remarks began about the amount of
port wine drunk; and suddenly people said that they had done their
work, that the inmates were mistaking means for ends; and there was a
great deal more reason for saying it. After all, granted the supernatural,
Religious Houses are an obvious consequence;but the object of secular
education is presumably the production of something visibleNeither



character or competence; and it became quite impossible to prove that
the Universities produced eitherNwhich was worth having. The distinc-
tion between [Greek: ou] and [Greek: me] is not an end in itself; and the
kind of person produced by its study was not one which appealed to
England in the twentieth century. | am not sure that it appealed even to
me much (and | was always a strong Individualist)Nexcept by way of
pathosN-"

"Yes?" said Percy.

"Oh, it was pathetic enough. The Science Schools of Cambridge and
the Colonial Department of Oxford were the last hope; and then those
went. The old dons crept about with their books, but nobody wanted
themNthey were too purely theoretical; some drifted into the poor-
houses,first or second grade; some were taken care of by charitable cler-
gymen; there was that attempt to concentratein Dublin; but it failed, and
people soon forgot them. The buildings, asyou know, were used for all
kinds of things. Oxford becamean engineering establishment for a while,
and Cambridge a kind of Government laboratory. | was at King's Col-
lege, you know. Of courseit was all as horrible asit could beNthough |
am glad they kept the chapel open even asa museum. It was not nice to
see the chantries filled with anatomical specimens. However, | don't
think it was much worse than keeping stoves and surplices in them."

"What happened to you?"

"Oh! | was in Parliament very soon; and | had a little money of my
own, too. But it was very hard on some of them; they had little pensions,
at least all who were past work. And yet, | don't know: | suppose it had
to come. They were very little more than picturesque survivals, you
know; and had not even the grace of a religious faith about them."

Percy sighed again, looking at the humorously reminiscent face of the
old man. Then he suddenly changed the subject again.

"What about this European parliament?" he said.

The old man started.

"Oh!E | think it will pass,”he said, "if a man can be found to push it.
All this last century has beenleading up to it, asyou see.Patriotism has
been dying fast; but it ought to have died, like slavery and so forth, un-
der the influence of the Catholic Church. As it is, the work hasbeendone
without the Church; and the result is that the world is beginning to range
itself against us: it is an organised antagonismN a kind of Catholic anti-
Church. Democracy has done what the Divine Monarchy should have
done. If the proposal passes| think we may expect something like
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persecution once moreE . But, again, the Eastern invasion may save us,
if it comes offE . | do not knowE ."

Percy sat still yet a moment; then he stood up suddenly.

"I must go, sir,” he said, relapsing into Esperanto. "It is past nineteen
o'clock. Thank you so much. Are you coming, father?"

Father Francis stood up also, in the dark grey suit permitted to priests,
and took up his hat.

"Well, father,"” said the old man again, "come again some day, if |
haven't been too discursive. | suppose you have to write your letter yet?"

Percy nodded.

"I did half of it this morning," he said, "but | felt | wanted another
bird's-eye view before | could understand properly: | am so grateful to
you for giving it me. It is really a great labour, this daily letter to the
Cardinal-Protector. | am thinking of resigning if | am allowed."

"My dear father, don't do that. If | may say soto your face,| think you
have a very shrewd mind; and unless Rome has balanced information
she can do nothing. | don't suppose your colleagues are as careful as
yourself."

Percy smiled, lifting his dark eyebrows deprecatingly.

"Come, father," he said.

The two priests parted at the steps of the corridor, and Percy stood for
a minute or two staring out at the familiar autumn scene,trying to un-
derstand what it all meant. What he had heard downstairs seemed
strangely to illuminate that vision of splendid prosperity that lay before
him.

The air was as bright asday; artificial sunlight had carried all before it,
and London now knew no difference between dark and light. He stood
in akind of glazed cloister, heavily floored with a preparation of rubber
on which footsteps made no sound. Beneathhim, at the foot of the stairs,
poured an endlessdouble line of persons severed by a partition, going to
right and left, noiselessly, except for the murmur of Esperanto talking
that sounded ceaselesslyasthey went. Through the clear, hardened glass
of the public passageshowed a broad sleek black roadway, ribbed from
side to side, and puckered in the centre, significantly empty, but even as
he stood there a note sounded far away from Old Westminster, like the
hum of a giant hive, rising asit came, and an instant later a transparent
thing shot past, flashing from every angle, and the note died to a hum
again and a silence as the great Government motor from the south
whirled eastwards with the mails. This was a privileged roadway;

11



nothing but state-vehicles were allowed to use it, and those at a speed
not exceeding one hundred miles an hour.

Other noiseswere subdued in this city of rubber; the passenger-circles
were a hundred yards away, and the subterranean traffic lay too deep
for anything but a vibration to make itself felt. It was to remove this vi-
bration, and silence the hum of the ordinary vehicles, that the Govern-
ment experts had been working for the last twenty years.

Once again before he moved there came a long cry from overhead,
startlingly beautiful and piercing, and, as he lifted his eyes from the
glimpse of the steady river which alone had refused to be transformed,
he saw high above him against the heavy illuminated clouds, a long
slender object, glowing with soft light, slide northwards and vanish on
outstretched wings. That musical cry, he told himself, was the voice of
one of the European line of volors announcing its arrival in the capital of
Great Britain.

"Until our Lord comesback," he thought to himself; and for an instant
the old misery stabbed at his heart. How difficult it was to hold the eyes
focussed on that far horizon when this world lay in the foreground so
compelling in its splendour and its strength! Oh, he had argued with
Father Francis an hour ago that size was not the same as greatness,and
that an insistent external could not exclude a subtle internal; and he had
believed what he had then said; but the doubt yet remained till he si-
lenced it by a fierce effort, crying in his heart to the Poor Man of Naz-
areth to keep his heart as the heart of a little child.

Then he set his lips, wondering how long Father Francis would bear
the pressure, and went down the steps.
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Part 1
THE ADVENT
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Chapter

1.

Oliver Brand, the new member for Croydon (4), satin his study, looking
out of the window over the top of his typewriter.

His house stood facing northwards at the extreme end of a spur of the
Surrey Hills, now cut and tunnelled out of all recognition; only to a
Communist the view was an inspiriting one. Immediately below the
wide windows the embanked ground fell away rapidly for perhaps a
hundred feet, ending in a high wall, and beyond that the world and
works of men were triumphant asfar as eye could see.Two vast tracks
like streaked race-courses,eachnot lessthan a quarter of a mile in width,
and sunk twenty feet below the surface of the ground, swept up to a
meeting a mile ahead at the huge junction. Of those, that on his left was
the First Trunk road to Brighton, inscribed in capital letters in the Rail-
road Guide, that to the right the Second Trunk to the Tunbridge and
Hastings district. Each was divided length-ways by a cement wall, on
one side of which, on steelrails, ran the electric trams, and on the other
lay the motor-track itself again divided into three, on which ran, first the
Government coachesat a speed of one hundred and fifty miles an hour,
second the private motors at not more than sixty, third the cheap
Government line at thirty, with stations every five miles. This was fur-
ther bordered by a road confined to pedestrians, cyclists and ordinary
carson which no vehicle was allowed to move at more than twelve miles
an hour.

Beyond these great tracks lay an immense plain of house-roofs, with
short towers here and there marking public buildings, from the Cater-
ham district on the left to Croydon in front, all clear and bright in smoke-
less air; and far away to the west and north showed the low suburban
hills against the April sky.

There was surprisingly little sound, considering the pressure of the
population; and, with the exception of the buzz of the steelrails asatrain
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fled north or south, and the occasional sweet chord of the great motors
as they neared or left the junction, there was little to be heard in this
study except a smooth, soothing murmur that filled the air like the mur-
mur of bees in a garden.

Oliver loved every hint of human lifeNall busy sights and
soundsNand was listening now, smiling faintly to himself as he stared
out into the clear air. Then he set his lips, laid his fingers on the keys
once more, and went on speech-constructing.

He was very fortunate in the situation of his house. It stood in an angle
of one of those huge spider-webs with which the country was covered,
and for his purposes was all that he could expect. It was close enough to
London to be extremely cheap, for all wealthy persons had retired at
least a hundred miles from the throbbing heart of England; and yet it
was as quiet as he could wish. He was within ten minutes of Westmin-
ster on the one side, and twenty minutes of the seaon the other, and his
constituency lay before him like a raised map. Further, since the great
London termini were but ten minutes away, there were at his disposal
the First Trunk lines to every big town in England. For a politician of no
great means, who was asked to speak at Edinburgh on one evening and
in Marseilles on the next, he was as well placed as any man in Europe.

He was a pleasant-looking man, not much over thirty years old; black
wire-haired, clean-shaven, thin, virile, magnetic, blue-eyed and white-
skinned; and he appeared this day extremely content with himself and
the world. His lips moved slightly as he worked, his eyesenlarged and
diminished with excitement, and more than once he paused and stared
out again, smiling and flushed.

Then a door opened; a middle-aged man came nervously in with a
bundle of papers, laid them down on the table without a word, and
turned to go out. Oliver lifted his hand for attention, snapped a lever,
and spoke.

"Well, Mr. Phillips?" he said.

“There is news from the East, sir," said the secretary.

Oliver shot a glance sideways, and laid his hand on the bundle.

"Any complete message?" he asked.

“No, sir; it is interrupted again. Mr. Felsenburgh's name is mentioned."

Oliver did not seemto hear; he lifted the flimsy printed sheetswith a
sudden movement, and began turning them.

“The fourth from the top, Mr. Brand," said the secretary.
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Oliver jerked his head impatiently, and the other went out asif at a
signal.

The fourth sheetfrom the top, printed in red on green, seemedto ab-
sorb Oliver's attention altogether, for he read it through two or three
times, leaning back motionless in his chair. Then he sighed, and stared
again through the window.

Then once more the door opened, and a tall girl came in.

"Well, my dear?" she observed.

Oliver shook his head, with compressed lips.

"Nothing definite,” he said. "Even less than usual. Listen."

He took up the green sheet and began to read aloud as the girl sat
down in a window-seat on his left.

Shewas a very charming-looking creature, tall and slender, with seri-
ous, ardent grey eyes,firm red lips, and a beautiful carriage of head and
shoulders. Shehad walked slowly acrossthe room as Oliver took up the
paper, and now sat back in her brown dress in a very graceful and
stately attitude. She seemedto listen with a deliberate kind of patience;
but her eyes flickered with interest.

"IrkutskNApril  fourteenNYesterdayNasNusualNButNrumouredN
defectionNfromNSufiNpartyNTroopsNcontinueNgatheringN Felsen-
burghNaddressedNBuddhistNcrowdNAttemptNonNLlamaNlastN
Fri-
dayNworkNofNAnarchistsNFelsenburghNleavingNforNMoscowNas
NarrangedNheE .' ThereNthat is absolutely all," ended Oliver dispir-
itedly. "It's interrupted as usual."

The girl began to swing a foot.

"I don't understand in the least,"” she said. "Who is Felsenburgh, after
all?"

"My dear child, that is what all the world is asking. Nothing is known
except that he was included in the American deputation at the last mo-
ment. The Herald published his life last week; but it has been contra-
dicted. It is certain that he is quite a young man, and that he has been
guite obscure until now."

"Well, he is not obscure now," observed the girl.

"I know; it seemsas if he were running the whole thing. One never
hears a word of the others. It's lucky he's on the right side."”

"And what do you think?"

Oliver turned vacant eyes again out of the window.

"l think it is touch and go," he said. "The only remarkable thing is that
here hardly anybody seemsto realise it. It's too big for the imagination, |
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suppose. There is no doubt that the Easthas been preparing for a descent
on Europe for these last five years. They have only been checked by
America; and this is one last attempt to stop them. But why Felsenburgh
should cometo the frontN-" he broke off. "He must be a good linguist, at
any rate. This is at least the fifth crowd he has addressed; perhaps he is
just the American interpreter. Christ! | wonder who he is."

"Has he any other name?"

"Julian, | believe. One message said so."

"How did this come through?"

Oliver shook his head.

"Private enterprise,” he said. "The European agencies have stopped
work. Every telegraph station is guarded night and day. There are lines
of volors strung out on every frontier. The Empire means to settle this
business without us."

"And if it goes wrong?"

"My dear MabelNif hell breaks looseN-" he threw out his hands
deprecatingly.

"And what is the Government doing?"

"Working night and day; sois the rest of Europe. It'll be Armageddon
with a vengeance if it comes to war."

"What chance do you see?"

"l seetwo chances,"said Oliver slowly: "one, that they may be afraid of
America, and may hold their hands from sheer fear; the other that they
may be induced to hold their hands from charity; if only they can be
made to understand that co-operation is the one hope of the world. But
those damned religions of theirsN-"

The girl sighed, and looked out again on to the wide plain of house-
roofs below the window.

The situation was indeed as serious as it could be. That huge Empire,
consisting of a federalism of Statesunder the Son of Heaven (made pos-
sible by the merging of the Japaneseand Chinese dynasties and the fall
of Russia), had been consolidating its forces and learning its own power
during the last thirty-five years, ever since,in fact, it had laid its lean yel-
low hands upon Australia and India. While the rest of the world had
learned the folly of war, ever since the fall of the Russian republic under
the combined attack of the yellow races,the last had grasped its possibil-
ities. It seemed now as if the civilisation of the last century was to be
swept back once more into chaos. It was not that the mob of the East
cared very greatly; it was their rulers who had begun to stretch them-
selves after an almost eternal lethargy, and it was hard to imagine how
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they could be checked at this point. There was a touch of grimness too in
the rumour that religious fanaticism was behind the movement, and that
the patient East proposed at last to proselytise by the modern equival-
ents of fire and sword those who had laid aside for the most part all reli-
gious beliefs except that in Humanity. To Oliver it was simply madden-
ing. As he looked from his window and saw that vast limit of London
laid peaceably before him, as his imagination ran out over Europe and
saw everywhere that steady triumph of common senseand fact over the
wild fairy-stories of Christianity, it seemedintolerable that there should
be even a possibility that all this should be swept back again into the bar-
barous turmoil of sectsand dogmas; for no lessthan this would be the
result if the Eastlaid hands on Europe. Even Catholicism would revive,
he told himself, that strange faith that had blazed so often as persecution
had been dashed to quench it; and, of all forms of faith, to Oliver's mind
Catholicism was the most grotesque and enslaving. And the prospect of
all this honestly troubled him, far more than the thought of the physical
catastrophe and bloodshed that would fall on Europe with the advent of
the East. There was but one hope on the religious side, as he had told
Mabel a dozen times, and that was that the Quietistic Pantheism which
for the last century had made such giant strides in Eastand West alike,
among Mohammedans, Buddhists, Hindus, Confucianists and the rest,
should avail to check the supernatural frenzy that inspired their exoteric
brethren. Pantheism, he understood, was what he held himself; for him
"God" was the developing sum of created life, and impersonal Unity was
the essenceof His being; competition then was the great heresy that set
men one against another and delayed all progress; for, to his mind, pro-
gresslay in the merging of the individual in the family, of the family in
the commonwealth, of the commonwealth in the continent, and of the
continent in the world. Finally, the world itself at any moment was no
more than the mood of impersonal life. It was, in fact, the Catholic idea
with the supernatural left out, a union of earthly fortunes, an abandon-
ment of individualism on the one side, and of supernaturalism on the
other. It was treason to appeal from God Immanent to God Transcend-
ent; there was no God transcendent; God, so far as He could be known,
was man.

Yet thesetwo, husband and wife after a fashionNfor they had entered
into that terminable contract now recognised explicitly by the
StateNthese two were very far from sharing in the usual heavy dulness
of mere materialists. The world, for them, beat with one ardent life blos-
soming in flower and beast and man, a torrent of beautiful vigour
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flowing from a deep source and irrigating all that moved or felt. Its ro-
mance was the more appreciable becauseit was comprehensible to the
minds that sprang from it; there were mysteries in it, but mysteries that
enticed rather than baffled, for they unfolded new glories with every dis-
covery that man could make; even inanimate objects, the fossil, the elec-
tric current, the far-off stars, these were dust thrown off by the Spirit of
the WorldNfragrant with His Presenceand eloquent of His Nature. For
example, the announcement made by Klein, the astronomer, twenty
years before, that the inhabitation of certain planets had become a certi-
fied factNhow vastly this had altered men's views of themselves. But the
one condition of progress and the building of Jerusalem,on the planet
that happened to be men's dwelling place, was peace, not the sword
which Christ brought or that which Mahomet wielded; but peace that
arose from, not passed, understanding; the peace that sprang from a
knowledge that man was all and was able to develop himself only by
sympathy with his fellows. To Oliver and his wife, then, the last century
seemed like a revelation; little by little the old superstitions had died,
and the new light broadened; the Spirit of the World had roused Him-
self, the sun had dawned in the west; and now with horror and loathing
they had seenthe clouds gather once more in the quarter whence all su-
perstition had had its birth.

Mabel got up presently and came across to her husband.

"My dear," she said, "you must not be downhearted. It all may passas
it passed before. It is a great thing that they are listening to America at
all. And this Mr. Felsenburgh seems to be on the right side."

Oliver took her hand and kissed it.
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2.

Oliver seemed altogether depressed at breakfast, half an hour later. His
mother, an old lady of nearly eighty, who never appeared till noon,
seemedto seeit at once, for after a look or two at him and a word, she
subsided into silence behind her plate.

It was a pleasant little room in which they sat, immediately behind
Oliver's own, and was furnished, according to universal custom, in light
green. Its windows looked out upon a strip of garden at the back, and
the high creeper-grown wall that separated that domain from the next.
The furniture, too, was of the usual sort; a sensible round table stood in
the middle, with three tall arm-chairs, with the proper angles and rests,
drawn up to it; and the centre of it, resting apparently on a broad round
column, held the dishes. It was thirty years now since the practice of pla-
cing the dining-room above the kitchen, and of raising and lowering the
courses by hydraulic power into the centre of the dining-table, had be-
come universal in the houses of the well-to-do. The floor consisted en-
tirely of the asbestoscork preparation invented in America, noiseless,
clean, and pleasant to both foot and eye.

Mabel broke the silence.

"And your speech to-morrow?" she asked, taking up her fork.

Oliver brightened a little, and began to discourse.

It seemedthat Birmingham was beginning to fret. They were crying
out once more for free trade with America: European facilities were not
enough, and it was Oliver's businessto keep them quiet. It was useless,
he proposed to tell them, to agitate until the Eastern business was
settled: they must not bother the Government with such details just now.
He was to tell them, too, that the Government was wholly on their side;
that it was bound to come soon.

"They are pig-headed,” he added fiercely; "pig-headed and selfish;
they are like children who cry for food ten minutes before dinner-time: it
is bound to come if they will wait a little."

"And you will tell them so?"

“That they are pig-headed? Certainly."

Mabel looked at her husband with a pleased twinkle in her eyes. She
knew perfectly well that his popularity rested largely on his outspoken-
ness: folks liked to be scolded and abused by a genial bold man who
danced and gesticulated in a magnetic fury; she liked it herself.

"How shall you go?" she asked.
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"Volor. | shall catchthe eighteen o'clock at Blackfriars; the meeting is at
nineteen, and | shall be back at twenty-one."

He addressed himself vigorously to his entree and his mother looked
up with a patient, old-woman smile.

Mabel began to drum her fingers softly on the damask.

"Please make haste, my dear," she said; "I have to be at Brighton at
three."

Oliver gulped his last mouthful, pushed his plate over the line,
glanced to seeif all plates were there, and then put his hand beneath the
table.

Instantly, without a sound, the centre-piece vanished, and the three
waited unconcernedly while the clink of dishes came from beneath.

Old Mrs. Brand was a hale-looking old lady, rosy and wrinkled, with
the mantilla head-dressof fifty years ago; but she,too, looked a little de-
pressed this morning. The entreewas not very successful, she thought;
the new food-stuff was not up to the old, it was a trifle gritty: shewould
seeabout it afterwards. There was a clink, a soft sound like a push, and
the centre-piecesnapped into its place, bearing an admirable imitation of
a roasted fowl.

Oliver and his wife were alone again for a minute or two after break-
fast before Mabel started down the path to catch the 14-1/2 o'clock 4th
grade sub-trunk line to the junction.

"What's the matter with mother?" he said.

"Oh! it's the food-stuff again: she'snever got accustomedto it; she says
it doesn't suit her."

“Nothing else?"

“"No, my dear, | am sure of it. She hasn't said a word lately."

Oliver watched his wife go down the path, reassured. He had been a
little troubled onceor twice lately by an odd word or two that his mother
had let fall. Shehad been brought up a Christian for a few years, and it
seemed to him sometimes as if it had left a taint. There was an old
"Garden of the Soul" that she liked to keep by her, though she always
protested with an appearance of scorn that it was nothing but nonsense.
Still, Oliver would have preferred that she had burned it: superstition
was a desperate thing for retaining life, and, as the brain weakened,
might conceivably reassertitself. Christianity was both wild and dull, he
told himself, wild becauseof its obvious grotesquenessand impossibil-
ity, and dull becauseit was so utterly apart from the exhilarating stream
of human life; it crept dustily about still, he knew, in little dark churches
here and there; it screamedwith hysterical sentimentality in Westminster
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Cathedral which he had once entered and looked upon with a kind of
disgusted fury; it gabbled strange, false words to the incompetent and
the old and the half-witted. But it would be too dreadful if his own
mother ever looked upon it again with favour.

Oliver himself, ever since he could remember, had been violently op-
posed to the concessionsto Rome and Ireland. It was intolerable that
thesetwo placesshould be definitely yielded up to this foolish, treacher-
ous nonsense:they were hot-beds of sedition; plague-spots on the face of
humanity. He had never agreed with those who said that it was better
that all the poison of the West should be gathered rather than dispersed.
But, at any rate, there it was. Rome had beengiven up wholly to that old
man in white in exchangefor all the parish churches and cathedrals of
Italy, and it was understood that mediaeval darkness reigned there su-
preme; and Ireland, after receiving Home Rule thirty years before, had
declared for Catholicism, and opened her arms to Individualism in its
most virulent form. England had laughed and assented, for she was
saved from a quantity of agitation by the immediate departure of half
her Catholic population for that island, and had, consistently with her
Communist-colonial policy, granted every facility for Individualism to
reduce itself there ad absurdum All kinds of funny things were happen-
ing there: Oliver had read with a bitter amusement of new appearances
there, of a Woman in Blue and shrines raised where her feet had rested,;
but he was scarcely amused at Rome, for the movement to Turin of the
Italian Government had deprived the Republic of quite a quantity of sen-
timental prestige, and had haloed the old religious nonsensewith all the
meretriciousness of historical association. However, it obviously could
not last much longer: the world was beginning to understand at last.

He stood a moment or two at the door after his wife had gone, drink-
ing in reassurancefrom that glorious vision of solid sensethat spread it-
self before his eyes:the endless house-roofs; the high glass vaults of the
public baths and gymnasiums; the pinnacled schools where Citizenship
was taught each morning; the spider-like cranes and scaffoldings that
rose here and there; and even the few pricking spires did not disconcert
him. There it stretched away into the grey haze of London, really beauti-
ful, this vast hive of men and women who had learned at least the
primary lesson of the gospel that there was no God but man, no priest
but the politician, no prophet but the schoolmaster.

Then he went back once more to his speech-constructing.
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Mabel, too, was a little thoughtful asshe satwith her paper on her lap,
spinning down the broad line to Brighton. This Eastern news was more
disconcerting to her than she allowed her husband to see;yet it seemed
incredible that there could be any real danger of invasion. This Western
life was so sensible and peaceful; folks had their feet at last upon the
rock, and it was unthinkable that they could ever be forced back on to
the mud-flats: it was contrary to the whole law of development. Yet she
could not but recognise that catastrophe seemed one of nature's
methodsE .

Shesat very quiet, glancing once or twice at the meagre little scrap of
news, and read the leading article upon it: that too seemedsignificant of
dismay. A couple of men were talking in the half-compartment beyond
on the same subject; one described the Government engineering works
that he had visited, the breathless haste that dominated them; the other
put in interrogations and questions. There was not much comfort there.
There were no windows through which shecould look; on the main lines
the speedwas too great for the eyes;the long compartment flooded with
soft light bounded her horizon. Shestared at the moulded white ceiling,
the delicious oak-framed paintings, the deep spring-seats, the mellow
globes overhead that poured out radiance, at a mother and child diagon-
ally opposite her. Then the great chord sounded; the faint vibration in-
creased ever so slightly; and an instant later the automatic doors ran
back, and she stepped out on to the platform of Brighton station.

As shewent down the stepsleading to the station square she noticed a
priest going before her. He seemeda very upright and sturdy old man,
for though his hair was white he walked steadily and strongly. At the
foot of the steps he stopped and half turned, and then, to her surprise,
she saw that his face was that of a young man, fine-featured and strong,
with black eyebrows and very bright grey eyes. Then she passedon and
began to cross the square in the direction of her aunt's house.

Then without the slightest warning, except one shrill hoot from over-
head, a number of things happened.

A great shadow whirled across the sunlight at her feet, a sound of
rending tore the air, and a noise like a giant's sigh; and, as she stopped
bewildered, with a noise like ten thousand smashedKkettles, a huge thing
crashed on the rubber pavement before her, where it lay, filling half the
square, writhing long wings on its upper side that beat and whirled like
the flappers of some ghastly extinct monster, pouring out human
screams, and beginning almost instantly to crawl with broken life.
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Mabel scarcely knew what happened next; but she found herself a mo-
ment later forced forward by some violent pressure from behind, till she
stood shaking from head to foot, with some kind of smashed body of a
man moaning and stretching at her feet. There was a sort of articulate
language coming from it; she caught distinctly the names of Jesusand
Mary; then a voice hissed suddenly in her ears:

“Let me through. | am a priest."

She stood there a moment longer, dazed by the suddenness of the
whole affair, and watched almost unintelligently the grey-haired young
priest on his knees, with his coat torn open, and a crucifix out; she saw
him bend close,wave his hand in a swift sign, and heard a murmur of a
language she did not know. Then he was up again, holding the crucifix
before him, and she saw him begin to move forward into the midst of the
red-flooded pavement, looking this way and that asif for a signal. Down
the steps of the great hospital on her right came figures running now,
hatless, each carrying what looked like an old-fashioned camera. She
knew what those men were, and her heart leaped in relief. They were the
ministers of euthanasia. Then she felt herself taken by the shoulder and
pulled back, and immediately found herself in the front rank of a crowd
that was swaying and crying out, and behind a line of police and civil-
lans who had formed themselves into a cordon to keep the pressure
back.
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3.

Oliver was in a panic of terror as his mother, half an hour later, ran in
with the news that one of the Government volors had fallen in the station
square at Brighton just after the 14-1/2 train had discharged its passen-
gers. He knew quite well what that meant, for be remembered one such
accident ten years before, just after the law forbidding private volors had
beenpassed.It meant that every living creature in it was killed and prob-
ably many more in the place where it fellNand what then? The message
was clear enough; she would certainly be in the square at that time.

He sent a desperate wire to her aunt asking for news; and sat, shaking
In his chair, awaiting the answer. His mother sat by him.

"Please GodN-" she sobbed out once, and stopped confounded as he
turned on her.

But Fate was merciful, and three minutes before Mr. Phillips toiled up
the path with the answer, Mabel herself came into the room, rather pale
and smiling.

"Christ!" cried Oliver, and gave one huge sob as he sprang up.

She had not a great deal to tell him. There was no explanation of the
disaster published as yet; it seemed that the wings on one side had
simply ceased to work.

She described the shadow, the hiss of sound, and the crash.

Then she stopped.

"Well, my dear?" said her husband, still rather white beneath the eyes
as he sat close to her patting her hand.

"There was a priest there,” said Mabel. "I saw him before, at the
station."

Oliver gave a little hysterical snort of laughter.

"He was on his knees at once," she said, "with his crucifix, even before
the doctors came. My dear, do people really believe all that?"

"Why, they think they do," said her husband.

"It was all soNso sudden; and there he was, just asif he had been ex-
pecting it all. Oliver, how can they?"

"Why, people will believe anything if they begin early enough."

"And the man seemedto believe it, tooNthe dying man, | mean. | saw
his eyes."

She stopped.

"Well, my dear?"

"Oliver, what do you say to people when they are dying?"
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"Say! Why, nothing! What can | say? But | don't think I've ever seen
any one die."

“Nor have | till to-day," said the girl, and shivered a little. "The eu-
thanasia people were soon at work."

Oliver took her hand gently.

"My darling, it must have been frightful. Why, you're trembling still."

"No; but listenE . You know, if | had had anything to say | could have
said it too. They were all just in front of me: | wondered; then | knew |
hadn't. | couldn't possibly have talked about Humanity."

"My dear, it's all very sad; but you know it doesn't really matter. It's all
over."

"AndNand they've just stopped?"

"Why, yes."

Mabel compressed her lips a little; then she sighed. She had an agit-
ated sort of meditation in the train. Sheknew perfectly that it was sheer
nerves; but she could not just yet shake them off. As she had said, it was
the first time she had seen death.

"And that priestNthat priest doesn't think so?"

"My dear, I'll tell you what he believes. He believes that that man
whom he showed the crucifix to, and said those words over, is alive
somewhere, in spite of his brain being dead: he is not quite sure where;
but heis either in akind of smelting works being slowly burned; or, if he
Is very lucky, and that piece of wood took effect, he is somewhere bey-
ond the clouds, before Three Personswho are only One although They
are Three; that there are quantities of other people there, a Woman in
Blue, a great many others in white with their heads under their arms,
and still more with their headson one side; and that they've all got harps
and go on singing for ever and ever, and walking about on the clouds,
and liking it very much indeed. He thinks, too, that all these nice people
are perpetually looking down upon the aforesaid smelting-works, and
praising the Three Great Personsfor making them. That's what the priest
believes. Now you know it's not likely; that kind of thing may be very
nice, but it isn't true."

Mabel smiled pleasantly. She had never heard it put so well.

“No, my dear, you're quite right. That sort of thing isn't true. How can
he believe it? He looked quite intelligent!"

"My dear girl, if | had told you in your cradle that the moon was green
cheese,and had hammered at you ever since, every day and all day, that
it was, you'd very nearly believe it by now. Why, you know in your heart
that the euthanatisers are the real priests. Of course you do."
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Mabel sighed with satisfaction and stood up.

"Oliver, you're a most comforting person. | do like you! There! | must
go to my room: I'm all shaky still."

Half across the room she stopped and put out a shoe.

"WhyN-" she began faintly.

There was a curious rusty-looking splash upon it; and her husband
saw her turn white. He rose abruptly.

"My dear," he said, "don't be foolish."

She looked at him, smiled bravely, and went out.

When she was gone, he still sat on a moment where she bad left him.
Dear me! how pleased he was! He did not like to think of what life
would have been without her. He had known her since she was
twelveNthat was seven years ago-and last year they had gone together
to the district official to make their contract. She had really becomevery
necessaryto him. Of course the world could get on without her, and he
supposed that he could too; but he did not want to have to try. He knew
perfectly well, for it was his creed of human love, that there was between
them a double affection, of mind as well as body; and there was abso-
lutely nothing else: but he loved her quick intuitions, and to hear his
own thought echoed so perfectly. It was like two flames added together
to make athird taller than either: of course one flame could burn without
the otherNin fact, one would have to, one dayNbut meantime the
warmth and light were exhilarating. Yes, he was delighted that she
happened to be clear of the falling volor.

He gave no more thought to his exposition of the Christian creed; it
was a mere commonplace to him that Catholics believed that kind of
thing; it was no more blasphemous to his mind so to describe it, than it
would beto laugh at a Fijian idol with mother-of-pearl eyes,and a horse-
hair wig; it was simply impossible to treat it seriously. He, too, had
wondered once or twice in his life how human beings could believe such
rubbish; but psychology had helped him, and he knew now well enough
that suggestion will do almost anything. And it was this hateful thing
that had so long restrained the euthanasia movement with all its splen-
did mercy.

His brows wrinkled a little as he remembered his mother's exclama-
tion, "PleaseGod"; then he smiled at the poor old thing and her pathetic
childishness, and turned once more to his table, thinking in spite of him-
self of his wife's hesitation as she had seenthe splash of blood on her
shoe.Blood! Yes;that was as much a fact asanything else.How was it to
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be dealt with? Why, by the glorious creed of HumanityNthat splendid
God who died and rose again ten thousand times a day, who had died
daily like the old cracked fanatic Saul of Tarsus, ever since the world
began, and who rose again, not once like the Carpenter's Son, but with
every child that came into the world. That was the answer; and was it
not overwhelmingly sufficient?

Mr. Phillips came in an hour later with another bundle of papers.

"No more news from the East, sir," he said.
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e 2

Chapter

1.

Percy Franklin's correspondence with the Cardinal-Protector of England
occupied him directly for at least two hours every day, and for nearly
eight hours indirectly.

For the past eight years the methods of the Holy Seehad once more
been revised with a view to modern needs, and now every important
province throughout the world possessednot only an administrative
metropolitan but arepresentative in Rome whose businessit was to bein
touch with the Pope on the one side and the people he represented on
the other. In other words, centralisation had gone forward rapidly, in ac-
cordance with the laws of life; and, with centralisation, freedom of meth-
od and expansion of power. England's Cardinal-Protector was one Abbot
Martin, a Benedictine, and it was Percy's business, as of a dozen more
bishops, priests and laymen (with whom, by the way, he was forbidden
to hold any formal consultation), to write along daily letter to him on af-
fairs that came under his notice.

It was a curious life, therefore, that Percy led. He had a couple of
rooms assigned to him in Archbishop's House at Westminster, and was
attached loosely to the Cathedral staff, although with considerable
liberty. He rose early, and went to meditation for an hour, after which he
said his mass. He took his coffee soon after, said a little office, and then
settled down to map out his letter. At ten o'clock he was ready to receive
callers, and till noon he was generally busy with both those who cameto
seehim on their own responsibility and his staff of half-a-dozen report-
ers whose businessit was to bring him marked paragraphs in the news-
papers and their own comments. He then breakfasted with the other
priests in the house, and set out soon after to call on people whose opin-
lon was necessary,returning for a cup of tea soon after sixteen o'clock.
Then he settled down, after the rest of his office and a visit to the Blessed
Sacrament, to compose his letter, which though short, needed a great
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deal of care and sifting. After dinner he made a few notes for next day,
received visitors again, and went to bed soon after twenty-two o'clock.
Twice a week it was his businessto assist at Vespers in the afternoon,
and he usually sang high mass on Saturdays.

It was, therefore, a curiously distracting life, with peculiar dangers.

It was one day, a week or two after his visit to Brighton, that he was
just finishing his letter, when his servant looked in to tell him that Father
Francis was below.

“In ten minutes," said Percy, without looking up.

He snapped off his last lines, drew out the sheet,and settled down to
read it over, translating it unconsciously from Latin to English.

"WESTMINSTER, May 14th.

"EMINENCE: Since yesterday | have a little more information. It ap-
pears certain that the Bill establishing Esperanto for all State purposes
will be brought in in June.l have had this from Johnson.This, as| have
pointed out before, is the very last stone in our consolidation with the
continent, which, at present, is to be regrettedE . A great accessof Jews
to Freemasonry is to be expected; hitherto they have held aloof to some
extent, but the 'abolition of the Idea of God' is tending to draw in those
Jews,now greatly on the increaseonce more, who repudiate all notion of
a personal Messiah. It is '"Humanity' here, too, that is at work. To-day |
heard the Rabbi Simeon speak to this effect in the City, and was im-
pressed by the applause he receivedE . Yet among others an expectation
Is growing that a man will presently be found to lead the Communist
movement and unite their forces more closely. | enclose a verbose cutting
from the New Peopldo that effect; and it is echoed everywhere. They say
that the cause must give birth to one such soon; that they have had
prophets and precursors for a hundred years past, and lately a cessation
of them. It is strange how this coincides superficially with Christian
ideas. Your Eminence will observe that a simile of the 'ninth wave' is
used with some eloquenceE . | hear to-day of the secessionof an old
Catholic family, the Wargraves of Norfolk, with their chaplain Micklem,
who it seemshas been busy in this direction for some while. The Epoch
announces it with satisfaction, owing to the peculiar circumstances; but
unhappily such events are not uncommon nowE . There is much dis-
trust among the laity. Seven priests in Westminster diocese have left us
within the last three months; on the other hand, | have pleasure in telling
your Eminence that his Grace received into Catholic Communion this
morning the ex-Anglican Bishop of Carlisle, with half-a-dozen of his
clergy. This has been expected for some weeks past. | append also
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cuttings from the Tribune, the LondonTrumpet and the Observer, with
my comments upon them. Your Eminence will seehow great the excite-
ment is with regard to the last.

"Recommendatiohat formal excommunication of the Wargraves and
theseeight priests should beissued in Norfolk and Westminster respect-
ively, and no further notice taken."

Percy laid down the sheet, gathered up the half dozen other papers
that contained his extracts and running commentary, signed the last, and
slipped the whole into the printed envelope that lay ready.

Then he took up his biretta and went to the lift.

The moment he came into the glass-doored parlour he saw that the
crisis was come, if not passed already. Father Francis looked miserably
ill, but there was a curious hardness, too, about his eyes and mouth, as
he stood waiting. He shook his head abruptly.

"l have come to say good-bye, father. | can bear it no more."

Percy was careful to show no emotion at all. He made a little sign to a
chair, and himself satdown too. "It is an end of everything," said the oth-
er again in a perfectly steady voice. "l believe nothing. | have believed
nothing for a year now."

"You have felt nothing, you mean," said Percy.

“That won't do, father," went on the other. "I tell you there is nothing
left. | can't even argue now. It is just good-bye."

Percy had nothing to say. He had talked to this man during a period of
over eight months, ever since Father Francis had first confided in him
that his faith was going. He understood perfectly what a strain it had
been; he felt bitterly compassionate towards this poor creature who had
become caught up somehow into the dizzy triumphant whirl of the New
Humanity. External facts were horribly strong just now; and faith, except
to one who had learned that Will and Grace were all and emotion noth-
ing, was asa child crawling about in the midst of some huge machinery:
it might survive or it might not; but it required nerves of steel to keep
steady. It was hard to know where blame could be assigned;yet Percy's
faith told him that there was blame due. In the agesof faith a very inad-
equate grasp of religion would passmuster; in these searching days none
but the humble and the pure could stand the test for long, unless indeed
they were protected by a miracle of ignorance. The alliance of Psycho-
logy and Materialism did indeed seem,looked at from one angle, to ac-
count for everything; it needed a robust supernatural perception to un-
derstand their practical inadequacy. And as regards Father Francis's
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personal responsibility, he could not help feeling that the other had al-
lowed ceremonial to play too great a part in his religion, and prayer too
little. In him the external had absorbed the internal.

So he did not allow his sympathy to show itself in his bright eyes.

"You think it my fault, of course," said the other sharply.

"My dear father," said Percy, motionless in his chair, "I know it is your
fault. Listen to me. You say Christianity is absurd and impossible. Now,
you know, it cannot be that! It may be untrueNI am not speaking of that
now, even though | am perfectly certain that it is absolutely trueNbut it
cannot be absurd so long as educated and virtuous people continue to
hold it. To saythat it is absurd is simple pride; it is to dismiss all who be-
lieve in it as not merely mistaken, but unintelligent as wellN-"

“Very well, then," interrupted the other; “"then suppose | withdraw
that, and simply say that | do not believe it to be true."

"You do not withdraw it," continued Percy serenely; "you still really
believe it to be absurd: you have told me so a dozen times. Well, | repeat,
that is pride, and quite sufficient to account for it all. It is the moral atti-
tude that matters. There may be other things tooN-"

Father Francis looked up sharply.

"Oh! the old story!" he said sneeringly.

“If you tell me on your word of honour that there is no woman in the
case,or no particular programme of sin you propose to work out, | shall
believe you. But it is an old story, as you say."

"l swear to you there is not," cried the other.

“Thank God then!" said Percy. "There are fewer obstaclesto a return of
faith."

There was silence for a moment after that. Percy had really no more to
say. He had talked to him of the inner life again and again, in which ver-
ities are seento be true, and actsof faith are ratified; he had urged prayer
and humility till he was almost weary of the names; and had been met
by the retort that this was to advise sheer self-hypnotism; and he had
despaired of making clear to one who did not seeit for himself that
while Love and Faith may be called self-hypnotism from one angle, yet
from another they are as much realities as, for example, artistic faculties,
and need similar cultivation; that they produce a conviction that they are
convictions, that they handle and taste things which when handled and
tasted are overwhelmingly more real and objective than the things of
sense. Evidences seemed to mean nothing to this man.

So he was silent now, chilled himself by the presence of this crisis,
looking unseeingly out upon the plain, little old-world parlour, its tall
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window, its strip of matting, consciouschiefly of the dreary hopelessness
of this human brother of his who had eyesbut did not see,earsand was
deaf. He wished he would say good-bye, and go. There was no more to
be done.

Father Francis,who had beensitting in alax kind of huddle, seemedto
know his thoughts, and sat up suddenly.

"You are tired of me," he said. "I will go."

"I am not tired of you, my dear father," said Percy simply. "I am only
terribly sorry. You see | know that it is all true."

The other looked at him heavily.

"And | know that it is not," he said. "It is very beautiful; | wish | could
believe it. | don't think | shall be ever happy againNbutNbut there it is."

Percy sighed. He had told him so often that the heart is asdivine a gift
as the mind, and that to neglectit in the searchfor God is to seekruin,
but this priest had scarcely seen the application to himself. He had
answered with the old psychological arguments that the suggestions of
education accounted for everything.

"l suppose you will cast me off," said the other.

"It is you who are leaving me," said Percy. "l cannot follow, if you
mean that."

"ButNbut cannot we be friends?"

A sudden heat touched the elder priest's heart.

"Friends?" he said. "Is sentimentality all you mean by friendship?
What kind of friends can we be?"

The other's face became suddenly heavy.

"l thought so."

"John!" cried Percy. "You seethat, do you not? How can we pretend
anything when you do not believe in God? For | do you the honour of
thinking that you do not."

Francis sprang up.

"WellN-" he snapped. "I could not have believedNI am going."

He wheeled towards the door.

"John!" said Percy again. "Are you going like this? Can you not shake
hands?"

The other wheeled again, with heavy anger in his face.

"Why, you said you could not be friends with me!"

Percy's mouth opened. Then he understood, and smiled. "Oh! that is
all you mean by friendship, is it?Nl beg your pardon. Oh! we can be po-
lite to one another, if you like."
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He still stood holding out his hand. Father Francis looked at it a mo-
ment, his lips shook: then once more he turned, and went out without a
word.
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2.

Percy stood motionless until he heard the automatic bell outside tell him
that Father Francis was really gone, then he went out himself and turned
towards the long passageleading to the Cathedral. As he passed out
through the sacristy he heard far in front the murmur of an organ, and
on coming through into the chapel used as a parish church he perceived
that Vesperswere not yet over in the great choir. He came straight down
the aisle, turned to the right, crossed the centre and knelt down.

It was drawing on towards sunset, and the huge dark place was
lighted here and there by patches of ruddy London light that lay on the
gorgeous marble and gildings finished at last by a wealthy convert. In
front of him rose up the choir, with aline of white surpliced and furred
canons on either side, and the vast baldachino in the midst, beneath
which burned the six lights asthey had burned day by day for more than
a century; behind that again lay the high line of the apse-choir with the
dim, window-pierced vault above where Christ reigned in majesty. He
let his eyeswander round for a few moments before beginning his delib-
erate prayer, drinking in the glory of the place, listening to the thunder-
ous chorus, the peal of the organ, and the thin mellow voice of the priest.
There on the left shone the refracted glow of the lamps that burned be-
fore the Lord in the Sacrament,on the right a dozen candleswinked here
and there at the foot of the gaunt images, high overhead hung the gi-
gantic cross with that lean, emaciated Poor Man Who called all who
looked on Him to the embraces of a God.

Then he hid his facein his hands, drew a couple of long breaths, and
set to work.

He began, as his custom was in mental prayer, by a deliberate act of
self-exclusion from the world of sense.Under the image of sinking be-
neath a surface he forced himself downwards and inwards, till the peal
of the organ, the shuffle of footsteps, the rigidity of the chair-back be-
neath his wristsNall seemedapart and external, and he was left a single
person with a beating heart, an intellect that suggested image after im-
age, and emotions that were too languid to stir themselves. Then he
made his second descent, renounced all that he possessedand was, and
becameconscious that even the body was left behind, and that his mind
and heart, awed by the Presencein which they found themselves, clung
close and obedient to the will which was their lord and protector. He
drew another long breath, or two, as he felt that Presencesurge about
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him; he repeated a few mechanical words, and sank to that peacewhich
follows the relinquishment of thought.

There he rested for a while. Far above him sounded the ecstatic music,
the cry of trumpets and the shrilling of the flutes; but they were as
insignificant street-noisesto one who was falling asleep.He was within
the veil of things now, beyond the barriers of senseand reflection, in that
secret place to which he had learned the road by endless effort, in that
strange region where realities are evident, where perceptions go to and
fro with the swiftness of light, where the swaying will catchesnow this,
now that act, moulds it and speedsit; where all things meet, where truth
iIs known and handled and tasted, where God Immanent is one with God
Transcendent, where the meaning of the external world is evident
through its inner side, and the Church and its mysteries are seenfrom
within a haze of glory.

So he lay a few moments, absorbing and resting.

Then he aroused himself to consciousness and began to speak.

“Lord, | am here,and Thou art here. | know Thee. Thereis nothing else
but Thou and IE .| lay this all in Thy handsNThy apostate priest, Thy
people, the world, and myself. | spread it before TheeNI spread it before
Thee."

He paused, poised in the act, till all of which he thought lay like a
plain before a peak.

E "Myself, LordNthere but for Thy grace should | be going, in dark-
nessand misery. It is Thou Who dost preserve me. Maintain and finish
Thy work within my soul. Let me not falter for one instant. If Thou with-
draw Thy hand I fall into utter nothingness."

Sohis soul stood a moment, with outstretched appealing hands, help-
less and confident. Then the will flickered in self-consciousness,and he
repeated acts of faith, hope and love to steady it. Then he drew another
long breath, feeling the Presencetingle and shake about him, and began
again.

“Lord; look on Thy people. Many are falling from Thee.Nein aeternum
irascaris nobis. Ne in aeternumirascarisnobi€ . | unite myself with all
saints and angels and Mary Queen of Heaven; look on them and me, and
hear us. Emitte lucemtuam et veritatemtuam. Thy light and Thy truth! Lay
not on us heavier burdens than we can bear. Lord, why dost Thou not
speak!"

He writhed himself forward in a passion of expectant desire, hearing
his muscles crack in the effort. Once more he relaxed himself; and the
swift play of wordless acts began which he knew to be the very heart of
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prayer. The eyes of his soul flew hither and thither, from Calvary to
heaven and back again to the tossing troubled earth. He saw Christ dy-
ing of desolation while the earth rocked and groaned; Christ reigning as
a priest upon His Throne in robes of light, Christ patient and inexorably
silent within the Sacramentalspecies;and to eachin turn he directed the
eyes of the Eternal FatherE .

Then he waited for communications, and they came, so soft and delic-
ate, passing like shadows, that his will sweated blood and tearsin the ef-
fort to catch and fix them and correspondE .

He saw the Body Mystical in its agony, strained over the world ason a
cross,silent with pain; he saw this and that nerve wrenched and twisted,
till pain presented it to himself asunder the guise of flashes of colour; he
saw the life-blood drop by drop run down from His head and hands and
feet. The world was gathered mocking and good-humoured beneath."He
savedothers:Himself He cannotsaveE . Let Christ comedozenfrom the Cross
and we will believé'. Far away behind bushes and in holes of the ground
the friends of Jesuspeeped and sobbed; Mary herself was silent, pierced
by seven swords; the disciple whom He loved had no words of comfort.

He saw, too, how no word would be spoken from heaven; the angels
themselves were bidden to put sword into sheath, and wait on the etern-
al patience of God, for the agony was hardly yet begun; there were a
thousand horrors yet before the end could come, that final sum of cruci-
fixionE . He must wait and watch, content to stand there and do noth-
ing; and the Resurrection must seemto him no more than a dreamed-of
hope. There was the Sabbathyet to come, while the Body Mystical must
lie in its sepulchre cut off from light, and even the dignity of the Cross
must be withdrawn and the knowledge that Jesuslived. That inner
world, to which by long effort he had learned the way, was all alight
with agony; it was bitter as brine, it was of that pale luminosity that is
the utmost product of pain, it hummed in his earswith a note that rose
to a screamE it pressedupon him, penetrated him, stretched him ason
a rackE . And with that his will grew sick and nerveless.

"Lord! | cannot bear it!" he moanedE .

In an instant he was back again, drawing long breaths of misery. He
passed his tongue over his lips, and opened his eyes on the darkening
apse before him. The organ was silent now, and the choir was gone, and
the lights out. The sunsetcolour, too, had faded from the walls, and grim
cold faceslooked down on him from wall and vault. He was back again
on the surface of life; the vision had melted; he scarcely knew what it
was that he had seen.
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But he must gather up the threads, and by sheer effort absorb them.
He must pay his duty, too, to the Lord that gave Himself to the sensesas
well asto the inner spirit. So he rose, stiff and constrained, and passed
across to the Chapel of the Holy Sacrament.

As he cameout from the block of chairs, very upright and tall, with his
biretta once more on his white hair, he saw an old woman watching him
very closely. He hesitated an instant, wondering whether she were a
penitent, and as he hesitated she made a movement towards him.

"l beg your pardon, sir," she began.

She was not a Catholic then. He lifted his biretta.

"Can | do anything for you?" he asked.

"l beg your pardon, sir, but were you at Brighton, at the accident two
months ago?"

"l was."

"Ah! | thought so: my daughter-in-law saw you then."

Percy had a spasm of impatience: he was a little tired of being identi-
fied by his white hair and young face.

"Were you there, madam?"

Shelooked at him doubtfully and curiously, moving her old, eyesup
and down his figure. Then she recollected herself.

"No, sir; it was my daughter-in-lawNI beg your pardon, sir, butN-"

"Well?" asked Percy, trying to keep the impatience out of his voice.

"Are you the Archbishop, sir?"

The priest smiled, showing his white teeth.

“No, madam; | am just a poor priest. Dr. Cholmondeley is Archbishop.
| am Father Percy Franklin."

She said nothing, but still looking at him made a little old-world
movement of a bow; and Percy passedon to the dim, splendid chapel to
pay his devotions.
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3.

There was great talk that night at dinner among the priests asto the ex-
traordinary spread of Freemasonry. It had beengoing on for many years
now, and Catholics perfectly recognised its dangers, for the profession of
Masonry had been for some centuries rendered incompatible with reli-
gion through the Church's unswerving condemnation of it. A man must
choosebetween that and his faith. Things had developed extraordinarily
during the last century. First there had beenthe organised assault upon
the Church in France;and what Catholics had always suspectedthen be-
came a certainty in the revelations of 1918,when P. Gerome, the Domin-
ican and ex-Mason, had made his disclosures with regard to the Mark-
Masons. It had become evident then that Catholics had been right, and
that Masonry, in its higher grades at least, had been responsible
throughout the world for the strange movement against religion. But he
had died in his bed, and the public had been impressed by that fact.
Then came the splendid donations in France and ltalyNto hospitals,
orphanages, and the like; and once more suspicion began to disappear.
After all, it seemedNand continued to seemNfor seventy years and
more that Masonry was nothing more than a vast philanthropical soci-
ety. Now once more men had their doubts.

"l hear that Felsenburgh is a Mason," observed Monsignor Macintosh,
the Cathedral Administrator. "A Grand-Master or something."

"But who is Felsenburgh?" put in a young priest.

Monsignor pursed his lips and shook his head. He was one of those
humble persons as proud of ignorance as others of knowledge. He boas-
ted that he never read the papers nor any book exceptthose that had re-
ceived the imprimatur; it was a priest's business, he often remarked, to
preserve the faith, not to acquire worldly knowledge. Percy had occa-
sionally rather envied his point of view.

"He's a mystery," said another priest, Father Blackmore; "but he seems
to be causing great excitement. They were selling his 'Life' to-day on the
Embankment."

"I met an American senator,"” put in Percy, "three days ago, who told
me that even there they know nothing of him, except his extraordinary
eloquence. He only appeared last year, and seems to have carried
everything before him by quite unusual methods. He is a great linguist,
too. That is why they took him to Irkutsk."

"Well, the MasonsN-" went on Monsignor. "It is very serious. In the
last month four of my penitents have left me because of it."
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“Their inclusion of women was their master-stroke," growled Father
Blackmore, helping himself to claret.

"It is extraordinary that they hesitated so long about that," observed
Percy.

A couple of the others added their evidence. It appeared that they, too,
had lost penitents lately through the spread of Masonry. It was ru-
moured that a Pastoral was a-preparing upstairs on the subject.

Monsignor shook his head ominously.

"More is wanted than that," he said.

Percy pointed out that the Church had said her last word several cen-
turies ago. She had laid her excommunication on all members of secret
societies, and there was really no more that she could do.

"Except bring it before her children again and again,” put in
Monsignor. "l shall preach on it next Sunday."

Percy dotted down a note when he reached his room, determining to
say another word or two on the subjectto the Cardinal-Protector. He had
mentioned Freemasonry often before, but it seemedtime for another re-
mark. Then he opened his letters, first turning to one which he recog-
nised as from the Cardinal.

It seemed a curious coincidence, as he read a series of questions that
Cardinal Martin's letter contained, that one of them should be on this
very subject. It ran as follows:

"What of Masonry? Felsenburgh is said to be one. Gather all the gossip
you can about him. Send any English or American biographies of him.
Are you still losing Catholics through Masonry?"

He ran his eyesdown the rest of the questions. They chiefly referred to
previous remarks of his own, but twice, even in them, Felsenburgh's
name appeared.

He laid the paper down and considered a little.

It was very curious, he thought, how this man's name was in every
one's mouth, in spite of the fact that so little was known about him. He
had bought in the streets, out of curiosity, three photographs that pro-
fessedto represent this strange person, and though one of them might be
genuine they all three could not be. He drew them out of a pigeon-hole,
and spread them before him.

One represented a fierce, bearded creature like a Cossack,with round
staring eyes.No; intrinsic evidence condemned this: it was exactly how a
coarseimagination would have pictured a man who seemedto be hav-
ing a great influence in the East.
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The second showed a fat face with little eyes and a chin-beard. That
might conceivably be genuine: he turned it over and saw the name of a
New York firm on the back. Then he turned to the third. This presented a
long, clean-shaven face with pince-nez, undeniably clever, but scarcely
strong: and Felsenburgh was obviously a strong man.

Percy inclined to think the second was the most probable; but they
were all unconvincing; and he shuffled them carelessly together and re-
placed them.

Then he put his elbows on the table, and began to think.

He tried to remember what Mr. Varhaus, the American senator, had
told him of Felsenburgh; yet it did not seemsufficient to account for the
facts. Felsenburgh, it seemed,had employed none of those methods com-
mon in modern politics. He controlled no newspapers, vituperated
nobody, championed nobody: he had no picked underlings; he used no
bribes; there were no monstrous crimes alleged against him. It seemed
rather as if his originality lay in his clean hands and his stainless
pastNthat, and his magnetic character. He was the kind of figure that be-
longed rather to the age of chivalry: a pure, clean, compelling personal-
ity, like aradiant child. He had taken people by surprise, then, rising out
of the heaving dun-coloured waters of American socialism like a vis-
ionNfrom those waters so fiercely restrained from breaking into storm
over since the extraordinary social revolution under Mr. Hearst's dis-
ciples, a century ago. That had been the end of plutocracy; the famous
old laws of 1914had burst some of the stinking bubbles of the time; and
the enactments of 1916 and 1917 had prevented their forming again in
any thing like their previous force. It had been the salvation of America,
undoubtedly, evenif that salvation were of a dreary and uninspiring de-
scription; and now out of the flat socialistic level had arisen this romantic
figure utterly unlike any that had preceded itE . Sothe senator had hin-
tedE . It was too complicated for Percy just now, and he gave it up.

It was a weary world, he told himself, turning his eyes homewards.
Everything seemedso hopelessand ineffective. He tried not to reflect on
his fellow-priests, but for the fiftieth time he could not help seeing that
they were not the men for the present situation. It was not that he pre-
ferred himself; he knew perfectly well that he, too, was fully asincom-
petent: had he not proved to be so with poor Father Francis, and scores
of others who had clutched at him in their agony during the last ten
years? Even the Archbishop, holy man as he was, with all his childlike
faithNwas that the man to lead English Catholics and confound their
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enemies?There seemedno giants on the earth in thesedays. What in the
world was to be done? He buried his face in his handsE .

Yes; what was wanted was a new Order in the Church; the old ones
were rule-bound through no fault of their own. An Order was wanted
without habit or tonsure, without traditions or customs, an Order with
nothing but entire and whole-hearted devotion, without pride even in
their most sacred privileges, without a past history in which they might
take complacent refuge. They must be franc-tireursof Christ's Army; like
the Jesuits,but without their fatal reputation, which, again, was no fault
of their ownE . But there must be a FounderNWho, in God's Name? Na
Founder nudus sequensChristum nudumE . YesN Franc-tireurs Npriests,
bishops, laymen and womenNwith the three vows of course, and a spe-
cial clause forbidding utterly and for ever their ownership of corporate
wealth.NEvery gift received must be handed to the bishop of the diocese
in which it was given, who must provide them himself with necessaries
of life and travel. Oh!Nwhat could they not do?E He was off in a
rhapsody.

Presently he recovered, and called himself a fool. Was not that scheme
asold asthe eternal hills, and as uselessfor practical purposes? Why, it
had beenthe dream of every zealous man since the First Year of Salva-
tion that such an Order should be founded!E He was a foolE .

Then once more he began to think of it all over again.

Surely it was this which was wanted against the Masons; and women,
too.NHad not schemeafter scheme broken down becausemen had for-
gotten the power of women? It was that lack that had ruined Napoleon:
he had trusted Josephine,and she had failed him; so he had trusted no
other woman. In the Catholic Church, too, woman had been given no
active work but either menial or connected with education: and was
there not room for other activities than those? Well, it was uselessto
think of it. It was not his affair. If PapaAngelicuswho now reigned in
Rome had not thought of it, why should a foolish, conceited priest in
Westminster set himself up to do so?

So he beat himself on the breast once more, and took up his office-
book.

He finished in half an hour, and again satthinking; but this time it was
of poor Father Francis. He wondered what he was doing now; whether
he had taken off the Roman collar of Christ's familiar slaves?The poor
devil! And how far was he, Percy Franklin, responsible?

When a tap came at his door presently, and Father Blackmore looked
in for a talk before going to bed, Percy told him what had happened.
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Father Blackmore removed his pipe and sighed deliberately.

"l knew it was coming," he said. "Well, well."

"He has been honest enough,” explained Percy. "He told me eight
months ago he was in trouble."”

Father Blackmore drew upon his pipe thoughtfully.

"Father Franklin," he said, "things are really very serious. There is the
same story everywhere. What in the world is happening?"

Percy paused before answering.

"l think these things go in waves," he said.

"Waves, do you think?" said the other.

"What else?"

Father Blackmore looked at him intently.

"It is more like a dead calm, it seemsto me," he said. "Have you ever
been in a typhoon?"

Percy shook his head.

"Well," went on the other, "the most ominous thing is the calm. The sea
is like oil; you feel half-dead: you can do nothing. Then comes the
storm."

Percy looked at him, interested. He had not seen this mood in the
priest before.

"Before every great crash there comesthis calm. It is always so in his-
tory. It was so before the Eastern War; it was so before the French Re-
volution. It was so before the Reformation. There is a kind of oily heav-
ing; and everything is languid. So everything has beenin America, too,
for over eighty yearsE . Father Franklin, | think something is going to
happen.”

"Tell me," said Percy, leaning forward.

"Well, | saw Templeton a week before he died, and he put the idea in
my headE . Look here, father. It may be this Eastern affair that is coming
on us; but somehow | don't think it is. It is in religion that something is
going to happen. At least, so | thinkE . Father, who in God's name is
Felsenburgh?”

Percy was so startled at the sudden introduction of this name again,
that he stared a moment without speaking.

Outside, the summer night was very still. There was a faint vibration
now and again from the underground track that ran twenty yards from
the house where they sat; but the streets were quiet enough round the
Cathedral. Once a hoot rang far away, as if some ominous bird of pas-
sagewere crossing between London and the stars, and once the cry of a
woman sounded thin and shrill from the direction of the river. For the

43



rest there was no more than the solemn, subdued hum that never ceased
now night or day.

"Yes; Felsenburgh," said Father Blackmore once more. "I cannot get
that man out of my head. And yet, what do | know of him? What does
any one know of him?"

Percy licked his lips to answer, and drew a breath to still the beating of
his heart. He could not imagine why he felt excited. After all, who was
old Blackmore to frighten him? But old Blackmore went on before he
could speak.

"Seehow people are leaving the Church! The Wargraves, the Hender-
sons, Sir James Bartlet, Lady Magnier, and then all the priests. Now
they're not all knavesNI wish they were; it would be so much easier to
talk of it. But Sir JamesBartlet, last month! Now, there's a man who has
spent half his fortune on the Church, and he doesn't resentit even now.
He saysthat any religion is better than none, but that, for himself, he just
can't believe any longer. Now what does all that mean?E | tell you
something is going to happen. God knows what! And | can't get Felsen-
burgh out of my headE . Father FranklinN-"

"Yes?"

"Have you noticed how few great men we've got? It's not like fifty
years ago, or even thirty. Then there were Mason, Selborne, Sherbrook,
and half-a-dozen others. There was Brightman, too, as Archbishop: and
now! Then the Communists, too. Braithwaite is dead fifteen years. Cer-
tainly he was big enough; but he was always speaking of the future, not
of the present; and tell me what big man they have had since then! And
now there's this new man, whom no one knows, who came forward in
America a few months ago, and whose name is in every one's mouth.
Very well, then!"

Percy knitted his forehead.

"l am not sure that | understand," he said.

Father Blackmore knocked his pipe out before answering.

"Well, this," he said, standing up. "l can't help thinking Felsenburghis
going to do something. | don't know what; it may be for us or against us.
But he is a Mason, remember thatE . Well, well; | dare say I'm an old
fool. Good-night."

"One moment, father," said Percy slowly. "Do you meanN? Good
Lord! What do you mean?" He stopped, looking at the other.

The old priest stared back under his bushy eyebrows; it seemed to
Percy asif he, too, were afraid of something in spite of his easytalk; but
he made no sign.
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Percy stood perfectly still a moment when the door was shut. Then he
moved across to hisprie-dieu
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Chapter

1.

Old Mrs. Brand and Mabel were seatedat a window of the new Admir-
alty Offices in Trafalgar Square to see Oliver deliver his speechon the
fiftieth anniversary of the passing of the Poor Laws Reform.

It was an inspiriting sight, this bright June morning, to seethe crowds
gathering round Braithwaite's statue. That politician, dead fifteen years
before, was represented in his famous attitude, with arms outstretched
and down dropped, his head up and one foot slightly advanced, and to-
day was decked, as was becoming more and more usual on such occa-
sions, in his Masonic insignia. It was he who had given immense im-
petus to that secret movement by his declaration in the House that the
key of future progress and brotherhood of nations was in the hands of
the Order. It was through this alone that the false unity of the Church
with its fantastic spiritual fraternity could be counteracted. St. Paul had
been right, he declared, in his desire to break down the partition-walls
between nations, and wrong only in his exaltation of JesusChrist. Thus
he had preluded his speechon the Poor Law question, pointing to the
true charity that existed among Masons apart from religious motive, and
appealing to the famous benefactions on the Continent; and in the enthu-
siasm of the Bill's successthe Order had received a great accessionof
members.

Old Mrs. Brand was in her bestto-day, and looked out with consider-
able excitement at the huge throng gathered to hear her son speak. A
platform was erected round the bronze statue at such a height that the
statesmanappeared to be one of the speakers,though at a slightly higher
elevation, and this platform was hung with roses, surmounted by a
sounding-board, and set with a chair and table.

The whole square round about was paved with heads and resonant
with sound, the murmurs of thousands of voices, overpowered now and
again by the crash of brassand thunder of drums asthe Benefit Societies
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and democratic Guilds, eachheaded by a banner, deployed from North,

South, East and West, and converged towards the wide railed space
about the platform where room was reserved for them. The windows on
every side were packed with faces;tall stands were erected along the
front of the National Gallery and St. Martin's Church, garden-beds of col-
our behind the mute, white statues that faced outwards round the
square; from Braithwaite in front, past the VictoriansNJohn Davidson,

John Burns, and the restNround to Hampden and de Montfort towards

the north. The old column was gone, with its lions. Nelson had not been
found advantageous to the EntenteCordiale nor the lions to the new art;
and in their place stretched a wide pavement broken by slopes of steps
that led up to the National Gallery.

Overhead the roofs showed crowded friezes of heads against the blue
summer sky. Not lessthan one hundred thousand persons, it was estim-
ated in the evening papers, were collected within sight and sound of the
platform by noon.

As the clocks beganto tell the hour, two figures appeared from behind
the statue and cameforward, and, in an instant, the murmurs of talk rose
into cheering.

Old Lord Pemberton came first, a grey-haired, upright man, whose
father had beenactive in denouncing the House of which he was a mem-
ber on the occasion of its fall over seventy years ago, and his son had
succeeded him worthily. This man was now a member of the Govern-
ment, and sat for Manchester (3); and it was he who was to be chairman
on this auspicious occasion. Behind him came Oliver, bareheaded and
spruce, and even at that distance his mother and wife could seehis brisk
movement, his sudden smile and nod as his name emerged from the
storm of sound that surged round the platform. Lord Pemberton came
forward, lifted his hand and made a signal; and in a moment the thin
cheering died under the sudden roll of drums beneath that preluded the
Masonic Hymn.

There was no doubt that these Londoners could sing. It was asif a gi-
ant voice hummed the sonorous melody, rising to enthusiasm till the
music of massed bands followed it as a flag follows a flag-stick. The
hymn was one composed ten years before, and all England was familiar
with it. Old Mrs. Bland lifted the printed paper mechanically to her eyes,
and saw the words that she knew so well:

"The Lord that dwells in earth and seB.

She glanced down the verses, that from the Humanitarian point of
view had been composed with both skill and ardour. They had a
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religious ring; the unintelligent Christian could sing them without a
qualm; yet their sensewas plain enoughNthe old human creed that man
was all. Even Christ's, words themselves were quoted. The kingdom of
God, it was said, lay within the human heart, and the greatest of all
graces was Charity.

She glanced at Mabel, and saw that the girl was singing with all her
might, with her eyesfixed on her husband's dark figure a hundred yards
away, and her soul pouring through them. Sothe mother, too, began to
move her lips in chorus with that vast volume of sound.

As the hymn died away, and before the cheering could begin again,
old Lord Pemberton was standing forward on the edge of the platform,
and his thin, metallic voice piped a sentenceor two acrossthe tinkling
splash of the fountains behind him. Then he stepped back, and Oliver
came forward.

It was too far for the two to hear what was said, but Mabel slipped a
paper, smiling tremulously, into the old lady's hand, and herself bent
forward to listen.

Old Mrs. Brand looked at that, too, knowing that it was an analysis of
her son's speech, and aware that she would not be able to hear his
words.

There was an exordium first, congratulating all who were present to
do honour to the great man who presided from his pedestal on the occa-
sion of this great anniversary. Then there came a retrospect, comparing
the old state of England with the present. Fifty years ago, the speaker
said, poverty was still a disgrace, now it was so no longer. It was in the
causesthat led to poverty that the disgrace or the merit lay. Who would
not honour a man worn out in the service of his country, or overcome at
last by circumstances against which his efforts could not prevail?E He
enumerated the reforms passed fifty years before on this very day, by
which the nation once and for all declared the glory of poverty and
man's sympathy with the unfortunate.

So he had told them he was to sing the praise of patient poverty and
its reward, and that, he supposed, together with afew periods on the re-
form of the prison laws, would form the first half of his speech.

The second part was to be a panegyric of Braithwaite, treating him as
the Precursor of a movement that even now had begun.

Old Mrs. Brand leaned back in her seat, and looked about her.

The window where they sat had been reserved for them; two arm-
chairs filled the space, but immediately behind there were others,
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standing very silent now, craning forward, watching, too, with parted
lips: a couple of women with an old man directly behind, and other faces
visible again behind them. Their obvious absorption made the old lady a
little ashamed of her distraction, and sheturned resolutely once more to
the square.

Ah! he was working up now to his panegyric! The tiny dark figure was
back, a yard nearer the statue, and as she looked, his hand went up and
he wheeled, pointing, asa murmur of applause drowned for an instant
the minute, resonant voice. Then again he was forward, half crouch-
ingNfor he was a born actorNand a storm of laughter rippled round the
throng of heads. She heard an indrawn hiss behind her chair, and the
next instant an exclamation from MabelE . What was that?

There was a sharp crack, and the tiny gesticulating figure staggered
back a step. The old man at the table was up in a moment, and simultan-
eously a violent commotion bubbled and heaved like water about a rock
at a point in the crowd immediately outside the railed spacewhere the
bands were massed, and directly opposite the front of the platform.

Mrs. Brand, bewildered and dazed, found herself standing up, clutch-
ing the window rail, while the girl gripped her, crying out something she
could not understand. A great roaring filled the square, the headstossed
this way and that, like corn under a squall of wind. Then Oliver was for-
ward again, pointing and crying out, for she could seehis gestures;and
she sank back quickly, the blood racing through her old veins, and her
heart hammering at the base of her throat.

"My dear, my dear, what is it?" she sobbed.

But Mabel was up, too, staring out at her husband; and a quick babble
of talk and exclamations from behind made itself audible in spite of the
roaring tumult of the square.
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2.

Oliver told them the explanation of the whole affair that evening at
home, leaning back in his chair, with one arm bandaged and in a sling.

They had not been able to get near him at the time; the excitement in
the square had been too fierce; but a messengerhad come to his wife
with the news that her husband was only slightly wounded, and was in
the hands of the doctors.

"He was a Catholic," explained the drawn-faced Oliver. "He must have
come ready, for his repeater was found loaded. Well, there was no
chance for a priest this time."

Mabel nodded slowly: she had read of the man's fate on the placards.

"He was killedNtrampled and strangled instantly," said Oliver. "I did
what | could: you saw me. ButNwell, | dare say it was more merciful."

"But you did what you could, my dear?" said the old lady, anxiously,
from her corner.

"l called out to them, mother, but they wouldn't hear me."

Mabel leaned forwardN-

"Oliver, | know this sounds stupid of me; butNbut | wish they had not
killed him."

Oliver smiled at her. He knew this tender trait in her.

"It would have been more perfect if they had not,” she said. Then she
broke off and sat back.

"Why did he shoot just then?" she asked.

Oliver turned his eyesfor an instant towards his mother, but she was
knitting tranquilly.

Then he answered with a curious deliberateness.

"l said that Braithwaite had done more for the world by one speech
than Jesusand all His saints put together." He was aware that the
knitting-needles stopped for a second; then they went on again as before.

"But he must have meant to do it anyhow," continued Oliver.

"How do they know he was a Catholic?" asked the girl again.

“There was a rosary on him; and then he just had time to call on his
God."

"And nothing more is known?"

“Nothing more. He was well dressed, though."

Oliver leaned back a little wearily and closed his eyes; his arm still
throbbed intolerably. But he was very happy at heart. It was true that he
had been wounded by a fanatic, but he was not sorry to bear pain in
such a cause,and it was obvious that the sympathy of England was with
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him. Mr. Phillips even now was busy in the next room, answering the
telegrams that poured in every moment. Caldecott, the Prime Minister,
Maxwell, Snowford and a dozen others had wired instantly their con-
gratulations, and from every part of England streamed in messageafter
message.lt was an immense stroke for the Communists; their spokesman
had beenassaulted during the discharge of his duty, speaking in defence
of his principles; it was an incalculable gain for them, and loss for the In-
dividualists, that confessorswere not all on one side after all. The huge
electric placards over London had winked out the facts in Esperanto as
Oliver stepped into the train at twilight.

"Oliver Brand woundedE . Catholic assailantE . Indignation of the
countryE . Well-deserved fate of assassin

He was pleased, too, that he honestly had done his best to save the
man. Even in that moment of sudden and acute pain he had cried out for
a fair trial; but he had beentoo late. He had seenthe starting eyesroll up
in the crimson face, and the horrid grin come and go as the hands had
clutched and torn at his throat. Then the face had vanished and a heavy
trampling began where it had disappeared. Oh! there was some passion
and loyalty left in England!

His mother got up presently and went out, still without a word; and
Mabel turned to him, laying a hand on his knee.

"Are you too tired to talk, my dear?"

He opened his eyes.

"Of course not, my darling. What is it?"

"What do you think will be the effect?"

He raised himself a little, looking out as usual through the darkening
windows on to that astonishing view. Everywhere now lights were
glowing, a seaof mellow moons just above the houses, and above the
mysterious heavy blue of a summer evening.

"The effect?" he said. "It can be nothing but good. It was time that
something happened. My dear, | feel very downcast sometimes, as you
know. Well, | do not think | shall be again. | have been afraid sometimes
that we were losing all our spirit, and that the old Tories were partly
right when they prophesied what Communism would do. But after
thisN-"

"Well?"

"Well; we have shown that we can shed our blood too. It is in the nick
of time, too, just at the crisis. | don't want to exaggerate;it is only a
scratchNbut it was so deliberate, andNand so dramatic. The poor devil
could not have chosen a worse moment. People won't forget it."
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Mabel's eyes shone with pleasure.

"You poor dear!" she said. "Are you in pain?"

“Not much. Besides, Christ! what do | care? If only this infernal
Eastern affair would end!"

He knew he was feverish and irritable, and made a great effort to drive
it down.

"Oh, my dear!" he went on, flushed a little. "If they would not be such
heavy fools: they don't understand; they don't understand."

"Yes, Oliver?"

“They don't understand what a glorious thing it all is Humanity, Life,
Truth at last, and the death of Folly! But haven't | told them a hundred
times?"

Shelooked at him with kindling eyes. Sheloved to seehim like this,
his confident, flushed face, the enthusiasm in his blue eyes; and the
knowledge of his pain pricked her feeling with passion. She bent for-
ward and kissed him suddenly.

"My dear, | am so proud of you. Oh, Oliver!"

He said nothing; but shecould seewhat sheloved to see,that response
to her own heart; and so they sat in silence while the sky darkened yet
more, and the click of the writer in the next room told them that the
world was alive and that they had a share in its affairs.

Oliver stirred presently.

"Did you notice anything just now, sweetheartNwhen | said that
about Jesus Christ?"

"She stopped knitting for a moment," said the girl.

He nodded.

"You saw that too, thenE . Mabel, do you think she is falling back?"

"Oh! sheis getting old," said the girl lightly. "Of course she looks back
a little."

"But you don't thinkNit would be too awful!"

She shook her head.

"No, no, my dear; you're excited and tired. It's just alittle sentimentE .
Oliver, | don't think | would say that kind of thing before her."

"But she hears it everywhere now."

"No, she doesn't. Remember she hardly ever goes out. Besides, she
hates it. After all, she was brought up a Catholic."

Oliver nodded, and lay back again, looking dreamily out.

“Isn't it astonishing the way in which suggestion lasts? Shecan't get it
out of her head, even after fifty years. Well, watch her, won't you?E By
the way E "
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"Yes?"

“There's a little more news from the East. They say Felsenburgh's run-
ning the whole thing now. The Empire is sending him everywhereN To-
bolsk, Benares, YakutskNeverywhere; and he's been to Australia."

Mabel sat up briskly.

"Isn't that very hopeful?"

"l suppose so. There'sno doubt that the Sufis are winning; but for how
long is another question. Besides, the troops don't disperse."

"And Europe?"

"Europe is arming asfast as possible. | hear we are to meet the Powers
next week at Paris. | must go."

“Your arm, my dear?"

"My arm must get well. It will have to go with me, anyhow."

“Tell me some more."

“There is no more. But it is just as certain as it can be that this is the
crisis. If the Eastcan be persuaded to hold its hand now, it will never be
likely to raise it again. It will mean free trade all over the world, | sup-
pose, and all that kind of thing. But if notN-"

"Well?"

“If not, there will be a catastrophe such as never has been even ima-
gined. The whole human racewill be at war, and either Eastor West will
be simply wiped out. Thesenew Benninschein explosives will make cer-
tain of that."

"But is it absolutely certain that the East has got them?"

"Absolutely. Benninschein sold them simultaneously to Eastand West;
then he died, luckily for him."

Mabel had heard this kind of talk before, but her imagination simply
refused to grasp it. A duel of Eastand West under these new conditions
was an unthinkable thing. There had been no European war within liv-
ing memory, and the Easternwars of the last century had beenunder the
old conditions. Now, if tales were true, entire towns would be destroyed
with a single shell. The new conditions were unimaginable. Military ex-
perts prophesied extravagantly, contradicting one another on vital
points; the whole procedure of war was a matter of theory; there were no
precedents with which to compare it. It was asif archers disputed asto
the results of cordite. Only one thing was certainNthat the East had
every modern engine, and, as regards male population, half as much
again as the rest of the world put together; and the conclusion to be
drawn from these premisses was not reassuring to England.
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But imagination simply refused to speak. The daily papers had a short,
careful leading article every day, founded upon the scraps of news that
stole out from the conferences on the other side of the world;
Felsenburgh's name appeared more frequently than ever. otherwise
there seemedto be a kind of hush. Nothing suffered very much; trade
went on; European stocks were not appreciably lower than usual;, men
still built houses, married wives, begat sons and daughters, did their
business and went to the theatre, for the mere reason that there was no
good in anything else. They could neither save nor precipitate the situ-
ation; it was on too large a scale.Occasionally people went madNpeople
who had succeededin goading their imagination to a height whence a
glimpse of reality could be obtained; and there was a diffused atmo-
sphere of tenseness.But that was all. Not many speecheswere made on
the subject;it had beenfound inadvisable. After all, there was nothing to
do but to wait.
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3.

Mabel remembered her husband's advice to watch, and for a few days
did her best. But there was nothing that alarmed her. The old lady was a
little quiet, perhaps, but went about her minute affairs as usual. She
asked the girl to read to her sometimes, and listened unblenching to
whatever was offered her; she attended in the kitchen daily, organised
varieties of food, and appeared interested in all that concerned her son.
She packed his bag with her own hands, set out his furs for the swift
flight to Paris, and waved to him from the window ashe went down the
little path towards the junction. He would be gone three days, he said.

It was on the evening of the second day that she fell ill; and Mabel,
running upstairs, in alarm at the message of the servant, found her
rather flushed and agitated in her chair.

"It is nothing, my dear," said the old lady tremulously; and she added
the description of a symptom or two.

Mabel got her to bed, sent for the doctor, and sat down to wait.

Shewas sincerely fond of the old lady, and had always found her pres-
encein the house a quiet sort of delight. The effect of her upon the mind
was asthat of an easy-chairupon the body. The old lady was so tranquil
and human, so absorbed in small external matters, so reminiscent now
and then of the days of her youth, so utterly without resentmentor peev-
ishness. It seemed curiously pathetic to the girl to watch that quiet old
spirit approach its extinction, or rather, as Mabel believed, its loss of per-
sonality in the reabsorption into the Spirit of Life which informed the
world. Shefound less difficulty in contemplating the end of a vigorous
soul, for in that caseshe imagined a kind of energetic rush of force back
into the origin of things; but in this peaceful old lady there was so little
energy; her whole point, so to speak, lay in the delicate little fabric of
personality, built out of fragile things into an entity far more significant
than the sum of its component parts: the death of a flower, reflected Ma-
bel, is sadder than the death of a lion; the breaking of a piece of china
more irreparable than the ruin of a palace.

"It is syncope," said the doctor when he came in. "She may die at any
time; she may live ten years."

“There is no need to telegraph for Mr. Brand?"

He made a little deprecating movement with his hands.

"It is not certain that she will dieNit is not imminent?" she asked.

“No, no; she may live ten years, | said."
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He added aword or two of advice asto the use of the oxygen injector,
and went away.

The old lady was lying quietly in bed, when the girl went up, and put
out a wrinkled hand.

"Well, my dear?" she asked.

"It is just a little weakness, mother. You must lie quiet and do nothing.
Shall | read to you?"

"No, my dear; | will think a little."

It was no part of Mabel's idea to duty to tell her that she was in
danger, for there was no past to set straight, no Judge to be confronted.
Death was an ending, not a beginning. It was a peaceful Gospel; at least,
it became peaceful as soon as the end had come.

Sothe girl went downstairs once more, with a quiet little ache at her
heart that refused to be still.

What a strange and beautiful thing death was, she told herselfNthis
resolution of a chord that had hung suspended for thirty, fifty or seventy
yearsNback again into the stillness of the huge Instrument that was all in
all to itself. Those same notes would be struck again, were being struck
again even now all over the world, though with an infinite delicacy of
difference in the touch; but that particular emotion was gone: it was fool-
ish to think that it was sounding eternally elsewhere, for there was no
elsewhere. She,too, herself would ceaseone day, let her seeto it that the
tone was pure and lovely.

Mr. Phillips arrived the next morning as usual, just as Mabel had left
the old lady's room, and asked news of her.

"Sheis a little better, | think," said Mabel. "She must be very quiet all
day."

The secretary bowed and turned aside into Oliver's room, where a
heap of letters lay to be answered.

A couple of hours later, as Mabel went upstairs once more, she met
Mr. Phillips coming down. He looked a little flushed under his sallow
skin.

"Mrs. Brand sent for me," he said. "She wished to know whether Mr.
Oliver would be back to-night."

"He will, will he not? You have not heard?"

"Mr. Brand said he would be here for a late dinner. He will reach Lon-
don at nineteen."

"And is there any other news?"
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He compressed his lips.

“There are rumours," he said. "Mr. Brand wired to me an hour ago."

He seemed moved at something, and Mabel looked at him in
astonishment.

"It is not Eastern news?" she asked.

His eyebrows wrinkled a little.

"You must forgive me, Mrs. Brand," he said. "I am not at liberty to say
anything."

She was not offended, for she trusted her husband too well; but she
went on into the sick-room with her heart beating.

The old lady, too, seemedexcited. Shelay in bed with a clear flush in
her white cheeks, and hardly smiled at all to the girl's greeting.

"Well, you have seen Mr. Phillips, then?" said Mabel.

Old Mrs. Brand looked at her sharply an instant, but said nothing.

"Don't excite yourself, mother. Oliver will be back to-night."

The old lady drew a long breath.

"Don't trouble about me, my dear,"” she said. "l shall do very well now.
He will be back to dinner, will he not?"

“If the volor is not late. Now, mother, are you ready for breakfast?"

Mabel passed an afternoon of considerable agitation. It was certain
that something had happened. The secretary, who breakfasted with her
in the parlour looking on to the garden, had appeared strangely excited.
He had told her that he would be away the rest of the day: Mr. Oliver
had given him his instructions. He had refrained from all discussion of
the Eastern question, and he had given her no news of the Paris Conven-
tion; he only repeated that Mr. Oliver would be back that night. Then he
had gone of in a hurry half-an-hour later.

The old lady seemed asleep when the girl went up afterwards, and
Mabel did not like to disturb her. Neither did shelike to leave the house;
so shewalked by herself in the garden, thinking and hoping and fearing,
till the long shadow lay acrossthe path, and the tumbled platform of
roofs was bathed in a dusty green haze from the west.

As she camein shetook up the evening paper, but there was no news
there except to the effect that the Convention would close that afternoon.

Twenty o'clock came, but there was no sign of Oliver. The Paris volor
should have arrived an hour before, but Mabel, staring out into the dark-
ening heavenshad seenthe stars come out like jewels one by one, but no
slender winged fish passoverhead. Of course she might have missed it;
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there was no depending on its exact course; but she had seenit a hun-
dred times before, and wondered unreasonably why she had not seenit
now. But shewould not sit down to dinner, and paced up and down in
her white dress, turning again and again to the window, listening to the
soft rush of the trains, the faint hoots from the track, and the musical
chords from the junction a mile away. The lights were up by now, and
the vast sweep of the towns looked like fairyland between the earthly
light and the heavenly darkness. Why did not Oliver come, or at least let
her know why he did not?

Once she went upstairs, miserably anxious herself, to reassurethe old
lady, and found her again very drowsy.

"He is not come," she said. "l dare say he may be kept in Paris."

The old face on the pillow nodded and murmured, and Mabel went
down again. It was now an hour after dinner-time.

Oh! there were a hundred things that might have kept him. He had of-
ten been later than this: he might have missed the volor he meant to
catch; the Convention might have been prolonged; he might be ex-
hausted, and think it better to sleepin Paris after all, and have forgotten
to wire. He might even have wired to Mr. Phillips, and the secretary
have forgotten to pass on the message.

Shewent at last, hopelessly, to the telephone, and looked at it. There it
was, that round silent month, that little row of labelled buttons. She half
decided to touch them one by one, and inquire whether anything had
been heard of her husband: there was his club, his office in Whitehall,
Mr. Phillips's house, Parliament-house, and the rest. But she hesitated,
telling herself to be patient. Oliver hated interference, and he would
surely soon remember and relieve her anxiety.

Then, even assheturned away, the bell rang sharply, and a white label
flashed into sight. N\WHITEHALL.

Shepressedthe corresponding button, and, her hand shaking so much
that she could scarcely hold the receiver to her ear, she listened.

"Who is there?"

Her heart leaped at the sound of her husband's voice, tiny and minute
across the miles of wire.

"INMabel," she said. "Alone here."

"Oh! Mabel. Very well. | am back: all is well. Now listen. Can you
hear?"

"Yes, yes."

“The besthas happened. It is all over in the East.Felsenburgh hasdone
it. Now listen. I cannot come home to-night. It will be announced in
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Paul's House in two hours from now. We are communicating with the
Press.Come up here to me at once. You must be presentE . Can you
hear?"

"Oh, yes."

"Come then at once. It will be the greatestthing in history. Tell no one.
Come before the rush begins. In half-an-hour the way will be stopped."

“Oliver."

"Yes? Quick."

"Mother is ill. Shall I leave her?"

"How ill?"

"Oh, no immediate danger. The doctor has seen her."

There was silence for a moment.

"Yes; come then. We will go back to-night anyhow, then. Tell her we
shall be late."

"Very well."

" E Yes, you must come. Felsenburgh will be there."

59



4

Chapter

1.

On the same afternoon Percy received a visitor.

There was nothing exceptional about him; and Percy, as he came
downstairs in his walking-dress and looked at him in the light from the
tall parlour-window, cameto no conclusion at all asto his businessand
person, except that he was not a Catholic.

"You wished to see me," said the priest, indicating a chair.

"l fear | must not stop long."

"l shall not keep you long," said the stranger eagerly. "My businessis
done in five minutes."

Percy waited with his eyes cast down.

"ANa certain person has sent me to you. Shewas a Catholic once; she
wishes to return to the Church."

Percy made a little movement with his head. It was a messagehe did
not very often receive in these days.

"You will come, sir, will you not? You will promise me?"

The man seemedgreatly agitated; his sallow face showed a little shin-
ing with sweat, and his eyes were piteous.

"Of course | will come," said Percy, smiling.

"Yes, sir; but you do not know who sheis. ItNit would make a great
stir, sir, if it was known. It must not be known, sir; you will promise me
that, too?"

"I must not make any promise of that kind," said the priest gently. "I
do not know the circumstances yet."

The stranger licked his lips nervously.

"Well, sir," he said hastily, "you will say nothing till you have seenher?
You can promise me that."

"Oh! certainly," said the priest.

"Well, sir, you had better not know my name. ItNit may make it easier
for you and for me. AndNand, if you please,sir, the lady is ill; you must
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come to-day, if you please, but not until the evening. Will twenty-two
o'clock be convenient, sir?"

"Where is it?" asked Percy abruptly.

"ItNit is near Croydon junction. | will write down the address
presently. And you will not come until twenty-two o'clock, sir?"

"Why not now?"

"BecausetheNthe others may bethere. They will be away then; | know
that."

This was rather suspicious, Percy thought: discreditable plots had
been known before. But he could not refuse outright.

"Why does she not send for her parish-priest?" he asked.

"Sheshe does not know who heis, sir; she saw you oncein the Cathed-
ral, sir, and asked you for your name. Do you remember, sir?Nan old
lady?"

Percy did dimly remember something of the kind a month or two be-
fore; but he could not be certain, and said so.

"Well, sir, you will come, will you not?"

"I must communicate with Father Dolan," said the priest. "If he gives
me permissionN-"

"If you please, sir, FatherNFather Dolan must not know her name.
You will not tell him?"

"I do not know it myself yet," said the priest, smiling.

The stranger sat back abruptly at that, and his face worked.

"Well, sir, let me tell you this first. This old lady's sonis my employer,
and a very prominent Communist. Shelives with him and his wife. The
other two will be away to-night. That is why | am asking you all this.
And now, you till come, sir?"

Percy looked at him steadily for a moment or two. Certainly, if this
was a conspiracy, the conspirators were feeble folk. Then he answered:

"l will come, sir; | promise. Now the name."

The stranger again licked his lips nervously, and glanced timidly from
side to side. Then he seemedto gather his resolution; he leaned forward
and whispered sharply.

"The old lady's name is Brand, sirNthe mother of Mr. Oliver Brand."

For a moment Percy was bewildered. It was too extraordinary to be
true. He knew Mr. Oliver Brand's name only too well; it was he who, by
God's permission, was doing more in England at this moment against
the Catholic causethan any other man alive; and it was he whom the
Trafalgar Squareincident had raised into such eminent popularity. And
now, here was his motherN-
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He turned fiercely upon the man.

"| do not know what you are, sirNwhether you believe in God or not;
but will you swear to me on your religion and your honour that all this is
true?"

The timid eyesmet his, and wavered; but it was the wavering of weak-
ness, not of treachery.

"INI swear it, sir; by God Almighty."

"Are you a Catholic?"

The man shook his head.

"But | believe in God," he said. "At least, | think so."

Percy leaned back, trying to realise exactly what it all meant. There
was no triumph in his mindNthat kind of emotion was not his weak-
ness;there was fear of a kind, excitement, bewilderment, and under all a
satisfaction that God's grace was so sovereign. If it could reach this wo-
man, who could be too far removed for it to take effect? Presently he no-
ticed the other looking at him anxiously.

"You are afraid, sir? You are not going back from your promise?"

That dispersed the cloud a little, and Percy smiled.

"Oh! no," he said. "I will be there at twenty-two o'clockE . Is death
Imminent?"

“No, sir; it is syncope. She is recovered a little this morning."

The priest passed his hand over his eyes and stood up.

"Well, | will be there," he said. "Shall you be there, sir?"

The other shook his head, standing up too.

"I must be with Mr. Brand, sir; there is to be a meeting to-night; but |
must not speak of thatE . No, sir; ask for Mrs. Brand, and say that sheis
expecting you. They will take you upstairs at once."

"I must not say | am a priest, | suppose?"

“No, sir; if you please."

He drew out a pocket-book, scribbled in it a moment, tore out the
sheet, and handed it to the priest.

“The address, sir. Will you kindly destroy that when you have copied
it? INI do not wish to lose my place, sir, if it can be helped.”

Percy stood twisting the paper in his fingers a moment.

"Why are you not a Catholic yourself?" he asked.

The man shook his head mutely. Then he took up his hat, and went to-
wards the door.

Percy passed a very emotional afternoon.
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For the last month or two little had happened to encourage him. He
had been obliged to report half-a-dozen more significant secessionsand
hardly a conversion of any kind. There was no doubt at all that the tide
was setting steadily against the Church. The mad actin Trafalgar Square,
too, had done incalculable harm last week: men were saying more than
ever, and the papers storming, that the Church's reliance on the super-
natural was belied by every one of her public acts. "Scratch a Catholic
and find an assassin"had been the text of a leading article in the New
Peopleand Percy himself was dismayed at the folly of the attempt. It was
true that the Archbishop had formally repudiated both the act and the
motive from the Cathedral pulpit, but that too had only served as an op-
portunity hastily taken up by the principal papers, to recall the continual
policy of the Church to avail herself of violence while sherepudiated the
violent. The horrible death of the man had in no way appeased popular
indignation; there were not even wanting suggestions that the man had
beenseencoming out of Archbishop's House an hour before the attempt
at assassination had taken place.

And now here, with dramatic swiftness, had come a messagethat the
hero's own mother desired reconciliation with the Church that had at-
tempted to murder her son.

Again and again that afternoon, as Percy sped northwards on his visit
to a priest in Worcester, and southwards once more asthe lights beganto
shine towards evening, he wondered whether this were not a plot after
allNsome kind of retaliation, an attempt to trap him. Yet he had prom-
iIsed to say nothing, and to go.

He finished his daily letter after dinner as usual, with a curious sense
of fatality; addressed and stamped it. Then he went downstairs, in his
walking-dress, to Father Blackmore's room.

"Will you hear my confession, father?" he said abruptly.
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2.

Victoria Station, still named after the great nineteenth-century Queen,
was neither more nor lessbusy than usual ashe cameinto it half-an-hour
later. The vast platform, sunk now nearly two hundred feet below the
ground level, showed the double crowd of passengersentering and leav-
ing town. Those on the extreme left, towards whom Percy beganto des-
cend in the open glazed lift, were by far the most numerous, and the
stream at the lift-entrance made it necessary for him to move slowly.

He arrived at last, walking in the soft light on the noiselessribbed rub-
ber, and stood by the door of the long car that ran straight through to the
Junction. It was the last of a seriesof a dozen or more, each of which slid
off minute by minute. Then, still watching the endless movement of the
lifts ascending and descending between the entrances of the upper end
of the station, he stepped in and sat down.

He felt quiet now that he had actually started. He had made his con-
fession, just in order to make certain of his own soul, though scarcely ex-
pecting any definite danger, and sat now, his grey suit and straw hat in
no way distinguishing him as a priest (for a general leave was given by
the authorities to dress so for any adequate reason). Since the casewas
not imminent, he had not brought stocks or pyxNFather Dolan had
wired to him that he might fetch them if he wished from St. Joseph's,
near the Junction. He had only the violet thread in his pocket, such as
was customary for sick calls.

He was sliding along peaceably enough, fixing his eyeson the empty
seat opposite, and trying to preserve complete collectednesswhen the
car abruptly stopped. He looked out, astonished, and saw by the white
enamelled walks twenty feet from the window that they were already in
the tunnel. The stoppage might arise from many causes,and he was not
greatly excited, nor did it seemthat others in the carriage took it very
seriously; he could hear, after a moment's silence, the talking recom-
mence beyond the partition.

Then there came, echoed by the walls, the sound of shouting from far
away, mingled with hoots and chords; it grew louder. The talking in the
carriage stopped. He heard a window thrown up, and the next instant a
car tore past, going back to the station although on the down line. This
must be looked into, thought Percy: something certainly was happening;
so he got up and went acrossthe empty compartment to the further win-
dow. Again camethe crying of voices, again the signals, and once more a
car whirled past, followed almost immediately by another. There was a
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jerkNa smooth movement. Percy staggered and fell into a seat, as the
carriage in which he was seated itself began to move backwards.

There was a clamour now in the next compartment, and Percy made
his way there through the door, only to find half-a-dozen men with their
heads thrust from the windows, who paid absolutely no attention to his
inquiries. Sohe stood there, aware that they knew no more than himself,
waiting for an explanation from some one. It was disgraceful, he told
himself, that any misadventure should so disorganise the line.

Twice the car stopped; each time it moved on again after a hoot or
two, and at last drew up at the platform whence it had started, although
a hundred yards further out.

Ah! there was no doubt that something had happened! The instant he
opened the door a great roar met his ears, and as he sprang on to the
platftorm and looked up at the end of the station, he began to
understand.

From right to left of the huge interior, acrossthe platforms, swelling
every instant, surged an enormous swaying, roaring crowd. The flight of
steps, twenty yards broad, used only in casesof emergency, resembled a
gigantic black cataract nearly two hundred feet in height. Each car as it
drew up discharged more and more men and women, who ran like ants
towards the assembly of their fellows. The noise was indescribable, the
shouting of men, the screaming of women, the clang and hoot of the
huge machines, and three or four times the brazen cry of atrumpet, asan
emergency door was flung open overhead, and a small swirl of crowd
poured through it towards the streets beyond. But after one look Percy
looked no more at the people; for there, high up beneaththe clock, on the
Government signal board, flared out monstrous letters of fire, telling in
Esperanto and English, the messagefor which England had grown sick.
He read it a dozen times before he moved, staring, as at a supernatural
sight which might denote the triumph of either heaven or hell.

"EASTERN CONVENTION DISPERSED.

PEACE, NOT WAR.

UNIVERSAL BROTHERHOOD ESTABLISHED.

FELSENBURGH IN LONDON TO-NIGHT."
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3.

It was not until nearly two hours later that Percy was standing at the
house beyond the Junction.

He bad argued, expostulated, threatened, but the officials were like
men possessed.Half of them had disappeared in the rush to the City, for
it had leaked out, in spite of the Government's precautions, that Paul's
House, known once as St. Paul's Cathedral, was to be the scene of
Felsenburgh's reception. The others seemed demented; one man on the
platform had dropped dead from nervous exhaustion, but no one ap-
peared to care; and the body lay huddled beneath a seat. Again and
again Percy had been swept away by a rush, as he struggled from plat-
form to platform in his searchfor a car that would take him to Croydon.
It seemedthat there was none to be had, and the uselesscarriages collec-
ted like drift-wood between the platforms, asothers whirled up from the
country bringing loads of frantic, delirious men, who vanished like
smoke from the white rubber-boards. The platforms were continually
crowded, and as continually emptied, and it was not until half-an-hour
before midnight that the block began to move outwards again.

Well, he was here at last, dishevelled, hatless and exhausted, looking
up at the dark windows.

He scarcely knew what he thought of the whole matter. War, of
course,was terrible. And such awar asthis would have beentoo terrible
for the imagination to visualise; but to the priest's mind there were other
things even worse. What of universal peaceNpeace,that is to say, estab-
lished by others than Christ's method? Or was God behind even this?
The questions were hopeless.

FelsenburghNit was he then who had done this thingNthis thing un-
doubtedly greater than any secular event hitherto known in civilisation.
What manner of man was he? What was his character, his motive, his
method? How would he use his success?E Sothe points flew before him
like a stream of sparks, each,it might be, harmless;each,equally, capable
of setting a world on fire. Meanwhile here was an old woman who de-
sired to be reconciled with God before she diedE .

He touched the button again, three or four times, and waited. Then a
light sprang out overhead, and he knew that he was heard.

"l was sent for," he exclaimed to the bewildered maid. "l should have
been here at twenty-two: | was prevented by the rush.”

She babbled out a question at him.
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"Yes, it is true, | believe," he said. "It is peace,not war. Kindly take me
upstairs."

He went through the hall with a curious sense of guilt. This was
Brand's house thenNthat vivid orator, so bitterly eloquent against God;
and here was he, a priest, slinking in under cover of night. Well, well, it
was not of his appointment.

At the door of an upstairs room the maid turned to him.

"A doctor, sir?" she said.

“That is my affair,” said Percy briefly, and opened the door.

A little wailing cry broke from the corner, before he had time to close
the door again.

"Oh! thank God! | thought He had forgotten me. You are a priest,
father?"

“l am a priest. Do you not remember seeing me in the Cathedral?"

"Yes, yes, sir; | saw you praying, father. Oh! thank God, thank God!"

Percy stood looking down at her a moment, seeing her flushed old
face in the nightcap, her bright sunken eyes and her tremulous hands.
Yes; this was genuine enough.

"Now, my child," he said, "tell me."

"My confession, father."”

Percy drew out the purple thread, slipped it over his shoulders, and
sat down by the bed.

But she would not let him go for a while after that.

“Tell me, father. When will you bring me Holy Communion?"

He hesitated.

"l understand that Mr. Brand and his wife know nothing of all this?"

"No, father."

“Tell me, are you very ill?"

"I don't know, father. They will not tell me. | thought | was gone last
night."

"When would you wish me to bring you Holy Communion? | will do
as you say."

"Shall | send to you in a day or two? Father, ought | to tell him?"

"You are not obliged."

"I will if | ought.”

"Well, think about it, and let me knowE . You have heard what has
happened?”
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She nodded, but almost uninterestedly; and Percy was conscious of a
tiny prick of compunction at his own heart. After all, the reconciling of a
soul to God was a greater thing than the reconciling of East to West.

"It may make a difference to Mr. Brand," he said. "He will be a great
man, now, you know."

Shestill looked at him in silence, smiling a little. Percy was astonished
at the youthfulness of that old face. Then her face changed.

"Father, | must not keep you; but tell me thisNWho is this man?"

"Felsenburgh?"

"Yes."

"No one knows. We shall know more to-morrow. He is in town to-
night."

She looked so strange that Percy for an instant thought it was a
seizure. Her face seemedto fall away in a kind of emotion, half cunning,
half fear.

"Well, my child?"

"Father, | am a little afraid when | think of that man. He cannot harm
me, can he? | am safe now? | am a CatholicN?"

"My child, of course you are safe. What is the matter? How can this
man injure you?"

But the look of terror was still there, and Percy came a step nearer.

"You must not give way to fancies," he said. "Just commit yourself to
our Blessed Lord. This man can do you no harm."

He was speaking now as to a child; but it was of no use. Her old
mouth was still sucked in, and her eyes wandered past him into the
gloom of the room behind.

"My child, tell me what is the matter. What do you know of Felsen-
burgh? You have been dreaming."

She nodded suddenly and energetically, and Percy for the first time
felt his heart give a little leap of apprehension. Was this old woman out
of her mind, then? Or why was it that that name seemedto him sinister?
Then he remembered that Father Blackmore had once talked like this. He
made an effort, and sat down once more.

“"Now tell me plainly,” he said. "You have been dreaming. What have
you dreamt?"

Sheraised herself a little in bed, again glancing round the room; then
she put out her old ringed hand for one of his, and he gave it,
wondering.

"The door is shut, father? There is no one listening?"
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“No, no, my child. Why are you trembling? You must not be
superstitious."

"Father, | will tell you. Dreams are nonsense, are they not? Well, at
least, this is what | dreamt.

"l was somewhere in a great house;| do not know where it was. It was
a house | have never seen.It was one of the old houses,and it was very
dark. | was a child, | thought, and | was E | was afraid of something.
The passageswere all dark, and | went crying in the dark, looking for a
light, and there was none. Then | heard a voice talking, a great way off.
FatherN-"

Her hand gripped his more tightly, and again her eyeswent round the
room.

With great difficulty Percy represseda sigh. Yet he dared not leave her
just now. The house was very still; only from outside now and again
sounded the clang of the cars, asthey sped countrywards again from the
congested town, and once the sound of great shouting. He wondered
what time it was.

"Had you better tell me now?" he asked, still talking with a patient
simplicity. "What time will they be back?"

"Not yet," she whispered. "Mabel said not till two o'clock. What time is
it now, father?"

He pulled out his watch with his disengaged hand.

"It is not yet one," he said.

"Very well, listen, fatherE .| was in this house; and | heard that talk-
ing; and | ran along the passagestill | saw light below a door; and then |
stoppedE . Nearer, father."

Percy was a little awed in spite of himself. Her voice had suddenly
dropped to a whisper, and her old eyes seemed to hold him strangely.

"l stopped, father; | dared not go in. | could hear the talking, and I
could seethe light; and | dared not go in. Father, it was Felsenburgh in
that room."

From beneath camethe sudden snap of a door; then the sound of foot-
steps. Percy turned his head abruptly, and at the same moment heard a
swift indrawn breath from the old woman.

"Hush!" he said. "Who is that?"

Two voices were talking in the hall below now, and at the sound the
old woman relaxed her hold.

"INI thought it to be him," she murmured.

Percy stood up; he could see that she did not understand the situation.

"Yes, my child," he said quietly, "but who is it?"
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"My son and his wife," she said; then her face changed once more.
"WhyNwhy, fatherN-"

Her voice died in her throat, as a step vibrated outside. For a moment
there was complete silence; then a whisper, plainly audible, in a girl's
voice.

"Why, her light is burning. Come in, Oliver, but softly."

Then the handle turned.
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Chapter

1.

There was an exclamation, then silence, as a tall, beautiful girl with
flushed face and shining grey eyescame forward and stopped, followed
by a man whom Percy knew at once from his pictures. A little whimper-
ing sounded from the bed, and the priest lifted his hand instinctively to
silence it.

"Why," said Mabel; and then stared at the man with the young face
and the white hair.

Oliver opened his lips and closed them again. He, too, had a strange
excitement in his face. Then he spoke.

"Who is this?" he said deliberately.

"Oliver," cried the girl, turning to him abruptly, "this is the priest |
sawN-"

"A priest!" said the other, and came forward a step. "Why, |
thoughtN-"

Percy drew a breath to steady that maddening vibration in his throat.

"Yes, | am a priest," he said.

Again the whimpering broke out from the bed; and Percy, half turning
again to silenceit, saw the girl mechanically loosen the clasp of the thin
dust cloak over her white dress.

"You sent for him, mother?" snapped the man, with a tremble in his
voice, and with a sudden jerk forward of his whole body. But the girl put
out her hand.

"Quietly, my dear," she said. "Now, sirN-"

"Yes,| am apriest," said Percy again, strung up now to a desperateres-
istance of will, hardly knowing what he said.

"And you come to my house!" exclaimed the man. He came a step
nearer, and half recoiled. "You swear you are a priest?" he said. "You
have been here all this evening?"

"Since midnight."
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"And you are notN-" he stopped again.

Mabel stepped straight between them.

"Oliver," she said, still with that air of suppressed excitement, "we
must not have a scene here. The poor dear is too ill. Will you come
downstairs, sir?"

Percy took a step towards the door, and Oliver moved slightly aside.
Then the priest stopped, turned and lifted his hand.

"God bless you!" he said simply, to the muttering figure in the bed.
Then he went out, and waited outside the door.

He could hear a low talking within; then a compassionate murmur
from the girl's voice; then Oliver was beside him, trembling all over, as
white as ashes,and made a silent gesture as he went past him down the
stairs.

The whole thing seemedto Percy like someincredible dream; it was all
S0 unexpected, so untrue to life. He felt consciousof an enormous shame
at the sordidness of the affair, and at the sametime of a kind of hopeless
recklessness.The worst had happened and the bestNthat was his sole
comfort.

Oliver pushed a door open, touched a button, and went through into
the suddenly lit room, followed by Percy. Still in silence, he pointed to a
chair, Percy sat down, and Oliver stood before the fireplace, his hands
deep in the pockets of his jacket, slightly turned away.

Percy's concentrated senses became aware of every detail of the
roomNthe deep springy green carpet, smooth under his feet, the straight
hanging thin silk curtains, the half-dozen low tables with a wealth of
flowers upon them, and the books that lined the walls. The whole room
was heavy with the scentof roses,although the windows were wide, and
the night-breeze stirred the curtains continually. It was a woman's room,
he told himself. Then he looked at the man's figure, lithe, tense, upright;
the dark grey suit not unlike his own, the beautiful curve of the jaw, the
clear pale complexion, the thin nose, the protruding curve of idealism
over the eyes,and the dark hair. It was a poet's face, he told himself, and
the whole personality was a living and vivid one. Then he turned a little
and rose as the door opened, and Mabel came in, closing it behind her.

She came straight across to her husband, and put a hand on his
shoulder.

"Sit down, my dear,"” she said. "We must talk a little. Pleasesit down,
sir."
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The three sat down, Percy on one side, and the husband and wife on a
straight-backed settle opposite.

The girl began again.

“This must be arranged at once," she said, "but we must have no
tragedy. Oliver, do you understand? You must not make a scene.Leave
this to me."

She spoke with a curious gaiety; and Percy to his astonishment saw
that she was quite sincere: there was not the hint of cynicism.

"Oliver, my dear," she said again, "don't mouth like that! It is all per-
fectly right. | am going to manage this."

Percy saw a venomous look directed at him by the man; the girl saw it
too, moving her strong humorous eyesfrom one to the other. Sheput her
hand on his knee.

"Oliver, attend! Don't look at this gentleman so bitterly. He has done
no harm."

"No harm!" whispered the other.

"NoNno harm in the world. What does it matter what that poor dear
upstairs thinks? Now, sir, would you mind telling us why you came
here?"

Percy drew another breath. He had not expected this line.

"l came here to receive Mrs. Brand back into the Church," he said.

"And you have done so?"

"l have done so."

"Would you mind telling us your name? It makes it so much more
convenient."

Percy hesitated. Then he determined to meet her on her own ground.

"Certainly. My name is Franklin."

"Father Franklin?" asked the girl, with just the faintest tinge of mock-
ing emphasis on the first word.

"Yes. Father Percy Franklin, from Archbishop's House, Westminster,"
said the priest steadily.

"Well, then, Father Percy Franklin; canyou tell us why you came here?
| mean, who sent for you?"

"Mrs. Brand sent for me."

"Yes, but by what means?"

“That | must not say."

"Oh, very goodE . May we know what good comes of being 'received
into the Church?™

"By being received into the Church, the soul is reconciled to God."

"Oh! (Oliver, be quiet.) And how do you do it, Father Franklin?"
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Percy stood up abruptly.

“This is no good, madam," he said. "What is the use of these
guestions?"

The girl looked at him in open-eyed astonishment, still with her hand
on her husband's knee.

“The use, Father Franklinl Why, we want to know. There is no church
law against your telling us, is there?"

Percy hesitated again. He did not understand in the leastwhat shewas
after. Then he saw that he would give them an advantage if he lost his
head at all: so he sat down again.

"Certainly not. | will tell you if you wish to know. | heard Mrs. Brand's
confession, and gave her absolution."

"Oh! yes; and that does it, then? And what next?"

"She ought to receive Holy Communion, and anointing, if she is in
danger of death."

Oliver twitched suddenly.

"Christ!" he said softly.

"Oliver!" cried the girl entreatingly. "Pleaseleave this to me. It is much
better so.NAnd then, | suppose, Father Franklin, you want to give those
other things to my mother, too?"

“They are not absolutely necessary,"said the priest, feeling, he did not
know why, that he was somehow playing a losing game.

"Oh! they are not necessary? But you would like to?"

"l shall do so if possible. But | have done what is necessary."

It required all his will to keep quiet. He was asa man who had armed
himself in steel, only to find that his enemy was in the form of a subtle
vapour. He simply had not an idea what to do next. He would have giv-
en anything for the man to have risen and flown at his throat, for this girl
was too much for them both.

"Yes," she said softly. "Well, it is hardly to be expected that my hus-
band should give you leave to come here again. But | am very glad that
you have done what you think necessary.No doubt it will be a satisfac-
tion to you, Father Franklin, and to the poor old thing upstairs, too.
While weN- weN" she pressed her husband's kneeN"we do not mind at
all. Oh!Nbut there is one thing more."

"If you please," said Percy, wondering what on earth was coming.

"You ChristiansNforgive me if | say anything rudeNbut, you know,
you Christians have a reputation for counting heads, and making the
most of converts. We shall be so much obliged, Father Franklin, if you
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will give us your word not to advertise thisNthis incident. It would dis-
tress my husband, and give him a great deal of trouble."

"Mrs. BrandN-" began the priest.

"One momentE . You see,we have not treated you badly. There has
been no violence. We will promise not to make sceneswith my mother.
Will you promise us that?"

Percy had had time to consider, and he answered instantly.

"Certainly, | will promise that."

Mabel sighed contentedly.

"Well, that is all right. We are so much obligedE . And | think we may
say this, that perhaps after consideration my husband may seehis way to
letting you come here again to do Communion andNand the other
thingN-"

Again that spasm shook the man beside her.

"Well, we will seeabout that. At any rate, we know your address, and
can let you knowE . By the way, Father Franklin, are you going back to
Westminster to-night?"

He bowed.

"Ah! | hope you will getthrough. You will find London very much ex-
cited. Perhaps you heardN-"

"Felsenburgh?" said Percy.

"Yes. Julian Felsenburgh,” said the girl softly, again with that strange
excitement suddenly alight in her eyes. "Julian Felsenburgh,” she re-
peated. "He is there, you know. He will stay in England for the present.”

Again Percy was conscious of that slight touch of fear at the mention
of that name.

"l understand there is to be peace," he said.

The girl rose and her husband with her.

"Yes," she said, almost compassionately, "there is to be peace.Peaceat
last." (She moved half a step towards him, and her face glowed like a
rose of fire. Her hand rose a little.) "Go back to London, Father Franklin,
and use your eyes.You will seehim, | dare say, and you will seemore
besides." (Her voice began to vibrate.) "And you will understand, per-
haps, why we have treated you like thisNwhy we are no longer afraid of
youNwhy we are willing that my mother should do its she pleases.Oh!
you will understand, Father Franklin if not to-night, to-morrow; or if not
to-morrow, at least in a very short time."

"Mabel! cried her husband.

The girl wheeled, and threw her arms round him, and kissed him on
the mouth.
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"Oh! I am not ashamed, Oliver, my dear. Let him go and see for
himself. Good-night, Father Franklin."

As he went towards the door, hearing the ping of the bell that some
one touched in the room behind him, he turned once more, dazed and
bewildered; and there were the two, husband and wife, standing in the
soft, sunny light, asif transfigured. The girl had her arm round the man's
shoulder, and stood upright and radiant as a pillar of fire; and even on
the man's face there was no anger nowNnothing but an almost supernat-
ural pride and confidence. They were both smiling.

Then Percy passed out into the soft, summer night.
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2.

Percy understood nothing except that he was afraid, as he sat in the
crowded car that whirled him up to London. He scarcely even heard the
talk round him, although it was loud and continuous; and what he heard
meant little to him. He understood only that there had been strange
scenes,that London was said to have gone suddenly mad, that Felsen-
burgh had spoken that night in Paul's House.

He was afraid at the way in which be had been treated, and he asked
himself dully again and again what it was that had inspired that treat-
ment; it seemedthat he bad beenin the presenceof the supernatural; he
was conscious of shivering a little, and of the symptoms of an intolerable
sleepiness.It was scarcely strange to him that he should be sitting in a
crowded car at two o'clock of a summer dawn.

Thrice the car stopped, and he stared out at the signs of confusion that
were everywhere; at the figures that ran in the twilight between the
tracks, at a couple of wrecked carriages, a tumble of tarpaulins; he
listened mechanically to the hoots and cries that sounded everywhere.

As he stepped out at last on to the platform, he found it very much as
he had left it two hours before. There was the same desperaterush asthe
car discharged its load, the same dead body beneath the seat;and above
all, as he ran helplessly behind the crowd, scarcely knowing whither he
ran or why, above him burned the same stupendous messagebeneath
the clock. Then he found himself in the lift, and a minute later he was out
on the steps behind the station.

There, too, was an astonishing sight. The lamps still burned overhead,
but beyond them lay the first pale streaks of the false dawn. The street
that ran now straight to the old royal palace, uniting there, as at the
centre of a web, with those that came from Westminster, the Mall and
Hyde Park, was one solid pavement of heads. On this side and that rose
up the hotels and "Houses of Joy,"the windows all ablaze with light, sol-
emn and triumphant asif to welcome a king; while far ahead against the
sky stood the monstrous palace outlined in fire, and alight from within
like all other houseswithin view. The noise was bewildering. It was im-
possible to distinguish one sound from another. Voices, horns, drums,
the tramp of a thousand footsteps on the rubber pavements, the sombre
roll of wheels from the station behindNall united in one overwhelm-
ingly solemn booming, overscored by shriller notes.

It was impossible to move.
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He found himself standing in a position of extraordinary advantage, at
the very top of the broad flight of stepsthat led down into the old station
yard, now a wide space that united, on the left the broad road to the
palace, and on the right Victoria Street, that showed like all else one
vivid perspective of lights and heads. Against the sky on his right rose
up the illuminated head of the Cathedral Campanile. It appeared to him
as if he had known that in some previous existence.

He edged himself mechanically a foot or two to his left, till he clasped
a pillar; then he waited, trying not to analyse his emotions, but to absorb
them.

Gradually he became aware that this crowd was as no other that he
had ever seen.To his psychical senseit seemedto him that it possesseda
unity unlike any other. There was magnetism in the air. There was a sen-
sation as if a creative act were in process, whereby thousands of indi-
vidual cells were being welded more and more perfectly every instant
into one huge sentient being with one will, one emotion, and one head.
The crying of voices seemedsignificant only asthe stirrings of this creat-
ive power which so expressed itself. Here rested this giant humanity,
stretching to his sight in living limbs so far ashe could seeon every side,
waiting, waiting for some consummationNstretching, too, as his tired
brain began to guess, down every thoroughfare of the vast city.

He did not even ask himself for what they waited. He knew, yet he did
not know. He knew it was for a revelationNfor something that should
crown their aspirations, and fix them so for ever.

He had a sensethat he had seenall this before; and, like a child, he
began to ask himself where it could have happened, until he re-
membered that it was so that he had once dreamt of the Judgment
DayNof humanity gathered to meet JesusChristNJesus Christ! Ah! how
tiny that Figure seemedto him nowNhow far awayNreal indeed, but in-
significant to himselfNhow hopelessly apart from this tremendous life!
He glanced up at the Campanile. Yes;there was a piece of the True Cross
there, was there not?Na little piece of the wood on which a Poor Man
had died twenty centuries agoE . Well, well. It was a long way offE .

He did not quite understand what was happening to him. "Sweet Je-
sus, be to me not a Judge but a Saviour," he whispered beneath his
breath, gripping the granite of the pillar; and a moment later knew how
futile was that prayer. It was gone like a breath in this vast, vivid atmo-
sphere of man. He had said mass, had he not? this morningNin white
vestments.NYes; he had believed it all thenNdesperately, but truly; and
NnoweE .
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To look into the future was as uselessas to look into the past. There
was no future, and no past: it was all one eternal instant, present and
finalE .

Then he let go of effort, and again began to see with his bodily eyes.

The dawn was coming up the sky now, a steady soft brightening that
appeared in spite of its sovereignty to be as nothing compared with the
brilliant light of the streets. "We need no sun," he whispered, smiling
piteously; "no sun or light of a candle. We have our light on earthNthe
light that lighteneth every manE ."

The Campanile seemed further away than ever now, in that ghostly
glimmer of dawnNmore and more helpless every moment, compared
with the beautiful vivid shining of the streets.

Then he listened to the sounds, and it seemedto him asif somewhere,
far down eastwards, there was a silence beginning. He jerked his head
impatiently, asa man behind him began to talk rapidly and confusedly.
Why would he not be silent, and let silence be heard?E The man
stopped presently, and out of the distance there swelled up aroar, as soft
asthe roll of a summer tide; it passedup towards him from the right; it
was about him, dinning in his ears. There was no longer any individual
voice: it was the breathing of the giant that had beenborn; he was crying
out too; he did not know what he said, but he could not be silent. His
veins and nerves seemed alight with wine; and as he stared down the
long street, hearing the huge cry ebb from him and move toward the
palace, he knew why he had cried, and why he was now silent.

A slender, fish-shaped thing, aswhite as milk, asghostly asa shadow,
and asbeautiful asthe dawn, slid into sight half-a-mile away, turned and
came towards him, floating, as it seemed, on the very wave of silence
that it created, up, up the long curving street on outstretched wings, not
twenty feet above the heads of the crowd. There was one great sigh, and
then silence once more.

When Percy could think consciously againNfor his will was only cap-
able of efforts asa clock of ticksNthe strange white thing was nearer. He
told himself that he had seena hundred such before; and at the samein-
stant that this was different from all others.

Then it was nearer still, floating slowly, slowly, like a gull over the sea,;
he could make out its smooth nose, its low parapet beyond, the
steersman'shead motionless; he could even hear now the soft winnow-
ing of the screwNand then he saw that for which he had waited.
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High on the central deck there stood a chair, draped, too, in white,
with some insignia visible above its back; and in the chair sat the figure
of a man, motionless and lonely. He made no sign as he came; his dark
dress showed vividedly against the whiteness; his head was raised, and
he turned it gently now and again from side to side.

It came nearer still, in the profound stillness; the head turned, and for
an instant the face was plainly visible in the soft, radiant light.

It was a pale face, strongly marked, as of a young man, with arched,
black eyebrows, thin lips, and white hair.

Then the face turned once more, the steersman shifted his head, and
the beautiful shape, wheeling a little, passedthe corner, and moved up
towards the palace.

There was an hysterical yelp somewhere, a cry, and again the tempes-
tuous groan broke out.
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Part 2
THE ENCOUNTER
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Chapter

1.

Oliver Brand was seated at his desk, on the evening of the next day,
reading the leading article of the New Peopleevening edition.

"We have had time," he read, "to recover ourselves a little from the in-
toxication of last night. Before embarking on prophecy, it will be aswell
to recall the facts. Up to yesterday evening our anxiety with regard to the
Eastern crisis continued; and when twenty-one o'clock struck there were
not more than forty personsin LondonNthe English delegates,that is to
sayNwho knew positively that the danger was over. Between that mo-
ment and half-an-hour later the Government took a few discreet steps: a
selectnumber of personswere informed; the police were called out, with
half-a-dozen regiments, to preserve order; Paul's House was cleared; the
railroad companies were warned; and at the half hour precisely the an-
nouncement was made by means of the electric placards in every quarter
of London, as well asin all large provincial towns. We have not space
now to adequately describe the admirable manner in which the public
authorities did their duty; it is enough to say that not more than seventy
fatalities took place in the whole of London; nor is it our businessto criti-
cise the action of the Government, in choosing this mode of making the
announcement.

"By twenty-two o'clock Paul's House was filled in every corner, the
Old Choir was reserved for members of Parliament and public officials,
the quarter-dome galleries were filled with ladies, and to the rest of the
floor the public was freely admitted. The volor-police alsoinform us now
that for about the distance of one mile in every direction round this
centre every thoroughfare was blocked with pedestrians, and, two hours
later, aswe all know, practically all the main streets of the whole of Lon-
don were in the same condition.
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"It was an excellent choice by which Mr. OLIVER BRAND was selec-
ted asthe first speaker. His arm was still in bandages;and the appeal of
his figure aswell as his passionate words struck the first explicit note of
the evening. A report of his words will be found in another column. In
their turns, the PRIME MINISTER, Mr. SNOWFORD, the FIRST
MINISTER OF THE ADMIRALTY, THE SECRETARY FOR EASTERN
AFFAIRS, and LORD PEMBERTON, all spoke a few words, corroborat-
ing the extraordinary news. At a quarter before twenty-three, the noise
of cheering outside announced the arrival of the American delegates
from Paris, and one by one these ascended the platform by the south
gatesof the Old Choir. Eachspoke in turn. It is impossible to appreciate
words spoken at such a moment asthis; but perhaps it is not invidious to
name Mr. MARKHAM as the orator who above all others appealed to
those who were privileged to hear him. It was he, too, who told us expli-
citly what others had merely mentioned, to the effect that the successof
the American efforts was entirely due to Mr. JULIAN FELSENBURGH.
As yet Mr. FELSENBURGH had not arrived; but in answer to a roar of
inquiry, Mr. MARKHAM announced that this gentleman would be
amongst them in a few minutes. He then proceeded to describe to us, so
far as was possible in a few sentences, the methods by which Mr.
FELSENBURGH had accomplished what is probably the most astonish-
ing task known to history. It seems from his words that Mr.
FELSENBURGH (whose biography, so far asit is known, we give in an-
other column) is probably the greatest orator that the world has ever
knownNwe use these words deliberately. All languages seemthe same
to him; he delivered speechesduring the eight months through which
the Eastern Convention lasted, in no less than fifteen tongues. Of his
manner in speaking we shall have a few remarks to make presently. He
showed also, Mr. MARKHAM told us, the most astonishing knowledge,
not only of human nature, but of every trait under which that divine
thing manifests itself. He appeared acquainted with the history, the pre-
judices, the fears, the hopes, the expectations of all the innumerable sects
and castesof the Eastto whom it was his businessto speak. In fact, as
Mr. MARKHAM said, he is probably the first perfect product of that new
cosmopolitan creation to which the world has laboured throughout its
history. In no lessthan nine placesNDamascus, Irkutsk, Constantinople,
Calcutta, Benares,Nanking, among themNhe was hailed as Messiah by
a Mohammedan mob. Finally, in America, where this extraordinary fig-
ure has arisen, all speakwell of him. He has beenguilty of none of those
crimesNthere is not one that convicts him of sinNthose crimes of the
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Yellow Press, of corruption, of commercial or political bullying which
have so stained the past of all those old politicians who made the sister
continent what she has become. Mr. FELSENBURGH has not even
formed a party. He, and not his underlings, have conquered. Those who
were present in Paul's House on this occasionwill understand us when
we say that the effect of those words was indescribable.

"When Mr. MARKHAM sat down, there was a silence; then, in order
to quiet the rising excitement, the organist struck the first chords of the
Masonic Hymn; the words were taken up, and presently not only the
whole interior of the building rang with it, but outside, too, the people
responded, and the city of London for a few moments becameindeed a
temple of the Lord.

"Now indeed we come to the most difficult part of our task, and it is
better to confess at once that anything resembling journalistic descript-
Iveness must be resolutely laid aside. The greatestthings are besttold in
the simplest words.

“Towards the close of the fourth verse,afigure in a plain dark suit was
observed ascending the steps of the platform. For a moment this attrac-
ted no attention, but when it was seen that a sudden movement had
broken out among the delegates, the singing began to falter; and it
ceasedaltogether asthe figure, after a slight inclination to right and left,
passedup the further stepsthat led to the rostrum. Then occurred a curi-
ous incident. The organist aloft at first did not seemto understand, and
continued playing, but a sound broke out from the crowd resembling a
kind of groan, and instantly he ceased.But no cheering followed. Instead
a profound silence dominated in an instant the huge throng; this, by
some strange magnetism, communicated itself to those without the
building, and when Mr. FELSENBURGH uttered his first words, it was
in a stillness that was like aliving thing. We leave the explanation of this
phenomenon to the expert in psychology.

"Of his actual words we have nothing to say. Sofar aswe are aware no
reporter made notes at the moment; but the speech,delivered in Esper-
anto, was a very simple one, and very short. It consisted of a brief an-
nouncement of the great fact of Universal Brotherhood, a congratulation
to all who were yet alive to witness this consummation of history; and, at
the end, an ascription of praise to that Spirit of the World whose incarna-
tion was now accomplished.

"Somuch we can say; but we can say nothing asto the impression of
the personality who stood there. In appearance the man seemedto be
about thirty-three years of age, clean-shaven, upright, with white hair
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and dark eyesand brows; he stood motionless with his hands on the rail,
he made but one gesture that drew a kind of sob from the crowd, he
spoke these words slowly, distinctly, and in a clear voice; then he stood
waiting.

“There was no response but a sigh which sounded in the ears of at
least one who heard it asif the whole world drew breath for the first
time; and then that strange heart-shaking silence fell again. Many were
weeping silently, the lips of thousands moved without a sound, and all
faceswere turned to that simple figure, asif the hope of every soul were
centred there. So, if we may believe it, the eyes of many, centuries ago,
were turned on one known now to history as JESUS OF NAZARETH.

"Mr. FELSENBURGH stood so a moment longer, then he turned down
the steps, passed across the platform and disappeared.

"Of what took place outside we have received the following account
from an eye-witness. The white volor, so well known now to all who
were in London that night, had remained stationary outside the little
south door of the Old Choir aisle, poised about twenty feet above the
ground. Gradually it becameknown to the crowd, in those few minutes,
who it was who had arrived in it, and upon Mr. FELSENBURGH'Sre-
appearancethat same strange groan sounded through the whole length
of Paul's Churchyard, followed by the same silence. The volor descen-
ded; the master stepped on board, and once more the vessel rose to a
height of twenty feet. It was thought at first that some speechwould be
made, but none was necessary;and after a moment's pause, the volor
began that wonderful parade which London will never forget. Four
times during the night Mr. FELSENBURGH went round the enormous
metropolis, speaking no word; and everywhere the groan preceded and
followed him, while silence accompanied his actual passage.Two hours
after sunrise the white ship rose over Hampstead and disappeared to-
wards the North; and since then he, whom we call, in truth, the Saviour
of the world, has not been seen.

"And now what remains to be said?

"Comment is useless.It is enough to say in one short sentencethat the
new era has begun, to which prophets and kings, and the suffering, the
dying, all who labour and are heavy-laden, have aspired in vain. Not
only has intercontinental rivalry ceasedto exist, but the strife of home
dissensions has ceasedalso. Of him who has beenthe herald of its inaug-
uration we have nothing more to say. Time alone can show what is yet
left for him to do.
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"But what has been done is as follows. The Eastern peril has been for
ever dissipated. It is understood now, by fanatic barbarians aswell asby
civilised nations, that the reign of War is ended. ‘Not peacebut a sword,’
said CHRIST; and bitterly true have those words proved to be. 'Not a
sword but peace'is the retort, articulate at last, from those who have re-
nounced CHRIST'S claims or have never acceptedthem. The principle of
love and union learned however falteringly in the West during the last
century, has beentaken up in the Eastaswell. There shall be no more an
appeal to arms, but to justice; no longer a crying after a God Who hides
Himself, but to Man who haslearned his own Divinity. The Supernatural
Is dead; rather, we know now that it never yet has been alive. What re-
mains is to work out this new lesson, to bring every action, word and
thought to the bar of Love and Justice;and this will be, no doubt, the
task of years. Every code must be reversed; every barrier thrown down;
party must unite with party, country with country, and continent with
continent. There is no longer the fear of fear, the dread of the hereatfter,
or the paralysis of strife. Man has groaned long enough in the travails of
birth; his blood has been poured out like water through his own foolish-
ness; but at length he understands himself and is at peace.

“Let it be seenat least that England is not behind the nations in this
work of reformation; let no national isolation, pride of race, or drunken-
ness of wealth hold her hands back from this enormous work. The re-
sponsibility is incalculable, but the victory certain. Let us go softly,
humbled by the knowledge of our crimes in the past, confident in the
hope of our achievementsin the future, towards that reward which is in
sight at lastNthe reward hidden so long by the selfishness of men, the
darkness of religion, and the strife of tonguesNthe reward promised by
one who knew not what he said and denied what he assertedNBlessed
are the meek, the peacemakers,the merciful, for they shall inherit the
earth, be named the children of God, and find mercy."

Oliver, white to the lips, with his wife kneeling now beside him,
turned the page and read one more short paragraph, marked as being
the latest news.

"It is understood that the Government is in communication with Mr,
Felsenburgh.”
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2.

"Ah! it is journalese," said Oliver, at last, leaning back. "Tawdry stuff!
ButNbut the thing!"

Mabel got up, passed acrossto the window-seat, and sat down. Her
lips opened once or twice, but she said nothing.

"My darling," cried the man, "have you nothing to say?"

She looked at him tremulously a moment.

"Say!" she said. "As you said, What is the use of words?"

“Tell me again,” said Oliver. "How do | know it is not a dream?"

"A dream," she said. "Was there ever a dream like this?"

Again she got up restlessly, came acrossthe floor, and knelt down by
her husband once more, taking his hands in hers.

"My dear,"” she said, "l tell you it is not a dream. It is reality at last. |
was there tooNdo you not remember? You waited for me when all was
overNwhen He was gone outNwe saw Him together, you and |. We
heard HimNyou on the platform and | in the gallery. We saw Him again
passup the Embankment aswe stood in the crowd. Then we camehome
and we found the priest.”

Her face was transfigured as she spoke. It was as of one who saw a
Divine Vision. She spoke very quietly, without excitement or hysteria.
Oliver stared at her a moment; then he bent forward and kissed her
gently.

"Yes, my darling; it is true. But | want to hear it again and again. Tell
me again what you saw."

"l saw the Sonof Man," she said. "Oh! there is no other phrase. The Sa-
viour of the world, asthat paper says.l knew Him in my heart assoon as
| saw HimNas we all didNas soon as He stood there holding the rail. It
was like a glory round his head. | understand it all now. It was He for
whom we have waited so long; and He has come, bringing Peaceand
Goodwill in His hands. When He spoke, | knew it again. His voice was
asNas the sound of the seaNas simple as thatNasNas lamentableNas
strong as that.NDid you not hear it?"

Oliver bowed his head.

"l cantrust Him for all the rest,” went on the girl softly. "I do not know
where He is, nor when He will come back, nor what He will do. | sup-
pose there is a great deal for Him to do, before He is fully knownNlaws,
reformsNthat will be your business, my dear. And the rest of us must
wait, and love, and be content."

Oliver again lifted his face and looked at her.
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"Mabel, my dearN-"

"Oh! | knew it even last night,” she said, "but | did not know that |
knew it till | awoke to-day and remembered. | dreamed of Him all
nightE . Oliver, where is He?"

He shook his head.

"Yes, | know where He is, but | am under oathN-"

She nodded quickly, and stood up.

"Yes. | should not have asked that. Well, we are content to wait."

There was silence for a moment or two. Oliver broke it.

"My dear, what do you mean when you say that He is not yet known?"

"I mean just that,” she said. "The rest only know what He has
doneNnot what He is; but that, too, will come in time."

"And meanwhileN-"

"Meanwhile, you must work; the rest will come by and bye. Oh! Oliv-
er, be strong and faithful."

She kissed him quickly, and went out.

Oliver saton without moving, staring, ashis habit was, out at the wide
view beyond his windows. This time yesterday he was leaving Paris,
knowing the fact indeedNfor the delegates had arrived an hour be-
foreNbut ignorant of the Man. Now he knew the Man as wellNat least
he had seen Him, heard Him, and stood enchanted under the glow of
His personality. He could explain it to himself no more than could any
one elseNunless, perhaps, it were Mabel. The others had been as he had
been: awed and overcome, yet at the same time kindled in the very
depths of their souls. They had come outNSnowford, Cartwright, Pem-
berton, and the restNon to the steps of Paul's House, following that
strange figure. They had intended to say something, but they were dumb
as they saw the seaof white faces,heard the groan and the silence, and
experienced that compelling wave of magnetism that surged up like
something physical, as the volor rose and started on that indescribable
progress.

Once more he had seenHim, as he and Mabel stood together on the
deck of the electric boat that carried them south. The white ship had
passedalong overhead, smooth and steady, above the heads of that vast
multitude, bearing Him who, if any had the right to that title, was indeed
the Saviour of the world. Then they had come home, and found the
priest.

That, too, had beena shock to him; for, at first sight, it seemedthat this
priest was the very man he had seen ascend the rostrum two hours
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before. It was an extraordinary likenessNthe sameyoung face and white
hair. Mabel, of course, had not noticed it; for she had only seenFelsen-
burgh at a great distance; and he himself had soon been reassured. And
as for his motherNit was terrible enough; if it had not been for Mabel
there would have beenviolence done last night. How collected and reas-
onable she had been! And, as for his motherNhe must leave her alone
for the present. By and bye, perhaps, something might be done. The fu-
ture! It was that which engrossed himNthe future, and the absorbing
power of the personality under whose dominion he had fallen last night.
All else seemed insignificant nowNeven his mother's defection, her ill-
nessNall paled before this new dawn of an unknown sun. And in an
hour he would know more; he was summoned to Westminster to a meet-
ing of the whole House; their proposals to Felsenburgh were to be for-
mulated; it was intended to offer him a great position.

Yes, as Mabel had said; this was now their workNto carry into effect
the new principle that had suddenly become incarnate in this grey-
haired young AmericanNthe principle of Universal Brotherhood. It
would mean enormous labour; all foreign relations would have to be re-
adjustedNtrade, policy, methods of governmentNall demanded re-state-
ment. Europe was already organised internally on a basis of mutual pro-
tection: that basiswas now gone. There was no more any protection, be-
causethere was no more any menace.Enormous labour, too, awaited the
Government in other directions. A Blue-book must be prepared, contain-
ing a complete report of the proceedings in the East, together with the
text of the Treaty which had beenlaid before them in Paris, signed by the
Eastern Emperor, the feudal kings, the Turkish Republic, and counter-
signed by the American plenipotentiariesE . Finally, even home politics
required reform: the friction of old strife between centre and extremes
must ceaseforthwithNthere must be but one party now, and that at the
Prophet's disposalE . He grew bewildered as he regarded the prospect,
and saw how the whole plane of the world was shifted, how the entire
foundation of western life required readjustment. It was a Revolution in-
deed, a cataclysm more stupendous than even invasion itself; but it was
the conversion of darkness into light, and chaos into order.

He drew a deep breath, and so sat pondering.

Mabel came down to him half-an-hour later, as he dined early before
starting for Whitehall.

"Mother is quieter," she said. "We must be very patient, Oliver. Have
you decided yet as to whether the priest is to come again?"
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He shook his head.

"l canthink of nothing," he said, "but of what | have to do. You decide,
my dear; | leave it in your hands."

She nodded.

"I will talk to her again presently. Just now she can understand very
little of what has happenedE . What time shall you be home?"

"Probably not to-night. We shall sit all night."

"Yes, dear. And what shall | tell Mr. Phillips?"

"| will telephone in the morningE . Mabel, do you remember what |
told you about the priest?"

"His likeness to the other?"

"Yes. What do you make of that?"

She smiled.

"l make nothing at all of it. Why should they not be alike?"

He took a fig from the dish, and swallowed it, and stood up.

"It is only very curious," he said. "Now, good-night, my dear."
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3.

"Oh, mother," said Mabel, kneeling by the bed; "cannot you understand
what has happened?"

She had tried desperately to tell the old lady of the extraordinary
change that had taken place in the worldNand without success. It
seemed to her that some great issue depended on it; that it would be
piteous if the old woman went out into the dark unconscious of what
had come. It was asif a Christian knelt by the death-bed of a Jew on the
first Easter Monday. But the old lady lay in her bed, terrified but
obdurate.

"Mother," said the girl, "let me tell you again. Do you not understand
that all which JesusChrist promised has come true, though in another
way? The reign of God hasreally begun; but we know now who God is.
You said just now you wanted the Forgiveness of Sins; well, you have
that; we all have it, becausethere is no such thing as sin. There is only
Crime. And then Communion. You used to believe that that made you a
partaker of God; well, we are all partakers of God, becausewe are hu-
man beings. Don't you seethat Christianity is only one way of saying all
that? | dare say it was the only way, for atime; but that is all over now.
Oh! and how much better this is! It is trueNtrue. You can seeit to be
true!"

She paused a moment, forcing herself to look at that piteous old face,
the flushed wrinkled cheeks, the writhing knotted hands on the coverlet.

"Look how Christianity hasfailedNhow it hasdivided people; think of
all the crueltiesNthe Inquisition, the Religious Wars; the separations
between husband and wife and parents and childrenNthe disobedience
to the State, the treasons. Oh! you cannot believe that these were right.
What kind of a God would that be! And then Hell; how could you ever
have believed in that?E Oh! mother, don't believe anything so fright-
fulE . Don't you understand that that God has goneNthat He never exis-
ted at allNthat it was all a hideous nightmare; and that now we all know
at last what the truth isE . Mother! think of what happened last
nightNhow He cameNthe Man of whom you were so frightened. | told
you what He was likeNso quiet and strongNhow every one was si-
lentNof theNthe extraordinary atmosphere, and how six millions of
people saw Him. And think what He has doneNhow He has healed all
the old woundsNhow the whole world is at peaceat lastNand of what is
going to happen. Oh! mother, give up those horrible old lies; give them
up; be brave."
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"The priest, the priest!" moaned the old woman at last.

"Oh! no, no, noNnot the priest; he can do nothing. He knows it's all
lies, too!"

“The priest! the priest!" moaned the other again. "He can tell you; he
knows the answer."

Her face was convulsed with effort, and her old fingers fumbled and
twisted with the rosary. Mabel grew suddenly frightened, and stood up.

"Oh! mother!" She stooped and kissed her. "There! | won't say any
more now. But just think about it quietly. Don't be in the least afraid; it is
all perfectly right."

Shestood a moment, still looking compassionately down; torn by sym-
pathy and desire. No! it was no use now; she must wait till the next day.

"Il look in again presently," she said, "when you have had dinner.
Mother! don't look like that! Kiss me!"

It was astonishing, shetold herself that evening, how any one could be
so blind. And what a confession of weakness, too, to call only for the
priest! It was ludicrous, absurd! She herself was filled with an ex-
traordinary peace.Even death itself seemednow no longer terrible, for
was not death swallowed up in victory? She contrasted the selfish indi-
vidualism of the Christian, who sobbed and shrank from death, or, at the
best, thought of it only asthe gate to his own eternal life, with the free al-
truism of the New Believer who asked no more than that Man should
live and grow, that the Spirit of the World should triumph and reveal
Himself, while he, the unit, was content to sink back into that reservoir
of energy from which he drew his life. At this moment she would have
suffered anything, faced death cheerfullyNshe contemplated even the
old woman upstairs with pityNfor was it not piteous that death should
not bring her to herself and reality?

Shewas in a quiet whirl of intoxication; it was asif the heavy veil of
sensehad rolled back at last and shown a sweet, eternal landscape be-
hindNa shadowless land of peace where the lion lay down with the
lamb, and the leopard with the kid. There should be war no more: that
bloody spectrewas dead, and with him the brood of evil that lived in his
shadowNsuperstition, conflict, terror, and unreality. The idols were
smashed,and rats had run out; Jehovahwas fallen; the wild-eyed dream-
er of Galilee was in his grave; the reign of priests was ended. And in
their place stood a strange, quiet figure of indomitable power and un-
ruffled tendernesst . He whom she had seenNthe Son of Man, the Sa-
viour of the world, asshe had called Him just nowNHe who bore these
titles was no longer a monstrous figure, half God and half man, claiming
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both natures and possessing neither; one who was tempted without
temptation, and who conquered without merit, as his followers said.
Here was one instead whom she could follow, a god indeed and a man
as wellNa god because human, and a man because so divine.

She said no more that night. Shelooked into the bedroom for a few
minutes, and saw the old woman asleep. Her old hand lay out on the
coverlet, and still between the fingers was twisted the silly string of
beads. Mabel went softly acrossin the shaded light, and tried to detach
it; but the wrinkled fingers writhed and closed, and a murmur came
from the half-open lips. Ah! how piteous it was, thought the girl, how
hopeless that a soul should flow out into such darkness, unwilling to
make the supreme, generous surrender, and lay down its life becauselife
itself demanded it!

Then she went to her own room.

The clocks were chiming three, and the grey dawn lay on the walls,
when she awoke to find by her bed the woman who had sat with the old
lady.

"Come at once, madam; Mrs. Brand is dying."
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4.

Oliver was with them by six o'clock; he came straight up into his
mother's room to find that all was over.

The room was full of the morning light and the clean air, and a bubble
of bird-music poured in from the lawn. But his wife knelt by the bed, still
holding the wrinkled hands of the old woman, her face buried in her
arms. The face of his mother was quieter than he had ever seenit, the
lines showed only like the faintest shadows on an alabaster mask; her
lips were setin a smile. He looked for a moment, waiting until the spasm
that caught his throat had died again. Then he put his hand on his wife's
shoulder.

"When?" he said.

Mabel lifted her face.

"Oh! Oliver," she murmured. "It was an hour agoE . Look at this."

Shereleasedthe dead hands and showed the rosary still twisted there;
it had snapped in the last struggle, and a brown bead lay beneath the
fingers.

"l did what | could," sobbed Mabel. "I was not hard with her. But she
would not listen. She kept on crying out for the priest as long as she
could speak."”

"My dear E " beganthe man. Then he, too, went down on his kneesby
his wife, leaned forward and kissed the rosary, while tears blinded him.

"Yes, yes," he said. "Leave her in peace.l would not move it for the
world: it was her toy, was it not?"

The girl stared at him, astonished.

"We can be generous, too," he said. "We have all the world at last. And
sheNshe has lost nothing: it was too late."

"l did what | could."

"Yes, my darling, and you were right. But she was too old; she could
not understand."

He paused.

"Euthanasia?" he whispered with something very like tenderness.

She nodded.

"Yes," she said; "just as the last agony began. Sheresisted, but | knew
you would wish it."

They talked together for an hour in the garden before Oliver went to
his room; and he began to tell her presently of all that had passed.

"He hasrefused," he said. "We offered to create an office for Him; He
was to have been called Consultor, and he refused it two hours ago. But
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He has promised to be at our serviceE . No, | must not tell you where
He isE . He will return to America soon, we think; but He will not leave
us. We have drawn up a programme, and it is to be sent to Him
presentlyE . Yes, we were unanimous."

"And the programme?"

"It concernsthe Franchise, the Poor Laws and Trade. | can tell you no
more than that. It was He who suggestedthe points. But we are not sure
if we understand Him yet."

"But, my dearN-"

"Yes; it is quite extraordinary. | have never seen such things. There
was practically no argument.”

"Do the people understand?"

"l think so.We shall have to guard against a reaction. They say that the
Catholics will be in danger. There is an article this morning in the Era
The proofs were sent to us for sanction. It suggeststhat means must be
taken to protect the Catholics."

Mabel smiled.

"It is a strange irony," he said. "But they have a right to exist. How far
they have aright to sharein the government is another matter. That will
come before us, I think, in a week or two."

“Tell me more about Him."

“There is really nothing to tell; we know nothing, exceptthat He is the
supreme force in the world. Franceis in a ferment, and has offered him
Dictatorship. That, too, He has refused. Germany has made the same
proposal asourselves; Italy, the sameas France,with the title of Perpetu-
al Tribune. America has done nothing yet, and Spain is divided."

"And the East?"

"The Emperor thanked Him; no more than that."

Mabel drew along breath, and stood looking out acrossthe heat haze
that was beginning to rise from the town beneath. Thesewere matters so
vast that she could not take them in. But to her imagination Europe lay
like abusy hive, moving to and fro in the sunshine. Shesaw the blue dis-
tance of France, the towns of Germany, the Alps, and beyond them the
Pyreneesand sun-baked Spain; and all were intent on the samebusiness,
to capture if they could this astonishing figure that had risen over the
world. Sober England, too, was alight with zeal. Each country desired
nothing better than that this man should rule over them; and He had re-
fused them all.

"He has refused them all!" she repeated breathlessly.
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"Yes, all. We think He may be waiting to hear from America. He still
holds office there, you know."

"How old is He?"

“"Not more than thirty-two or three. He has only beenin office a few
months. Before that He lived alone in Vermont. Then He stood for the
Senate;then He made a speechor two; then He was appointed delegate,
though no one seemsto have realised His power. And the rest we
know."

Mabel shook her head meditatively.

"We know nothing," she said. "Nothing; nothing! Where did He learn
His languages?"

"It is supposed that He travelled for many years. But no one knows.
He has said nothing."

She turned swiftly to her husband.

"But what does it all mean? What is His power? Tell me, Oliver?"

He smiled back, shaking his head.

"Well, Markham said that it was his incorruptionNthat and his
oratory; but that explains nothing."

"No, it explains nothing," said the girl.

"It is just personality," went on Oliver, "at least, that's the label to use.
But that, too, is only a label."

"Yes, just a label. But it is that. They all felt it in Paul's House, and in
the streets afterwards. Did you not feel it?"

"Feel it!" cried the man, with shining eyes. "Why, | would die for Him!"

They went back to the house presently, and it was not till they reached
the door that either said a word about the dead old woman who lay
upstairs.

"They are with her now," said Mabel softly. "I will communicate with
the people.”

He nodded gravely.

"It had better be this afternoon," he said. "I have a spare hour at four-
teen o'clock. Oh! by the way, Mabel, do you know who took the message
to the priest?"

"l think so."

"Yes, it was Phillips. | saw him last night. He will not come here
again."

"Did he confess it?"

"He did. He was most offensive."
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But Oliver's face softened again as he nodded to his wife at the foot of
the stairs, and turned to go up once more to his mother's room.
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e 2

Chapter

1.

It seemedto Percy Franklin ashe drew near Rome, sliding five hundred
feet high through the summer dawn, that he was approaching the very
gatesof heaven, or, still better, he was asa child coming home. For what
he had left behind him ten hours before in London was not a bad speci-
men, he thought, of the superior mansions of hell. It was aworld whence
God seemedto have withdrawn Himself, leaving it indeed in a state of
profound complacencyNa state without hope or faith, but a condition in
which, although life continued, there was absent the one essential to
well-being. It was not that there was not expectationNfor London was
on tip-toe with excitement. There were rumours of all kinds: Felsenburgh
was coming back; he was back; he had never gone. He was to be Presid-
ent of the Council, Prime Minister, Tribune, with full capacities of demo-
cratic government and personal sacro-sanctity, even KingNif not Emper-
or of the West. The entire constitution was to be remodelled, there was to
be a complete rearrangement of the pieces;crime was to be abolished by
the mysterious power that had killed war; there was to be free foodNthe
secretof life was discovered, there was to be no more deathNso the ru-
mours ranE . Yet that was lacking, to the priest's mind, which made life
worth livingE .

In Paris, while the volor waited at the great station at Montmartre,
once known asthe Church of the SacredHeart, he had heard the roaring
of the mob in love with life at last, and seenthe banners go past. As it
rose again over the suburbs he had seenthe long lines of trains stream-
ing in, visible as bright serpents in the brilliant glory of the electric
globes, bringing the country folk up to the Council of the Nation which
the legislators, mad with drama, had summoned to decide the great
guestion. At Lyons it had been the same. The night was as clear as the
day, and as full of sound. Mid France was arriving to register its votes.
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He had fallen asleep asthe cold air of the Alps began to envelop the
car, and had caught but glimpses of the solemn moonlit peaks below
him, the black profundities of the gulfs, the silver glint of the shield-like
lakes, and the soft glow of Interlaken and the towns in the Rhone valley.
Once he had been moved in spite of himself, as one of the huge German
volors had passedin the night, a blaze of ghostly lights and gilding, re-
sembling a huge moth with antennae of electric light, and the two ships
had saluted one another through half a league of silent air, with a pathet-
ic cry as of two strange night-birds who have no leisure to pause. Milan
and Turin had been quiet, for Italy was organised on other principles
than France, and Florence was not yet half awake. And now the Cam-
pagna was slipping past like a grey-green rug, wrinkled and tumbled,
five hundred feet beneath,and Rome was all but in sight. The indicator
above his seat moved its finger from one hundred to ninety miles.

He shook off the doze at last, and drew out his office book; but as he
pronounced the words his attention was elsewhere, and, when Prime
was said, he closed the book once more, propped himself more comfort-
ably, drawing the furs round him, and stretching his feet on the empty
seatopposite. He was alone in his compartment; the three men who had
come in at Paris had descended at Turin.

He had been remarkably relieved when the messagehad come three
days before from the Cardinal-Protector, bidding him make arrange-
ments for along absencefrom England, and, assoon asthat was done, to
come to Rome. He understood that the ecclesiastical authorities were
really disturbed at last.

He reviewed the last day or two, considering the report he would have
to present. Since his last letter, three days before, seven notable apostas-
les had taken place in Westminster diocese alone, two priests and five
important laymen. There was talk of revolt on all sides; he had seena
threatening document, called a "petition," demanding the right to dis-
pense with all ecclesiastical vestments, signed by one hundred and
twenty priests from England and Wales. The "petitioners" pointed out
that persecution was coming swiftly at the hands of the mob; that the
Government was not sincere in the promises of protection; they hinted
that religious loyalty was already strained to breaking-point even in the
case of the most faithful, and that with all but those it had already
broken.

And asto his comments Percy was clear. He would tell the authorities,
as he had already told them fifty times, that it was not persecution that
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mattered; it was this new outburst of enthusiasm for HumanityNan en-
thusiasm which had waxed a hundredfold more hot since the coming of
Felsenburgh and the publication of the Eastern newsNwhich was melt-
ing the hearts of all but the very few. Man had suddenly fallen in love
with man. The conventional were rubbing their eyes and wondering
why they had ever believed, or even dreamed, that there was a God to
love, asking one another what was the secret of the spell that had held
them so long. Christianity and Theism were passing together from the
world's mind as a morning mist passeswhen the sun comesup. His re-
commendationsN? Yes, he had those clear, and ran them over in his
mind with a sense of despair.

For himself, he scarcely knew if he believed what he professed. His
emotions seemedto have been finally extinguished in the vision of the
white car and the silence of the crowd that evening three weeks before. It
had beenso horribly real and positive; the delicate aspirations and hopes
of the soul appeared so shadowy when compared with that burning,
heart-shaking passion of the people. He had never seenanything like it;
no congregation under the spell of the most kindling preacher alive had
ever responded with one-tenth of the fervour with which that irreligious
crowd, standing in the cold dawn of the London streets, had greeted the
coming of their saviour. And as for the man himselfNPercy could not
analyse what it was that possessedhim as he had stared, muttering the
name of Jesus,on that quiet figure in black with features and hair so like
his own. He only knew that a hand had gripped his heartNa hand
warm, not coldNand had quenched, it seemed,all senseof religious con-
viction. It had only been with an effort that sickened him to remember,
that he had refrained from that interior act of capitulation that is so fa-
miliar to all who have cultivated an inner life and understand what fail-
ure means. There had been one citadel that had not flung wide its
gatesNall else had yielded. His emotions had been stormed, his intellect
silenced, his memory of grace obscured, a spiritual nauseahad sickened
his soul, yet the secretfortress of the will had, in an agony, held fast the
doors and refused to cry out and call Felsenburgh king.

Ah! how he had prayed during those three weeks! It appeared to him
that he had done little else;there had been no peace. Lances of doubt
thrust again and again through door and window; massesof argument
had crashed from above; he had been on the alert day and night, re-
pelling this, blindly, and denying that, endeavouring to keep his
foothold on the slippery plane of the supernatural, sending up cry after
cry to the Lord Who hid Himself. He had slept with his crucifix in his
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hand, he had awakened himself by kissing it; while he wrote, talked, ate,
walked, and sat in cars, the inner life had been busy-making frantic
speechlessacts of faith in a religion which his intellect denied and from
which his emotions shrank. There had been moments of ecstasyNnow in
a crowded street, when he recognised that God was all, that the Creator
was the key to the creature'slife, that a humble act of adoration was tran-
scendently greater than the most noble natural act, that the Supernatural
was the origin and end of existence there had come to him such mo-
ments in the night, in the silence of the Cathedral, when the lamp
flickered, and a soundlessair had breathed from the iron door of the tab-
ernacle. Then again passion ebbed, and left him stranded on misery, but
set with a determination (which might equally be that of pride or faith)
that no power in earth or hell should hinder him from professing Chris-
tianity even if he could not realise it. It was Christianity alone that made
life tolerable.

Percy drew a long vibrating breath, and changed his position; for far
away his unseeing eyeshad descried a dome, like a blue bubble seton a
carpet of green; and his brain had interrupted itself to tell him that this
was Rome. He got up presently, passed out of his compartment, and
moved forward up the central gangway, seeing, as he went, through the
glass doors to right and left his fellow-passengers, some still asleep,
some staring out at the view, some reading. He put his eye to the glass
square in the door, and for a minute or two watched, fascinated, the
steady figure of the steerer at his post. There he stood motionless, his
hands on the steel circle that directed the vast wings, his eyes on the
wind-gauge that revealed to him as on the face of a clock both the force
and the direction of the high gusts; now and again his hands moved
slightly, and the huge fans responded, now lifting, now lowering.
Beneathhim and in front, fixed on a circular table, were the glass domes
of various indicatorsNPercy did not know the meaning of halfNone
seemeda kind of barometer, intended, he guessed,to declare the height
at which they were travelling, another a compass.And beyond, through
the curved windows, lay the enormous sky. Well, it was all very wonder-
ful, thought the priest, and it was with the force of which all this was but
one symptom that the supernatural had to compete.

He sighed, turned, and went back to his compartment.

It was an astonishing vision that began presently to open before
himNscarcely beautiful except for its strangeness, and as unreal as a
raised map. Far to his right, as he could seethrough the glassdoors, lay
the grey line of the seaagainst the luminous sky, rising and falling ever
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so slightly asthe car, apparently motionless, tilted imperceptibly against
the western breeze;the only other movement was the faint pulsation of
the huge throbbing screw in the rear. To the left stretched the limitless
country, flitting beneath,in glimpses seenbetween the motionless wings,
with here and there the streak of a village, flattened out of recognition, or
the flash of water, and bounded far away by the low massesof the Um-
brian hills; while in front, seenand gone again asthe car veered, lay the
confused line of Rome and the huge new suburbs, all crowned by the
great dome growing every instant. Around, above and beneath, his eyes
were conscious of wide air-spaces,overhead deepening into lapis-lazuli
down to horizons of pale turquoise. The only sound, of which he had
long ceasedto be directly conscious, was that of the steady rush of air,
less shrill now asthe speed beganto drop downNdownNto forty miles
an hour. There was a clang of a bell, and immediately he was aware of a
senseof faint sickness as the car dropped in a glorious swoop, and he
staggered a little as he grasped his rugs together. When he looked again
the motion seemedto have ceased;he could seetowers ahead, a line of
house-roofs, and beneath he caught a glimpse of a road and more roofs
with patches of green between. A bell clanged again, and a long sweet
cry followed. On all sides he could hear the movement of feet; a guard in
uniform passed swiftly along the glazed corridor; again came the faint
nausea; and as he looked up once more from his luggage for an instant
he saw the dome, grey now and lined, almost on a level with his own
eyes,huge against the vivid sky. The world spanround for a moment; he
shut his eyes,and when he looked again walls seemedto heave up past
him and stop, swaying. There was the last bell, a faint vibration as the
car grounded in the steel-netted dock; a line of facesrocked and grew
still outside the windows, and Percy passed out towards the doors, car-
rying his bags.
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2.

He still felt a senseof insecure motion as he satalone over coffee an hour
later in one of the remote rooms of the Vatican; but there was a senseof
exhilaration aswell, ashis tired brain realised where he was. It had been
strange to drive over the rattling stonesin the weedy little cab, such as
he remembered ten years ago when he had left Rome, newly ordained.
While the world had moved on, Rome had stood still; she had other af-
fairs to think of than physical improvements, now that the spiritual
weight of the earth rested entirely upon her shoulders. All had seemed
unchangedNor rather it had reverted to the condition of nearly one hun-
dred and fifty years ago. Histories related how the improvements of the
Italian government had gradually dropped out of use as soon asthe city,
eighty years before, had been given her independence; the trains ceased
to run; volors were not allowed to enter the walls; the new buildings,
permitted to remain, had beenconverted to ecclesiasticaluse; the Quirin-
al becamethe offices of the "Red Pope"; the embassies,huge seminaries;
even the Vatican itself, with the exception of the upper floor, had become
the abode of the SacredCollege, who surrounded the Supreme Pontiff as
stars their sun.

It was an extraordinary city, said antiquariansNthe one living ex-
ample of the old days. Here were to be seenthe ancient inconveniences,
the insanitary horrors, the incarnation of a world given over to dream-
ing. The old Church pomp was back, too; the cardinals drove again in
gilt coaches;the Pope rode on his white mule; the Blessed Sacrament
went through the ill-smelling streetswith the sound of bells and the light
of lanterns. A brilliant description of it had interested the civilised world
immensely for about forty-eight hours; the appalling retrogression was
still used occasionally asthe text for violent denunciations by the poorly
educated; the well-educated had ceasedto do anything but take for gran-
ted that superstition and progress were irreconcilable enemies.

Yet Percy, even in the glimpses he had had in the streets, as he drove
from the volor station outside the People's Gate, of the old peasant
dresses,the blue and red-fringed wine carts, the cabbage-strewn gutters,
the wet clothes flapping on strings, the mules and horsesNstrange
though these were, he had found them a refreshment. It had seemedto
remind him that man was human, and not divine asthe rest of the world
proclaimedNhuman, and therefore carelessand individualistic; human,
and therefore occupied with interests other than those of speed, cleanli-
ness, and precision.
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The room in which he satnow by the window with shading blinds, for
the sun was already hot, seemedto revert back even further than to a
century-and-a-half. The old damask and gilding that he had expected
was gone, and its absencegave the impression of great severity. There
was a wide deal table running the length of the room, with upright
wooden arm chairs set against it; the floor was red-tiled, with strips of
matting for the feet, the white, distempered walls had only a couple of
old pictures hung upon them, and a large crucifix flanked by candles
stood on a little altar by the further door. There was no more furniture
than that, with the exception of a writing-desk between the windows, on
which stood a typewriter. That jarred somehow on his senseof fitness,
and he wondered at it.

He finished the last drop of coffeein the thick-rimmed white cup, and
sat back in his chair.

Already the burden was lighter, and he was astonished at the swift-
nesswith which it had become so. Life looked simpler here; the interior
world was taken more for granted; it was not even a matter of debate.
There it was, imperious and objective, and through it glimmered to the
eyes of the soul the old Figures that had become shrouded behind the
rush of worldly circumstance. The very shadow of God appeared to rest
here; it was no longer impossible to realise that the saints watched and
interceded, that Mary sat on her throne, that the white disc on the altar
was JesusChrist. Percy was not yet at peaceatfter all, he had beenbut an
hour in Rome; and air, charged with never so much grace, could scarcely
do more than it had done. But he felt more at ease,less desperately
anxious, more childlike, more content to rest on the authority that
claimed without explanation, and assertedthat the world, asa matter of
fact, proved by evidences without and within, was made this way and
not that, for this purpose and not the other. Yet he had used the conveni-
enceswhich he hated; he had left London a bare twelve hours before,
and now here he satin a place which was either a stagnant backwater of
life, or else the very mid-current of it; he was not yet sure which.

There was a step outside, a handle was turned; and the Cardinal-Pro-
tector came through.

Percy had not seenhim for four years, and for a moment scarcely re-
cognised him.

It was a very old man that he saw now, bent and feeble, his face
covered with wrinkles, crowned by very thin, white hair, and the little
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scarlet cap on top; he was in his black Benedictine habit with a plain ab-
batial crosson his breast,and walked hesitatingly, with a black stick. The
only sign of vigour was in the narrow bright slit of his eyesshowing be-
neath drooping lids. He held out his hand, smiling, and Percy, remem-
bering in time that he was in the Vatican, bowed low only as he kissed
the amethyst.

"Welcome to Rome, father," said the old man, speaking with an unex-
pected briskness. "They told me you were here half-an-hour ago; |
thought | would leave you to wash and have your coffee."

Percy murmured something.

"Yes; you are tired, no doubt," said the Cardinal, pulling out a chair.

“Indeed not, your Eminence. | slept excellently."”

The Cardinal made a little gesture to a chair.

"But | must have a word with you. The Holy Father wishes to seeyou
at eleven o'clock."

Percy started a little.

"We move quickly in thesedays, fatherE . There is no time to dawdle.
You understand that you are to remain in Rome for the present?"

"I have made all arrangements for that, your Eminence."

"That is very wellE . We are pleased with you here, Father Franklin.
The Holy Father has been greatly impressed by your comments. You
have foreseen things in a very remarkable manner."

Percy flushed with pleasure. It was almost the first hint of encourage-
ment he had had. Cardinal Martin went on.

"I may say that you are considered our most valuable correspond-
entNcertainly in England. That is why you are summoned. You are to
help us here in futureNa kind of consultor: any one can relate facts; not
every one can understand themE . You look very young, father. How
old are you?"

"l am thirty-three, your Eminence."

"Ah! your white hair helps youE . Now, father, will you come with
me into my room? It is now eight o'clock. | will keep you till nineNno
longer. Then you shall have some rest, and at eleven | shall take you up
to his Holiness."

Percy rose with a strange senseof elation, and ran to open the door for
the Cardinal to go through.
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3.

At afew minutes before eleven Percy cameout of his little white-washed
room in his new ferraiuola, soutane and buckle shoes,and tapped at the
door of the Cardinal's room.

He felt a great deal more self-possessednow. He had talked to the Car-
dinal freely and strongly, had described the effect that Felsenburgh had
had upon London, and even the paralysis that had seized upon himself.
He had stated his belief that they were on the edge of a movement un-
paralleled in history: he related little scenesthat he had witnessedNa
group kneeling before a picture of Felsenburgh, a dying man calling him
by name, the aspectof the crowd that had waited in Westminster to hear
the result of the offer made to the stranger. He showed him half-a-dozen
cuttings from newspapers, pointing out their hysterical enthusiasm; he
even went so far asto venture upon prophecy, and to declare his belief
that persecution was within reasonable distance.

“The world seemsvery oddly alive,” he said; "it is asif the whole thing
was flushed and nervous."

The Cardinal nodded.

"We, too," he said, "even we feel it."

For the rest the Cardinal had sat watching him out of his narrow eyes,
nodding from time to time, putting an occasional question, but listening
throughout with great attention.

"And your recommendations, fatherN-" he had said, and then inter-
rupted himself. "No, that is too much to ask. The Holy Father will speak
of that."

He had congratulated him upon his Latin thenNfor they had spoken
in that language throughout this second interview; and Percy had ex-
plained how loyal Catholic England had beenin obeying the order, giv-
en ten years before, that Latin should becometo the Church what Esper-
anto was becoming to the world.

“That is very well," said the old man. "His Holiness will be pleased at
that."

At his second tap the door opened and the Cardinal came out, taking
him by the arm without a word; and together they turned to the lift
entrance.

Percy ventured to make a remark asthey slid noiselessly up towards
the papal apartment.

"I am surprised at the lift, your Eminence, and the typewriter in the
audience-room."
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"Why, father?"

"Why, all the rest of Rome is back in the old days."

The Cardinal looked at him, puzzled.

"Is it? | suppose it is. | never thought of that.”

A Swiss guard flung back the door of the lift, saluted and went before
them along the plain flagged passageto where his comrade stood. Then
he saluted again and went back. A Pontifical chamberlain, in all the
sombre glory of purple, black, and a Spanishruff, peeped from the door,
and made haste to open it. It really seemedalmost incredible that such
things still existed.

“In a moment, your Eminence," he said in Latin. "Will your Eminence
wait here?"

It was a little square room, with half-a-dozen doors, plainly contrived
out of one of the huge old halls, for it was immensely high, and the tar-
nished gilt cornice vanished directly in two placesinto the white walls.
The partitions, too, seemedthin; for asthe two men satdown there was a
murmur of voices faintly audible, the shuffling of footsteps, and the old
eternal click of the typewriter from which Percy hoped he had escaped.
They were alone in the room, which was furnished with the same simpli-
city asthe Cardinal'sNgiving the impression of a curious mingling of as-
cetic poverty and dignity by its red-tiled floor, its white walls, its altar
and two vast bronze candlesticks of incalculable value that stood on the
dais. The shutters here, too, were drawn; and there was nothing to dis-
tract Percy from the excitement that surged up now tenfold in heart and
brain.

It was PapaAngelicuswhom he was about to see;that amazing old
man who had been appointed Secretary of State just fifty years ago, at
the age of thirty, and Pope nine years previously. It was he who had car-
ried out the extraordinary policy of yielding the churchesthroughout the
whole of Italy to the Government, in exchangefor the temporal lordship
of Rome, and who had since set himself to make it a city of saints. He
had cared, it appeared, nothing whatever for the world's opinion; his
policy, so far asit could be called one, consisted in a very simple thing:
he had declared in Epistle after Epistle that the object of the Church was
to do glory to God by producing supernatural virtues in man, and that
nothing at all was of any significance or importance exceptso far asit ef-
fected this object. He had further maintained that since Peter was the
Rock, the City of Peter was the Capital of the world, and should set an
example to its dependency: this could not be done unless Peter ruled his
City, and therefore he had sacrificed every church and ecclesiastical

107



building in the country for that one end. Then he had setabout ruling his
city: he had said that on the whole the latter-day discoveries of man ten-
ded to distract immortal souls from a contemplation of eternal verit-
iesNnot that these discoveries could be anything but good in them-
selves, since after all they gave insight into the wonderful laws of
GodNbut that at present they were too exciting to the imagination. Sohe
had removed the trams, the volors, the laboratories, the manufactor-
iesNsaying that there was plenty of room for them outside RomeNand
had allowed them to be planted in the suburbs: in their place he had
raised shrines, religious housesand Calvaries. Then he had attended fur-
ther to the souls of his subjects.Since Rome was of limited area, and, still
more becausethe world corrupted without its proper salt, he allowed no
man under the age of fifty to live within its walls for more than one
month in each year, except those who received his permit. They might
live, of course, immediately outside the city (and they did, by tens of
thousands), but they were to understand that by doing so they sinned
against the spirit, though not the letter, of their Father's wishes. Then he
had divided the city into national quarters, saying that as each nation
had its peculiar virtues, eachwas to let its light shine steadily in its prop-
er place. Rents had instantly begun to rise, so he had legislated against
that by reserving in each quarter a number of streets at fixed prices, and
had issued an ipso facto excommunication against all who erred in this
respect. The rest were abandoned to the millionaires. He had retained
the Leonine City entirely at his own disposal. Then he had restored Cap-
ital Punishment, with as much serenegravity asthat with which he had
made himself the derision of the civilised world in other matters, saying
that though human life was holy, human virtue was more holy still; and
he had added to the crime of murder, the crimes of adultery, idolatry
and apostasy, for which this punishment was theoretically sanctioned.
There had not been, however, more than two such executions in the
eight years of his reign, since criminals, of course, with the exception of
devoted believers, instantly made their way to the suburbs, where they
were no longer under his jurisdiction.

But he had not stayed here. He had sent once more ambassadorsto
every country in the world, informing the Government of each of their
arrival. No attention was paid to this, beyond that of laughter; but he
had continued, undisturbed, to claim his rights, and, meanwhile, used
his legates for the important work of disseminating his views. Epistles
appeared from time to time in every town, laying down the principles of
the papal claims with as much tranquillity asif they were everywhere
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acknowledged. Freemasonry was steadily denounced, as well as demo-
cratic ideas of every kind; men were urged to remember their immortal
souls and the Majesty of God, and to reflect upon the fact that in a few
years all would be called to give their accountto Him Who was Creator
and Ruler of the world, Whose Vicar was John XXIV, P.P.,whose name
and seal were appended.

That was a line of action that took the world completely by surprise.
People had expected hysteria, argument, and passionate exhortation; dis-
guised emissaries,plots, and protests. There were none of these.It was as
if progress had not yet begun, and volors were uninvented, asif the en-
tire universe had not come to disbelieve in God, and to discover that it-
self was God. Here was this silly old man, talking in his sleep, babbling
of the Cross, and the inner life and the forgiveness of sins, exactly as his
predecessorshad talked two thousand years before. Well, it was only
one sign more that Rome had lost not only its power, but its common
sense as well. It was really time that something should be done.

And this was the man, thought Percy, PapaAngelicus whom he was to
see in a minute or two.

The Cardinal put his hand on the priest's knee asthe door opened, and
a purple prelate appeared, bowing.

"Only this," he said. "Be absolutely frank."

Percy stood up, trembling. Then he followed his patron towards the
inner door.
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4.

A white figure satin the green gloom, beside a great writing-table, three
or four yards away, but with the chair wheeled round to facethe door by
which the two entered. Somuch Percy saw as he performed the first gen-
uflection. Then he dropped his eyes, advanced, genuflected again with
the other, advanced once more, and for the third time genuflected, lifting
the thin white hand, stretched out, to his lips. He heard the door closeas
he stood up.

"Father Franklin, Holiness," said the Cardinal's voice at his ear.

A white-sleeved arm waved to a couple of chairs seta yard away, and
the two sat down.

While the Cardinal, talking in slow Latin, said a few sentences,ex-
plaining that this was the English priest whose correspondence had been
found so useful, Percy began to look with all his eyes.

He knew the Pope'sface well, from a hundred photographs and mov-
ing pictures; even his gestureswere familiar to him, the slight bowing of
the head in assent,the tiny eloquent movement of the hands; but Percy,
with a senseof being platitudinal, told himself that the living presence
was very different.

It was a very upright old man that he saw in the chair before him, of
medium height and girth, with hands clasping the bossesof his chair-
arms, and an appearanceof great and deliberate dignity. But it was at the
face chiefly that he looked, dropping his gaze three or four times, asthe
Pope's blue eyesturned on him. They were extraordinary eyes,remind-
ing him of what historians said of Pius X.; the lids drew straight lines
acrossthem, giving him the look of a hawk, but the rest of the face con-
tradicted them. There was no sharpnessin that. It was neither thin nor
fat, but beautifully modelled in an oval outline: the lips were clean-cut,
with alook of passionin their curves;the nose camedown in an aquiline
sweep, ending in chiselled nostrils; the chin was firm and cloven, and the
poise of the whole head was strangely youthful. It was a face of great
generosity and sweetness,set at an angle between defiance and humility,
but ecclesiastical from ear to ear and brow to chin; the forehead was
slightly compressed at the temples, and beneath the white cap lay white
hair. It had beenthe subject of laughter at the music-halls nine years be-
fore, when the composite face of well-known priests had beenthrown on
a screen, side by side with the new Pope's, for the two were almost
indistinguishable.
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Percy found himself trying to sum it up, but nothing cameto him ex-
cept the word "priest.” It was that, and that was all. Eccesacerdosnagnus!
He was astonished at the look of youth, for the Pope was eighty-eight
this year; yet his figure was as upright as that of a man of fifty, his
shoulders unbowed, his head set on them like an athlete's, and his
wrinkles scarcely perceptible in the half light. PapaAngelicus!reflected
Percy.

The Cardinal ceasedhis explanations, and made a little gesture. Percy
drew up all his faculties tense and tight to answer the questions that he
knew were coming.

"l welcome you, my son," said a very soft, resonant voice.

Percy bowed, desperately, from the waist.

The Pope dropped his eyes again, lifted a paper-weight with his left
hand, and began to play with it gently as he talked.

"“Now, my son, deliver a little discourse. | suggest to you three
headsNwhat has happened, what is happening, what will happen, with
a peroration as to what should happen.”

Percy drew a long breath, settled himself back, clasped the fingers of
his left hand in the fingers of his right, fixed his eyes firmly upon the
cross-embroidered red shoe opposite, and began. (Had he not rehearsed
this a hundred times!)

He first stated his theme; to the effect that all the forces of the civilised
world were concentrating into two campsNthe world and God. Up to
the present time the forces of the world had been incoherent and spas-
modic, breaking out in various waysNrevolutions and wars had been
like the movements of a mob, undisciplined, unskilled, and unrestrained.
To meet this, the Church, too, had acted through her CatholicityN dis-
persion rather than concentration: franc-tireurs had been opposed to
franc-tireurs But during the last hundred years there had been indica-
tions that the method of warfare was to change. Europe, at any rate, had
grown weary of internal strife; the unions first of Labour, then of Capital,
then of Labour and Capital combined, illustrated this in the economic
sphere; the peaceful partition of Africa in the political sphere;the spread
of Humanitarian religion in the spiritual sphere. Over against this must
be placed the increased centralisation of the Church. By the wisdom of
her pontiffs, over-ruled by God Almighty, the lines had been drawing
tighter every year. He instanced the abolition of all local usages,includ-
ing those so long cherished by the East, the establishment of the
Cardinal-Protectorates in Rome, the enforced merging of all friars into
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one Order, though retaining their familiar names, under the authority of
the supreme General; all monks, with the exception of the Carthusians,
the Carmelites and the Trappists, into another; of the three excepted into
a third; and the classification of nuns after the same plan. Further, he re-
marked on the more recent decrees,establishing the senseof the Vatican
decision on infallibility, the new version of Canon Law, the immense
simplification that had taken place in ecclesiasticalgovernment, the hier-
archy, rubrics and the affairs of missionary countries, with the new and
extraordinary privileges granted to mission priests. At this point he be-
came aware that his self-consciousnesshad left him, and he began, even
with little gestures,and a slightly raised voice, to enlarge on the signific-
ance of the last month's events.

All that had gone before, he said, pointed to what had now actually
taken placeNnamely, the reconciliation of the world on a basis other
than that of Divine Truth. It was the intention of God and of His Vicars
to reconcile all men in Christ Jesus;but the corner-stone had once more
been rejected, and instead of the chaos that the pious had prophesied,
there was coming into existence a unity unlike anything known in his-
tory. This was the more deadly from the fact that it contained so many
elements of indubitable good. War, apparently, was now extinct, and it
was not Christianity that had done it; union was now seento be better
than disunion, and the lesson had been learned apart from the Church.
In fact, natural virtues had suddenly waxed luxuriant, and supernatural
virtues were despised. Friendliness took the place of charity, content-
ment the place of hope, and knowledge the place of faith.

Percy stopped, he had become consciousthat he was preaching a kind
of sermon.

"Yes, my son," said the kind voice. "What else?"

What else?E Very well, continued Percy, movements such as these
brought forth men, and the Man of this movement was Julian Felsen-
burgh. He had accomplished a work thatNapart from GodNseemed mi-
raculous. He had broken down the eternal division between East and
West, coming himself from the continent that alone could produce such
powers; he had prevailed by sheerforce of personality over the two su-
preme tyrants of life religious fanaticism and party government. His in-
fluence over the impassive English was another miracle, yet he had also
seton fire France, Germany, and Spain. Percy here described one or two
of his little scenes,saying that it was like the vision of a god: and he
guoted freely some of the titles given to the Man by sober, unhysterical
newspapers. Felsenburgh was called the Son of Man, becausehe was so
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pure-bred a cosmopolitan; the Saviour of the World, because he had
slain war and himself survivedNevenNevenNhere  Percy's voice
falteredNeven Incarnate God, becausehe was the perfect representative
of divine man.

The quiet, priestly face watching opposite never winced or moved,;
and he went on.

Persecution, he said, was coming. There had been a riot or two
already. But persecution was not to be feared. It would no doubt cause
apostasies,asit had always done, but these were deplorable only on ac-
count of the individual apostates.On the other hand, it would reassure
the faithful;, and purge out the half-hearted. Once, in the early ages,
Satan'sattack had beenmade on the bodily side, with whips and fire and
beasts;in the sixteenth century it had beenon the intellectual side; in the
twentieth century on the springs of moral and spiritual life. Now it
seemed as if the assault was on all three planes at once. But what was
chiefly to be feared was the positive influence of Humanitarianism: it
was coming, like the kingdom of God, with power; it was crushing the
Imaginative and the romantic, it was assuming rather than asserting its
own truth; it was smothering with bolsters instead of wounding and
stimulating with steel or controversy. It seemedto be forcing its way, al-
most objectively, into the inner world. Personswho had scarcely heard
its name were professing its tenets; priests absorbed it, asthey absorbed
God in CommunionNhe mentioned the names of the recent
apostatesNchildren drank it in like Christianity itself. The soul
“naturally Christian" seemedto be becoming "the soul naturally infidel."
Persecution, cried the priest, was to be welcomed like salvation, prayed
for, and grasped; but he feared that the authorities were too shrewd, and
knew the antidote and the poison apart. There might be individual mar-
tyrdomsNin fact there would be, and very manyNbut they would be in
spite of secular government, not becauseof it. Finally, he expected, Hu-
manitarianism would presently put on the dress of liturgy and sacrifice,
and when that was done, the Church's cause, unless God intervened,
would be over.

Percy sat back, trembling.

"Yes, my son. And what do you think should be done?"

Percy flung out his hands.

"Holy FatherNthe mass, prayer, the rosary. These first and last. The
world deniestheir power: it is on their power that Christians must throw
all their weight. All things in JesusChristNin JesusChrist, first and last.
Nothing else can avail. He must do all, for we can do nothing."
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The white head bowed. Then it rose erect.

"Yes, my sonE . But solong asJesusChrist deigns to use us, we must
be used. He is Prophet and King aswell as Priest. We then, too, must be
prophet and king as well as priest. What of Prophecy and Royalty?"

The voice thrilled Percy like a trumpet.

"Yes, HolinessE . For prophecy, then, let us preach charity; for Roy-
alty, let us reign on crosses.We must love and sufferE ." (He drew one
sobbing breath.) "Your Holiness has preached charity always. Let charity
then issue in good deeds. Let us be foremost in them; let us engagein
trade honestly, in family life chastely, in government uprightly. And as
for sufferingNah! Holiness!"

His old schemeleaped back to his mind, and stood poised there con-
vincing and imperious.

"Yes, my son, speak plainly."

"Your HolinessNit is oldNold as RomeNevery fool has desired it: a
new Order, HolinessNa new Order," he stammered.

The white hand dropped the paper-weight; the Pope leaned forward,
looking intently at the priest.

"Yes, my son?"

Percy threw himself on his knees.

"A new Order, HolinessNno habit or badgeNsubject to your Holiness
onlyNfreer than Jesuits, poorer than Franciscans, more mortified than
Carthusians: men and women alikeNthe three vows with the intention
of martyrdom; the Pantheon for their Church; each bishop responsible
for their sustenance;a lieutenant in each countryE . (Holiness, it is the
thought of a fool.) E And Christ Crucified for their patron."

The Pope stood up abruptlyNso abruptly that Cardinal Martin sprang
up too, apprehensive and terrified. It seemedthat this young man had
gone too far.

Then the Pope sat down again, extending his hand.

"God blessyou, my son. You have leave to goE . Will your Eminence
stay for a few minutes?"
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Chapter

1.

The Cardinal said very little to Percy when they met again that evening,
beyond congratulating him on the way he had borne himself with the
Pope. It seemedthat the priest had done right by his extreme frankness.
Then he told him of his duties.

Percy was to retain the couple of rooms that had been put at his dis-
posal; he was to say mass, as a rule, in the Cardinal's oratory; and after
that, at nine, he was to present himself for instructions: he was to dine at
noon with the Cardinal, after which he was to consider himself at liberty
till Ave Maria: then, once more he was to be at his master's disposal until
supper. The work he would principally have to do would be the reading
of all English correspondence, and the drawing up of a report upon it.

Percy found it a very pleasant and serenelife, and the senseof home
deepened every day. He had an abundance of time to himself, which he
occupied resolutely in relaxation. From eight to nine he usually walked
abroad, going sedately through the streets with his sensespassive, look-
ing into churches, watching the people, and gradually absorbing the
strange naturalness of life under ancient conditions. At times it appeared
to him like an historical dream; at times it seemedthat there was no oth-
er reality; that the silent, tense world of modern civilisation was itself a
phantom, and that here was the simple naturalness of the soul's child-
hood back again. Even the reading of the English correspondencedid not
greatly affect him, for the stream of his mind was beginning to run clear
again in this sweetold channel; and he read, dissected, analysed and dia-
gnosed with a deepening tranquillity.

There was not, after all, a great deal of news. It was a kind of lull after
storm. Felsenburgh was still in retirement; he had refused the offers
made to him by Franceand ltaly, asthat of England; and, although noth-
ing definite was announced, it seemedthat he was confining himself at
present to an unofficial attitude. Meanwhile the Parliaments of Europe
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were busy in the preliminary stagesof code-revision. Nothing would be
done, it was understood, until the autumn sessions.

Life in Rome was very strange. The city had now becomenot only the
centre of faith but, in a sense,a microcosm of it. It was divided into four
huge quartersNAnglo-Saxon, Latin, Teutonic and EasternNbesides Tras-
tevere, which was occupied almost entirely by Papal offices, seminaries,
and schools. Anglo-Saxondom occupied the southwestern quarter, now
entirely covered with houses, including the Aventine, the Celian and
Testaccio. The Latins inhabited old Rome, between the Course and the
river; the Teutons the northeastern quarter, bounded on the south by St.
Laurence's Street; and the Easternsthe remaining quarter, of which the
centre was the Lateran. In this manner the true Romans were scarcely
conscious of intrusion; they possesseda multitude of their own churches,
they were allowed to revel in narrow, dark streets and hold their mar-
kets; and it was here that Percy usually walked, in a passion of historical
retrospect. But the other quarters were strange enough, too. It was curi-
ous to seehow a progeny of Gothic churches, served by northern priests,
had grown up naturally in the Anglo-Saxon and Teutonic districts, and
how the wide, grey streets, the neat pavements, the severe houses,
showed how the northerns had not yet realised the requirements of
southern life. The Easterns, on the other hand, resembled the Latins;
their streets were as narrow and dark, their smells as overwhelming,
their churches as dirty and as homely, and their colours even more
brilliant.

Outside the walls the confusion was indescribable. If the city represen-
ted a carved miniature of the world, the suburbs represented the same
model broken into a thousand pieces,tumbled in a bag and shot out at
random. Sofar asthe eye could see,on all sidesfrom the roof of the Vat-
ican, there stretched an endless plain of house-roofs, broken by spires,
towers, domes and chimneys, under which lived human beings of every
race beneath the sun. Here were the great manufactories, the monster
buildings of the new world, the stations, the schools, the offices, all un-
der secular dominion, yet surrounded by six millions of souls who lived
here for love of religion. It was thesewho had despaired of modern life,
tired out with change and effort, who had fled from the new system for
refuge to the Church, but who could not obtain leave to live in the city it-
self. New houses were continually springing up in all directions. A gi-
gantic compass,fixed by one leg in Rome, and with a span of five miles,
would, if twirled, revolve through packed streets through its entire
circle. Beyond that too houses stretched into the indefinite distance.
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But Percy did not realise the significance of all that he saw, until the
occasion of the Pope's name-day towards the end of August.

It was yet cool and early, when he followed his patron, whom he was
to serve aschaplain, along the broad passagesof the Vatican towards the
room where the Pope and Cardinals were to assemble. Through a win-
dow, ashe looked out into the Piazza, the crowd was yet more dense, if
that were possible, than it had been an hour before. The huge oval
square was cobbled with heads,through which ran a broad road, kept by
papal troops for the passageof the carriages; and up the broad ribbon,
white in the eastern light, came monstrous vehicles, a blaze of gilding
and colour and cream tint; slow cheers swelled up and died, and
through all came the rush and patter of wheels over the stones, like the
sound of a tide-swept pebbly beach.

As they waited in an ante-chamber, halted by the pressurein front and
behindNa pack of scarlet and white and purpleNhe looked out again,
and realised what he had known only intellectually before, that here be-
fore his eyeswas the royalty of the old world assembledNand he began
to perceive its significance.

Round the steps of the basilica spread a great fan of coaches,each
yoked to eight horsesNthe white of France and Spain, the black of Ger-
many, Italy and Russia,and the cream-coloured of England. Those stood
out in the near half-circle, and beyond was the sweep of the lesser
powers: Greece,Norway, Sweden, Roumania and the Balkan States.One,
the Turk, was alone wanting, he reminded himself. The emblems of
some were visibleNeagles, lions, leopardsNguarding the royal crown
above the roof of each.From the foot of the stepsto the head ran a broad
scarlet carpet, lined with soldiers.

Percy leaned against the shutter, and began to meditate. Here was all
that was left of Royalty. He had seentheir palacesbefore, here and there
in the various quarters, with standards flying, and scarlet-liveried men
lounging on the steps. He had raised his hat a dozen times as a landau
thundered past him up the Course; be had even seenthe lilies of France
and the leopards of England pass together in the solemn parade of the
Pincian Hill. He had read in the papers every now and again during the
last five years that family after family had made its way to Rome, after
papal recognition had beengranted; he had beentold by the Cardinal on
the previous evening that William of England, with his Consort, had
landed at Ostia in the morning and that the tale of the Powers was com-
plete. But he had never before realised the stupendous, overwhelming
fact of the assembly of the world's royalty under the shadow of Peter's

117



Throne, nor the appalling danger that its presence constituted in the
midst of a democratic world. That world, he knew, affected to laugh at
the folly and the childishness of it allNat the desperate play-acting of
Divine Right on the part of fallen and despised families; but the same
world, he knew very well, had not yet lost quite all its sentiment; and if
that sentiment should happen to become resentfulN-

The pressure relaxed; Percy slipped out of the recess,and followed in
the slow-moving stream.

Half-an-hour later he was in his place among the ecclesiastics,as the
papal procession came out through the glimmering dusk of the chapel of
the Blessed Sacramentinto the nave of the enormous church; but even
before he had entered the chapel he heard the quiet roar of recognition
and the cry of the trumpets that greeted the Supreme Pontiff as he came
out, a hundred yards ahead, borne on the sediagestatoria with the fans
going behind him. When Percy himself came out, five minutes later,
walking in his quaternion, and saw the sight that was waiting, he re-
membered with a sudden throb at his heart that other sight he had seen
in London in a summer dawn three months beforeE .

Far ahead, seeming to cleave its way through the surging heads, like
the poop of an ancient ship, moved the canopy beneath which sat the
Lord of the world, and between him and the priest, asif it were the wake
of that same ship, swayed the gorgeous processionNProtonotaries
Apostolic, Generals of Religious Orders and the restNmaking its way
along with white, gold, scarlet and silver foam between the living banks
on either side. Overhead hung the splendid barrel of the roof, and far in
front the haven of God's altar reared its monstrous pillars, beneath which
burned the sevenyellow starsthat were the harbour lights of sanctity. It
was an astonishing sight, but too vast and bewildering to do anything
but oppress the observerswith a consciousnessof their own futility. The
enormous enclosed air, the giant statues, the dim and distant roofs, the
indescribable concert of soundNof the movement of feet, the murmur of
ten thousand voices, the peal of organs like the crying of gnats, the thin
celestial musicNthe faint suggestive smell of incense and men and
bruised bay and myrtleNand, supreme above all, the vibrant atmo-
sphere of human emotion, shot with supernatural aspiration, as the
Hope of the World, the holder of Divine Vice-Royalty, passedon his way
to stand between God and manNthis affected the priest asthe action of a
drug that at once lulls and stimulates, that blinds while it gives new vis-
lon, that deafenswhile it opens stopped ears,that exalts while it plunges
into new gulfs of consciousness.Here, then, was the other formulated
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answer to the problem of life. The two Cities of Augustine lay for him to
choose. The one was that of a world self-originated, self-organised and
self-sufficient, interpreted by such men as Marx and Herve, socialists,
materialists, and, in the end, hedonists, summed up at last in Felsen-
burgh. The other lay displayed in the sight he saw before him, telling of a
Creator and of a creation, of a Divine purpose, a redemption, and a
world transcendent and eternal from which all sprang and to which all
moved. One of the two, Johnand Julian, was the Vicar, and the other the
Ape, of GodE . And Percy'sheart in one more spasm of conviction made
its choiceE .

But the summit was not yet reached.

As Percy came at last out from the nave beneath the dome, on his way
to the tribune beyond the papal throne, he became aware of a new
element.

A great spacewas cleared about the altar and confession, extending, as
he could seeat leaston his side, to the point that marked the entrance to
the transepts; at this point ran rails straight acrossfrom side to side, con-
tinuing the lines of the nave. Beyond this red-hung barrier lay a gradual
slope of faces,white and motionless; a glimmer of steel bounded it, and
above, a third of the distance down the transept, rose in solemn serried
array a line of canopies. These were of scarlet, like cardinalitial balda-
chini, but upon the upright surface of eachburned gigantic coatssuppor-
ted by beasts and topped by crowns. Under each was a figure or
twoNno moreNin splendid isolation, and through the interspaces
between the thrones showed again a misty slope of faces.

His heart quickened as he saw itNas he swept his eyes round and
acrossto the right and saw as in a mirror the replica of the left in the
right transept. It was there then that they satNthose lonely survivors of
that strange company of persons who, till half-a-century ago, had
reigned as God's temporal Vicegerents with the consentof their subjects.
They were unrecognised, now, save by Him from whom they drew their
sovereigntyNpinnacles clustering and hanging from a dome, from
which the walls had beenwithdrawn. Thesewere men and women who
had learned at last that power comesfrom above, and their title to rule
came not from their subjects but from the Supreme Ruler of
allNshepherds without sheep, captains without soldiers to command. It
was piteousNhorribly piteous, yet inspiring. The act of faith was so sub-
lime; and Percy's heart quickened as he understood it. These,then, men
and women like himself, were not ashamedto appeal from man to God,
to assumeinsignia which the world regarded as playthings, but which to
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them were emblems of supernatural commission. Was there not
mirrored here, he asked himself, some far-off shadow of One Who rode
on the colt of an assamid the sneersof the great and the enthusiasm of
children?E

It was yet more kindling asthe mass went on, and he saw the male
sovereigns come down to do their services at the altar, and to go to and
fro between it and the Throne. There they went bareheaded, the stately
silent figures. The English king, once again Fidei Defensoy bore the train
in place of the old king of Spain, who, with the Austrian Emperor, alone
of all European sovereigns, had preserved the unbroken continuity of
faith. The old man leaned over his fald-stool, mumbling and weeping,
even crying out now and again in love and devotion, as,like Simeon, he
saw his Salvation. The Austrian Emperor twice administered the Lavabo;
the German sovereign, who had lost his throne and all but his life upon
his conversion four years before, by a new privilege placed and with-
drew the cushion, as his Lord kneeled before the Lord of them both. So
movement by movement the gorgeous drama was enacted; the murmur-
ing of the crowds died to a stillness that was but one wordless prayer as
the tiny White Disc rose between the white hands, and the thin angelic
music pealed in the dome. For here was the one hope of thesethousands,
as mighty and aslittle asonce within the Manger. There was none other
that fought for them but only God. Surely then, if the blood of men and
the tears of women could not avail to move the Judge and Observer of all
from His silence, surely at least here the bloodless Death of His only Son,
that once on Calvary had darkened heaven and rent the earth, pleaded
now with such sorrowful splendour upon this island of faith amid a sea
of laughter and hatredNthis at least must avail! How could it not?

Percy had just sat down, tired out with the long ceremonies,when the
door opened abruptly, and the Cardinal, still in his robes, came in
swiftly, shutting the door behind him.

"Father Franklin," he said, in a strange breathless voice, "there is the
worst of news. Felsenburgh is appointed President of Europe.”

120



2.

It was late that night before Percy returned, completely exhausted by his
labours. For hour after hour he had sat with the Cardinal, opening des-
patchesthat poured into the electric receivers from all over Europe, and
were brought in one by one into the quiet sitting-room. Three times in
the afternoon the Cardinal had been sent for, once by the Pope and twice
to the Quirinal.

There was no doubt at all that the news was true; and it seemed that
Felsenburgh must have waited deliberately for the offer. All others he
had refused. There had been a Convention of the Powers, each of whom
had been anxious to secure him, and each of whom had severally failed;
these private claims had been withdrawn, and an united messagesent.
The new proposal was to the effect that Felsenburgh should assume a
position hitherto undreamed of in democracy; that he should receive a
House of Government in every capital of Europe; that his veto of any
measure should be final for three years;that any measure he choseto in-
troduce three times in three consecutive years should become law; that
his title should be that of President of Europe. From his side practically
nothing was asked, except that he should refuse any other official posi-
tion offered him that did not receive the sanction of all the Powers. And
all this, Percy saw very well, involved the danger of an united Europe in-
creasedtenfold. It involved all the stupendous force of Socialism direc-
ted by a brilliant individual. It was the combination of the strongest char-
acteristics of the two methods of government. The offer had been accep-
ted by Felsenburgh after eight hours' silence.

It was remarkable, too, to observe how the news had been acceptedby
the two other divisions of the world. The Eastwas enthusiastic; America
was divided. But in any caseAmerica was powerless: the balance of the
world was overwhelmingly against her.

Percy threw himself, as he was, on to his bed, and lay there with
drumming pulses, closed eyesand a huge despair at his heart. The world
indeed had risen like a giant over the horizons of Rome, and the holy
city was no better now than a sand castle before a tide. So much he
grasped. As to how ruin would come,in what form and from what direc-
tion, he neither knew nor cared. Only he knew now that it would come.

He had learned by now something of his own temperament; and he
turned his eyesinwards to observe himself bitterly, asa doctor in mortal
diseasemight with adreadful complacency diagnose his own symptoms.
It was even a relief to turn from the monstrous mechanism of the world
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to seein miniature one hopelesshuman heart. For his own religion he no
longer feared; he knew, as absolutely as a man may know the colour of
his eyes, that it was secure again and beyond shaking. During those
weeks in Rome the cloudy deposit had run clear and the channel was
once more visible. Or, better still, that vast erection of dogma, ceremony,
custom and morals in which he had beeneducated, and on which he had
looked all his life (asa man may stare upon some great set-piecethat be-
wilders him), seeing now one spark of light, now another, flare and
wane in the darkness, had little by little kindled and revealed itself in
one stupendous blaze of divine fire that explains itself. Huge principles,
once bewildering and even repellent, were again luminously self-evid-
ent; he saw, for example, that while Humanity-Religion endeavoured to
abolish suffering the Divine Religion embracedit, sothat the blind pangs
even of beastswere within the Father's Will and Scheme;or that while
from one angle one colour only of the web of life was visibleNmaterial,

or intellectual, or artisticNfrom another the Supernatural was as emin-
ently obvious. Humanity-Religion could only be true if at least half of
man's nature, aspirations and sorrows were ignored. Christianity, on the
other hand, at least included and accounted for these, even if it did not
explain them. This E and this E and this E all made the one and perfect
whole. There was the Catholic Faith, more certain to him than the exist-
ence of himself: it was true and alive. He might be damned, but God
reigned. He might go mad, but JesusChrist was Incarnate Deity, proving
Himself so by death and Resurrection, and John his Vicar. Thesethings
were asthe bones of the UniverseNfacts beyond doubtingNif they were
not true, nothing anywhere was anything but a dream.

Difficulties?NWhy, there were ten thousand. He did not in the least
understand why God had made the world asit was, nor how Hell could
be the creation of Love, nor how bread was transubstantiated into the
Body of God butNwell, these things were so. He had travelled far, he
began to see,from his old status of faith, when he had believed that di-
vine truth could be demonstrated on intellectual grounds. He had
learned now (he knew not how) that the supernatural cried to the super-
natural; the Christ without to the Christ within; that pure human reason
indeed could not contradict, yet neither could it adequately prove the
mysteries of faith, except on premisses visible only to him who receives
Revelation as a fact; that it is the moral state, rather than the intellectual,
to which the Spirit of God speakswith the greater certitude. That which
he had both learned and taught he now knew, that Faith, having, like
man himself, a body and a spiritNan historical expression and an inner
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verityNspeaks now by one, now by another. This man believes because
he seesNacceptsthe Incarnation or the Church from its credentials; that
man, perceiving that these things are spiritual facts, yields himself
wholly to the messageand authority of her who alone professesthem, as
well asto the manifestation of them upon the historical plane; and in the
darkness leans upon her arm. Or, best of all, becausehe has believed,
now he sees.

So he looked with a kind of interested indolence at other tracts of his
nature.

First, there was his intellect, puzzled beyond description, demanding,
Why, why, why? Why was it allowed? How was it conceivable that God
did not intervene, and that the Father of men could permit His dear
world to be so ranged against Him? What did He mean to do? Was this
eternal silence never to be broken? It was very well for those that had the
Faith, but what of the countless millions who were settling down in con-
tented blasphemy? Were these not, too, His children and the sheep of
His pasture? What was the Catholic Church made for if not to convert
the world, and why then had Almighty God allowed it, on the one side,
to dwindle to a handful, and, on the other, the world to find its peace
apart from Him?

He considered his emotions, but there was no comfort there, no stimu-
lus. Oh! yes; he could pray still, by mere cold acts of the will, and his
theology told him that God accepted such. He could say "Adveniat
regnum tuumE . Fiat voluntas tua," five thousand times a day, if God
wanted that; but there was no sting or touch, no sense of vibration
through the cords that his will threw up to the Heavenly Throne. What
in the world then did God want him to do? Was it just then to repeat for-
mulas, to lie still, to open despatches,to listen through the telephone,
and to suffer?

And then the rest of the worldNthe madnessthat had seized upon the
nations; the amazing stories that had poured in that day of the men in
Paris, who, raving like Bacchantes,had stripped themselves naked in the
Place de Concorde, and stabbed themselves to the heart, crying out to
thunders of applause that life was too enthralling to be endured; of the
woman who sang herself mad last night in Spain, and fell laughing and
foaming in the concert hall at Seville; of the crucifixion of the Catholics
that morning in the Pyrenees,and the apostasy of three bishops in Ger-
manyE . And this E and this E and athousand more horrors were per-
mitted, and God made no sign and spoke no wordE .

There was a tap, and Percy sprang up as the Cardinal came in.
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He looked horribly worn; and his eyeshad a kind of sunken brilliance
that revealed fever. He made a little motion to Percy to sit down, and
himself satin the deep chair, trembling a little, and gathering his buckled
feet beneath his red-buttoned cassock.

"You must forgive me, father,"” he said. "I am anxious for the Bishop's
safety. He should be here by now."

This was the Bishop of Southwark, Percy remembered, who had left
England early that morning.

"He is coming straight through, your Eminence?"

"Yes; he should have been here by twenty-three. It is after midnight, is
it not?"

As he spoke, the bells chimed out the half-hour.

It was nearly quiet now. All day the air had beenfull of sound; mobs
had paraded the suburbs; the gatesof the City had been barred, yet that
was only an earnestof what was to be expected when the world under-
stood itself.

The Cardinal seemed to recover himself after a few minutes' silence.

"You look tired out, father," he said kindly.

Percy smiled.

"And your Eminence?" he said.

The old man smiled too.

"Why, yes," he said. "l shall not last much longer, father. And then it
will be you to suffer.”

Percy sat up, suddenly, sick at heart.

"Why, yes," said the Cardinal. "The Holy Father has arranged it. You
are to succeed me, you know. It need be no secret."

Percy drew a long trembling breath.

"Eminence," he began piteously.

The other lifted a thin old hand.

"I understand all that," he said softly. "You wish to die, is it not
so?Nand be at peace.There are many who wish that. But we must suffer
first. Et pati et mori Father Franklin, there must be no faltering."

There was a long silence.

The news was too stunning to convey anything to the priest but a
senseof horrible shock. The thought had simply never entered his mind
that he, a man under forty, should be considered eligible to succeedthis
wise, patient old prelate. As for the honourNPercy was past that now,
even had he thought of it. There was but one view before himNof along
and intolerable journey, on aroad that went uphill, to be traversed with
a burden on his shoulders that he could not support.
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Yet he recognised its inevitability. The fact was announced to him as
indisputable; it was to be; there was nothing to be said. But it was as if
one more gulf had opened, and he stared into it with a dull, sick horror,
incapable of expression.

The Cardinal first broke the silence.

"Father Franklin,” he said, "I have seen to-day a picture of Felsen-
burgh. Do you know whom | at first took it for?"

Percy smiled listlessly.

"Yes, father, | took it for you. Now, what do you make of that?"

"l don't understand, Eminence."

"WhyN-" He broke off, suddenly changing the subject.

“There was amurder in the City to-day," he said. "A Catholic stabbeda
blasphemer."

Percy glanced at him again.

"Oh! yes; he has not attempted to escape,"went on the old man. "He is
in gaol."

"AndN-"

"He will be executed. The trial will begin to-morrowE . It is sad
enough. It is the first murder for eight months."

The irony of the position was evident enough to Percy as he sat listen-
ing to the deepening silence outside in the starlit night. Here was this
poor city pretending that nothing was the matter, quietly administering
its derided justice; and there, outside, were the forces gathering that
would put an end to all. His enthusiasm seemed dead. There was no
thrill from the thought of the splendid disregard of material facts of
which this was one tiny instance, none of despairing courage or drunken
recklessness.He felt like one who watches a fly washing his face on the
cylinder of an engineNthe huge steelslides along bearing the tiny life to-
wards enormous deathNanother moment and it will be over; and yet the
watcher cannot interfere. The supernatural thus lay, perfect and alive,
but immeasurably tiny; the huge forces were in motion, the world was
heaving up, and Percy could do nothing but stare and frown. Yet, ashas
beensaid, there was no shadow on his faith; the fly he knew was greater
than the engine from the superiority of its order of life; if it were crushed,
life would not be the final sufferer; so much he knew, but how it was so,
he did not know.

As the two satthere, again came a step and a tap; and a servant's face
looked in.

"His Lordship is come, Eminence," he said.
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The Cardinal rose painfully, supporting himself by the table. Then he
paused, seeming to remember something, and fumbled in his pocket.

"Seethat, father," he said, and pushed a small silver disc towards the
priest. "No; when | am gone."

Percy closed the door and came back, taking up the little round object.

It was a coin, fresh from the mint. On one side was the familiar wreath
with the word "fivepence" in the midst, with its Esperanto equivalent be-
neath, and on the other the profile of a man, with an inscription. Percy
turned it to read:

"JULIAN FELSENBURGH, LA PREZIDANTE DE UROPO."
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3.

It was at ten o'clock on the following morning that the Cardinals were
summoned to the Pope's presence to hear the allocution.

Percy, from his seat among the Consultors, watched them come in,
men of every nation and temperament and ageNthe Italians all together,
gesticulating, and flashing teeth; the Anglo-Saxons steady-faced and seri-
ous; an old French Cardinal leaning on his stick, walking with the Eng-
lish Benedictine. It was one of the great plain stately rooms of which the
Vatican now chiefly consisted, seated length wise like a chapel. At the
lower end, traversed by the gangway, were the seatsof the Consultors; at
the upper end, the dais with the papal throne. Three or four benches
with desks before them, standing out beyond the Consultors' seats,were
reserved for the arrivals of the day before Nprelates and priests who had
poured into Rome from every European country on the announcement
of the amazing news.

Percy had not an idea asto what would be said. It was scarcely pos-
sible that nothing but platitudes would be uttered, yet what elsecould be
said in view of the complete doubtfulness of the situation? All that was
known even this morning was that the Presidentship of Europe was a
fact; the little silver coin he had seenwitnessed to that; that there had
been an outburst of persecution, repressed sternly by local authorities;
and that Felsenburgh was to-day to begin his tour from capital to capital.
He was expectedin Turin by the end of the week. From every Catholic
centre throughout the world had come in messagesimploring guidance;
it was said that apostasy was rising like a tidal wave, that persecution
threatened everywhere, and that even bishops were beginning to yield.

As for the Holy Father, all was doubtful. Those who knew, said noth-
ing; and the only rumour that escapedwas to the effect that he had spent
all night in prayer at the tomb of the ApostleE .

The murmur died suddenly to arustle and a silence;there was a ripple
of sinking heads along the seatsas the door beside the canopy opened,
and a moment later John, Pater Patrum was on his throne.

At first Percy understood nothing. He stared only, as at a picture,
through the dusty sunlight that poured in through the shrouded win-
dows, at the scarlet lines to right and left, up to the huge scarlet canopy,
and the white figure that sat there. Certainly, these southerners under-
stood the power of effect. It was asvivid and impressive as a vision of
the Host in a jewelled monstrance. Every accessorywas gorgeous, the
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high room, the colour of the robes, the chains and crosses,and asthe eye
moved along to its climax it was met by a piece of dead whiteNas if
glory was exhausted and declared itself impotent to tell the supreme
secret. Scarlet and purple and gold were well enough for those who
stood on the steps of the throneNthey needed it; but for Him who sat
there nothing was needed. Let colours die and sounds faint in the pres-
enceof God's Viceroy. Yet what expressionwas required found itself ad-
equately provided in that beautiful oval face,the poised imperious head,
the sweet brilliant eyesand the clean-curved lips that spoke so strongly.
There was not a sound in the room, not a rustle, nor a breathingNeven
without it seemedasif the world were allowing the supernatural to state
its defence uninterruptedly, before summing up and clamouring
condemnation.

Percy made a violent effort at self-repression, clenched his hands and
listened.

"E Sincethis then is so, sonsin JesusChrist, it is for us to answer. We
wrestle not, as the Doctor of the Gentiles teaches us, againstflesh and
blood,but againstprincipalities and powers,againstthe rulers of the world of
this darknessagainstthe spirits of wickednese the high placesWhereforghe
continues, take unto you the armour of God; and hefurther declaredo us
its natureNthe girdle of truth, the breastplate of justice, the shoes of
peace,the shield of faith, the helmet of salvation, and the sword of the
Spirit.

"By this, therefore, the Word of God bids us to war, but not with the
weapons of this world, for neither is His kingdom of this world; and it is
to remind you of the principles of this warfare that we have summoned
you to Our Presence."

The voice paused, and there was a rustling sigh along the seats.Then
the voice continued on a slightly higher note.

"It has ever beenthe wisdom of Our predecessors,asis also their duty,
while keeping silence at certain seasons,at others to speak freely the
whole counsel of God. From this duty We Ourself must not be deterred
by the knowledge of Our own weakness and ignorance, but to trust
rather that He Who has placed Us on this throne will deign to speak
through Our mouth and use Our words to His glory.

"First, then, it is necessaryto utter Our sentenceas to the new move-
ment, asmen call it, which has latterly beeninaugurated by the rulers of
this world.

128



"We are not unmindful of the blessings of peaceand unity, nor do We
forget that the appearanceof thesethings has beenthe fruit of much that
we have condemned. It is this appearance of peace that has deceived
many, causing them to doubt the promise of the Prince of Peacethat it is
through Him alone that we have accessto the Father. That true peace,
passing understanding, concerns not only the relations of men between
themselves, but, supremely, the relations of men with their Maker; and it
IS in this necessarypoint that the efforts of the world are found wanting.
It is not indeed to be wondered at that in aworld which hasrejected God
this necessarymatter should be forgotten. Men have thoughtNled astray
by seducersNthat the unity of nations was the greatest prize of this life,
forgetting the words of our Saviour, Who said that He cameto bring not
peacebut a sword, and that it is through many tribulations that we enter
God's Kingdom. First, then, there should be established the peaceof man
with God, and after that the unity of man with man will follow. Seekye
first, said JesusChrist, the kingdomof GodNand thenall thesethings shall be
added unto you.

"First, then, We once more condemn and anathematise the opinions of
those who teach and believe the contrary of this; and we renew once
more all the condemnations uttered by Ourself or Our predecessors
against all those societies,organisations and communities that have been
formed for the furtherance of an unity on another than a divine founda-
tion; and We remind Our children throughout the world that it is forbid-
den to them to enter or to aid or to approve in any manner whatsoever
any of those bodies named in such condemnations."

Percy moved in his seat, conscious of a touch of impatienceE . The
manner was superb, tranquil and stately asa river; but the matter a trifle
banal. Here was this old reprobation of Freemasonry, repeated in unori-
ginal language.

"Secondly," went on the steady voice, "We wish to make known to you
Our desires for the future; and here We tread on what many have con-
sidered dangerous ground.”

Again came that rustle. Percy saw more than one cardinal lean for-
ward with hand crooked at ear to hear the better. It was evident that
something important was coming.

“There are many points,” went on the high voice, "of which it is not
Our intention to speak at this time, for of their own nature they are
secret, and must be treated of on another occasion. But what We say
here, We say to the world. Since the assaults of Our enemies are both
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open and secret, so too must be Our defences. This then is Our
intention."”

The Pope paused again, lifted one hand as if mechanically to his
breast, and grasped the cross that hung there.

"While the army of Christ is one, it consists of many divisions, each of
which hasits proper function and object. In times past God hasraised up
companies of His servants to do this or that particular workNthe sons of
St. Francis to preach poverty, those of St. Bernard to labour in prayer
with all holy women dedicating themselves to this purpose, the Society
of Jesusfor the education of youth and the conversion of the hea-
thenNtogether with all the other Religious Orders whose names are
known throughout the world. Each such company was raised up at a
particular seasonof need, and each has corresponded nobly with the di-
vine vocation. It has also beenthe especial glory of each,for the further-
ance of its intention, while pursuing its end, to cut off from itself all such
activities (good in themselves) which would hinder that work for which
God had called it into beingNfollowing in this matter the words of our
Redeemer, Every branchthat bearethfruit, He purgethit that it may bring
forth morefruit. At this present season,then, it appears to Our Humility
that all such Orders (which once more We commend and bless) are not
perfectly suited by the very conditions of their respective Rules to per-
form the great work which the time requires. Our warfare lies not with
ignorance in particular, whether of the heathensto whom the Gospel has
not yet come, or of those whose fathers have rejected it, nor with thede-
ceitful richesof this world, nor with sciencdalselyso-callednor indeed with
any one of those strongholds of infidelity against whom We have la-
boured in the past. Rather it appears as if at last the time was come of
which the apostle spoke when he said that that day shall not come except
therecomea falling awayfirst, andthat Man of Sin berevealedthe Sonof Per-
dition, who opposeth and exalteth himself above all that is called God.

"It is not with this or that force that we are concerned, but rather with
the unveiled immensity of that power whose time was foretold, and
whose destruction is prepared.”

The voice paused again, and Percy gripped the rail before him to stay
the trembling of his hands. There was no rustle now, nothing but a si-
lence that tingled and shook. The Pope drew a long breath, turned his
head slowly to right and left, and went on more deliberately than ever.

"It seemsgood, then, to Our Humility, that the Vicar of Christ should
himself invite God's children to this new warfare; and it is Our intention
to enroll under the title of the Order of Christ Crucified the names of all
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