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Pref ace by Lutheran Li brar ian

In re pub lish ing this book, we seek to in tro duce this au thor to a new gen- 
er a tion of those seek ing au then tic spir i tu al ity.

JOSEPH HOCK ING (1860-1937), was a Cor nish nov el ist and United
Methodist Free Church min is ter. Like the Amer i can Pres by te rian min is ter
Ed ward Roe, Hock ing’s nov els com bine rich char ac ters with grip ping sto- 
ries. Joseph Hock ing pub lished more than 101 books and was greatly re- 
spected as a fic tion writer.

The Lutheran Li brary Pub lish ing Min istry finds, re stores and re pub lishes
good, read able books from Lutheran au thors and those of other sound
Chris tian tra di tions. All ti tles are avail able at lit tle to no cost in proof read
and freshly type set edi tions. Many free e-books are avail able at our web site
Luther an Li brary.org. Please en joy this book and let oth ers know about this
com pletely vol un teer ser vice to God’s peo ple. May the Lord bless you and
bring you peace.

A Note about Ty pos [Ty po graph i cal Er rors]

Please have pa tience with us when you come across ty pos. Over time we
are re vis ing the books to make them bet ter and bet ter. If you would like to
send the er rors you come across to us, we’ll make sure they are cor rected.
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Fore word

IT IS POS SI BLE that many of my read ers may claim to rec og nize, and to
give an other name to more than one of the in sti tu tions and char ac ters men- 
tioned in this story. More over, there are prob a bly some who will urge that I
have not given a cor rect de scrip tion of the rules and us ages of these in sti tu- 
tions, or of the be liefs and teach ings of those in au thor ity.

It may be well, there fore, to say that I have not sought to give a de scrip- 
tion of any par tic u lar in sti tu tion, nor have I sought to de lin eate the char ac ter
of any liv ing per son. But while that is true, there is not, as far as I am
aware, any state ment con cern ing the us ages, rit ual, or teach ing of the in sti- 
tu tions and char ac ters men tioned in the story, but what can be fully borne
out by one or an other of the many Or ders now ex ist ing in the “Catholic
branch” of the Eng lish Church. I have dili gently read all the lit er a ture I
have been able to ob tain which bears upon the aims and ideals of those in
the Eng lish Church who look upon the Ref or ma tion as “a dark and in some
sense a damnable spot in our Church his tory,” and I can say with con fi- 
dence that the anti-Protes tantism of this sec tion of our na tion is un der-
rather than over stated.

In only one in stance, as far as I am aware, can doubt be raised as to the
ac cu racy of the de scrip tions I have given. Do minic Wildthorne, the chief
char ac ter of this story, is said to have taken, as a mem ber of “The Com mu- 
nity of the In car na tion,” life long vows of Celibacy, Poverty, and Obe di ence.
It may be said that this is not the cus tom in the Eng lish Church, but that
such vows are only taken for a term of years, and are re new able at the ex pi- 
ra tion of that term. While this is, I be lieve, gen er ally true, I have been in- 
formed on good au thor ity that life long vows are taken in at least one of the
“Eng lish Catholic Or ders,” but con cern ing this I can not speak with ab so lute
cer tainty.

What I have tried to do is to give in the form of a story a pic ture of this
phase of our Eng lish life, with out par tic u lar iz ing any Or der or per son.
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1. In Which Do minic Is In tro‐ 
duced

“I Thought noth ing could be worse than a Lon don fog, but this is.”

A LON DONER was once heard to make this re mark when walk ing through the
streets of a small man u fac tur ing York shire town, on a grim No vem ber day.
That Lon doner spoke the truth. In Lon don, even on the fog gi est day, you
have the gaily lit shops, the surg ing crowds, and the busy life of a great me- 
trop o lis. But in a York shire man u fac tur ing vil lage there is, on those drear,
foggy days of No vem ber and De cem ber, noth ing to re lieve the sor did ness
and the grimy des o la tion of the scene. Hun dreds of chim neys pour out half-
con sumed coals, the air is leaden and clammy cold, the roads are badly lit,
and cov ered with a layer of oily black slime which is re pul sive both to sight
and smell. If you pass near the great mills which stand at ev ery street
comer, you are met with the sick en ing odor of evil-smelling steam, and
when you look around for some place of beauty and rest ful ness you look in
vain. Gar dens, as South ern ers un der stand them, are al most un known. The
cot tages are built of ten back to back, and the tiny as phalted yards which
some times ex ist are made to look even less invit ing than they were in tended
to look, by the clothes which the cot tagers hang out in the vain hope that
they will dry.

The peo ple of York shire are of ten spo ken of as hard and stem and re lent- 
less. That is not true; but if peo ple are af fected by their as so ci a tions, the
peo ple who live in the man u fac tur ing towns and vil lages can hardly be
blamed if they are lack ing in the love for po etry and other beau ti ful things.
If the York shire cot tager does not cul ti vate a gar den — and the cli mate and
gen eral con di tions would make this an im pos si bil ity even if he de sired to do
so— he knows how to make his home com fort able. Per haps among all the
cot tage homes of Eng land, you can find none where more com fort pre vails.
If smoke and grime and gen eral ug li ness are a con comi tant of money made
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by the man u fac ture of a large amount of the woolen goods of the land, the
peo ple do their best to coun ter act the out ward ug li ness by mak ing the in te- 
rior of their cot tages home like and at trac tive.

Of course, they have an oc ca sional bright day even in win ter, but from
Oc to ber to the end of March the val leys of man u fac tur ing York shire — and
it is in the val leys that the “woolen mills” mostly ex ist — are en shrouded in
a thick, black, moist, clammy at mos phere. In the main, more over, the coun- 
try is bare and des o late, and the cold north ern air chills to the very bone.

It was on a drear No vem ber day in a York shire man u fac tur ing vil lage
that my story opens. Gas had been burn ing in the mills ever since the ma- 
chin ery had been set in mo tion that morn ing; the air was cold and clammy
and smoke laden, the roads were made hideous by their cov er ing of oily
mud. The op er a tives, both men and women, had been very silent as they left
their work at noon and went to their homes for din ner; they were just as
silent when they re turned at one o’clock. The dray men walked by their
horses’ beads, silent and mo rose. But few of those terse, caus tic jokes, so
com mon among the peo ple, were bandied. The day was too cruel, too op- 
pres sive.

Out side, on the north ern side of the vil lage, it was a lit tle bet ter. The air
was less hu mid, it smelt less of the mills. Es pe cially was this the case at the
ceme tery gates, where Mag gie Yorke was pass ing with her fa ther. Mag gie
had left her home about three o’clock in the af ter noon, and was driven by
her fa ther’s groom to Bin g ley, where Fletcher Yorke had been the whole
day. When she ar rived at the Town Hall, she found him stand ing on the
steps await ing her.

“Cold, lass?” said Fletcher Yorke, as he gath ered the reins in his hands
and pre pared to drive home.

“Not a bit, dad. Mother took care that I shouldn’t be.”
“Just like mother; but it’s a raw air, for all that.”
Fletcher Yorke was the most im por tant man in the dis trict. He was a

large landowner, and in ad di tion to his ca pac ity of land lord, was the largest
em ployer of la bor for miles around. In deed, Mere mead ows, the town near
which he lived, owed its ex is tence largely to his en ter prise. He owned the
big gest mills, and thou sands of the peo ple in Mere mead ows, when asked
for whom they worked, would re ply, “Fletcher Yorke.”

That is a char ac ter is tic of York shire and Lan cashire peo ple: they call
peo ple by their Chris tian as well as their sur names. Al most in vari ably, too,
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they drop the “Mis ter.” They mean no dis re spect by this; the habit sim ply
springs from the in de pen dence of their char ac ters, and the feel ing that in the
eyes of the Cre ator one man is as good as an other.

Fletcher Yorke prided him self on be ing a York shire man. He was proud
of his name, and did not at all rel ish the let ter “e” at the end of it. His fa ther
and his grand fa ther had been called Fletcher, and this man had given his el- 
dest son the same name. His grand fa ther had come to Mere mead ows fifty
years be fore, and by his in dus try and keen busi ness ca pac ity had founded
the for tunes of the house. The son had in her ited his fa ther’s in dus try and
busi ness abil ity, while the Fletcher Yorke who sat by his daugh ter’s side and
drove to wards Mere mead ows, had by his al most im pe rial grasp of com- 
merce ex tended his busi ness un til it had an al most world-wide con nec tion.

Fletcher Yorke spoke cor rectly, but with a strong York shire ac cent. He
was proud of this, too. He had never re ceived the ad van tage of a pub lic-
school and uni ver sity train ing. His fa ther did not be lieve in pub lic schools
or uni ver si ties, and he had placed his son in the mill at fif teen years of age.
Nev er the less, Fletcher Yorke, un like his fa ther and grand fa ther, was a trav- 
eled man. Partly for busi ness pur poses and partly for plea sure he had gone
nearly all over the world. His knowl edge of other coun tries and towns,
how ever, did not lessen his es teem for Mere mead ows.

“There’s no coun try in the world like Eng land,” he would say earnestly,
" no county in Eng land like York shire, and no town in York shire like Mere- 
mead ows."

I have called Mere mead ows a vil lage, and in this I have per haps made a
mis take, for while it has all the ap pear ance of a vil lage, it nev er the less con- 
tains many thou sands of peo ple. It is long and strag gling and ugly, con sist- 
ing mainly of one long road, and of side roads, nearly ev ery one of which is
a cul de sac, but on which are built hun dreds of cot tages.

“Have you had many cases in the court to day, fa ther?” asked Mag gie as
they drove along.

“Ay, a good num ber.”
“Any of spe cial in ter est?”
“Nay.”
“Doesn’t Mere mead ows look aw fully mis er able tonight?” said Mag gie,

nestling closer to her fa ther’s side.
“Well, it’s No vem ber,” said Fletcher Yorke; “you can’t ex pect the sun to

be shin ing all the year round. Be sides, it’ll be bright and warm when we get
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home, eh, lit tle lass?”
“Yes, dad.”
Mag gie Yorke, or as she was chris tened, Mar garet Kather ine, was the

great est joy of her fa ther’s life. She had three broth ers, all older than her- 
self, and al though the fa ther was proud of his sons, Mag gie lay near est to
his heart. She was now over twelve years old, and al though he was told that
he ought to send her away to school, he could never bring his mind to do so.
“The house would be as sad as a grave yard with out my lit tle Mags,” he
would say.

The horse dropped into a walk as they climbed the hill by which the
ceme tery stood, and as they passed the ceme tery gate Mag gie laid her hand
on her fa ther’s arm.

“What’s that, dad?” she said.
Fletcher Yorke tight ened the rein.
“It sounds like some one sob bing,” she con tin ued.
It was now nearly dark, and they could see no one in the well-nigh de- 

serted road.
“You must have been mis taken, Mags. Did you hear any thing, Dixon?”

And he turned to the groom who sat be hind.
“Noa, aw’ve ’eard nowt.”
“I’m sure I heard some one sob bing,” per sisted Mag gie.
“Nay; who would be here by the ceme tery gates in the dark?” And

Fletcher Yorke lifted his hands to shake the reins.
“There, dad, don’t you hear?”
It was not so much a sob that he heard as a moan, like the moan of some

an i mal in pain.
“Can you see any thing, Dixon?”
“Noa, I can see nowt.”
“But I can, dad, it looks like a boy there by the gatepost.”
Fletcher Yorke looked, and saw a hu man form lean ing against the huge

stone pil lar on which the heavy iron gate was hung.
“What’s the mat ter?”
There was no re ply, and the moan ing sound ceased.
“Come, I say, what are you up to?”
“I’m up to nowt.”
The voice was hoarse. It was not the voice of a man, nei ther did it seem

the voice of a child.
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“Then what are you do ing here? Why don’t you go home?”
At this there was a sup pressed sob, but no word was spo ken.
Fletcher Yorke rose in his seat, while the groom rushed to the horse’s

head.
“I’ll come too,” said Mag gie, as she saw her fa ther de scend. Like him,

she had a great sym pa thy for sor row and suf fer ing.
The form at the ceme tery gate did not move as they came up. It was al- 

most as rigid as the piece of gran ite upon which the gate rested.
“Come, my lad,” said Fletcher Yorke, in a rough but kindly voice,

“what’s the mat ter?”
“Aw’ve never said as owt was t’mat ter.”
“Yes, but what are you cry ing for?” asked Mag gie, look ing ea gerly to- 

wards the speaker.
“I didn’t know as ’ow ony body could hear.”
They could see him more plainly now. It was a boy about four teen years

of age who spoke. Not a well-grown or at trac tive-look ing boy by any
means, but one who was lean and gaunt and al most ill-look ing. As far as
they could judge, his face was pale and hag gard, his eyes were large and
black, and had a haunted ex pres sion.

“Come, now,” said Fletcher Yorke, “some thing is the mat ter. Why are
you stay ing here cry ing, in stead of go ing home?”

“Not got ony ’ome.”
“No home? Where are your fa ther and mother?”
“Deead.” And the boy’s voice was hoarse with sor row.
“When did they die?”
“Mother deed w’en I wur a lit tle ‘un. Feyther deed a Monda’.”
“What do they call you?”
“They call me Do minic.”
“Do minic? Do minic what?”
“Do minic Wildthorne.”
“Are you Wildthorne’s lad?”
“Ay.”
“Aid he’s been buried this af ter noon?”
“Ay, aw’ve just come from t’fimeral.”
“Who was at the fu neral?”
“No body but me.”
“But there was a min is ter?”
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“Ay, Fa ther Mullar ney.”
“Was your fa ther a Ro man Catholic?”
“He wur nowt.”
“Then how did Fa ther Mullar ney come to bury your fa ther?”
“Fa ther Mullar ney come to see feyther just afore he deed. He said as ‘aa

mother were a Catholic, and ’aa ’ee chris tened me. Feyther told ’im to go
fell, as ’ee did’n’ want no par sons fright enin’ ‘im. He said as ’aa ’ee wur
noan re li gious, and that he would dee as ’ee’d lived. Then, when feyther
were deead, he said as ’aa he would come to t’buryin’.”

“And who ar ranged for the fu neral?”
“Fa ther Mullar ney.”
“Where is Fa ther Mullar ney now?”
“I doan’t knaw.”
“How is that? Didn’t he speak to you at the fu neral?”
“Ay, he did, but I thow’t I tell ’im what feyther towd him. I said I’d fend

for my sen, and I didn’t want him.”
“And so he left you?”
“Ay, he did.”
“Well, where are you go ing now?”
“I doan’t knaw.”
“But you’ve still got the house where your fa ther lived?”
“Nay, aw’ve nowt ut soart. Josh Iron hand, wot be longs to the ‘ouse,

coom this mom, and he said as ’aa the rent were noan paid for three week,
and that he should lock dooar, and tak’ t’ key.”

“But what about the fur ni ture.”
“There wur no fur ni ture worth callin’.”
“Now, the best thing you can do is to go to Fa ther Mullar ney, and ask

him to help you.”
“Nay, I sh’ll do nowt ut soart. Feyther al ways said as he’d ‘a nowt to do

wi’ Fa ther Mullar ney, and he towd me afore he deed as ‘ow I must ’a nowt
to do wi’ him. Be sides, ‘ee can do nowt. When Mike Sul li van’s feyther
deed — and Jim Sul li van went to t’ Catholic church — Mike wur sent to
Bin g ley work house. Fa ther Mullar ney didn’t help him.”

“But Bin g ley work house is a very good place.”
“I’ll noan go. I’ll dee first.”
“What are you go ing to do?”
“I doan’t knaw.”
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“But you must know. I’m a mag is trate, and I can’t al low you to stay out
all night. Come now, you’d bet ter walk to Bin g ley.”

“I sh’ll do nowt ut soart.”
The boy did not speak dis re spect fully. He ev i dently be longed to the

poor est class of peo ple in Mere mead ows, and an swered Fletcher Yorke af ter
the fash ion of his class. More over, the lad gave ev i dence of a kind of stub- 
born res o lu tion which the other ad mired.

“Have you any money?”
“Ninepence.”
“Well, you must do some thing. Have you ever been to work?”
“No, feyther wouldn’t let me. But now I must work, and I will.”
“But how, and where will you work?”
This ques tion was asked by a new comer, who had, un known to Fletcher

Yorke and Mag gie, been lis ten ing to a part of the con ver sa tion. All three
turned to wards him as he spoke, and in the gath er ing dark ness saw a man
dressed not un like a me di ae val monk.

“Ex cuse me, Mr. Yorke,” he said, turn ing to wards the York shire man,
“but I think I can help this boy.”

“Are — are you Fa ther Mullar ney?” asked Fletcher Yorke.
“No, I am a mem ber of the Com mu nity of the In car na tion. You may

have heard of the Or der to which I be long?”
“Oh, you are one of the Church of Eng land monks?”
“I be lieve many of the Mere meadow peo ple call us by that name,”

replied the man. “Of course, we are noth ing of the sort; we are sim ply a
num ber of broth ers who live to gether for the ex ten sion of the King dom of
Christ. We live a life of prayer, study, and ser vice. But that is not the point
just now. I hap pened to be pass ing while you were ques tion ing this boy, and
I heard most of what took place. It so hap pens that the boy who did cer tain
odd jobs for us left this morn ing, and I have no doubt but that I could make
ar range ments for this lad to take his place. He would be kindly treated, have
good, plain, whole some food, and not be by any means over worked. In ad- 
di tion to that, fa cil i ties would be of fered to him for ed u ca tion, and thus he
could im prove him self gen er ally.”

The man spoke very pleas antly, and was ev i dently of a kindly dis po si- 
tion. Fletcher Yorke had of ten heard of the Com mu nity of the In car na tion
which had come to set tle at Mere mead ows. In deed, its mem bers were the
talk of the whole coun try side. In many quar ters the Com mu nity had aroused
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a great deal of an tag o nism. The great bulk of York shire peo ple were
strongly Protes tant in their opin ions, and they re sented what they called
Pop ery un der the ban ner of the Re formed Protes tant Church of Eng land.
Af ter a time, how ever, the op po si tion to the broth er hood largely died away.
These men, who lived to gether like monks, were ap par ently hon est and sin- 
cere, and al though, ac cord ing to the York shire ver nac u lar, their re li gion
con sisted of a “lot of falder als,” they were de voted to their work, and were
re ported to do a great deal of good.

Fletcher Yorke, with his strong, sturdy, York shire hard-head ed ness, had a
supreme con tempt for what ap peared to him a num ber of full-grown men
who, hav ing taken vows in the Eng lish Church, mas quer aded as monks who
had taken the vows of the celi bate life; but as they did not in any way in ter- 
fere with him, he paid them but lit tle heed. Mean while, some thing had to be
done for the lad. As a mag is trate, it fell within his prov ince to see that he
was housed for the night; more over, he had well-nigh de ter mined, when the
new comer ap peared, to tell him to call on one of his man agers on the fol- 
low ing morn ing, and ask for work. The propo si tion made by the ec cle si as- 
tic, how ever, might be worth con sid er ing, es pe cially as the lad would in all
prob a bil ity be bet ter taken care of than would be the case if he went to work
in one of his mills.

“Well, Do minic Wildthorne,” he said, “you’ve heard what this gen tle- 
man says?”

“Ay, aw’ve ’eeard.”
“Are you will ing to go with him?”
“I doan’t knaw. I should like to see his faace afore I say.”
The man in the monk ish garb laughed pleas antly.
“That’s good,” he said, “and thor oughly York shire, too. Eh, Mr. Yorke?

You would like my ref er ences, I sup pose? Well, I am afraid I can not sat isfy
you in ev ery re spect, but I’ll go as far as I can. My name is Edgar Trou ville.
I am twenty-seven years of age, and un mar ried. The work you would have
to do would be light and not un pleas ant. Your food would be good, and you
would be treated kindly. In your spare hours you would have plenty of good
books to read.”

The lad lifted his head at the last words.
“You’ve nowt to do with Fa ther Mullar ney?” he said
“Noth ing at all.”



17

“Not as ’ow I’ve owt agin him my self,” he said, “only feyther towd me
afore he deed to have nowt to do wi’ ’im. That was be cause feyther were
noan re li gious, and I doan’t want to do ony thing that feyther wouldn’t like.”

“Your fa ther was very kind to you, I sup pose?”
“My feyther wur my feyther, and I wur his lad. and when he wasn’t i’

drink he wur the strong est and clever est man in Mere mead ows,” was the re- 
ply.

“That’s right. Well, will you come with me? I can give you a bed for the
night, any how, and when we have shown you the work you would have to
do, you can de cide whether you will stay.”

“I could coom away if I didn’t like it?”
“Cer tainly. You shall have a good sup per tonight, a warm bed to lie on,

and then, if you don’t like the place, you can leave to mor row af ter hav ing a
good break fast?”

“Wot do yo say?”
The lad turned, not to wards the two men, but to Mag gie.
“Oh!” said Mag gie, who had been lis ten ing very in tently, “I should think

it would be very nice for you.”
“Then I’ll go,” said Do minic Wildthorne.
Fletcher Yorke waited a mo ment as if in doubt, then he said: “Ay, and if

you are not suited there, you just come to the Boothroyd Mill, and tell the
man ager that I told you to come.”

“You are Mester Fletcher Yorke?”
“Yes; and you know where the Boothroyd Mill is?”
“Ay, I know, thank you.”
The lad turned to wards the ceme tery gates, and looked in tently through

the bars, as if he would take a last look at his fa ther’s grave. Then he turned
to the man who called him self Edgar Trou ville.

“I’m ready to coom,” he said.
The two walked away side by side.
Fletcher Yorke and Mag gie mounted the dog cart, and the two drove to- 

wards a large house which stood at some dis tance from the smoke-be grimed
town.
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2. The Com mu nity Of The In car‐ 
na tion

DO MINIC WILDTHORNE walked some dis tance by his com pan ion’s side
with out speak ing a word. Ev i dently he was not a talk a tive lad, and al though
he cast furtive glances to wards Edgar Trou ville, as though he were try ing to
judge what kind of man he was, he showed no in cli na tion for con ver sa tion.
The man who, by a sec tion of the Mere mead ows peo ple, was called Fa ther
Trou ville, also seemed to de sire thought rather than speech.

Fa ther Trou ville had been at Mere mead ows some years — in fact, ever
since the Com mu nity had been started. He was one of the cler gy men of the
Church of Eng land who was dis sat is fied with the po si tion which his Church
oc cu pied. While at Ox ford he had come un der the in flu ence of a body of
men who held very “High Church” views, and had so far yielded to their in- 
flu ence as to call the Ref or ma tion a mis take. He also be lieved in the many
move ments which had been set on foot “to rec on cile the An gli can branch of
the Catholic Church with the great West ern Church,” and thus bring back to
Eng land those be liefs and us ages which ob tained be fore that great cleav age
which tore the Chris tian Church in twain. Im me di ately af ter the for ma tion
of the broth er hood at Mere mead ows, there fore, he joined it, and af ter years
of la bor he be came more and more con vinced that he was en gaged in a
move ment which would in time heal the breach made at the Ref or ma tion,
and bring the Church back to the po si tion which it held in the pre-Ref or ma- 
tion days.

Edgar Trou ville was cast in the Sac er do tal mold. The Church to him
was, and must be, a vis i ble in sti tu tion, whose ex is tence could be traced
from the time of its Founder. The dogma of Apos tolic Suc ces sion was ab so- 
lutely es sen tial to the ex is tence of the Church. Christ had or dained the first
apos tles, and St. Pe ter was the Chief Apos tle. By the lay ing on of hands,
those whom the apos tles had or dained were ad mit ted into the suc ces sion,
and this suc ces sion had gone on through the ages un til the present time.
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Only those in the suc ces sion had the right, ex cept un der very pe cu liar cir- 
cum stances, to ad min is ter the sacra ments, and the sacra ments lay at the
very heart of Chris tian ity. It is true he had been greatly trou bled about this
suc ces sion. There was a time in the Mid dle Ages when two popes ex er cised
their func tions at the same time. Both of these or dained bish ops, who, in
their turn, or dained priests. One of these popes must have been a usurper;
there fore some of the or di na tions must have been in valid. Then, again, he
re mem bered that the Church of Eng land was Ex com mu ni cate, and the
Mother Church with which he de sired Union had de clared the min istry of
that Church to be in valid. This lat ter fact trou bled him more than the for- 
mer. He had no doubt but that the fact of two popes per form ing their func- 
tions at the same time could be sat is fac to rily ex plained; but the fact that the
Church to which he be longed was de clared ex com mu ni cate was a sore trial
to him. Thus his great hope in life was that the An gli can Church should be
re stored to com mu nion with the great Mother Church of Rome. How oth er- 
wise could they be sure that they were in the Church at all? Of course he
be lieved the An gli can Church to be a branch of the one great Church, but
the fact that suc ceed ing popes had de clared this to be false was a great sor- 
row. He had been greatly tempted to seek ad mis sion into the priest hood of
the Ro man Church, but he had been per suaded that he could best serve the
Catholic Church by bring ing the An gli can Church ser vices into line with
those of the older com mu nion, and thus pre pare the way for the glo ri ous
con sum ma tion of all his hopes, the restora tion of the Eng lish Church to the
Church of Rome.

Mean while, he was a sacra men tar ian of the strictest type. Bap tism, Con- 
fir ma tion, Ab so lu tion, Holy Com mu nion, Holy Or ders, Mar riage, and
Anoint ing were in te gral to, nay the very life-blood of, Chris tian ity. He also
be lieved in Monas ti cism, and held that the monas tic bod ies had been among
the great est evan ge liz ing forces in the Chris tian Church. Protes tantism he
scorned and ridiculed in the same breath. In deed, he and his fel lows des ig- 
nated cer tain Evan gel i cal Cler gy men who had been true to their or di na tion
vows as “Prots”; and none of them could think of any ti tle which car ried
greater con tu mely. To him the re li gious life of Eng land was in a ter ri ble
con di tion. The Church of Eng land did not min is ter to more than half the re- 
li gious life of the na tion, while the other half was as so ci ated with that ter ri- 
ble thing called Dis sent. As one of their man u als had it, the Catholic Church
might be likened to three sis ters in a great house. The house had three sto- 
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ries: on the ground floor a large hall in which the three sis ters lived, above
this the sleep ing apart ments, and then a stair case led out to a flat roof,
which was laid out as a flower gar den. Un hap pily, af ter a time the three sis- 
ters had a dread ful quar rel, and put up wooden par ti tions to di vide the hall
into three parts, and each lived by her self, not speak ing to the oth ers. Dur- 
ing the quar rel some of the chil dren ran away into the gar den, and each built
a lit tle taber na cle for him self, and would not come back to the house. When
their mother with tears be sought them to re turn, they only threw mud at her.
The hall was the Church on earth. The three sis ters were the three great
parts of the Holy Catholic Church, and the Eng lish Church, the Ro man
Church, and the Greek Church. Each be lieved in the same sacra ments and
the same creeds. The chil dren who ran away were the Dis senters. These
Dis senters were dread ful sin ners.

But the Dis senters did not trou ble Edgar Trou ville as much as the con di- 
tion of the Eng lish Church. He was not al ways quite sure that the Eng lish
sis ter had not sep a rated her self from the great Hall. In fact, the Eng lish
Church was greatly di vided. How could it be a part of the true Church when
it de nied the Head ship of the Church, and re mained in a state of schism?
Be sides, the Eng lish Church al lowed pri vate judg ment on re li gious mat ters,
while a large part of it de nied all but two out of the seven sacra ments.

Yes, doubt less the Ref or ma tion was a dread ful hap pen ing, but bet ter
times wer com ing. It is true the Pope had re fused to sanc tion the va lid ity of
An gli can or ders, and there fore struck a ter ri ble blow at the whole fab ric of
the sacra men tal idea, but this dif fi culty would doubt less be over come. It
was for those who ac cepted the true idea of the Church, to en deavor to
bring back the Eng lish Branch into com mu nion with the Mother Church,
and then, doubt less, means would be found for bring ing “Prots” to their
senses.

It was with this idea that the Com mu nity of the In car na tion was founded.
Their work was to leaven the Church of Eng land with Romish ideas, and
then re turn as a body to the bo som of the Mother Church. It was for this
rea son that Edgar Trou ville and oth ers re mained in the Eng lish Church. If
he sep a rated from it, he would lose his in flu ence in it. What was wanted
was a New Ref or ma tion in the Church, and it was for him and oth ers to rest
nei ther day nor night in or der to bring about this “con sum ma tion most de- 
voutly to be wished.”
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Edgar Trou ville was a most de vout man. In his way he was most sin cere,
and he was a gen tle man. He had sym pa thy with the poor and suf fer ing, he
was gen er ous to a fault, and in all mat ters out side ec cle si as ti cal ques tions he
was as hon est as the day. No sac ri fice was too great for him to make, no
bur den too heavy for him to bear; but he was es sen tially a priest. And, as a
priest, he saw ev ery thing through the glasses of his or der.

“I hope you don’t feel cold?”
“I feel a bit nipped.”
“Never mind, we shall soon be home now.”
“Home?”
“Yes, I trust you’ll find it home.”
“But I’m go ing to work for you?”
“Yes, but that’s no rea son for not treat ing you as a brother, and giv ing

you a home.”
“I say, there’s nowt up your sleeve, is there?”
“No, cer tainly not. Your fa ther is dead, and you have no home. I want to

give you one. I hope you may grow up a use ful, happy, good man. How old
are you?”

“Fif teen.”
“You are not very big for fif teen. Have you good health?”
“Not so bad.”
“Have you a good ap petite?”
“Why?” asked the lad ea gerly.
“Be cause I hope you’ll en joy your sup per.”
Do minic Wildthorne’s eyes gleamed. Had it been light the priest would

have seen the look of al most wolfish hunger in them.
“Do you ever go to church?” pur sued the priest.
“Nay.”
“Why?”
“I’ve towd yo as ow it wur noan in feyther’s line, and it’s noan in mine.”
“Did your mother go to the Ro man Catholic Church when she was alive?

And were you bap tized by one of her priests?”
“Feyther Mullar ney said soa, but I know nowt about it.”
“I dare say it’s true.”
“Well, what does it mat ter?”
Fa ther Trou ville sighed. The god less ness and ig no rance of the age was

very sad.
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“It mat ters a great deal. If you are bap tized into the Church, you are a
child of the Church, and should en joy her priv i leges.”

“What are they?”
Fa ther Trou ville did not re ply. This lad’s na ture was as yet too dark for

such an ex pla na tion.
“You said your name was Do minic, didn’t you?”
“Ay.”
“It’s a very fine name. I hope you’ll be wor thy of it. St. Do minic was a

great and holy man.”
“What did he do?”
“He founded a great or der of preach ers.”
“He wur a praicher, wur he?”
“Yes, a very great preacher. He founded the Do mini can Or der.”
“What’s that?”
“An or der of preach ers who went around the world preach ing the Gospel

of Our Blessed Lord. Would not you like to be come such a man?”
“The preach ing busi ness is nowt i’ my line,” replied the boy. “I say,

mester, I’m fair clemmed.”
“Well, we are at the end of our jour ney now. I’ll take you to the Su pe rior

of our Or der first, and tell him how you and I met; af ter that, you shall have
some sup per.”

“Ay, and I’m wantin’ it.”
The priest led the way through the grounds to a fairly large build ing,

which they en tered. A few min utes later they stood be fore a rather fine-
look ing man.

Fa ther Trou ville quickly told his story, while the Su pe rior of the Com- 
mu nity lis tened in tently, all the while cast ing cu ri ous glances to wards the
boy. Ev i dently he was more in ter ested in the boy him self than in the story
which the priest told con cern ing him. There was lit tle to won der at in this,
for Do minic Wildthorne, shab bily dressed, pale, gaunt, and hun gry as he
was, was not a lad to pass by with out a sec ond look. Two or three things
im pressed the Su pe rior as he looked. First, the lad’s eyes at tracted him.
They were large, dark, and full of ex pres sion. But that was not all. The
priest saw what he thought to be an ex pres sion of un ut ter able yearn ing in
them. Un re al ized pos si bil i ties, pas sion, dar ing self-sac ri fice — all were
sug gested in those great dark orbs. The boy’s fore head was square and high;
nev er the less, there was a large de vel op ment of that part of the head which
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phre nol o gists tell us is sug ges tive of rev er ence. His mouth also was large
and ex pres sive. It was a mouth which sug gested strength, but it also told of
sen si tive ness, and pos si bly hu mor.

“At any rate, you did right to bring him here for the night,” said the Su- 
pe rior to Fa ther Trou ville. “Take him to the re fec tory, and let him have
some sup per, and let him sleep in Dixon’s bed. Af ter you have done this,
will you come back again?”

Do minic took but lit tle no tice of the con ver sa tion be tween the priests.
He was look ing in tently around the room, as though he would take note of
ev ery de tail. He had never seen such a room be fore. It was not only the
work ing-room of a stu dent, and pos si bly a scholar, but it was also the sanc- 
tum of a re li gious devo tee. A prie-Dieu stood near one of the walls, above
which was a cru ci fix. There were also sev eral re li gious pic tures, be long ing
mainly to the thir teenth and four teenth cen turies, which de picted per se cu- 
tion and mar tyr dom.

But most of all Do minic was fas ci nated by a bronze rep re sen ta tion of
Christ hang ing on the cross which stood on the Su pe rior’s writ ing-desk. As
it hap pened, the light fell es pe cially strong upon this fig ure, so that the boy
could see it in ev ery de tail. What im pressed him most was the un ut ter able
agony on the face of Christ, the agony of dire de feat and ut ter de spair, as
well as of in de scrib able phys i cal suf fer ing. He felt like cry ing out in an- 
guish. He had shud dered that af ter noon as he had heard the cold clods fall
on his fa ther’s cof fin, but that did not seem so ter ri ble as the cru ci fix on the
writ ing-desk. He could not un der stand why any man should choose to have
such an ob ject con stantly be fore his eyes.

“Do you think you would like to stay and work here?” asked the Su pe- 
rior, as Fa ther Trou ville pre pared to lead him away.

“I doan’t knaw. I’d like to see it all in t’ day light first.”
“That is right. Well, to mor row morn ing you shall be shown what you

would have to do, and the kind of life you would lead. Good-night.”
“I shall dream of yon,” said Do minic to Fa ther Trou ville, as he walked

away.
“Of what?”
“Of yon thing on that chap’s desk. I shall see it in t’ dark. It’s fair ter ri ble

to think on.”
“It’s our Blessed Lord,” said Fa ther Trou ville, “Of course you know that

He suf fered like that, that we might be saved.”
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Do minic made no fur ther re mark, but fol lowed the priest to the re fec- 
tory, where a sim ple but suf fi cient meal was placed be fore him.

When Fa ther Trou ville re turned to the Su pe rior’s room again, he found
that gen tle man ready for con ver sa tion.

“I like your pro tege,” he said.
“A rough di a mond, I am afraid.”
“Yes, but a di a mond for all that. Did you no tice his eyes, his mouth?”
“I can’t quite make him out.”
“No. And that shows he’s no or di nary boy. I may be wrong, but I feel

sure he’s no or di nary boy. He’s got the thinker’s head, the mys tic’s eyes, the
or a tor’s mouth.”

Fa ther Trou ville smiled. The Su pe rior was noted for his im pul sive judg- 
ments.

“Yes, I see you smile,” replied the older man. “Per haps, too, I see the
Hand of God where oth ers see only the or di nary hap pen ing of events. But I
have a feel ing that God led you by the ceme tery gates tonight, and that He
led you to bring that boy here. If you had not hap pened to come along when
you did, doubt less Fletcher Yorke would have given him work at one of his
mills, and then he would prob a bly have been lost. He would ei ther have
drifted and be come like other op er a tives, or he would pos si bly have risen in
time to be a man ager, saved up a lit tle money, and be come a mill owner
him self. Pos si bly, too, he might have be come a lead ing man at one of the
chapels, per haps a lo cal preacher. But I had a vi sion of the boy while he was
here. I saw him touched by grace; I saw him give him self to the Church. As
you know, one of the chief works of our Com mu nity is to train young men
in the prin ci ples of the Catholic Faith, and pre pare them for the Holy Min- 
istry. We ex ist to make an open door for the poorer classes to en ter the
priest hood. Can di dates for Holy Or ders are de creas ing; young fel lows leav- 
ing the Uni ver si ties do not rel ish the idea of be com ing priests. Even when
they do, many of them have no true idea of the Church, her priest hood, or
her sacra ments. Up to the present, while we have gained ground, the”Prots"
are con stantly li bel ing us. But let us pro duce a St. Do minic, and we shall
com mand re spect."

“And you saw an other St. Do minic in this boy?”
“I had a vi sion of him sway ing thou sands. I tell you, he has the mys tic’s

eyes, and the preacher’s mouth. I shall see to it that he has spe cial at ten tion.
Let him do Dixon’s work if he will, but I am sure he is des tined for great
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things. His mind is at present in a state of chaos; that makes our work all the
eas ier. I tell you Catholic Truth will find root in his heart with out dif fi culty,
and then, if he does not prove to be a man of no or di nary cal iber, I am no
judge of char ac ter.”

“He seemed to be in tensely in flu enced by the thought of hav ing ad van- 
tages for study,” said Fa ther Trou ville, like one mus ing.

“Ex actly. Don’t you see, Trou ville, that our great weak ness is the want
of men of com mand ing power and abil ity? Up to the present our suc cess
has not been with the in tel lec tual lay men. In the main the High Church
Move ment has been a priest’s move ment, not a lay man’s move ment. Up to
now the lay man has not been con vinced. Take York shire as an ex am ple.
The man of your Fletcher Yorke or der has no sym pa thy with us. We have a
strong hold on a cer tain class of women, but we fail with the men. That is
why the Church wants men who are fully equipped; and we want preach ers
of com mand ing per son al ity, men like Savonarola, and St. Do minic.”

“But with all due def er ence to you,” said Trou ville, “you have very lit tle
foun da tion for be liev ing that this boy will prove of any ser vice to us.”

“Lit tle or none at all, from the stand point of the world’s judg ments; no,
but I had a vi sion con cern ing him. I felt he was des tined to be come a great
power. His very name is prophetic. Do minic Wildthorne. Per haps I am
some what of a vi sion ary. But what then? God knows the power of see ing
vi sions is not too com mon in this mam mon-wor ship ing age. In any case we
risk noth ing. You have brought him here to take Dixon’s place. I never had
any vi sion con cern ing Dixon. He was only fit to do the work of a handy
boy. But this lad is dif fer ent. I can’t for get the look in his eyes as they fell
upon the cru ci fix. But we shall see.”

“Yes, we shall see. Fa ther, I want to tell you about some thing which has
been trou bling me greatly.”

“Yes, my son, speak on.”
“It’s about my or ders.”
“Ah, the old ques tion.”
“Yes, the old ques tion if you like. But I can not con vince my self — that

— that — will –”
“Yes, I un der stand what you mean.”
“You see, in spite of all we say our Church is ex com mu ni cate. The Holy

Fa ther does not ad mit of the va lid ity of our or ders. What is the use of bring- 
ing back the full Ro man Rit ual when we are wrong at the foun tain-head?
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What is the use of our say ing we are a branch of the true Church, when the
Head of the true Church de clares us to be sep a ratists? We claim that one of
the marks of the true Church is an al le giance to the Church’s doc trines, and
that we be lieve in those doc trines, while all the while the one whom we ad- 
mit to be the right ful Head of the Church makes cer tain de mands with
which we do not com ply. Don’t you see the anom aly? Of course, we aim at
bring ing back the Church of Eng land into com mu nion with the Ro man
Church. But if the Ro man Church re ceives us, it will be on her own terms;
and one of those terms is the recog ni tion of the Au thor ity and In fal li bil ity of
the Holy Fa ther. How can we be true Catholics while we re main in a state
of schism, and while the va lid ity of our or ders is de nied by the Holy Fa- 
ther?”

The Su pe rior was silent a few sec onds. Then he said slowly, “And what
do you sug gest?”

“My mind is in a state of chaos,” said Trou ville. “I went out for a walk
this af ter noon in the hope that I might see the light.”

“Yes, and brought back that boy, Do minic.”
“Yes, but my dif fi culty re mains.”
“You see that if you left the An gli can Church, your in flu ence within her

bor ders would be gone?”
“Yes, I see that.”
“And you see, too, that since the days of New man we have been slowly

ac cus tom ing the Eng lish mind to com mu nion with Rome?”
Fa ther Trou ville was silent.
“There fore we are not la bor ing in vain.”
“But mean while we are out of com mu nion with the true Church, our or- 

ders are — well, ir reg u lar. You see, we ei ther ac cept the Au thor ity of the
Ro man Church, or we don’t. If we don’t, we are not Catholics, but schis- 
mat ics. If we do, then the de ci sion of the Holy Fa ther con cern ing our or ders
is fi nal. We are not true priests at all, but usurpers of the holy of fice.”

“And you de sire to be in the true priest hood?”
“Supremely. Of course I hope, and some times I be lieve, that my or ders

are valid; only I want to be cer tain.”
“Of course you know that pro vi sion is made for cases like yours, my

son.”
Trou ville was silent.
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“Does not that throw a ter ri ble re flec tion upon the whole po si tion of the
An gli can Church?” he said presently.

“At present,” said the Su pe rior, “our po si tion is doubt less dif fi cult. It is
our great work to bring our Church into com mu nion with our great Mother;
but we can do that only by re main ing within her bor ders. That is rec og- 
nized, not only by the faith ful here, but in Rome. In the mean while, there is
noth ing to hin der you from re ceiv ing the or di na tion con cern ing which there
can be no doubt. You would then be cer tain that the sacra ments would be
ef fi ca cious at your hands. You would also be able to con tinue the work we
all have so much at heart.”

“You mean re-or di na tion at the hands of –”
The Fa ther Su pe rior nod ded.
“But what al le giance do I owe to my Bish ops, when I am not sure that

they are duly or dained?”
"That is not your ques tion just now, my son. You have promised obe di- 

ence to your Su pe rior in this Com mu nity; that is suf fi cient for you at
present. Re mem ber, too, that of old Nicode mus was a se cret dis ci ple of our
Lord, and our Lord did not con demn that se cret dis ci ple ship. One of the
penances which we have to suf fer to day be cause of that ter ri ble schism
called the Ref or ma tion, is that we must be se cret dis ci ples. But if you are in
doubt about your or ders, my son — well, you need not re main in doubt. I
will ar range for you to go to – , and then your last ves tige of fear will go.
You will not be the first, nor the sec ond who has done this. How many it is
not for me to say. Per haps it would sur prise me as well as you, if we knew
how many, and who have been trou bled as you have been trou bled, and who
have taken the step I ad vise you to take. Go in peace, my son.

Fa ther Trou ville prayed long and earnestly af ter he left the Fa ther Su pe- 
rior, but be fore he went to bed he found his way to the lit tle apart ment
where Do minic Wildthorne lay asleep.

The boy’s sor rows had not left him even in sleep. His long eye lashes
were wet with tears, and his lips trem bled as he moaned.

“I won der if the Fa ther Su pe rior is right or not?” queried Fa ther Trou- 
ville, as he looked at him. “He may have the strange look in his eyes which
sug gests the mys tic, and he cer tainly has what might be called the or a tor’s
mouth, but he also looks as though he might be a wild, tur bu lent fel low. I
won der what God has in store for him — and for us all?”

Fa ther Trou ville left the apart ment with a sigh.
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3. Do minic And Mag gie Yorke

DO MINIC WILDTHORNE de cided to stay and work at the Com mu nity of the
In car na tion. As far as he could judge, the work would be pleas ant and easy;
while the priests in res i dence were very kindly dis posed to wards him. In- 
deed, as far as he could judge, he was treated as a fa vorite. No one as sumed
a mas ter ful at ti tude to wards him, and his du ties were not so nu mer ous but
that he found time for read ing. For that mat ter. Fa ther Trou ville en cour aged
him to study. He took pains to find out the ex tent of the boy’s knowl edge,
and then of fered to help him to ob tain an ed u ca tion.

Do minic Wildthorne had never been a fa vorite with the boys in the dis- 
trict. He had been re garded as sullen and un friendly; he did not take part in
their games, nor had he “chums” like other boys had. Doubt less this was be- 
cause of his fa ther’s wish. For Barn aby Wildthorne, drunk ard and wastrel
though he was, had a cer tain pride. Even while he prej u diced the lad’s
prospects by his be hav ior, he had dreams and vi sions con cern ing him. He
had in sisted on his go ing to the day school longer than the law de manded,
and for bade his mak ing friends among the rougher lads of the dis trict.
Some times, when he was sober, he en cour aged the boy to study good
books, and spoke to him on the power of knowl edge. He also in formed him
that the Wildthornes were not of the com mon horde, and that if he had his
rights, he would be the pos ses sor of a fine old manor house and a valu able
es tate up in Cum ber land. He even went so far as to tell him that when he
grew older he would put into his, Do minic’s, hands proofs of the fact that
he be longed to one of the old est fam i lies in Eng land. Be fore his death, in- 
deed, he did give him a packet of pa pers, which he told him to guard care- 
fully. It is to be doubted whether Do minic placed im plicit faith in these sto- 
ries; nev er the less, they made an im pres sion on him. They gave him a cer- 
tain pride of birth and race, and they gave him a dis taste for the com pan ion- 
ship of the rougher lads, whom in the or di nary course of things he would
as so ciate with. On the other hand, Barn aby’s athe ism and drunk en ness
caused the boy to be a kind of Ish maelite among the more re spectable of the
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ar ti san class. Barn aby was looked upon as a no to ri ously evil liver, and the
boy was sup posed to be tainted by his fa ther’s na ture. Ail these things
tended to cause Do minic to live a lonely life, and thus the soli tude of his ex- 
is tence as the boy who did odd jobs for the broth ers of the Com mu nity of
the In car na tion was not hard to bear. Rather he liked the soli tude, and he ea- 
gerly read the books which were placed in his way.

Dur ing the first few weeks he re fused to at tend any of the many re li gious
ser vices at the Com mu nity, how ever. In deed, he had a kind of scorn for the
life the broth ers lived. As far as he could see, their days were made up of
par tic i pat ing in re li gious rites and ob ser vances. These were some what as
fol lows: They rose at half-past five, and at six went to a ser vice called
Matins, which, with two oth ers, called Laud and Prime, would oc cupy them
till about half-past seven. They would then re tire to their rooms and pass the
time in med i ta tion and prayer. At nine an other ser vice would fol low, and
then at eleven an other ser vice was of ten held. If it was Sun day or a Holy
Day the Com mu nion would be cel e brated. Not un til this was over, if it were
a Com mu nion day, would they eat any food what ever, as fast ing Com mu- 
nion was bind ing upon their Com mu nity. In the af ter noon they walked, but
in the early evening an other ser vice was held. Af ter din ner again, one or
two more ser vices would be held.

Re mem ber ing his fa ther’s views, all this was so much fool ish ness to Do- 
minic, but as no one pressed him to at tend the ser vices, he was not trou bled.
As far as he could judge, all the mem bers of the Com mu nity were good,
holy men. They lived sim ply, they prayed much, they stud ied of ten, and
they were very kind to him.

Presently cu rios ity led him to at tend some of the ser vices, but they left
but lit tle dis tinct im pres sion on him. In a way he was in flu enced by the
chant ing of the prayers, the gen u flec tions be fore the al tar, the smell of in- 
cense, and the gen eral solem nity. But he was not at tracted. In a vague way
he sup posed that these “learned men” were do ing what was right and good,
but it had noth ing what ever to do with him. A few of the younger men, he
no ticed, went away in the morn ing to a neigh bor ing town, and did not re- 
turn un til the evening. What they did he had no idea, but it was none of his
busi ness, and af ter a time he ceased to take any no tice. He read with ea ger- 
ness the books which came in his way, and when Fa ther Trou ville of fered to
teach him Latin and French he ac cepted the of fer with avid ity.
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Af ter he had been there a few months the Su pe rior gave him a let ter,
telling him to take it to the house of Fletcher Yorke, and to wait for an an- 
swer. Do minic had nei ther seen nor heard of Fletcher Yorke or his daugh ter
since the night of his fa ther’s fu neral, and while he had thought but lit tle
about them, he was more than or di nar ily in ter ested in his mis sion. He hoped
he would see and speak to the great man again, and he vaguely won dered if
he would meet the lit tle girl who had been kind to him. He there fore donned
his best clothes, and made his way to wards Bar stone, the house where
Fletcher Yorke lived, of which he had heard many won der ful sto ries.

It was now March, and while spring had by no means come, the days
had length ened, and the keen winds had dried the mud on the roads. His or- 
ders were to reach Bar stone about five o’clock, which was the time Fletcher
Yorke gen er ally came home from busi ness. Con se quently day light was not
yet gone when, leav ing Mere mead ows be hind him, he neared the lodge
gates of the great house.

“I’ve heerd as ’ow Fletcher Yorke’s grand fa ther wur a poor man,”
thought Do minic, as he walked up the drive, “yet afore he deed, he wur a
great man. I won der if ever I shall do owt in the world?”

A look of yearn ing came into his eyes. Ev i dently he was not one who
would be con tented with liv ing a hum drum, pur pose less life. More over, he
did not look so hag gard and de spair ing as on the night when Fletcher Yorke
had first seen him. Nearly five months of clean li ness and healthy sur round- 
ings had changed him. He no longer slouched as he walked, nei ther was
there the old look of haunt ing fear in his eyes. His clothes, too, were clean
and tidy, while his speech was far less rough than it had been when he be- 
came a ser vant at the Com mu nity. In deed, when he was not talk ing to him- 
self, he spoke cor rectly, and the books which Fa ther Trou ville had en cour- 
aged him to study had given him a new and large con cep tion of life. He had
grown phys i cally too, and was no longer small for his age.

As he neared the house, he saw an old man work ing among the flower
beds, and, be ing in doubt as to what he should do in or der to place his let ter
in Mr. Fletcher Yorke’s hands, he made his way to wards him.

“Yon is Mr. Fletcher Yorke’s house?” he said, nod ding to a large stone
man sion.

“There’s no body deny ong that,” replied the old man, with out look ing up.
“I have a let ter for him.”
“Well, there’s nowt won der ful i’ that.”
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“But what must I do with it?”
“Do? Why, go up to t’door, and chuck it in t’ let ter-box, and then coom

away.”
“Ay, but I want to take back an an swer.”
“Where didst a coom from?”
“From the Com mu nity of the In car na tion.”
The old man stood up right for the first time, and looked at him steadily.
“Thou art none o’ that lot, art a?” he said presently.
“Nay; I work in the gar den, and in the house.”
“What’s the let ter about?”
“I don’t know. The Su pe rior gave it to me, and told me to take it to

Mr. Fletcher Yorke, and wait for an an swer.”
“Mester Fletcher Yorke doan’t be lieve in no monkery,” said the old gar- 

dener, “He’s got too much sense. But tell ma, what do they do ower theer?”
“They mostly spends their time in pray ing, and singing and read ing,”

replied Do minic.
“Hev ony ov ’em ever bin con verted?”
Do minic shook his head.
“Well, when yo go back,” said the old man, “yo just tell the head monk

for me to read the third chap ter of St. John. He’ll learn there that he needs
con vertin’. And tell him, too, that when he’s got soindly con verted, he
won’t want to have any thing to do with fal-de-rals. And there’s an other
thing, tell him it’s not only dis hon est work, but dirty work for a Protes tant
min is ter to try and bring back the ways o’ Rome to Eng land.”

“He’s noan Protes tant,” said Do minic, laps ing for a mo ment into broad
York shire.

“What then?”
“He calls him self a Catholic.”
“What, a Ro man?”
“Nay, not a Ro man Catholic, just a Catholic.”
“Let him call hissen what he will, but you just tell him fro’ me, Eli jah

Moor bot tom, one as has preached the Gospel for more nor forty year, that
York shire folk’ll ha’ nowt to do wi’ Pop ery; tell him that, and then coom to
me, and tell me ‘ow he taks it. Ay, Miss Mag gie, ’ere’s a lad wi’ a let ter for
your fev’ther; he comes fro’ the Protes tant Monkery.”

Do minic turned with a start, and saw the girl who had spo ken kindly to
him on the day of his fa ther’s fu neral stand ing by his side. He saw, too, that
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she was look ing steadily at him, as though she were try ing to rec ol lect
some thing.

“Fa ther’s not home yet,” she said; “he’s just tele phoned to mother, say- 
ing he will not be home un til nearly six o’clock.”

“Then I must wait un til he comes,” said Do minic.
Mag gie looked at him keenly. She re mem bered now that he was the boy

she had seen sev eral months be fore by the ceme tery gates, a boy con cern ing
whom she had of ten won dered.

“Do you re mem ber me?” she said.
“Ay, I re mem ber.”
“Would — would you like to look around the gar dens till my fa ther

comes home?” She wanted to talk to the boy who had been in such sor row
on the night of their meet ing.

“Thank you!”
She led the way to wards the green-houses, and there was a sug ges tion of

pa tron age in her ac tion.
In stinc tively she felt that her fa ther was the owner of the beau ti ful

grounds in which they walked, while this boy was only a com mon work ing
lad. Nev er the less, she felt an in ter est in him.

“Have you been very lonely since that night when —when the priest
man took you away with him?”

“Yes, miss, I’ve of ten been lonely.”
“But they’ve been kind to you?”
“Ay, they’ve been very kind.”
“This is the win ery, don’t you see? Later on we shall have a lot of grapes

here. Have you any grapes at the — where you live?”
“No, there’s noth ing of that sort there.”
“And what do you do there?”
“I work in the gar den, and I clean the boots, and knives and forks, and

that sort of thing. Then I read a good ish bit in my spare time.”
“Read! What do you read?”
“Well, Fa ther Trou ville is help ing me, and I’m learn ing Latin and

French.”
“French! That’s jolly. Can you con ju gate ‘avoir’?”
“Yes, I think so.”
“Oh! you are quite clever. Are the monks clever, too?”
“I ex pect so.”
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“What do they do?”
“They go to church a great deal. There are ser vices nearly all day long.

Then when they are not at church, they read and pray.”
“That must be an aw fully dreary life?”
“They don’t seem dreary. When they are hav ing what they call recre- 

ation, they laugh and en joy them selves. Then they spend a lot of time dec o- 
rat ing the church with can dles and such like. Then one or two are very
clever at paint ing; they paint pic tures for the church.”

“And are you happy there?”
“I ex pect so. I don’t know. I am when I am learn ing Latin and French.”
“But are you al ways go ing to re main there?”
“I don’t know. I never thought about it.”
“But you will have to think about it, won’t you?”
“Ay, I ex pect so, some time — but — but –”
“But what?” asked Mag gie.
“I doan’t know, miss,” he replied. Then sud denly, “Do you know, miss,

what it is to hev a big lon gin’ for some thin’, an’ yo doan’t know what it is?
It’s like as ef some thin’ wur at the back o’ yer yead, and then yo try and
find words for’t, yo feel as tho’ yo wur makkin’ a fool o’ yersen?”

He lapsed into the York shire di alect as he spoke, as though he had for- 
got ten that he was en deav or ing to try and speak cor rectly.

“Yes, I think I know what you mean,” she said qui etly, “Do you feel like
that?”

“Ay, I do. Some times I just for git my sen, and for git the job I’m at. I
seem to see a lot o’ things a long way off, and they are just won der ful. Then
if some body wur to ax what I wur thinkin’ on, I couldn’t say owt.”

“That must be very nice,” said Mag gie. “Look, this is our or chid house.
Do you like or chids?”

“They seem very funny things,” said Do minic.
“Yes, they are funny. Some of the flow ers seem to be like hu man be ings.

I some times think they’ve got souls.”
“Oh, yo feel like that too, do yo? But that must be aisy for yo?”
“Why?”
“Be cause yo ’ave ev ery thing you like. You’re Fletcher Yorke’s lass. But

for me ev ery thing is dif fer ent.”
“Why are they dif fer ent for you?”
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“Be cause — ’be cause — ’well, I’ve no feyther, no mother, no home. I’m
just work ing for those chaps yon der.”

“But you’ll grow to be a man some day, and then you’ll be very clever.”
Do minic shook his head.
“You’ve never made up your mind what you are go ing to be?”
“Nay. What would yo be, if yo were a lad like me? That is, what would

yo try to be?”
“I would— oh, let me see.” And Mag gie led the way to wards the con ser- 

va tory. “Well, if I were a lad, I’d be like my fa ther is. That is, you see, I’d
be the chief man in the dis trict. Per haps not in the same way he is, but I’d
try and be a leader. Don’t you see, a leader? I’d make other peo ple do what
I wanted them to do.”

“Like those chaps what owned slaves?” asked Do minic.
“No, not in that way, of course. Slav ery is a very wicked thing. But I

should try to be so much stronger and clev erer than other peo ple, that I
should make them want to do the things I told them to do. Of course, I
should only want to make them do good things.”

“I don’t think I quite take yo,” said Do minic.
“Well, our min is ter is very good and great and clever. When he preaches,

peo ple seem to do what he wants them to do. Then some time ago my fa ther
had a great politi cian here. He is a mem ber of the Cab i net. I don’t know
what that means, but he is a very great man in the Gov ern ment of the coun- 
try. Well, there was a great meet ing at Mere mead ows Town Hall, and he
just made peo ple think what he thought. When he first be gan to speak, lots
of peo ple were against him; but be fore he’d fin ished speak ing, he made
them think as he thought.”

Do minic’s eyes flashed. He thought he saw what was in the girl’s mind.
“I think the Rev erend Fa ther Su pe rior at our place is like that,” he said.

“Af ter he’s been talkin’ to yo a bit, yo some how feel as though there’s noth- 
ing else in the world.”

“Oh!” said Mag gie doubt fully.
“But I see nowt for me,” said Do minic dole fully, af ter a few min utes’ si- 

lence.
“Why?”
“How can there be? I’m only a poor lad.”
“Yes, but you are learn ing Latin and French. Be sides, lots of poor boys

have be come very great.”
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“As poor as I am?” said Do minic.
“Quite as poor as you,” said Mag gie de cid edly.
“I’ll see about it,” said Do minic. “That is, I must think about it. If it can

be done, it shall be. Do you know any thing about a chap what had the same
name as I’ve got?”

“What, Wildthorne?”
“No, Do minic. Fa ther Trou ville told me that hun dreds of years ago a

young man called Do minic saw that many of the peo ple had wrong be liefs,
and he just got mad at it, and he started preach ing to them. Af ter wards he
got a lot of oth ers to join him, and they banded them selves into an Or der
that they might con vert the heretics.”

“Were the heretics bad peo ple?”
“No, they just be lieved in wrong things; and that’s very wrong. Just as

bad, or worse, than do ing wrong things, be cause, you see, it leads to them.
And Do minic went to Rome, and got the Holy Fa ther to al low him to stir up
a lot of fight ing men to go and con vert these peo ple who did wrong. He did
it too, and those who wouldn’t be con verted, he just killed. That’s the kind
of man you mean, isn’t it?”

“No, I don’t think I mean that ex actly,” said Mag gie. “It can’t be right to
kill peo ple, and the man I should try to be would only try to make peo ple do
right.”

“Well, Do minic did. He made them be lieve in Je sus Christ in the right
way. Thou sands of peo ple came to hear him, and wher ever he went he just
m’ a lot of peo ple do what he wanted.”

“Well, that’s some thing like the man I should try to be,” said Mag gie.
“But be ing only a lass, that is the kind of man you will think a lot on

when you grow up?” sug gested Do minic. He was be gin ning to feel more
com fort able now, and to for get that Mag gie was the rich man’s daugh ter,
while he was only a poor lad who worked at the Protes tant Monkery. “Of
course,” he went on, “you would like him to make you do just what he
liked, just as he made other peo ple?”

“Oh! no!” said Mag gie quickly. “I shall never do what any one likes. I
should never like any one ’o would try to hec tor over me.”

“Ah!” said Do minic qui etly. Then he went on, “I won der how one can
get to be strong and great like the man you are think ing of?”

“Well, partly; I ex pect he would be born like that. Then, of course, he
would study very hard, and know a lot, and — well, he would have to make
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up his mind that he was go ing to have his way.”
“But sup pose other peo ple made up their minds that he shouldn’t have

his way?”
“Why, of course, he must be stronger than they. He must be clev erer than

they, he must know more, and he must have a stronger will than they. Any- 
how, if I were a lad, that is just what I should try to be.”

Do minic said noth ing, but there was a look in his eyes which re vealed
the fact that he was think ing of what the girl had told him.

“You see,” Mag gie went on, as though she had been giv ing the sub ject
very se ri ous con sid er a tion, “there must be lead ers, and I should aim at be- 
ing one. I should not do what other peo ple told me, but make them do what
I told them; I should not think as they wished me to think, but I should just
think for my self, and make them think what I thought.”

“There seems no chance for me,” said Do minic,
“I’m afraid I don’t see much,” ad mit ted Mag gie.
“You see, over there, ev ery body has to do what the Su pe rior says, and

think what he thinks. They say it’s the only way to be happy.”
“And do all the men there obey the Su pe rior?”
“Ev ery one of them.”
“Poor things,” said Mag gie; “but then, you are not one of them.”
“Oh, no I – I’m only a poor lad; but I keep my eyes open. For a long

time I didn’t go into the church, but lately I’ve been two or three times.”
“Oh! have you?” said Mag gie; “what is it like?”
“Oh! they sing, and pray, and then they have smoky stuff which they call

in cense. I can’t make it out at all. Only when you are there it gives you a
sort of feel ing that the only thing worth do ing is just to pray and be quiet.
You feel as though you are noth ing, and were just meant to be noth ing.”

“Oh!” said Mag gie, “I shouldn’t like that; but lis ten, there’s dad com ing.
I can hear the sound of the car riage wheels.”

She left Do minic with out an other word, and rushed to wards the en trance
of their house. By the time the boy had reached her again, she was in her fa- 
ther’s arms.

“Oh, dad!” she said, as she saw him come up, “that boy whom we saw at
the ceme tery gates that night has come over from that place where the
monks live. He says he has a let ter for you from the Su pe rior.”

Fletcher Yorke turned to wards Do minic as she spoke and held out his
hand for the let ter.
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“Fa ther Town ley told me to wait for an an swer,” said Do minic, as he
placed the mis sive in his hand.

Fletcher Yorke did not break the seaL Rather be looked at the boy
steadily.

“Are you suited yon?” he asked.
Do minic nod ded.
“They give you enough to eat? They treat you kindly?”
Do minic nod ded again. Some how the pres ence of the man caused him to

lapse into his old habit.
“You wouldn’t like to go into the kitchen and have some food, would

you?”
“No, thank you; I’m not hun gry.”
“That’s all right.” He broke the seal and scanned the let ter. As he did so,

his brows con tracted.
“Will you come with me into my study?” he said.
Do minic Wildthorne en tered in at the doors of Bar stone, be hind the

owner of the great house, and fol lowed him un til he came to a room lined
with books.

“Sit down,” said Fletcher Yorke, point ing to a chair be side the fire.
Do minic did as he was bid den, glanc ing furtively all the time at the

book-laden shelves around the room. Presently, how ever, his eyes were
drawn from the books to wards the face of Fletcher Yorke. He watched the
rugged fea tures of the man who read a sec ond time the let ter he had
brought, and then no ticed that he was ev i dently think ing deeply.

“I’ll say no,” he heard Fletcher Yorke say; but ap par ently there was
some doubt in his mind, for al though he seized his pen to write, he sat look- 
ing at the car pet as though he were not sat is fied with his res o lu tion.



38

4. The Lay man And The Priest

THIS WAS the let ter which Do minic Wildthorne had brought to Fletcher
Yorke:

“HOUSE OF THE IN CAR NA TION,”

"MERE MEAD OWS,

"MARCH 19, 189 –,

"Fletcher Yorke, Esq.

"Dear Sir, — With a view of ex tend ing the build ings in con nec tion with the Com mu nity of
the In car na tion, I am anx ious to se cure the piece of va cant land which ad joins our present
north ern bound ary. The land al ready in my pos ses sion is un suited for the ex ten sions I pro- 
pose mak ing, but that to which I re fer is ad mirably adapted to my pur pose. Be ing in formed
that it was your prop erty, I ap proached your agent, who told me you were not dis posed to
sell it. I am there fore writ ing to you di rect, be liev ing that if you would grant me an in ter- 
view I could give you rea sons for grant ing my de sires which might not ap peal to your
agent. If you could spare me half an hour at any time most con ve nient to your self, I will do
my self the honor of call ing on you, ei ther at your house, or any other place which you may
be pleased to se lect.

"Trust ing that you will grant my re quest,

"I am, dear sir, yours faith fully,

"JOHN TOWN LEY,

“SU PE RIOR OF THE COM MU NITY OF THE IN CAR NA TION.”

Fletcher Yorke read this epis tle a third time, and still re mained in doubt.
This was not his or di nary state of mind. As a rule he was quick both in de ci- 
sion and ac tion.
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“I don’t like them,” he re flected; “I don’t like the whole busi ness. I am
not cer tain that they are not do ing a great deal more harm than good, even
al though I sup pose they are sin cere, earnest men. How. then, can I let them
have land in or der to strengthen what seems to me a bane ful in flu ence? On
the other hand, it would scarcely be cour te ous to send back a curt re fusal. I
know what I felt when Mr. Jeph son showed me the let ter he had re ceived
from Lord Gray stone’s stew ard in an swer to his re quest that he should sell
some land on which to build a chapel. I re mem ber say ing it was the act of a
sec tar ian bigot. I don’t want to sell the land, for many rea sons, but I don’t
want to seem churl ish, or dis cour te ous.”

Presently he had ev i dently made up his mind, for he hastily scrib bled a
let ter say ing he should be pleased to see Mr. Town ley the next evening at
five o’clock.

“And you are quite happy over yon der with the monks?” said Fletcher
Yorke to Do minic, as he sealed the let ter.

“Ay, I think so,” replied the boy.
“But surely you won’t stay there long?”
“Fa ther Trou ville is very good to me,” replied Do minic. “He’s teach ing

me many things.”
“What things?”
“Latin, and French, and his tory, and such like.”
“Oh! I see.”
“Then he gives me books to read.”
“What books?”
“Oh! sto ries of the saints.”
“What saints?”
“Well, there’s a book called The Monks of the West. It’s not bad read ing,

and it’s very won der ful. I of ten ask my self if the sto ries can be proved; then
there are such funny things told in But ler’s Lives of the Saints.”

Fletcher Yorke had never read this class of book, nei ther was he in ter- 
ested in Do minic’s re ply. He sup posed they were of a monk ish na ture, and
told of dreams and vi sions and mir a cles. Nat u rally such books would be in
de mand at a re li gious house, even though that house was as so ci ated with
what was called the Protes tant Church of Eng land. Nev er the less, he could
not help ask ing him self why they gave such books to a boy like Do minic.
The most sen si ble thing would be to help him to learn some thing whereby
he could earn an hon est liv ing.
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“Well, you take this let ter back to your mas ter,” he said. “By the way,
when you are tired of be ing there you can come to me. Very likely I can
give you a job.”

“Thank you!” said Do minic.
The boy won dered if he should see the lit tle girl who had spo ken so

kindly to him, and he looked ea gerly around when he was in the grounds
again, but she was nowhere vis i ble. He was glad he had seen her and spo- 
ken to her, how ever. The in ci dent of meet ing her was like a ray of sun shine
in his life.

Mere mead ows was plainly vis i ble from where he stood, and tonight it
did not look de press ing. The mills were all closed, and the cloud of smoke
which usu ally brooded over the place was swept away. The tall chim neys
stood like silent sen tinels, watch ing over the town. Away be yond the chim- 
neys stood the church, its square tower plainly out lined against the sky, and
be yond the church was the House of the In car na tion. He pic tured the monks
at church pray ing and chant ing. There did not seem much in com mon be- 
tween the thought of men shut ting them selves away from the world, and the
sight of the great dome of the sky above him, on whose broad ex panse the
clouds chased each other. But he sup posed all was right.

He thought of Mag gie Yorke’s child ish ideas con cern ing the peo ple she
ad mired, and the thought stirred his heart. To be a leader! To make other
peo ple yield to his will, and his de sires! He re mem bered the sto ries he had
read of Savonarola, the Flo ren tine monk. He was a man of that Or der. He
dom i nated the lives of oth ers, and bent the will of a city to his own. His in- 
flu ence was only for good, too! More over, he had a vague idea that Fa ther
Town ley de sired to be such a man in Mere mead ows.

When he reached the House of the In car na tion he took Mr. Fletcher
Yorke’s let ter to the Su pe rior. Fa ther Town ley was ev i dently well pleased.

“You are a suc cess ful mes sen ger, Do minic,” he said.
“Thank you, sir!”
“I hope you will be al ways a mes sen ger,” con tin ued Fa ther Town ley: “a

mes sen ger of the Cross, a mes sen ger of the Church, Do minic. Brother Trou- 
ville tells me you were bap tized by Fa ther Mullar ney.”

“I’ve heard so,” said Do minic.
“Then you are a child of the Church. Do minic, it is time for you to pre- 

pare to re ceive your first Com mu nion. Our Lord has called you to be His
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fol lower, my child. Who knows but you may be a great up holder of His
Church.”

“I, sir?”
“You, Do minic. Who knows? The Lord needs all His chil dren, all, and

es pe cially those who are ea ger, young, strong. He needs those who will
fight the devil, and who will tell out the news of the Gospel. But they who
do this must be in the army, Do minic.”

“What army, sir?”
“The Church. It is the Church that Christ blesses; it is through the

Church, and her sacra ments, that the world is to be saved. Faith ful sol diers
of the Church, that is what our Lord wants.”

The next evening Fa ther Town ley made his way to wards Bar stone, the
res i dence of Fletcher Yorke, and at the ap pointed time sat clos eted with
him. Fa ther Town ley told Mr. Yorke of his de sires and of his plans, he en- 
larged upon the suc cess of his work, and the need of ex ten sion, and
presently be came en thu si as tic, and al most elo quent.

Fletcher Yorke lis tened qui etly, with out in ter pos ing a word. He de ter- 
mined to hear what this man had to say, so that presently he might be able
to put his own side of the ques tion. He was not what Fa ther Town ley would
have called a spir i tu ally minded man, but he was hon est, con sci en tious, and
de sired fer vently to do the thing he be lieved to be right. If he was not eas ily
in flu ence by ap peals to mere emo tion al ism, he was de sirous of or bit ing oth- 
ers with the sin cer ity he strove af ter.

“And you be lieve your work is nec es sary?” he asked, when Fa ther
Town ley had ceased.

“Nec es sary!” cried the priest—" nec es sary!" And for the mo ment he for- 
got that he was speak ing to a man who, though gen er ously sup port ing most
of the churches in the dis trict, was well known to be a Non con formist.
“What is the state of the coun try at the present time? It can be de scribed by
no other word than ‘God less.’ God less ness is ev ery where, ev ery where!
What is the spirit of our age? The spirit of de vour ing world li ness, a love of
lux ury, a love of money! This sor did vice kills ev ery virtue, drags down ev- 
ery holy as pi ra tion, blasts and with ers ev ery bud of good ness in the soul.
The na tion is ruled by money; and money feeds and pam pers ev ery vice. On
ev ery hand are at tempts to drive Christ from our schools, and in His place
we find Dis sent, which may be de scribed as pol i tics touched with emo tion;
we have the wide spread pop u lar ity of un de nom i na tion al ism, which is the
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most sub tle form of skep ti cism. Now, what is needed? A band of clergy un- 
in flu enced by world li ness. We want men trained to make the re li gious work
of the Church ev ery thing, men who will make the na tion feel that it is in the
sacra ments that the na tion’s true life ex ists. We want to make an open door
for ev ery boy, fit for the priest hood, to en ter the priest hood, no mat ter how
poor he may be. We want to dot the whole of Eng land with monas ter ies or
fri aries, from which shall go forth men who shall help the clergy, and rouse
the peo ple to the fact that they be long to the Church. We want to stamp out
that hideous thing called Dis sent, and undo the work of that ter ri ble crime
called the Ref or ma tion. We want to show the world that the Chris tian
Church is one, and con sists of the three great branches: the West ern, the
East ern, and the An gli can; and we will never cease our en deav ors to unite
these as they were united be fore the ghastly schisms of the past. In stead of
the na tion be ing ruled by money, we want God to rule through His priests,
and through His sacra ments. The ma chin ery of our Church is out of date,
hence world li ness, hence Dis sent, hence God less ness. We have for got ten
that the monas tic or ders were the great est mis sion ary agen cies of the past.
But for them Eng land would never have heard of Christ; and by the es tab- 
lish ment of monas tic or ders, all over the land, we hope to bring back the
golden age. Our brethren of the Ro man Church are do ing much in this di- 
rec tion, and we at Mere mead ows are one of sev eral or ders by which we
wish to make the Church all-pow er ful in the land, so that not money-kings
may rule, but that Christ may reign through His ap pointed min is ters.”

Fletcher Yorke lis tened to this long ha rangue with a smile upon his lips.
Not that he was un in flu enced by the man’s earnest ness and en thu si asm; he
was. Fa ther Town ley’s eyes shone with a bright light as he spoke, and his
voice quiv ered with emo tion. The man doubt less saw a vi sion of a new
Eng land, an Eng land which drew its life-blood from the Church which he
be lieved to be the only Church of Christ, and as he saw that vi sion, and
longed for its re al iza tion, he for got ev ery thing else.

“And that is what you are la bor ing for?” said Fletcher Yorke.
“Yes. The Or der of the In car na tion is es tab lished for that pur pose. We

ex ist to show forth to the world the true life. All of us have taken the three- 
fold vow of poverty, chastity, and obe di ence. We live a life of self-sac ri fice
and of prayer. Our rule is as strict as that of La Trappe, or Bene dict. We
mor tify the flesh, we feed on the Bread of Life. We con tin u ally fight against
the vile here sies of the Ref or ma tion, we seek to stran gle that God less thing
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called Dis sent. But more, we are draw ing to gether a num ber of young men
to train them for the priest hood. They also are, af ter due pro ba tion, un der
strict monas tic rule. They know noth ing save Christ and Him cru ci fied.
They are trained in the prin ci ples of the one true Church, they see Je sus
only through His sacra ments. And they, when they are trained for the work,
will go forth like the preach ing fri ars of old time, and pro claim sal va tion
through the Church. This may be done on the vil lage green, in the mar ket
square, or in the parish church. They may not all be sac ri fic ing priests, but
all will be evan gels of Christ. Now, Mr. Yorke, we need land to ex tend our
monastery, we need money to build it. That is why I have come to you.”

Mr. Yorke thought a mo ment, then he said: “Per haps you may not know,
Mr. Town ley, that I am a Protes tant, and a con vinced Protes tant.”

“I am very sorry,” said Fa ther Town ley.
“I am,” said Mr. Yorke — “I am of the opin ion of Lord Macaulay and

Thomas Car lyle, who ar gued that the sal va tion of Eng land was through the
Ref or ma tion. I will go fur ther, and tell you what you may al ready know, al- 
though your re marks sug gest that you are ig no rant of it, that I am what you
call a Dis senter. I be lieve that what is dis tinc tively Pa pist, or what you call
Catholic, in the Chris tian re li gion is a vi o la tion at Chris tian ity. I go fur ther
still, and I tell you this, I re gard your at ti tude, as a min is ter in the Church of
Eng land, the Re formed Church of Eng land, whose vows you have taken, as
the at ti tude of a dis hon est man. Let me be ab so lutely plain. I be lieve you
are sin cere. Did I not be lieve that, I would have shown you the door some
time ago. But that is how it ap peals to me — a blunt, un so phis ti cated lay- 
man. Had Fa ther Mullar ney come to me, and spo ken to me as you have spo- 
ken, I should have re spected him. His words would have been in ac cord
with the his tory of his Church and his pro fessed be lief. But how a man, pro- 
fess ing to be long to the Church of Eng land, as by law es tab lished, hav ing
taken her vows, as you have taken, hav ing pro fessed to hate the er rors of
Rome, as you pro fessed to hate them when you pro fessed your faith in the
Thirty-nine Ar ti cles, is to me, a plain lay man, hav ing some re spect for truth
and hon esty, sim ply be yond my com pre hen sion. I say again, if you were a
pro fessed Ro man Catholic, and came to me, telling me, as you have told
me, of your dreams and your vi sions, I would have helped you. I should
have said, ‘This man is mis taken, this man be lieves in a lot of non sense, but
there is so much of good in his heart, and he is so earnest to do what he be- 
lieves to be the will of God, that I be lieve God will make the good which he
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aims at do ing, with such ev i dent sin cer ity, de stroy the evil.’ But the man
who pro fesses to be long to the Protes tant Church –”

“I do not, I hate the very word,” in ter rupted Fa ther Town ley.
“Who pro fesses to be long to the Protes tant Church of Eng land,” per- 

sisted Mr. Yorke, “and who pre tends to fight un der her ban ner, at the same
time try ing to de stroy her dis tinc tive doc trines, is what I and thou sands of
oth ers of plain men who call a spade a spade, can not rec on cile with com- 
mon hon esty.”

“It is be cause I love the Church of Eng land that I adopt this at ti tude,”
said the priest; “it is be cause I and thou sands of other priests de sire to pu- 
rify her of her Protes tantism that we stay within her fold. That is why scores
of so ci eties ex ist in her to day. What do the Eng lish Church Union, the So ci- 
ety of the Holy Cross, the So ci ety of Cor po rate Re union, and a dozen oth ers
ex ist for? Why do we not come out from the Eng lish Church? Be cause, al- 
though she is not at present in com mu nion with the great Mother Church,
she is a part of her, and we de sire so to purge her from er ror that she shall in
the near fu ture be come of her in deed and in truth.”

Had Fa ther Town ley not been un der the in flu ence of a great ex cite ment
he would not have spo ken so freely, for while such sen ti ments as he ex- 
pressed were freely ut tered among the var i ous sec tions of the Church to
which he had re ferred, he was not in the habit of speak ing so freely to those
whom he re garded as out siders. Still, he did not re gret what he had said. He
was noted in Rit u al is tic cir cles for his plain ness of speech, and had for
years urged a greater frank ness among those who main tained what was
called the Catholic po si tion in the Church of Eng land. It is true the his tory
of the Rit u al is tic party had been in the main a se cret his tory, from the time
of New man and the Trac tar ian move ment. The so ci eties which ex isted for
Ro man iz ing the Church of Eng land had been in the main se cret so ci eties.
Their meet ings had been se cret, their rules had been se cret; in deed, many of
them had out wardly pro fessed to be Evan gel i cals, in or der that they might
get into Evan gel i cal parishes, and, un der the guise of Protes tants, teach Ro- 
man ist dog mas. But Fa ther Town ley did not be lieve in this at ti tude. “Let us
tell the world boldly what we mean,” he said again and again. “Peo ple may
be shocked at first, but when they see the grandeur of our ideals, when they
see the Church as she re ally is, they will flock to her as doves flock to their
mas ter’s win dow.”
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Nev er the less, he was some what star tled at Fletcher Yorke’s plain speech.
He had been so im pressed by his own point of view that he was not pre- 
pared for the un var nished words of the man whose word car ried greater
weight than that of any man in the dis trict. For there was no mis tak ing the
York shire man’s mean ing. He in dulged in no in nu en dos, no veiled threats.
Such was not his man ner of speech. He spoke bluntly, plainly, hon estly,
and, as he spoke, Fa ther Town ley gave up all hope of ob tain ing the land
nec es sary to his pur poses. Still, he was not go ing to give up with out a strug- 
gle.

“This is God’s work, Mr. Yorke,” he said. “You, as a county mag is trate,
and as a large em ployer of la bor, are aware of the God less ness, the drunk en- 
ness, the prac ti cal athe ism which ex ists in our midst. It is our work to fight
against it. Al ready we have done some thing, and by God’s help we mean to
do a great deal more. All our brethren are godly, self-sac ri fic ing men. Not a
penny of money we re ceive is spent on our selves. We have all taken the
vow of poverty. All is spent on the work of the Lord. Ours is a bat tle for the
Lord against the world, the flesh, and the devil. You can help on the cause
of God; and, speak ing in the name of my Mas ter, if you refuse, you refuse
at your peril!”

The light of the fa natic was in his eyes, and in his ea ger ness he rose from
his seat, and held out his hand as though he would pro nounce a curse upon
the man from whom he sought a fa vor.

“I want to put a ques tion to you,” said Fletcher Yorke qui etly. “Sup pose
that you, be liev ing as you do, were a large landowner, and sup pose I came
to you ask ing for land on which to build, say, a Prim i tive Methodist chapel,
what would your an swer be?”

“I should refuse you,” said Fa ther Town ley, in quick, de cided tones. “I
would never en cour age heresy and schism by such an ac tion.”

“But why? Such a chapel would fight against God less ness and drunk en- 
ness.”

“What of that, when it rends the body of Christ asun der? What of that,
when it would open the wounds in His pre cious body?”

“By fight ing un clean ness and drunk en ness and vice?”
“This can never be truly done ex cept through the Church,” replied the

priest. “The con ven ti cle might seem to help in bring ing in the king dom of
God; in re al ity it would be a hin drance.”

“So you would refuse?”
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“Ab so lutely. Oh! I see what my an swer means, but I re peat it. I should
refuse ab so lutely.”

“Then think of the sit u a tion from my stand point. I am a Protes tant, a
con vinced Protes tant. I be lieve that your at ti tude is a dis hon est at ti tude. If
you went over to the Church of Rome I should re spect you as an hon est
man, what ever I should think of your opin ions. But you are a pro fessed
min is ter of the Re formed Church of Eng land, and yet un der the ban ner of
that Church you are try ing to bring back into the coun try those things
which, ac cord ing to my be lief, have been a curse to the world through many
cen turies. I am a landowner, and you come to me, and say, ‘Sell me land
that I may ex tend this dis loyal work.’ Don’t you see the sit u a tion?”

Again the fa nat i cal light shone in Fa ther Town ley’s eyes, and again he
for got all cau tion.

“And why do we try and bring back the be liefs and prac tices of the prim- 
i tive Church, Mr. Yorke? It is be cause we love the Church of Eng land. It is
be cause un der her Protes tantism she was mori bund, in ac tive, pow er less. It
is be cause un der her Protes tantism her min is ters were lit tle more than lay- 
men, and could not there fore speak with au thor ity. It is be cause the only
hope of the An gli can Church, ay, and the only hope for re li gion in this
coun try, lies in go ing back to the full Catholic faith and rit ual.”

Fletcher Yorke rose to his feet.
“I can not sell you the land you ask for,” he said.
The light of the fa natic died out of Fa ther Town ley’s eyes, and in its

place flashed a gleam of anger.
“Be liev ing as I do, I could not take money for such a thing,” went on the

York shire man. “But,” and he strode up and down the room like a man try- 
ing to solve a dif fi cult prob lem, “I can not help be liev ing that you are sin- 
cere, even in your dis hon est po si tion. I have no re spect for your at ti tude,
nay, I de spise it, ex cept for its ap par ent un selfish ness. You have done good
among the vi cious of this neigh bor hood. I know I shall be called in con sis- 
tent, when my ac tion be comes known, but it is not for me to judge the ways
of the Almighty. He may bless the sin cer ity and self-sac ri fice of your work,
even al though you are dis loyal to your vows as a min is ter of the Eng lish
Church, and al though you are try ing to bring back the dark ness of Rome.
Any how, it is be cause of my faith that He will cause the sin cer ity and
earnest ness of your lives to coun ter bal ance the fal sity and evil, that I have
de cided to give you the piece of land you ask for.”
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“To give it?”
“Yes; I could not make money out of it, York shire man as I am.”
“May God lead you into the ful ness of His light,” said the priest fer- 

vently.
“Thank you!” said Fletcher Yorke. “I am not at all sure that I have done

what is right. I am act ing in the na ture of a com pro mise. But I am a Protes- 
tant, and as a Protes tant I must al low free dom of con science. How ever,
there you are.”

“But you make no con di tions?” cried Fa ther Town ley.
“No,” said the York shire man, “I don’t be lieve in mak ing con di tions. You

were ad mit ted into the Eng lish Church on con di tions. You ac cepted the con- 
di tions, and yet you, while re main ing in the Eng lish Church, are vi o lat ing
those con di tions, both in the let ter and the spirit. You would do the same
with mine. No, there is the land. I will see to it that it is prop erly con veyed
to your Com mu nity, if your so lic i tor will write to mine. May God help you
all to be hon est men as well as sin cere.”

“Does not one im ply the other?” asked Fa ther Town ley.
“The ec cle si as ti cal na ture is be yond me,” said Fletcher Yorke. “I am a

plain lay man, and judge ac cord ing to a lay man’s stan dards. That is why I
can’t help de spis ing you fel lows at your Com mu nity. But there, I have said
my say, and yielded to your wishes. Leave me now, or I may re pent of what
I have promised.”

“In the name of Christ, and His holy Church, I thank you!” said the
priest; “the gift you have made is a gift to the Body of Christ.”

“I wish I were sure of it,” said the York shire man.
“Good-night!”
Half an hour later Fletcher Yorke was still in the same room alone. He

had been pon der ing over his prom ise. Al though he was a Non con formist he
had a great ad mi ra tion for the Church of Eng land, and if the land which he
had promised were to be de voted to the build ing of an evan gel i cal church,
he would have been per fectly sat is fied. But it was not. It would be uti lized
for the dis sem i na tion of the Romish faith and rit ual, even al though it would
os ten si bly be in the hands of min is ters of the Re formed Church of Eng land.
Had he done right? The only thing that com forted him was that they were
sin cere and earnest, and men of much prayer.

“I won der what will be come of that boy, Do minic Wildthorne?” he said
to him self, as he went to dress for din ner.
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5. Do minic Be gins To Think

ON THE EVENING of the con ver sa tion be tween Mr. Fletcher Yorke and Fa- 
ther Town ley, Do minic Wildthorne was free. He had fin ished his du ties at
the House of the In car na tion be fore dark, and then hur ried up to the ceme- 
tery so as to have a look at his fa ther’s grave be fore the gates were closed.

Do minic had of ten, dur ing his quiet hours, won dered what had be come
of his fa ther. He had a sort of in stinc tive feel ing, that al though his body was
dead, the some thing which he had known as his fa ther still lived. Where
was it? He wished he knew. Wished, too, that he could have some com mu- 
ni ca tion with him. For Do minic had loved his fa ther in a dog-like and un- 
rea son ing sort of way. He had sor rowed with a great sor row when he died.
He had heard that the fu ture of men who, like his fa ther, were with out faith,
was ut terly hope less; but he could not be lieve it. He re mem bered much that
was good in his fa ther’s life, and he did not be lieve that the great God
would make no use of that good ness. Still, he was in a state of doubt, and as
he wended his way to wards the ceme tery, he longed to know what had be- 
come of the only man he had ever re ally loved.

He found the ceme tery gates open, and with out hes i ta tion he made his
way to his fa ther’s grave. He was able to dis tin guish it by a num ber. The
man at the grave side had told him that a lit tle wooden stake would be
driven in the ground at the foot of the grave, and that the num ber would be
ninety-five.

No one was near, and as there was a dip in the ground just there, he was
com par a tively hid den from view. All around him was a sea of tomb stones.
He had no thought of fear, nev er the less his heart was full of won der. What
had be come of all the peo ple who had lived, and died, and were buried?

He knelt down by his fa ther’s grave, and tried to think. Yes, he knew that
Barn aby Wildthorne had been what was called an athe ist, and a drunk ard.
He had been an evil liver too. But he had also been kind to him, and he
could re mem ber sev eral deeds of his fa ther’s life which had been gen er ous,
and large-hearted. He was not a lit tle, petty, spite ful man. He was, at times,
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rough and pas sion ate, but had also been good and gen er ous. When there
had been a col liery ex plo sion near Mere mead ows, and many men had been
en tombed, no man had worked harder, faced more dan gers, or shown more
self-sac ri fice than Barn aby Wildthorne. In deed, as it had been re ported in
the news pa pers, he had faced what seemed cer tain death in or der to save the
life of a young fel low, whose wife and chil dren stood weep ing at the pit’s
mouth. Surely the great God would take that into con sid er a tion!

A bell an nounc ing that the ceme tery gates were be ing shut was ring ing,
but Do minic never heard it. The dark ness be gan to fall, but Do minic did not
heed. He had heard that peo ple some times came back to the earth, and ap- 
peared to those they loved at the graves in which they were buried. He won- 
dered if his fa ther would come back. He waited a long time, but he nei ther
heard nor saw any thing. The grave had no mes sage for him, and God was
silent.

Presently he re al ized that he was chilled to the bone, and that only the
pale moon beams lit up the dreary scene. Shiv er ing with the cold, and with a
strange feel ing in his heart, he found his way to the ceme tery gates, only to
find them locked. But this did not trou ble him. The wall was not high, and a
lit tle later he found him self in the road.

“I won der where fa ther is?” he asked him self as he walked to wards
Mere mead ows. Up above him dark clouds rolled across the sky, but in the
blue of the sky he saw the twin kling stars. How lit tle he was. Yet the great
God made him, even as He made the stars. The wind which swept across
hill and dale breathed the spirit of mys tery; it made him feel as though the
spir its of the dead, whose bod ies lay in the cold ceme tery, were all around
him — all ex cept his fa ther’s. Away in the dis tance he saw the dim out lines
of the lulls. It was all very won der ful: the great dome of the heav ens, the
black storm-clouds, the shin ing stars, the pale light of the moon, the sough- 
ing winds, and the great hills. And God made it all. His fa ther was called an
athe ist, but this did not af fect the boy’s con scious ness that there was a great
God at the back of it all. Still, he was dazed by the thoughts which passed
through his mind, by the mys tery of life, and death.

Presently he came to Mere mead ows. As he trudged along the al most de- 
serted street, he heard singing, and look ing he saw a brightly lit build ing. It
was a chapel. He won dered if it were the one where Mag gie Yorke went on
Sun day. Per haps the min is ter who she said was so clever would be preach- 
ing there. He would go in and see. Who knew? Per haps the beau ti ful girl
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who had been so kind to him the day be fore would be there, and he would
see her. Per haps, too, as the min is ter was such a wise man, he might be able
to tell him what had be come of his fa ther.

Do minic climbed the stone steps of the chapel, and en tered the vestibule.
“Want a seat, lad?” said a man stand ing there.
Do minic nod ded. “I don’t want to go far in,” he said, “just far eno’ to

hear and see.”
“Come on, then. You’re just in time for t’ ser mon.” A good num ber of

peo ple were in the build ing, for the peo ple at the chapel were hold ing what
they called spe cial re vival ser vices. They were singing the last verse of the
hymn as he was shown into a seat. Do minic did not know the hymn, but the
mi nor key in which it was sung seemed to har mo nize with his feel ings. The
words, how ever, caused a cold feel ing to come into his heart.

“Al most per suaded:” har vest is past! 
“Al most per suaded:” doom comes at last! 
“Al most” can not avail; “Al most” is but to fail; 
 Sad, sad, that bit ter wail— “Al most”—but lost!

The preacher be longed to that class of peo ple com monly called trav el ing
evan ge lists, and he was not the best rep re sen ta tive of his class. He was a
man of slen der ed u ca tion, and very pro nounced views. He held fast to the
let ter of a the ol ogy which is now prac ti cally dead. Nev er the less, he had the
gift of speech, and hav ing preached his stock of ser mons many times over,
and in many places, he de liv ered his mes sage with great flu ency. The ser- 
mon was on the lines of the verse I have quoted. I will not try to an a lyze, or
de scribe it. It would be nei ther prof itable nor pleas ant. For what he
preached was not gospel; it was ex ploded and un rea son able dogma. Nev er- 
the less it af fected the mind of the sen si tive boy. For hours he had been pon- 
der ing over the prob lem as to what had be come of his fa ther; and now this
man had told him. He was in a ghastly, hope less, ev er last ing hell. His body
was tor mented by flames of fire, his soul was tor mented by the wrath of
God. “All un be liev ers . . . shall have their por tion in the lake which bur neth
with fire and brim stone. And the smoke of their tor ment as cen deth up for
ever and ever.” This was the theme of the man’s ser mon, and he dealt with
it in the crud est and most lit eral fash ion.

Do minic lis tened like one spell bound. The boy’s imag i na tion was fired,
and he saw the burn ing lake, the grin ning dev ils, and the suf fer ing sin ners.
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He heard their howls of de spair, their groans of an guish. Yes, this was the
doom of un be liev ers, and his fa ther was an un be liever. He knew now why
he could not feel his pres ence at the grave yard. His fa ther was in hell. He
could see him writhing in an guish in the dread re gion of the lost.

He was not afraid for him self, but he was afraid for his fa ther. The man’s
ser mon did not touch him at all; he did not con sider why, but he knew it did
not. The hell that the man preached about was not real as far as he was con- 
cerned, but if his fa ther was there the thought was ghastly. And he was
there. Barn aby Wildthorne be longed to the class which the preacher de- 
scribed.

Di rectly the preacher had fin ished, he seemed to awake out of a trance.
He heard the preacher invit ing those who wanted to be saved to go into an
in quiry room, but it had no mean ing to him. He hur ried out of the chapel,
and rushed back to the House of the In car na tion as fast as he was able.

The clock was strik ing nine. No, he was not late, and there fore no one
would ask him where he had been, or take no tice of him in any way. At
least he thought not; but he had scarcely en tered the build ing when he saw
Fa ther Trou ville.

“Is that you, Do minic?” said the priest kindly. “Have you been out?”
“Ay,” replied the boy, “I was told I might. It’s only just struck nine.”
“That’s all right. The Fa ther Su pe rior wants to see you.”
“Does he want me to do some thing?”
“I don’t know, but I don’t think so. Didn’t you tell him this morn ing that

Mr. Fletcher Yorke had of fered you work?”
Do minic nod ded.
“Per haps it’s about that. You’d bet ter go into his study.”
Do minic made his way to Fa ther Town ley’s study, the room in which the

bronze fig ure of the Christ hang ing on the cross had so im pressed him.
The priest greeted Do minic very kindly. Since his re turn from Fletcher

Yorke’s house he had been much elated. The ques tion of the land on which
he hoped to ex tend his build ings had trou bled him greatly.

He had been afraid that such a pro nounced Protes tant and Dis senter
would have curtly re fused his de sire. There fore, when he re al ized that he
would have the nec es sary land as a free gift, he felt sure that the hand of
God was upon the York shire man, and he felt sure that in the near fu ture he
would be won over to his, Fa ther Town ley’s, views.
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Fletcher Yorke’s of fer to give Do minic Wildthorne work, how ever, trou- 
bled him. He had had many dreams about the boy. He had felt sure from the
first that he was marked out for a great work. The boy’s great speak ing
eyes, the sen si tive mouth, and his ea ger ness for knowl edge all con firmed
his first im pres sions. The boy must be an evan gel of the Catholic faith. If he
were taken in hand now his pli ant na ture could be molded as the pot ter
molds clay. If, on the other hand, he were given em ploy ment by Fletcher
Yorke, he would be come a mere money-maker, and pos si bly be lost to the
cause he had at heart. He felt sure that God had called the boy to the life he
loved. Let him take the vows of the Com mu nity of the In car na tion, and be
filled with the Catholic Ideals, and he would be a wor thy suc ces sor of the
man whose name he bore. He de ter mined, there fore, that he would take the
first steps to wards bring ing him into the fold. He felt sure he had read the
boy’s char ac ter cor rectly. He was a mys tic, a seer of vi sions, and per haps a
thinker. Be sides, he had the mys tic’s eyes, the or a tor’s mouth. It was of
such men that God made monks. If he were true in his cal cu la tions, Do- 
minic would do a great deal to wards bring ing back the Catholic ideals in
Eng land.

As we have said. Fa ther Town ley was a good deal of a fa natic, but he
had not been al to gether mis taken in his es ti mate of the boy’s na ture. There
was a great deal of la tent mys ti cism in his na ture, he did see vi sions and
dream dreams. But while this was true, there were other el e ments in the
boy’s life which he had not re al ized. His na ture was com plex. Be cause Fa- 
ther Town ley knew noth ing of wild ques tion ings, and pas sion ate yearn ings,
he did not dream of what was stored up in the heart of the lad, and as a con- 
se quence he never cal cu lated that this or phan boy in whom he had be come
so in ter ested could be torn with pas sion, hu man as well as di vine. Be cause
Fa ther Town ley knew lit tle or noth ing of doubt, he had no sus pi cion of the
tur bu lent ques tions which would some day rise in Do minic’s mind, ques- 
tions which could not be an swered by the only sophistries with which he
was ac quainted.

All he saw at present was that prob a bly Mr. Fletcher Yorke would in duce
him to leave the Com mu nity, and in or der to avert that dan ger he must lose
no time in car ry ing out his plans.

“Well, Do minic, you have been out this evening?” he be gan, with a
pleas ant smile.

“Yes, I was told I might.”
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“Cer tainly. Have you had a pleas ant evening?”
“No.”
“How is that? Where have you been?”
“I went first to see fa ther’s grave. Af ter that, I went to chapel.”
“Chapel! What chapel?”
“One in Mere mead ows.”
Fa ther Town ley was silent for a few sec onds. He felt that the time had

in deed come for him to be gin his work.
“I am very sorry for that,” he said presently.
Do minic looked at him ques tion ingly. There was won der in his eyes.
“I am very sorry for that,” re peated the priest.
“That is — the chapel was one of those dis sent ing places, was it not?”
Do minic nod ded.
“Then you have com mit ted a sin, a grave sin.”
“Why, sir?”
“Be cause you were bap tized into the true Church, and be cause these dis- 

sent ing chapels give pain to our Lord. The preach ers at these places usurp
the holy of fices, and they make a mock ery of re li gion.”

“Do you mean to say that they preach what isn’t true?” asked the boy ea- 
gerly.

“I mean,” said Fa ther Town ley, “that al low ing such men to preach is like
al low ing un e d u cated, un trained quack doc tors to prac tice medicine. It is
true that one or two of our bish ops, and a large num ber of cler gy men are
falsely le nient with them, by rec og niz ing them as true min is ters of Christ.
That is an out come of the Protes tantism of the Church. They may seem to
do good, but in re al ity these preach ers are ig no rant usurpers. I want you to
prom ise me, Do minic, never to go to one of these places again.”

“I have heard of church par sons go ing to Chapels,” said the boy, like one
try ing to un der stand what was be ing said.

“Then they have done what is wrong. The law does not al low it, and,
what is more, it is a sin in the eyes of God. By-and-by I hope you will un- 
der stand more plainly; mean while, I want you to prom ise me never to put
foot in one of such places again.”

“Do they preach what isn’t true?” asked the boy again, and his voice was
tremu lous with emo tion.

“They do not preach Catholic doc trine, and there fore they do not preach
what is true,” said the priest.
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“Then my feyther isn’t in ’ell?” he cried.
“Who said he was in hell?” asked the priest, not notic ing the lad’s lapse

into the York shire man ner of speech.
"The chap in t’ chapel. He said as ‘ow all un be liev ers were burnt in a

lake full of fire and brim stone. He said ’twas in t’ Bible.
“That comes of men preach ing what they do not un der stand,” said Fa ther

Town ley. “The Bible is God’s book, but it must be in ter preted by the
Church.”

“Then the Bible doesn’t say as ’ow feyther’s in ’ell?” urged the boy.
“In all prob a bil ity your fa ther was bap tized into the Church by one of its

priests,” said the priest; “in deed, I feel sure he was. There fore, al though he
has sinned deeply, there is hope for him.”

“Feyther was good some times,” said Do minic ea gerly. “He went down
to the Woodroyd coal mine when the ex plo sion was there, and the pa pers
said as ’ow ’ee was a ’ero. Some times he was very good to me, and I’ve
known him give his last six pence to chaps as was hard up.”

“Then it’s your op por tu nity to pray for him.”
“Pray for him!” said Do minic won der ingly,
“The preacher said as ’ow, when a man were in ’ell, it was no use pray- 

ing.”
“That may be true if he is in hell,” said the priest, “but those who are in

the Covenant of Grace do not go to hell. They go to a place called Pur ga- 
tory, where they are pu ri fied from their sins, and af ter they are pu ri fied they
go to heaven. That is why we can pray for them, and why we can say
masees for the re pose of their souls.”

A look of hope came into Do minic’s eyes. This was good news in deed,
and he ea gerly ques tioned the priest con cern ing this doc trine of Pur ga tory.
He had a sort of feel ing that his fa ther was not good enough to go to
heaven, but if there was an other place be sides hell and heaven, where such
as he could go, and where he could be led to re pent of his sins, and at last
be made fit for heaven, that there was hope. Yes, he would do any thing to
get him to heaven. He would will ingly pray all day and all night for such a
pur pose; ay, and he would suf fer any thing.

“I see,” he said presently, “then the chap at the chapel knew noth ing
about it. He was just a quack at the job.”

“He was out side the Church. He had not the Church’s sanc tion nor au- 
thor ity,” said the priest.
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“Then the law shouldn’t al low him to preach,” said Do minic.
“The law has be come lax be cause of the spirit of Protes tantism,” said

Fa ther Town ley; “let us hope that bet ter days will dawn. Mean while it is for
those who be long to the Church never to make terms with Dis senters, and
al ways to carry the ban ner of truth aloft. Prom ise me, Do minic, that you
will never en ter one of those places again.”

“Yes, I’ll prom ise,” said the boy. “But, sir, I would like you, who know
so much, to tell me some thing. When I was up at the ceme tery, kneel ing on
fa ther’s grave, I seemed in a sort of trance. There seemed to be so much be- 
sides what I could see with my eyes. I felt as how what I could see was just
blind ing my eyes to what was be hind. I could hear all sorts of voices, and I
felt as how the other world, which I could only see when I shut my eyes,
was far more beau ti ful, far more won der ful than that which I could see
when I opened them. I felt, too, that I was in a sort of cage; that my body
just shut my self in. I wanted wings so that I could fly away.”

This gave Fa ther Town ley the open ing he wanted, and he urged that this
was God’s call to him to a life of faith and prayer. He told him that it was by
such a life that this vi sion he had seen would be raised. That the out side
world was blind ing him to the great spir i tual re al i ties, and that in so far as
he gave him self to the spir i tual life, the ma te rial par ti tions, which hid the
truth, would fall down.

The boy was in the mood to be in flu enced by such an ap peal. For
months he had been read ing the lives of saints, and al though while he had
been read ing them he had been lit tle in flu enced, their ex pe ri ences ap peared
to him in a new light as he lis tened to Fa ther Town ley. All the ser vices
which he had wit nessed in the church ap pealed to the mys ti cism in the
boy’s na ture. The chant ing of the prayers, the smoke of in cense, the sacra- 
ments, had some strange, mys te ri ous mean ing, which min is tered to his
long ings. The life of the world, as he had known it, was dark and cruel and
dreary, but the life which Fa ther Town ley de scribed fas ci nated him.

Be sides, he would be able to ease the pains which his fa ther was suf fer- 
ing, he would be able to help poor ag o nized souls in Pur ga tory. For the time
the realm of his thought was con fined to that which Fa ther Town ley de- 
scribed. He knew noth ing of the en deav ors of the world af ter truth, or of the
dis cov er ies of sci ence and schol ar ship. He did not re al ize that the faith of
the world had been tested in the cru cibles of his tory, of crit i cism, and hu- 
man ex pe ri ence. He was only a boy, with strange, un ex plained long ings and
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undis ci plined thoughts; and never dreamt of the hid den long ings of his be- 
ing which would one day rise up and de mand sat is fac tion. At present, what
Fa ther Town ley told him seemed to sat isfy him al to gether. To live a life of
prayer and of vi sion, and then later on, if he proved wor thy, to be pre pared
for the great vo ca tion of wean ing men from heresy and schism, even as the
great preacher whose name he bore bid done be fore him, would be all his
heart could de sire. His eyes flashed with a new light, his heart burned with
a great joy.

“I do not know what the fu ture has for you, my son,” said Fa ther Town- 
ley; “but I feel sure that God has called you to a life of faith, of prayer, and
of med i ta tion. If you prove wor thy the fu ture will be made plain. The re li- 
gious life of Eng land is very bar ren, al though not so bar ren as it was fifty
years ago. The Church has be come fos silized and mori bund. Through that
aw ful calamity called the Ref or ma tion, it has been al most de graded into a
sect. The old faith and the old unity have gone. But we are try ing to bring
them back. That is why this com mu nity of true Catholics was founded. We
want men who love only God and His Church, and who fear only the devil;
we want to bring back the faith of the past. To do that those who come to us
must love the Church supremely. Why, think, Fran cis of As sisi changed the
re li gious life of Eu rope. Think, my son, think! What a joy it would be if you
proved wor thy of the Holy Life, and be came a preach ing monk, go ing up
and down Eng land win ning tens of thou sands to faith, and bring ing back
this land, eaten out by schism and dis sent, to the one true faith of the Holy
Catholic Church!”

“But — ’but, sir!” ejac u lated the boy.
“We do not know what lies in the fu ture, but per haps God has called you

to this, the most glo ri ous call ing un der heaven. But it means a great deal,
my son. It means com plete re nun ci a tion of the world. It means ab so lute
obe di ence to the com mands of the Church which has placed com plete
power in the hands of the Su pe rior. It means giv ing up all worldly am bi- 
tions, all thoughts of love save for Christ, all thoughts of home and fam ily.
He who is wor thy to do such work as I have men tioned must take the vows
of Poverty, Chastity, and Obe di ence. He must hate all schism, all faith less- 
ness to the Catholic Church; but his re ward shall be great in heaven, while
on earth he shall have the joy of bend ing the stub born wills of men to the
sweet will of our Lord.”
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“Yes, yes, it’s won der ful! — won der ful!”cried the boy. “Please, sir, may
I be come a novice? Help me, sir, to pre pare for such a work.”

“I can not prom ise that, even,” said Fa ther Town ley. “A pe riod of pro ba- 
tion is nec es sary, so that we may know whether you have a vo ca tion.”

“Try me, sir! — try me!” At that mo ment he saw vi sions, the ma te rial
bar ri ers of the world seemed to break down, and he caught glimpses of a
life that was far re moved from the sor did hopes of men.

“Yes, I will try you,” said the priest.
“Let me be gin at once. Fa ther.” And the boy’s face was pale as death.
“Yes, my son, you shall. I will take nec es sary steps im me di ately.”
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6. Do minic Be comes a Novice

WHEN DO MINIC WILDTHORNE woke next morn ing, he won dered why his
heart was so heavy. He was not aware that any thing of im por tance had hap- 
pened, and yet his eyes were wet with tears, and the world seemed dark.
Presently, how ever, he re mem bered the con ver sa tion he had had with Fa ther
Town ley, and then he knew. He was go ing to re nounce the world and all its
plea sures, he was go ing into the re li gious life. And yet he could not re al ize
why he should be sad. He had not found the world joy ful, and there was lit- 
tle he had to re nounce. Be sides, Fa ther Town ley had told him that the re li- 
gious life was joy ful be yond mea sure. Why, then, should his heart be so
sore?

Presently the feel ing passed away. He called to mind the ex pe ri ence of
the saints whose lives he had read, and as he re mem bered what ec stasies of
joy they ex pe ri enced, he ea gerly looked for ward to his next con ver sa tion
with the Su pe rior of the Com mu nity.

He did his or di nary work that day, no one ask ing him ques tions or mak- 
ing re marks. He was dis ap pointed in this, be cause he hoped to be gin his
new life im me di ately. Still, he re mem bered that those who gave them selves
to God were not al lowed to ask ques tions, but to obey im plic itly their Su pe- 
rior in ev ery thing. He there fore per formed his du ties as though the in ter- 
view with Fa ther Town ley had not taken place.

To wards evening, how ever, his heart leaped with ex cite ment. A mes sage
came to him from the Su pe rior, ask ing him to come again to his study. He
imag ined that he would be called upon to be gin his life as a pos tu lant im- 
me di ately. But he was not. Fa ther Town ley sim ply gave him a note, re quest- 
ing him to take it to Mr. Fletcher Yorke, and wait for an an swer. When he
was on the road to Bar stone, he was glad that his pos tu lancy had not com- 
menced that day. Per haps he might see the brown-haired, brown-eyed lit tle
girl who had spo ken so kindly to him. When he reached the lodge gates,
there fore, he looked ea gerly around, but saw no one. Dur ing the long walk
from the lodge gates to the house all was silent and lonely. The wild March
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winds swept among the shrubs and moaned through the leaf less tree
branches. The black, threat en ing clouds rolled across an an gry-look ing sky;
the boy shiv ered as he walked.

He had come just within sight of the house, when he heard the sound of
horses’ hoofs. Turn ing, he saw Mag gie Yorke rid ing a small pony, while
im me di ately be hind her was a groom. Ev i dently she did not share his feel- 
ings. The gleam of glad ex cite ment was in her eyes, the keen winds and the
ex er cise had brought a bright glow on her cheeks. How beau ti ful she
looked, sit ting so eas ily on the gal lop ing pony! How her long hair floated in
the wind! He had never been on the back of a horse in his life, and for the
first time he re al ized the plea sure such an oc cu pa tion must give.

Mag gie rec og nized him as she came up.
“Have you come to see dad?” she said, for get ting in the ex cite ment of

her ride that it was not usual to ques tion boys like Do minic in such a way.
“I’ve brought a let ter for Mr. Fletcher Yorke,” he said.
“He’s not in,” said Mag gie; “he’ll not be home till late tonight.”
She jumped off her pony as she spoke, and flung the reins to the groom.
“Be sore you take great care of Yarn, Pol lard,” she said. “Wash him well,

and give him plenty of oats.”
“Yes, Miss Mag gie.”
“You can give me the let ter,” she con tin ued, turn ing to Do minic; “I’ll

take it straight to the li brary.”
Do minic handed her the let ter with out a word. It seemed nat u ral to obey

her.
She went to wards the open door, as though she had not an other thought

for him, while he stood watch ing. He was on the point of walk ing away,
when he checked him self.

“Please, miss,” he said.
“Yes?” And Mag gie turned to wards him.
“You asked me the other day if I had made up my mind what I was go ing

to be.”
“Oh, yes,” she said, as though she re called some thing which she had for- 

got ten.
“Well, I’ve made up my mind.”
“Oh I Well, what are you go ing to be?”
“I’m go ing to give my self to God.”
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“I’m very glad,” said Mag gie. “Have you been to chapel and got con- 
verted?”

“Oh, no; noth ing of that,” said Do minic. “I went to chapel, but I shall
never go again.”

“Why?”
“Be cause it’s wrong,” said the boy. “The man had no right to preach. No;

I’m go ing to give my self to God, and lead a holy life.”
“What do you mean? Be come a monk?”
Do minic nod ded, while Mag gie felt like laugh ing. It seemed strange to

her that the boy should speak in such a way. She fan cied him wear ing a
cowl such as she had seen in pic tures.

“That must be aw fully funny,” she said.
“Monks are holy men,” said the boy. “They lead a life of prayer, and,if

they are fit, they be come preach ers.”
“Oh, and you think of be com ing a preacher?”
“If I’m fit for it,” said Do minic. “Not like those chaps at the chapel,” he

added, “but re ally and truly, you know.”
Mag gie laughed mer rily. “Oh! that will be funny,” she said. “If ever you

are go ing to preach, I’ll come and hear you.”
“Will you?” said the boy won der ingly.
“Yes. Oh! I’d like to, ever so much.”
“But it’ll not be for years yet,” said Do minic; “it can’t be, you know.”
“Of course not,” said Mag gie. “Our min is ter told me that af ter he left

school, when he was eigh teen,he went to the Uni ver sity for three years, and
af ter that he went to an other col lege to study the Bible and things like that
for four years more be fore he be came a min is ter; so, of course, you can’t be
a proper min is ter for many years.”

She said this as though she had great ex pe ri ence in such mat ters.
“But you’ll let me know when you be come a preacher, and if you preach

in any church around here, I’ll come and hear you.”
“Will you?” he said again. The thought seemed so strange that he won- 

dered at it.
“You’ll tell me if you are go ing to preach any where around Mere mead- 

ows, won’t you?”
“Yes, I’ll tell you,” he said, scarcely re al iz ing what he was say ing.
“Of course I shan’t like you,” said Mag gie de ci sively. “My dad thinks all

these monk ish preach ers in the Church of Eng land are all wrong, so I shan’t
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like you; but I’ll come and hear you, all the same. It will be such fun to see
you dressed like a monk. But there, you’ve promised to tell me. I’ll give the
let ter to dad. Good-evening.”

She en tered the house, and left him there alone on the drive. He knew
not why, but their con ver sa tion had fired his imag i na tion. He a preacher!
Yes, Fa ther Town ley had sug gested it him self. The thought was fall of fas ci- 
na tion. He fan cied a great silent church, filled with the smoke of in cense,
and the can dles giv ing a ghostly light. He thought of a crowded con gre ga- 
tion, and Mag gie sit ting where he could see her; while he, the preacher, was
con vict ing men of heresy and wicked ness. She went to one of the chapels
which Fa ther Town ley con demned, and he, Do minic Wildthorne, would
prove to her how wrong it was. He re mem bered how Savonarola in Flo- 
rence made proud ladies cry out in shame and agony, and then re nounce
their lives of worldly plea sure. Yes, and he might be come such an other.

The thought was al lur ing be yond words, and he hoped that on his re turn
Fa ther Town ley would tell him that ar range ments were made for him to en- 
ter upon his term of pro ba tion forth with. In this he was dis ap pointed, how- 
ever. A long time elapsed be fore any fur ther ref er ence to his vo ca tion was
made. Mean while he did his work as be fore; but in his spare hours he went
much to the church, and spent many hours in read ing the de vo tional books
which were given to him, as well as in study ing the sub jects in which he
had be come in ter ested.

As the days went by, he was more and more drawn to the re li gious life.
The ser vices in the church be came more and more at trac tive; the dim mys- 
ter ies of the mass and prayers for the dead awed and fas ci nated him at the
same time. Yes, he hoped more and more that the Fa ther Su pe rior would let
him en ter that pe riod of pro ba tion whereby he would be tested as to his fit- 
ness for the life that grew more and more won der ful to him.

At length his de sires were re al ized. In spite of his youth, he was in- 
formed that he was to be re ceived for a pro ba tion ary pe riod into the Com- 
mu nity.

He was put through a very strict ex am i na tion, and he laid bare the in- 
most re cesses of his soul to his con fes sor. No thought, how ever sa cred or
per sonal, was re served; he told the priest be fore whom he knelt ev ery thing.
More over, there seemed noth ing strange in do ing it. Dur ing the last few
months he had lived so much in the re li gious at mos phere of the mem bers of
the Or der, he had been so as sid u ous in re gard to all the pre scribed de vo- 
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tions, and he had been so im pressed with the thought that the priests of the
Church were a spe cial class, who were the chan nels through which the Di- 
vine grace flowed, that there seemed noth ing else for him than to make con- 
fes sion of ev ery thing and re ceive ab so lu tion. More over, it seemed to him
that the world in which he lived and of which he dreamed, were all he
needed. Ev ery want of his be ing was sat is fied. He knew noth ing of the feel- 
ings and long ings and pas sions in his soul that were ly ing dor mant, and
which would one day be aroused to life. The senses were dulled, the long- 
ings were asleep, and he was con tent.

He had no doubts. He knew next to noth ing of the great crises which had
torn the Chris tian Church in pieces, noth ing of the in tel lec tual bat tles which
had been and were still be ing fought. He was told that he had been re ceived
into the one true Church of Christ, and that this Church had au thor ity from
its Head. It was true that the branch of the Church to which he be longed had
been sep a rated from the other branches, through the evil work of Protes- 
tants; but he knew lit tle or noth ing of the in ward ness of those great ec cle si- 
as ti cal cleav ages. In a vague way he be lieved that it was for him to help to
bring about a union be tween these branches, and that some time he would be
pow er ful in do ing it.

Dis sent he hated. He had been made to be lieve that it kept open the
wounds in the body of Christ, and that there fore it was his duty to hate it,
just as it was his duty to hate athe ism and sin. But more than that, he hated
it be cause the Dis sent ing preacher made him be lieve that his fa ther was in
hell, and there fore past pray ing for.

The ser vice in the church when he was ad mit ted as a pos tu lant was very
im pres sive. The Com mu nity of the In car na tion adopted the full rit ual of the
Ro man Church, the only dif fer ence be ing that the prayers were said in Eng- 
lish in stead of Latin. But Do minic knew but lit tle of this. Nei ther did he
know that the Com mu nity un der whose in flu ence he had fallen was con- 
demned by a large sec tion of the Eng lish Church, The thoughts of the out- 
side world were a sealed book to him; he lived in a nar row world of the
Com mu nity, and was con tent.

As a pos tu lant, Do minic was em i nently sat is fac tory. No one could be
more obe di ent and sub mis sive than he, nei ther could any one per form all
that was laid upon him with more ea ger ness and de vo tion. He learnt all the
of fices by heart; he could re peat ev ery rule that was laid down for his guid- 
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ance. Lit tle by lit tle, too, he learnt to sub due nat u ral de sires, nat u ral hopes.
Al though he did not re al ize it, his boy hood was gone.

Cer tain of the rules of his life in this monastery, which ex isted un der the
name of the Church of Eng land, and which was con demned by a few of the
bish ops, and con doned by a great many, had a spe cial at trac tion for him.

1. Not to be greedy at meals. This had been very hard for him. The food
was spar ing and plain, yet when the hour of eat ing ar rived, he was so
rav en ous that he could scarcely lis ten to the one ap pointed to read
some pi ous work.

2. Not to love sleep. This again was very hard. He spent many hours at
his de vo tions, and when he fell asleep he felt as though he needed
many hours. Con se quently, when he was sum moned at two o’clock in
the morn ing to Noc turns, or the night of fice, it seemed to him as
though he were chained to his scanty bed. Morn ing af ter morn ing as he
heard the brother whose duty it was go ing around the cor ri dors, and
say ing Ben dica mus Domino (Let us bless the Lord), he felt that he
could im peril his soul for a lit tle more sleep. Of course he said, Deo
Gra tias, but he was afraid he felt but lit tle thanks to God.

3. To be jeal ous of the Church’s honor. Yes, he did not find that a dif fi- 
culty, and was faith ful to it.

4. To fear the Day of Judg ment. He did fear the Day of Judg ment, and yet
he feared it more for his fa ther than him self. This was wrong, and he
prayed earnestly that he might so feel his own sins that he might in- 
deed fear the Judg ment Day.

5. To dread the tor ments of hell. Again he thought more of his fa ther than
him self, es pe cially dur ing the early part of his novi tiate, al though he
hoped presently that his fear might be for him self.

6. Con stantly to dwell on the thought of death. This also was hard. He
thought more of life than death, al though lit tle by lit tle his love of life
be came sub dued.

Four of the rules he prayed earnestly that he might obey, not only in the
let ter, but in the spirit.

These were as fol lows:
To hate our own will.
To love poverty.
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To love chastity.
To love obe di ence.
He made these a mat ter of spe cial prayer, be cause the Su pe rior had told

him that obe di ence to them meant the high est virtue. And he longed with a
great long ing to be told af ter a short pro ba tion that he could take the
novice’s vows.

In this, how ever, he was dis ap pointed. His pos tu lancy was of a long du- 
ra tion, not be cause he was in any way dis obe di ent or un wor thy, but be cause
of his youth. At length, af ter weeks had length ened into months, and
months into years, he was told that the day had ar rived when he should be
re ceived as a novice.

In due time he was re ceived as a novice with great solem nity, and Do- 
minic felt a great joy that he should be re garded as wor thy of such high es- 
tate. His life as a novice was ut terly un event ful. The rules of the Com mu- 
nity of the In car na tion were copied from the older or ders in the Ro man
Com mu nion. The same dis ci pline ob tained, and the same life was lived; in
fact, it was gen er ally un der stood among the in mates that they were to con- 
form to the monas tic ideals which had been rec og nized through the cen- 
turies.

All the while the boy’s heart slept. He knew lit tle or noth ing of the world
out side, al though he of ten dreamed of the time when he would have to go
out into the busy world and preach to those in dark ness. Some times he won- 
dered what Mag gie Yorke was do ing, and whether she ever thought of him;
won dered, too, if the time would ever come when she would ful fill her
prom ise and come to hear him preach. But this was sel dom; his mind was
too full of his de vo tions and of the per for mance of his re li gious of fices.

His stud ies dur ing his novi tiate were some what dif fi cult to de scribe; they
were rather in tended to cul ti vate his heart and to bring his will into en tire
sub jec tion than to train his in tel lec tual pow ers. Nev er the less, he knew they
were prepara tory to the sev erer men tal train ing which was to come later.

On the whole, he was very happy. He was, he be lieved, en gaged in the
holi est, high est kind of work. He was pre par ing for the min istry, he was fit- 
ting him self for that great work of which Fa ther Town ley had spo ken to
him.

One evening the Su pe rior sent for him, and af ter some con ver sa tion with
him, said to him:
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“Do minic, my son, do you de sire to be come a brother of the Com mu- 
nity?”

“I do de sire it greatly,” said Do minic.
“You think you are now old enough to judge wisely? You are now more

than eigh teen years of age.”
“I have no other de sire, no other hope,” said the boy.
“This is as I have hoped,” said Fa ther Town ley.
“From the first I marked you for the re li gious life, from the first I be- 

lieved in your vo ca tion. Nev er the less, I would not have you do any thing
rashly or fool ishly. For three years you have seen lit tle or noth ing of the
world you are will ing to re nounce; and al though some may deem me un- 
wise, I have de cided that you shall go into the world for a few weeks be fore
you fi nally de cide to take the vows.”

“Surely there is no need for that,” said the lad. “I found the world hard
and cruel and cold, and I hate it.”

“Nev er the less, it can be very beau ti ful, very at trac tive,” said the Su pe- 
rior. “You have stood the test of hard ship within the Com mu nity in a most
ex em plary man ner. You have been ab so lute in your obe di ence, you have
been most faith ful in your du ties. The test ing time has been hard, and you
have stood the test nobly. But there is a harder test ing time be fore you. You
have stood the test of poverty, of chastity, and of obe di ence within these
walls; now you shall go out into the world and see its al lure ments, its pow- 
ers. I am say ing this, not be cause I think you will fail, but be cause it is nec- 
es sary that you should be tried. If you are wor thy of your high call ing, you
will come out of the fire un scathed.”

Do minic was about to open his mouth in protest, but he re mem bered the
obe di ence that was due to his Su pe rior, an obe di ence which was to be ab so- 
lute as to God Him self.

“I am ready to do your will,” he said.
“It is now sum mer,” said Fa ther Town ley. “In a few days I will tell you

fur ther of my de sires con cern ing you.”
A few days later, Do minic had left the Com mu nity of the Broth ers of the

In car na tion, and was on his way to a fash ion able wa ter ing-place.
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7. How Do minic Felt His Call To
Preach

WHEN DO MINIC WILDTHORNE left the Com mu nity of the In car na tion, he
de ter mined that he would at the end of the fort night, which was the time his
Su pe rior had told him he must be ab sent, re turn with in creased ar dor for his
vo ca tion. If he had borne the test of soli tude, of hard ship, and of se vere dis- 
ci pline in a way that called forth Fa ther Town ley’s ap pro ba tion, he would
bear the test of the world’s al lure ments with far more wor thi ness. He hated
the world. It had been cruel and wicked when he had known it, and al- 
though Fa ther Town ley had told him of a world of which he knew noth ing,
he felt sure it would have no at trac tion for him. In fact, he al most re sented
the idea that his Su pe rior should think it nec es sary for him to go to a gay
wa ter ing-place. He felt sure of his heart. He knew he should hate the gay
scenes he had been told to visit, and that he should long at the end of the
fort night to come back and be ad mit ted as a “brother” in the Com mu nity.
He looked for ward to three or four years of hard study, of se vere men tal dis- 
ci pline. He knew they were nec es sary to the life he pur posed lead ing. He
wanted to be a preach ing monk, wanted to go up and down Eng land, as
St. Do minic went through Spain, turn ing peo ple from world li ness and sin to
the Church.

And yet in a sense he re joiced in his free dom. For nearly three years he
had been un der the strictest dis ci pline. At the mid dle of each night he had
been called to prayer, and through both win ter and sum mer had left his bed
at the call of the brother who had awak ened him. He had fared hardly, he
had mor ti fied his pas sions, he had taught him self to hate the things which
man nat u rally loves. He had con fessed not only his ac tions, but his most in- 
most thoughts and de sires to his con fes sor, and he had been amenable to
rules that oft times seemed fool ish and un just. Thus to feel that for a fort- 
night he was free to fol low his own in cli na tions was as sweet as the morn- 
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ing air. But he had no de sire to step aside from the path he had marked oat.
His life should be as pure in the world as in the clois ter.

He had thrown off his novice’s garb, and had the ap pear ance of a well-
dressed clerk out for a hol i day. He was not a hand some youth. His fea tures
were some what rugged and his mouth a tri fle large. He was very pale too,
and ev i dently needed the health giv ing air of the sea. Still, he was not one to
be passed lightly by. The large well-shaped head, the dark, lus trous, speak- 
ing eyes, the sen si tive mouth, the strong chin, all be to kened a char ac ter of
un com mon qual i ties.

He took up his abode at a large board ing-house, amidst a busy throng of
well-to-do plea sure seek ers. In spite of him self he could not help be ing glad
he had come. The throng in which he found him self was not a fash ion able
throng; mostly they were well-to-do trades peo ple, with here and there a cu- 
rate of a poor parish, a hard work ing doc tor, or a strug gling lawyer. They be- 
longed to the class who could not, or would not, af ford to go to a first-class
ho tel; nev er the less, the women, who largely out num bered the men, were
gaily dressed, while the young men tried to be have as though they had been
ac cus tomed to the neigh bor hood of Berke ley Square. On ev ery hand was
mirth and laugh ter; on ev ery hand, too, was an ev i dent de sire to be friendly.
Ac quain tances were struck up with out the for mal ity of an in tro duc tion, and
flir ta tions were com mon.

At first Do minic felt him self to be sadly out of place. His child hood had
been spent in poverty and squalor, while since his in tro duc tion to the Com- 
mu nity of the In car na tion his mind had been en tirely filled with re li gious
sub jects. More over, his man ner of life had kept him in en tire ig no rance of
the world and its ways. Still, he had for more than three years lived in the
so ci ety of gen tle men, and bad be come as so ci ated with the habits and man- 
ner of speech of men who had passed through pub lic schools and uni ver si- 
ties. If the food at the Com mu nity was fru gal, it was served taste fully, while
po lite ness and deco rum were strictly ob served. Con se quently, al though, as
it seemed to him, the food at the board ing-house sug gested a lux ury of
which he was ig no rant, he was not slow to no tice that many who sat down
at the ta ble were coarse and un couth. The con ver sa tion, too, lacked the cul- 
ture and the re fine ment to which he had been ac cus tomed, while the fee ble
jokes grated on his finer feel ings. But this feel ing quickly passed away. He
found that he was not re garded with dis fa vor, es pe cially by young girls,
who sought to be friendly. He was not yet nine teen years of age, but he
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looked older. His life had given him a staid, thought ful ap pear ance and
man ner which did not nat u rally be long to one of his age. Most of the peo ple
at the board ing-house imag ined him to be twenty-two or twenty-three years
of age. He had been told that he must speak to no one of his for mer life,
thus when he was asked con cern ing his place of abode and his oc cu pa tion
he an swered eva sively. This aroused a cer tain amount of cu rios ity con cern- 
ing him, and many won dered who the pale, dis tin guished young man was.

Dur ing the first evening at the board ing-house he scarcely spoke to any
one, but on the sec ond evening he found him self sit ting next to a smartly
dressed girl who was ev i dently de sirous of be ing agree able.

“Are you go ing to the Spa tonight?” she asked.
“I had not thought of it,” was his re ply.
“Oh, you should,” replied the girl; “the pa ter and mater are go ing to take

me. There is to be such a funny play. I sup pose one is kept in roars of laugh- 
ter from be gin ning to end. Char lie Tonkin saw it in Lon don, and he told me
about it. Do you go to the the aters much?”

He shook his head.
“Oh, but you should, they are such fun. But per haps you only go to see

the Shake spear ian drama.”
“I never saw a play,” said Do minic. The words slipped out un in ten tion- 

ally. He was sorry he had said so much.
“Good ness gra cious!”said the girl, “where have you lived?”
But to this Do minic gave no re ply.
“Per haps your par ents ob ject to the the ater,” said the girl; “I’ve been told

that a lot of Dis senters do. I was at school with a girl whose fa ther and
mother were Dis senters, and she told me they thought the the ater wicked.”

“I have no par ents,” he replied qui etly.
“Nor are you a Dis senter?” sug gested the girl.
“No,” said Do minic, al most an grily, “cer tainly not!”
“Oh, then, why not come to the Spa tonight? I’m sure you would en joy

it.”
“What’s that you are say ing, Rosa?” said a ma tronly woman, who was

sit ting on the other side of the girl.
“I was only telling Mr. Wildthorne that he ought to go the Spa tonight,

mater,” said the girl.
The woman sec onded her daugh ter’s sug ges tion.
“I’m sure you’d en joy it,” she said,



69

“And he says he’s never been to a the ater,” said the girl.
“Then it’s time he went,” said the stout woman.
Some one had told her through the day that Do minic was a the o log i cal

stu dent, and her daugh ter’s in for ma tion con firmed her in her im pres sion.
“Of course,” she went on, “it’s a per fectly re spectable play, or I would

never think of tak ing Rosa to it. No one can be more par tic u lar than I am
about such things. My hus band is a church war den, and, of course, I must be
care ful.”

Do minic re mem bered Fa ther Town ley’s ad vice to him be fore he had left
the “Com mu nity,” and his mind was made up.

“Yes, I’ll go,” he said.
“Then it’s time you made haste,” said Rosa. “It com mences at eight

o’clock, and we shall barely be in time to get there be fore the cur tain goes
up.”

Do minic left the ta ble, and seized his hat.
“You are not go ing off like that, are you?” said Rosa, who passed him on

her way to her room; “you may as well walk down with the rest of us,” Ev i- 
dently she hoped to have his com pany to and from the Spa, and per haps a
talk with him be tween the acts. It is true he had said noth ing in ter est ing as
yet, but she felt sure he would.

Do minic waited for her, and a few sec onds later Rosa ap peared, tricked
out in all her sum mer fin ery.

“I ex pect we’d bet ter wait for the pa ter and mater,” she said; “they’ll
won der where I am if we go on first.”

Had Do minic been reared like most of the young men who were stay ing
at the board ing-house he would have taken this as a hint that they should go
on to gether; but he took her at her word, and waited. Rosa pouted some what
im pa tiently, nev er the less she felt pleased that she was to see more of the
young man of whom so many had spo ken.

“This is Mr. Wildthorne, pa,” said Rosa’s mother, as she came by his
side, ac com pa nied by a stout, good-hu mored-look ing man.

“Hope you’ll en joy the lit tle play, I’m sure,” said the man. “I be lieve in
en joyin’ my self when I’m away for a hol i day. Now then, ma, we may as
well be trot tin’.”

As if by mu tual ar range ment Do minic found him self by Rosa’s side as
they wended their way to wards the Spa.

“It will be strange to you,” she said.
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“What?” he asked.
“The play. My word, I’ve gone to plays all my life! What’s the harm in

an in no cent bit of fun?”
“What, in deed?” said Do minic.
“Did I tell you my name?” went on Rosa. “It’s Rosa Perry, and we come

from Croy don. Have you ever been to Croy don?”
“No, never.”
“But you know Lon don?”
“No, I’ve never been to Lon don.”
“Then where in the world have you lived?”
“In York shire.”
“Oh! but it does seem strange to meet some one who has never been to

Lon don, es pe cially when one thinks of the cheap trips.”
“I’ve never wanted to go,” said Do minic.
“Never wanted to go to Lon don!”
“No, what is there in Lon don?”
“Oh! mil lions of peo ple, and miles of houses.”
“There’s not much to at tract in that, is there?” said Do minic. “A house is

a dead thing made of stone and mor tar, and when you’ve seen six peo ple,
you’ve seen all the rest.”

“What in the world do you mean?”
“I think I mean just ex actly what I said,” said Do minic, “There are a

hun dred peo ple at our board ing house, but there seems to be no dif fer ence in
them. They say the same things, and think the same things,”

“How do you know?”
“I lis ten,”
“Oh I but there are all sorts of things in Lon don, In fact, ev ery thing is

there.”
“So is ev ery thing here.”
“What would you call ‘ev ery thing’?”
“God, and my self,” said Do minic.
“Good ness gra cious,” said Rosa, “you are funny!”
“What is there be sides?” asked the youth.
“Oh! — well, there’s the sea, the sky, and — and other peo ple,”
“There would be no sea, if you did not ex ist to see it,” said Do minic,

“and there would be no ‘you’ with out God,”
“Then why are you go ing to see the play?”
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“I — I hardly know,” he replied. “I ex pect be cause you asked me, and
be cause — well, I want to see what are shad ows, and what are real. Af ter
all, a play is only a thought, is it? Just a thought which has taken form.”

Do minic did not know he was pedan tic. He had no idea of parad ing a
first year’s stu dent’s phi los o phy. He had been liv ing so long in the sub jec- 
tive world, that the ob jec tive did not count for much.

He paid his money, and took his place be side the girl at the Spa. He had
no idea that the peo ple who were stay ing at the board ing-house were nudg- 
ing each other, and whis per ing that “Rosa Perry had hooked the silent boy.”
He was no more in ter ested in Rosa than in the boy who sold pro grams. He
was there to see the shadow called the world, and so he waited with a cer- 
tain cu rios ity for the cur tain to rise.

He was not much im pressed by the play. It seemed to him so un speak- 
ably silly. Un crit i cal as he was, he re al ized that the farce bore no re la tion to
life, while the jokes were forced and un nat u ral. If Fa ther Town ley wanted to
test him by such means, he had surely failed to un der stand him. What al- 
lure ment had the mu sic of the or ches tra to one who had been moved by the
sub lime strains of Church mu sic? What at trac tions had the tawdry play to
one who had seen vi sions and dreamt dreams? He longed for the day to
come when he, a preach ing monk, vowed to a life of celibacy, of poverty
and obe di ence, would be able to show the mul ti tudes how hol low and un- 
wor thy all this was. Had the play been a se ri ous drama it might have at- 
tracted him, but there was no fas ci na tion in this scream ing farce.

“How do you like it?” asked Rosa, at the end of the first act.
“I was think ing how peo ple must long to be in ter ested,” replied Do- 

minic.
“Why?”
“Be cause ev ery one seems in ter ested in this.”
“But aren’t you?”
He shook his head. “You don’t mind if I leave be fore it’s over, do you?”

he said.
“Why, there’s noth ing wrong in it, is there?”
“Ev ery thing silly is wrong,” said Do minic. “Be sides, God never cre ated

men and women with im mor tal souls in or der that––”
He stopped sud denly, re mem ber ing Fa ther Town ley’s in junc tions.
“Good ness gra cious!” said Rosa. She was be gin ning to think there was

not much fun in sit ting by a young man who never made her laugh, nor paid
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her a com pli ment. Still, the look in his eyes fas ci nated her, and in spite of
her self made her long to know more of him.

The cur tain rose again, and the farce went on. One im pos si ble scene fol- 
lowed an other, and the au di ence grew up roar i ous in their laugh ter and ap- 
plause.

“Isn’t the Rev erend Robert Spald ing funny?” whis pered Rosa’ “Think of
him count ing his wraps, and ask ing for a bath bun.”

“Cu rates are not like that!” said Do minic an grily.
“Are you a cu rate?” asked the girl.
“No,” he an swered" I wish I were."
“Why?”
“Why! I’d––”
Again he stopped, for into his heart had come a wild de sire. Ought he

not for the sake of his Church and his Mas ter, to go on the stage and preach
the Gospel to them? Ought he not to stand up and tell the peo ple that the
Son of God came on earth, and suf fered the direst agony, that they might be
saved from hell? It was true he knew noth ing of pub lic speak ing, and his
thoughts were con fused; but at least he could warn them against a life of
inanity and god less ness. Yes, he would do it. He would wait un til the act
was ended, and then he would find his way to the stage, and call upon this
crowd to re pent and turn to God. Had not the saints of old time done such
things? Did not Telemachus put an end to the butcheries of Rome by leap- 
ing into the arena, and in the name of Christ for bid them to con tinue their
dev il ish pas time? He wished he had brought his cross with him. Then he
could hold it above his head and com mand the peo ple in the name of his
cru ci fied Lord to lis ten to him.

Per haps God brought him to this place of worldly amuse ment for this
pur pose. If He did he must be faith ful. Of course his ac tion might be re- 
sented, but would he not by this means prove to Fa ther Town ley his fit ness
for his great vo ca tion?

He felt his heart beat ing wildly, while his head swam with ex cite ment.
Now was his time to tell these worldlings that they were on the brink of the
grave, and that they should pre pare for eter nity. Yes, his thoughts be gan to
shape them selves now. He would speak of the tran si tori ness of life and of
the re al ity of hell. He would tell them that this play was a trick of the devil
to lead them to for get that they had souls to save, to for get that God was
made flesh in or der to save them from the tor ments of the damned. He cast
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a glance at Rosa Perry, whose eyes were filled with laugh ter, and who was
ev i dently car ried away by amuse ment at the sight of a min is ter of Christ
made to ap pear ridicu lous in or der to raise a laugh to the lips of a vul gar
crowd. Poor, blinded, be nighted crea ture! Yes, this was the devil’s trick to
cap ture such silly crea tures. Yes, God had led him here that he might preach
on the van ity, the sin ful ness of the world, and he would be true to God’s
call.

But he would wait his time. He would say noth ing un til the cur tain fell.
Then the lights would be turned up, and the peo ple should see him, should
hear his mes sage. He would be do ing only what St. Do minic did, he would
be fight ing the devil on his own ground. True, he could not say that un- 
chastity was con doned, or wicked ness en cour aged by the farce that the peo- 
ple on the stage were act ing; but it was sin ful, be cause life was earnest,
death was near, and hell yawned for im pen i tent souls. And he — he, ig no- 
rant and un trained as he was, would preach re pen tance.

The cur tain fell, and there was wild ap plause. Again and again it was up- 
lifted, and still the crowd cheered the pup pets on the stage, who were sim- 
ply the tools of the devil, whereby he might make peo ple for get that they
should con stantly think of death.

Yes, he would wait un til si lence was re stored, and then he would find his
way to the stage. Some of the peo ple were leav ing, but they would quickly
re turn, and lis ten to him as they had lis tened to St. Do minic, to St. Fran cis,
to Savonarola, and to Ig natius Loy ola.

The ap plause ceased, and the cur tain fell for the fourth time. Then in a
sec ond, the place which had been in semi-dark ness was full of light, and the
peo ple turned to each other with a laugh, and asked how they were en joy ing
the play.

Un heed ing Rosa’s glances, he rose to his feet in or der to find his way to
the stage, his heart beat ing wildly, his brain on fire; but as he rose he looked
to wards the stalls, and then he stood still, as though he were chained to the
ground. There, look ing to wards him, was a face he re mem bered well. It was
three years and more since he had seen it, but he had no dif fi culty in rec og- 
niz ing it. It was the face of Mag gie Yorke,and al though he knew not why,
he felt pow er less to obey what he felt sure had been the call of God.
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8. The Meet ing On The Moors

AL THOUGH DO MINIC rec og nized Mag gie Yorke, it was ev i dent that she did
not rec og nize him. It was true she looked in his di rec tion, but al though he
was only four or five rows of seats be hind her, she nei ther by look nor
move ment gave any sign that she saw him. Be side her was Fletcher Yorke
and a lady whose face he had never seen be fore, but who, he felt sure, was
Mag gie’s mother. They, too, had been laugh ing at the farce, and were now
idly glanc ing around to see if there was any one near whom they knew.
Mag gie’s face was some what al tered since he had seen it last. She was over
thir teen then, while now she must be nearly sev en teen. It was true she
looked only a child still, and yet there was a sug ges tion of ap proach ing
wom an hood in her ap pear ance, which Do minic felt rather than rec og nized
by any process of the mind. He could not tell what clothes she wore; he
only had some idea that she was in pure white, and that her dress ac corded
with her great wav ing masses of brown hair, and her fair face. He had an
idea that she was very beau ti ful, and al though for years he had been taught
to de spise the beauty of the flesh, he did not de spise Mag gie Yorke. Rather
he found him self look ing at her like one en tranced. Per haps he was held by
her eyes. Large, lus trous brown eyes they were, and al though they were full
of mer ri ment at the thought of the play she had just been wit ness ing, they
sug gested to the boy that they were as pure as the eyes of an in fant. Per haps
that was why the sight of her made it im pos si ble for him to do what he had
made up his mind to do.

He was brought to him self presently by Rosa Perry pulling at his sleeve.
“Do you see any one you know, Mr. Wildthorne?” she said.
He sat down by her side with out a word.
“You do look strange,” went on the girl; “you might have seen a ghost.”
Rosa be longed to that fast-in creas ing class of girls who be come fa mil iar

on very short ac quain tance.
“What is the mat ter with you?” she went on, “Do you still think the play

to be sin ful?”
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Her ques tion aroused him to the fact of what he had in tended to do, and
a great feel ing of shame swept over him. He had been dis obe di ent to the
first call of God, He had heard the call dis tinctly, and he had risen in obe di- 
ence to it, and yet, be fore he had taken the first step, his pur pose had been
driven from his mind. In stead of be ing on the stage, pro claim ing his mes- 
sage, he was sit ting there dumb and dis tracted. For months, years he had
been pray ing that he might be wor thy of his high call ing, and yet when the
time of test ing came he had failed.

But it was not too late even yet. There would be at least five min utes be- 
fore the cur tain would rise again. There was still time for him to obey the
call. But he did not move. He knew that if he went on the stage he would be
dumb and help less.

And yet his con vic tion re mained. This play was the means which the
devil used to blind the peo ple, and those who could en joy it were in dan ger
of hell fire. A few min utes be fore his heart burned with ea ger ness to de- 
nounce it, while the very words of his de nun ci a tion were made known to
him. But now all had gone, save a feel ing of de feat, of un wor thi ness, of dis- 
grace. He would have to tell his con fes sor of what he had pur posed to do,
and how he had failed. Fa ther Town ley had been wise when he said that he,
Do minic, needed the test of the world.

But why had he failed? Why had the face of the child, of one who had
been kind to him years be fore, par a lyzed him? It was not be cause the face
sug gested wicked ness. No such thought had en tered his mind. Nev er the less
his op por tu nity had gone.

He thought of St. Paul when he vis ited Athens. The great apos tle was
moved when he saw the idol a try of the peo ple. But that was not all. He had
preached Je sus and the Res ur rec tion. While he, yes he, had been moved by
the brain less mock ery by which the devil was lur ing the souls of men and
women to the for get ful ness of their need, he had felt the call to speak, but
he had said noth ing. And he had de clared that he was to be a preach ing
monk, who should go up and down Eng land, and by the faith ful ness of his
life and mes sage bring them back to God.

“You like it bet ter now, don’t you?” said Rosa. “You’ll stay to the end,
won’t you?”

He wanted to stay, why, he did not know, but he would not. He knew that
he would not be able to ful fill his pur pose, but he would not stay as a fur- 
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ther wit ness. He hated it enough to leave the scene of world li ness and sin,
the place where God’s min is ters were made ob jects of ridicule.

“No, I shall not stay,” he said. “Good-night,” and with out an other word
he left Rosa Perry look ing cha grined and an gry.

Presently he got out side the Spa grounds, and was walk ing along the
prom e nade. The laugh ing crowds jos tled him, but he did not heed them; he
was too an gry. He hated Mag gie Yorke. But for her he would have obeyed
the call of God, and called the giddy crowd to re pen tance, but the sight of
her face had stopped him. Yes, he hated her. The devil had used her as an
in stru ment to bring around his damna tion. It was the sight of her beau ti ful,
girl ish face which had par a lyzed his brain, and de stroyed the holy feel ing in
his heart. But for her the peo ple who had been wit ness ing a silly car i ca ture
of life would have been called to re pen tance.

He had never ex pected to see her; and per haps his very sur prise had had
some thing to do with his de feat. But this did not lessen his anger. It was
through her that he had dis obeyed the call of God.

Presently he found him self alone. He had got be yond the prom e nade,
and found him self in a lonely lane. By this time he was able to col lect his
thoughts. Yes, he had failed, but his fail ure was not ir re triev able. He would
go to the the ater an other night, and then he would carry out his pur poses.
Af ter all, his ex pe ri ence that night had only made him more than ever de ter- 
mined to fit him self for the great work of his life.

Do minic went straight back to the board ing-house, and found his way to
his bed room. The peo ple were re turn ing from the var i ous places of amuse- 
ment, but no one no ticed him, and as it hap pened Rosa Perry had not re- 
turned.

On the fol low ing morn ing he rose early and par took of a lonely break- 
fast. He asked for a few sand wiches, as he did not in tend be ing back for
lunch. He would go for a long walk over the moors, and dream dreams of
the life he was go ing to live, and the work he was go ing to do. The morn ing
was fine, and he felt in the hu mor for walk ing. The air, though warm, was
strong and in vig o rat ing, and in spite of him self his thoughts be came less
mor bid, less un healthy. Af ter all, it was a glad thing to live, and na ture ev- 
ery where called on him to re joice.

The moors were glo ri ous. Pur ple heather bloomed ev ery where, the land- 
scape stretched in huge bil lows as far as the eye could see. Moors, moors,
noth ing but moors, right away to the edge of the hori zon. A great sea of
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heather bloom and bracken, with here and there a deep, wooded val ley, and
all bathed in sun shine. Ev ery thing was dif fer ent from Mere mead ows. There
were no mill chim neys, no black slime-cov ered roads, no clash of gran ite
and steel, no shout ing crowds; all around was the glo ri ous moor land un sul- 
lied by the bands of man, the coun try as God made it.

Some how his anger at not pro claim ing his mes sage the night be fore be- 
came less, his de sire to get back to the clois ter was not so strong. The moors
called him, the wide ness of the coun try side made the life of the Com mu nity
seem nar row. Af ter all, what was any man that he should con fine the
thoughts of God?

Presently he be gan to feel hun gry. It was only a lit tle af ter ten o’clock,
but he lay down among the heather and be gan to eat his sand wiches. Oh,
the glory of that sum mer day!

Be fore him rose a high hill, on the top of which was a great am phithe- 
ater. He had heard about it the day be fore. The guide-books said that it com- 
manded one of the finest views in the coun try. Yes, he would go there. It
was some miles away, but he felt no sug ges tion of weari ness. How could
one be weary amidst such glo ri ous sun shine!

He left the main road, and fol lowed a wind ing foot path. He was sorry af- 
ter wards that he had done so, be cause walk ing on the heather was so tir ing,
but af ter nearly three hours’ walk he found him self on the top of the hill.

What a glo ri ous panorama it was! He stood still, and drank in the beauty
of the scene; on ev ery side save one was moor land, as far as the eye could
see, and where there was no moor land there was the great wide sea.

Presently he re al ized that he was hun gry and tired. He wished he had
brought more sand wiches, or had kept those he had un til now. But no house
was near, Ev ery where was the si lence and lone li ness of the moors.

He threw him self upon a huge clump of heather, and closed his eyes. A
few min utes later he was fast asleep. How long he slept he did not know.
Now and then, when he grew near con scious ness, it was to feel the warmth
of the sun and the cool winds blow ing across his face. Noth ing mat tered; he
was there on the great bo som of na ture, who fanned him with her breezes,
wanned him with her sun, and wrapped him in her great arms.

Presently he woke with a start. Some one was near him. He no longer felt
alone, while he fan cied he heard voices in the near dis tance. He opened his
eyes, and saw stand ing be fore him, not a dozen yards away, the girl who
had kept him from obey ing the voice of God on the pre vi ous evening.
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The recog ni tion was mu tual. Al though he had changed since she had
seen him last, he was not so al tered but Mag gie Yorke re mem bered him per- 
fectly. His first feel ing was that of anger. He was brought face to face with
the one who had caused him to dis obey God, but the anger did not re main.
He was an gry with him self at ceas ing to be an gry with her, and he won- 
dered why it was.

“Miss Yorke,” he said, as he rose to his feet.
“Why, you are Do minic Wildthorne,” she said, al most laugh ingly.
“Yes,” he replied.
“And you have al tered very much. As you lay asleep I did not rec og nize

you, and I was hur ry ing away. But when you opened your eyes, I saw who
you were. But — but”

He did not speak, but kept look ing at her.
“It is a great sur prise to see you up here,” she con cluded.
“Why?” he asked.
“Well, I thought you were go ing to be some sort of a monk. You told me

so years ago. But of course you have given up such a fool ish idea.”
“No,” he replied an grily, “I have not given it up. I never shall.”
“No?” she said. “I’m sorry.”
“Why should you be sorry?”
“Oh! I don’t know. I sup pose it was only a pass ing thought. But, of

course — ev ery one to his fancy,” and he thought he de tected a sneer in her
voice.

He was an gry with her again now, and he felt glad. He would con vince
her that, al though she was the daugh ter of Fletcher Yorke, the rich est man in
the Mere mead ows dis trict, he stood on a higher plat form than she. Af ter all,
she was a Protes tant, and be longed to a schis matic sect of that or der, while
he was go ing to be a priest in the An gli can branch of the great Catholic
Church.

“I am here be cause my Su pe rior com manded me,” said Do minic. “I have
left the Com mu nity for a few days that I may prove to him that the world
has no at trac tions for me.”

“Oh! I see,” she replied, but in re al ity she was not sure what he meant.
“I have borne the test of hard dis ci pline, of fast ing, of penances,” he

went on, “now I am un der go ing the test of the world. Last night I was at the
Spa The ater — to day I am come out here on the moors that I may re al ize
how hol low and sin ful are the world’s amuse ments.”
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“And fell asleep over it,” said Mag gie, with a laugh. She had not in- 
tended to say this, but it es caped her lips be fore she was aware. She was
sorry she had spo ken, too, when she saw the flush of mor ti fi ca tion and
anger rise to his face. Still, there was a cer tain amount of plea sure in see ing
him get an gry. She had rather liked him when he had called at her home
three or four years be fore, but now he sug gested the prig. She was rather
dis ap pointed that the poor, hun gry lad whom she had seen at the ceme tery
gates should be come a kind of con ceited fa natic, and should boast of his su- 
pe ri or ity.

“I am sure I wish you ev ery suc cess,” she said, rather pa tron iz ingly, “but
I must re turn to my fa ther and mother now. They will be want ing to drive
back.”

He did not want her to go, al though he felt sure she de spised him. He
wanted to prove to her — he was not quite sure what.

“Oh! you drove here,” he said, “I hope you en joyed your drive.”
“Im mensely,” she replied, “Good-day. I shall tell my fa ther that I have

seen you, and of your plans for the fu ture. He has of ten won dered what
would be come of you.”

He felt as he had felt the pre vi ous night. This girl made him feel that the
life he had been liv ing was un real. She seemed to re gard him with a kind of
pity, and the pity an gered him. But more than that, she had acted as an evil
in flu ence, and had kept him from preach ing to the plea sure-seek ers at the
the ater, as the preach ing fri ars of olden time had preached to worldlings. He
re mem bered that back in the time of the Medi cis, Savonarola had hum bled
proud ladies in the city of Flo rence, and that they, at the monk’s com mands,
had left their lives of worldly plea sure, and had given them selves to good
works. On the pre vi ous night she had, un know ing to her self, tri umphed
over him; but now he would tri umph over her — he would make her re al ize
how per ilous her po si tion was.

Af ter all, he was only a boy, and painfully ig no rant. For the last three
years he had been liv ing a life which had had the ten dency of sti fling a
boy’s nat u ral feel ings, and of fill ing his heart with a kind of spir i tual pride,
which was not far re moved from worldly van ity.

“For give me, Miss Yorke, but would you mind stay ing a minute longer?”
he said. “I lit tle thought, when I saw you in the Spa The ater last night, that I
should meet you to day.”



80

“Oh, you were at the Spa The ater, were you?” she said. “Surely that
kind––”

“Yes, I know,” he in ter rupted, “it was not the kind of place that you
would ex pect to see one whose vo ca tion is to preach against the sins of the
world. But I went that I might see the world — see its fas ci na tions, its al- 
lure ments.”

“And, of course, you saw them?” she said.
“I saw some thing un speak ably silly,” he replied. “I saw some thing that

de graded the minds of the spec ta tors, and blinded them to the fact that this
life is but a pass ing show, that death is near, and that af ter death comes eter- 
nity. I was sorry to see you. Miss Yorke, laugh ing at such rib ald non sense.”

For a mo ment Mag gie felt an noyed. Do minic’s rude ness made her want
to snub him un mer ci fully. She in fin itely pre ferred the shab bily dressed boy
who years be fore brought the let ter to her fa ther to this prig who put on airs
of au thor ity.

“Some thing tells me,” he went on, “that you are liv ing the life of a
worldling, and that you find your plea sure in such scenes.”

“I laughed im mod er ately,” she replied. “I was nearly as much amused as
I am now.”

The girl’s sting si lenced him. He wanted to tell her of the dan ger in
which she stood, wanted to show her that as a worldling and as a Dis senter
she was an ger ing a just God. But he could say noth ing. He felt that she
scorned him, that she looked upon him as one who was badly be haved, and
ig no rant, and fool ish. And what was worse, she al most took away his long- 
ing to go back to his cell to pre pare for his great vo ca tion. Why was it? He
felt more than ever that she was an en emy to that life, which to him was the
only life worth the liv ing

“Hol loa, Mag gie, who have you got here?”
It was Fletcher Yorke who, won der ing where Mag gie had gone, had

come around to this side of the hill to find her.
“This is Mr. Do minic Wildthorne,” said Mag gie. “Don’t you re mem ber

him?”
“Why, so it is,” said Fletcher Yorke. “My word, Do minic, I shouldn’t

have known you. You’ve shot up into a young man. You are a bit weedy
yet, but in two or three years you’ll be fairly well set up.”

He held out his hand as he spoke, and grasped Do minic’s heartily.
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“I’m glad to see you’ve left that Com mu nity place, and are clothed and
in your right mind again,” went on the York shire man heartily. “What do
you do for a liv ing now, my lad?”

Again Do minic felt an gry. How dared this purse-proud mil lion aire speak
slight ingly of his call ing? But what was worse, he had no de sire to un de- 
ceive him. He felt he must, how ever. He saw Mag gie’s eyes upon them, and
knew that she would tell her fa ther if he did not.

“Oh, well,” said Fletcher Yorke, when he had fin ished speak ing, “I was
hop ing you’d given up that non sense, but ev ery man to his lik ing. Be sides,
you are young yet, and your eyes will be opened as you get older — that is,
if you don’t get blinded al to gether. But how did you get here?”

“I walked.”
“Walked! Why, it must be more than a dozen miles. Have you had any

lunch?”
“I had some sand wiches about ten o’clock. You see, I break fasted a lit tle

af ter seven.”
“Ay, and you are hun gry now, I’ll war rant. We’ve had our lunch, but

there’s plenty left; come along and have some thing.”
He dragged Do minic along as he spoke, and there, ly ing on the plateau

at the top of the hill, was a clean white cloth, on which he saw a chicken
and some ham, and de li cious-look ing white bread. Do minic wanted to
refuse. Some how he felt that there was some thing un wor thy of his call ing in
be ing hun gry, and he called to mind that Mag gie had been laugh ing at him.
But na ture was too strong. The moor land air was keen and ap pe tiz ing, and
the wing of a chicken which Fletcher Yorke carved for him looked tempt ing
be yond words.

“Now, then, here you are,” ex claimed the York shire man heartily. “My
word, if you en joy it as much as I did, you’ll have a good meal.”

Flesh and blood could en dure it no longer. He obeyed Fletcher Yorke’s
bid ding, and par took of a hearty meal.

“There, that’s bet ter,” said the York shire man; “now, how are you go ing
to get back?”

“I’m go ing to walk.”
“But are you up to it?”
“I’m a lit tle tired, but I think I can man age it.”
“Why not ride back with us? We have room for an other, and you can tell

me about your life at the ‘Com mu nity’ as we go.”
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Again he wanted to refuse. He knew that Mag gie Yorke de spised the life
he had been lead ing; nev er the less, the thought of rid ing back by her side in
the lux u ri ous car riage, into which the coach man was putting the horses, was
too tempt ing. Be sides, Mrs. Yorke, to whom he had been in tro duced, had
been very kind to him, and it would seem churl ish to refuse.

“Per haps I shall have an op por tu nity of prov ing to her that I am right and
she is wrong,” he said to him self as he took his seat by Mag gie’s side. Nev- 
er the less, he felt very an gry with him self be cause his de sire was to make
her think well of him rather than of bring ing her to re pen tance.
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9. A Mar ried Man’s Views

DO MINIC WILDTHORNE said very lit tle con cern ing his life at the Com mu- 
nity of the In car na tion dur ing the ride back to the town. Some how the fact
that Mag gie was sit ting by his side hin dered him. He had a feel ing that she
de spised him. As she had hin dered him from car ry ing out his pur poses on
the pre vi ous night, so she hin dered him from speak ing freely of his monas- 
tic life now. Be sides, he felt tired. He had not been ac cus tomed to long
walks, and his jaunt across the moors had ut terly wea ried him. In ad di tion
to this, the com fort able car riage in which he rode felt like a cra dle. He had
known noth ing of such lux u ries, and now to ride over the glo ri ous coun try- 
side had a ten dency to dis si pate all other thoughts. More over, af ter a few
min utes’ con ver sa tion, Mr. Fletcher Yorke showed less and less in cli na tion
for con ver sa tion, so that ere long the party lapsed into si lence. One fact,
how ever, he could not help won der ing at. It was that Mr. Fletcher Yorke,
the rich land lord and mill-owner, should have in vited him to ride with them.
He re flected that he would not have done this four years be fore, and there- 
fore a great change must have taken place in him self. The years he had
spent in schol arly and re fined as so ci a tions had trans formed him from a va- 
grant lad into a per son fit to ride in Fletcher Yorke’s car riage. Unim por tant
as this seemed, it was not with out its ef fect on the lad’s mind.

“Are you stay ing long?” asked the York shire man presently.
“Sev eral days yet,” replied Do minic.
“Ah, well, you look pale. I hope this fine air will do you good. We are

re turn ing back home to mor row.”
In spite of him self he was dis ap pointed. Why this should be so he could

not tell. Even if they had been stay ing a month, it would not af fect him; in
all prob a bil ity he should never see them again. Nev er the less he knew he felt
sorry.

As they en tered the town, the car riage stopped for a mo ment on ac count
of pass ing traf fic, and he saw Rosa Perry on the side-walk look ing at him.
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Be fore he could raise his hat, how ever, she had turned her face away, and
al though he scarcely knew why, Do minic was thank ful.

He left the Yorkes at their ho tel door, af ter thank ing them heartily. Both
Mr. and Mrs. Yorke shook hands with him very kindly, and then he turned
to Mag gie.

“Are you also go ing back to mor row?” he asked.
“Yes.”
“I don’t sup pose I shall see you at Mere mead ows when I re turn. I so sel- 

dom go out.”
He had no rea son for say ing this, and he scarcely knew why he spoke.
“You would not be likely to see me if you did,” she replied. “I shall be

away at school for an other year, and then I shall go to Somerville.”
He could not re mem ber for the mo ment where or what Somerville was,

but he felt as though her words re moved them, if pos si ble, far ther away
from each other. Per haps she had told him this that he might see how dif fer- 
ent her life would be from his.

“I shall go back to work,” he said. “I shall study for sev eral years, and
then I shall go out on my mis sion.”

“What is that?” she asked and then went on, “Oh! I had for got ten. You
told me you were go ing to be a sort of preach ing monk, like Fa ther Ig- 
natius.”

“Yes,” he said, “You promised to come and hear me preach, didn’t you?”
“Did I?”
“Yes, don’t you re mem ber? You told me to be sure and let you know if I

were preach ing in Mere mead ows, be cause you wanted to come and hear
me.”

“Oh, then, if you’ll let me know, I’ll be sure to come. Good-evening!”
And she went into the ho tel with out an other word.

He walked back to the board ing-house like one in a dream. Noth ing had
hap pened, and yet he felt as though a great deal had taken place; what, he
could scarcely tell. Of one thing he was sure, how ever: he hated Mag gie
Yorke. She had been an evil in flu ence in his life the night be fore, and that
day she had showed that she de spised him.

At din ner he again found him self be side Rosa Perry.
“I saw you with your grand peo ple this af ter noon,” she said.
“How do you know who they are?” asked Do minic.
“Oh, ev ery one here knows about them,” she replied.
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“Peo ple say that the young lady who sat be side you will be one of the
great est heiresses in Eng land. I had no idea that you knew such peo ple. I
can’t say that I think much of her looks, how ever. As for her clothes, there
are shop-girls in Croy don who dress far bet ter.”

“I never no ticed,” said Do minic.
“You say so,” said Rosa; “but trust young men not to know what girls

wear. Don’t you think you were very rude last night? It isn’t my idea of a
young man to take a young lady to a the ater, and then leave her in the mid- 
dle of the play.”

“I’m afraid I was rude,” said Do minic; “but I know so lit tle about such
mat ters.”

“But where have you lived?”
“Al ways in York shire,” replied Do minic.
Rosa was ev i dently in clined to be an gry with him, but the fact of his rid- 

ing with the Yorkes that day in creased her in ter est in him. She had seen the
Yorke fam ily be fore, and they had been pointed out to her as among the
rich est and most im por tant peo ple in York shire; there fore her con clu sion
that Do minic was “some thing out of the or di nary” was con firmed.

“What are you do ing to mor row?” she asked presently; “go ing out rid ing
with your rich friends again?”

“No,” said Do minic.
“If the sea is smooth we are tak ing a boat and row ing to Hind ley Bay for

a pic nic. There’ll be room in the boat if you would like to go.”
“You are very kind,” said Do minic, “but I have made other plans for to- 

mor row.”
“Oh! just as you like,” said Rosa petu lantly. She was be gin ning to think

that Do minic was a very dull young man. All the same she wished she knew
where he was go ing, and she could not help re flect ing that she should look
for ward to the pic nic to Hind ley Bay with a great deal more in ter est if he
were com ing.

The truth was, Do minic was trou bled. Some thing was wrong. The
thought of his vo ca tion did not bring him the same joy as it had brought him
two days be fore. He be gan to look for ward to his work with less joy than
be fore. To mor row he would get away into the coun try again, and ex am ine
him self.

The next day was won der fully fine, and again he went out alone. But he
did not turn to wards the moors. He chose a road which led through a lovely
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val ley. Again he was en tranced by the beauty of the scene. It was true that it
was dif fer ent from the wild free dom of the moors, but in its way it was just
as en chant ing. The air was soft and ca ress ing, a tiny river mur mured its way
to the sea, and the fast yel low ing corn-fields bared their bo soms to the shin- 
ing sun. Here and there was a patch of wood land, while through the open- 
ings in the hills he oc ca sion ally saw the sweep of the moor land be yond.

In a way he could not re al ize, he heard the voice of Na ture call ing him.
He was no longer hedged in by rules and reg u la tions. He did not at al most
ev ery hour hear a bell call ing him to some par tic u lar ser vice; he no longer
scented the smell of in cense. Dif fer ent in flu ences were at work. For the first
time he felt that he was verg ing on to man hood, and that which had once
sat is fied him did not sat isfy him now. Was he to live his life dif fer ently
from the way in which other men lived theirs? He thought of the young men
who were stay ing at the same board ing-house as him self. Their out look on
life was dif fer ent from his. They would take to them selves wives, they
would have homes of their own, and see their chil dren grow up around
them, while he was vol un tar ily ac cept ing a life of celibacy. He would never
know of the joys of love or of home. It had been pleas ant to him to watch
the lovers to gether, and he had no ticed how happy they were. But he could
never be happy in that way. Not that he had the slight est thought of love
him self, but the feel ing might come some day, and then he would be bound
by the vows he pro posed to take. He re mem bered ev ery word of the “of- 
fice” ad mit ting him into the full broth er hood of the Com mu nity of the In- 
car na tion. Even now the let ters stood out be fore his mind’s eye as they
stood in the rules and reg u la tions of the Com mu nity:

The Vow of Chastity

SU PE RIOR: Wilt thou take a solemn vow to con tinue in the Holy Es tate of
Chastity dur ing the term of –– years?

NOVICE: ✠ In the Name of the Fa ther, and of the Son, and of the Holy
Ghost. Amen. — I vow that I will ob serve the Holy Es tate of Chastity dur- 
ing the term of years. So help me God!

More over, he knew that he was des tined to take a life vow, not only of
Chastity, but of Poverty and Obe di ence. Each of the three vows would be
bind ing upon him for life, for he felt that he would be cursed in deed if, af ter
putting his hand to the plow, he turned back.
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Bear ing this in mind, it would be im pos si ble for him to think of love and
of home. He was to be a preach ing monk or friar, go ing around the coun try
like those of old, bring ing back the peo ple to re pen tance.

A few days ago he had glo ried in the thought, but now, al though he had
barely seen a glimpse of the world, the de sire for love and home had come
to him.

Presently he was far away in the coun try. Not a soul was to be seen,
noth ing spoke to him but the bab bling brook, the hum of in sects, and the
soft sum mer winds. The day was cloud less, and the shel tered val ley be came
very hot. He jumped over a fence, and threw him self be neath the shade of a
great tree.

He was not long left alone. He had not been there more than a few min- 
utes be fore he saw a man com ing to wards him, fol lowed by a sheep-dog.
The man ap peared to be about forty years of age; he had the ap pear ance of a
small work ing farmer, but seemed in no great hurry.

“I s’pose you know you are tres passin’?” he said to Do minic as he came
up.

“I did not think of it,” said Do minic, ris ing. “I felt hot and tired, and so
came un der the shade of this tree; but I will ––”

“Oh, noa, tha needn’ be in such a hurry! I didn’ msin owt. Set down
agean ef yo want to. Aw’m noan so throng my sen. The truth is, I spoke be- 
cause I war a bit lonely and wanted to talk.”

“It’s very quiet here,” said Do minic,
“Ay, it is. It’s our time for lakin’ as yo may say. Us ’ave got the hay in,

and the corn’ll noan be fit to cut for anuther week.”
“Is this your farm?”
“Ay. Yen’s my house. You can just see it through the trees,”
“It’s very beau ti ful,” said Do minic.
“It’s noan so bad,” said the farmer; “but farmin’s noan what it used to

be.”
“Do you mean that you can’t make your farm pay?”
“I main nowt o’ t’ sort. But there ‘s no brass made out o’ farm ing now,

as you may say,”
“But you make a liv ing?”
“Ay, I mak’ a livin’, but when you’ve nob but sev enty acre, and you’ve

got a wife and six bairns, it tak’s a bit o’ doin’. Ay, lad, it must be grand to
be young and free like you.”
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“What do you mean?” asked Do minic. The man struck him as be ing
fairly in tel li gent, and he at least knew the joys of love and of home.

“I mean this,” said the man. “Yo’re young, yo’ve no cares, no re spon si- 
bil i ties. You come when you like, and go when you like.”

“For the present,” said Do minic mus ingly.
“For the present?” queried the farmer. “Yo doan’t main as how yo are

agoin’ to tie your self up to any one, do yo?”
“Why, what if I did?”
“I think yo’d be a fooil.”
“Why?” asked Do minic.
“‘Cause ther’s nowt i’ this world worth givin’ up yer lib erty for, that’s

why,” said the York shire man. some what im pa tiently.
“Noth ing?” said Do minic ea gerly. He had be come in ter ested in the

man’s con ver sa tion.
“Nowt,” said the man, and his voice was al most stern. “I’ll tell tha, lad,

the saicret of life’s hap pi ness, as I’ve made it out, and as I’ve worked
among these fields, is lib erty. If I wer thy age agean, I’d never give it up.”

“But have you given it up?” asked Do minic.
“Are you not free to come where you like, and go where you like?”
“There’s not a mar ried man i’ Eng land who’s free in that way, mester.

Di rectly a man geets wed, he puts chains upon his legs, ay, and heavy,
strong chains too.”

“And yet you look well and strong and happy.”
“There’s noan so much mat ter wi’ my aitin, as I know on,” said the

farmer.
“And surely, with a wife and six chil dren, you are happy?”
“Put you in my place, and see if you’d be,” was the an swer.
“Then you don’t be lieve that the mar ried life is the hap pi est life?”
The farmer looked at him keenly. “You’re noan very old yet,” he said;

“nob but one or two and twenty any how, but thou lookst as if thou’d brains,
and has kept thy eyes open. Now tell me this: Didst ‘a in all thy life ever
meet wi’ a bach e lor who wished he’d ever got wed?”

“I don’t quite fol low you.”
“Noa. Well, I’ll put it this way. I’m forty-two, and I’ve knocked about a

good ish bit, and jawed with a lot of peo ple. Now then, I’ve met wi’ scores
and scores o’ mar ried men who wished they’d never got wed, but I never
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met wi’ an un wed ded man who wished he was wed. Now you can draw
your own con clu sions.”

“But a man mar ries a woman be cause he loves her, doesn’t he?”
“Ay, or he thinks he does, I s’poase; but what then?”
“Why, isn’t it love that makes hap pi ness?”
“Ah, lad, when tha geets my age, thou’ll know that lasses of twenty or

there abouts are dif fer ent from women who are get tin’ on in life.”
“How?”
“Why, a lass of twenty or so, when tha goes courtin’, ‘as no tem per;

she’s as sweet as sugar, and but ter’ll noan melt in her mouth’ But wait till
she’s got bairns and thou can do nowt to plaise ’er,”

“But they are not all like that. Some are kind and lov ing all through their
lives,”

“Are they? Weel, it may be soa, but I’ve noan met that sooart yet. But
it’s not only that; yer lib erty’s gone the mo ment you git wed. Look ’ere;
yore ’ere for your hol i days, I reckon?”

“I sup pose so.”
“When yo geet back to where you are stay ing, will any body ax where

you’ve been, or why you’re late?”
“No one will care enough to ask.”
“Ex actly. Yo’re free. But geet wed, and you’ve got to give an ac count of

where you’ve been and what you’ve been doin’. You’re away from your
wark for a hol i day. But a mar ried man can noan ’ave a hol i day.”

“Oh, come now!”
“A mar ried man can noan ’ave a hol i day,” re peated the York shire man

sternly, “un less he takes t’ mis sis and bairns wi’ ’im, and where’s the hol i- 
day in that?”

“But surely men go for a hol i day with out their wives?”
“Think that over twice, young ster. If a chap goes for a hol i day wi’out his

mis sis, he knows two things: he knows he’ll be thinkin’ oal time what a
mean cuss he is, and he knows, too, that when he geets ‘ome she’ll be al- 
ways throwin’ it up i’ his teeth.”

“You are jok ing.”
“Am I? Well, I’m telling tha now. Not as I ex pect tha’ll heed what I say,

but it’s true, all t’ same. There’s nowt i’ this warld as is worth givin’ up thy
lib erty for, and geetin’ wed means givin’ it up.”
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“There are other ways by which you can give up your lib erty,” said Do- 
minic mus ingly.

“Ay, then a man’s a fooil if he gives it up,” said the York shire man. “It’s
t’ grand est thing I knows on i’ life, is lib erty, and what ever he geets i’stead
‘ll noan pay for it. Ay, but thou’lt tak’ no heed to what I’ve tould thee.”

“I think I shall.” said Do minic; “but you say that’s your house? I won der
if you can give me a glass of wa ter to drink with my sand wiches?”

“Ay, tha can have a buck et ful. Coom on.”
He led the way to the house which Do minic had dimly seen through the

trees, but be fore they reached it the boy heard the shrill voice of a woman.
“Uzziah, where art a’?”
“I’m comin’, mother.”
“Ay, thou’rt al lus comin’, and thou’rt al lus late. Here’s din ner spoilin’ all

‘cause o’ thee. But who hast a’ goot theer?”
“It’s a chap as wants a drop o’ wat ter with his sand wiches, and I tould

him he cud ha’ soom.”
“Ay, and tha did’n ax’n to ‘ave a bit o’ din ner wi’ os, I’ll war rant.”
“Noa, I did’n knaw that––.”
“Ay, I’ll war rant tha did’n; but come on, t’ pud din will be ’eavy as ’tis.”
Do minic sat down to din ner with the fam ily, which was char ac ter ized by

coarse plenty. With him the farmer’s wife was af fa ble and kind, but with her
hus band she was dif fer ent. He stayed at the house a cou ple of hours be fore
con tin u ing his jour ney.

“What might your wark be?” asked the farmer, as he ac com pa nied him
across two mead ows to wards the mam road.

“I’m studing for the priest hood,”
“What? Art a Ro man Catholic?”
“No, I be long to the Church of Eng land.”
“Then yo’re at col lege?”
“I’m in what you would call a monastery.”
“You main that there’s no wim men there, and you can stay quiet in your

cell.”
“Yes, I sup pose so.”
“Ay, I envy tha, lad, I do, for sure I’d give sum mat if I could just ’ave six

months quiet, I would.”
Do minic laughed.
The York shire man looked at him steadily.
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“I reckon thou’lt mak’ a poor monk,” he said presently; “and may hap
thou’lt kick ower the traces and want to geet wed.”

“No, I never shall. I’m go ing to take the vows.”
“Ay, weel, I tell thee my ex pe ri ence. The only way to get on wi’ women

is to be at their beck and call al ways, and give them their own way i’ ev ery- 
thing. And re mem ber an other thing, lad: lib erty’s grand est thing i’ t’
world,”

Do minic made his way back to the board ing-house that night in a some- 
what al tered frame of mind. It was true he could not help laugh ing as he re- 
mem bered the ex pres sion on the farmer’s face when his wife lec tured him
on his delin quen cies. It was ir re sistibly funny to see how the great, strong
York shire man feared the lit tle woman who lec tured him; nev er the less it af- 
fected his thoughts.

“What would that man give for the si lence of the clois ter?” he said to
him self as he tramped along.

"And what a hell it must be to be for ever bur dened with a nag ging,
shrewish wife! He has taken no vow ex cept the mar riage vow, and yet he
can hardly call his soul his own. Adam was in Par adise un til the woman
came into the Gar den of Eden. Be sides, have not the great Fa thers of the
Church re peat edly de clared that woman is man’s chief en emy? One thing he
felt sure of, more even than he had felt it two days be fore: he hated Mag gie
Yorke. It was she who had turned him aside from his pur pose in the the ater,
it was she who scorned the vo ca tion to which he felt him self called.

Yes, un doubt edly the less he had to say to the op po site sex the bet ter.
Rosa Perry was vain and shal low and silly. All her plea sures were poor and
worldly. As for Mag gie Yorke, she less ened his pas sion for his work, she
made him long for the plea sures of the world, and he was glad he hated her.

He spent the full time Fa ther Town ley had men tioned to him at the wa- 
ter ing-place, but he was glad it was over. He wanted to get back to his life
of study and prayer, he wanted to pre pare him self for his call ing. When the
last day of his “test ing time” came, he re joiced be cause he felt as ea ger as
ever for the vo ca tion, and he dreamed con tin u ally of the glad time when he,
hav ing taken his vows and be ing pre pared for his work, could go up and
down Eng land, like the preach ing monks and fri ars of old, when he would
win the peo ple from heresy, and schism, and sin, back to the one true
Catholic Church.
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Among the most pleas ant of his dreams, how ever, was the one of the
time when he should preach his first ser mon in the great church at Mere- 
mead ows, and when Mag gie Yorke would, ac cord ing to her prom ise, come
and hear him.
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10. The Years Pass By

IF DO MINIC WILDTHORNE had any doubts about his vo ca tion prior to his
re turn to his old life, they were quickly dis pelled. Had the York shire farmer
en larged upon the joys and the glory of lib erty? Fa ther Town ley had made
him feel that the bondage which he con tem plated was far more glo ri ous. Al- 
most im me di ately on his re turn the Su pe rior had preached in his hear ing on
the text, “I, Paul, the pris oner of Je sus.” In this ser mon the Su pe rior, while
ad mit ting man’s in nate love of lib erty, urged that ab so lute lib erty as men
un der stood it was im pos si ble, but showed how true lib erty was only re al- 
ized by be com ing a pris oner of Christ, and that hav ing ac cepted His bonds,
the high est kind of lib erty be came man’s pos ses sion. He pic tured Paul with- 
out home, with out wife or chil dren, with out riches, own ing no al le giance to
any one, save his Di vine Mas ter, go ing from land to land, and from city to
city pro claim ing Christ. It was a life of hard ship and toil; yet he re joiced in
his bonds, and de spised the al lure ments of the world. Ev ery word in spired
the young novice’s heart; and as the preacher dwelt on the great apos tle’s
tri umphant joys, telling how his bonds be came his glory and his crown, the
last ves tige of doubt seemed re moved. He wanted no lib erty save that which
Paul had, he longed for the bonds which made the apos tle a pris oner. Thus
when the day came for him to be ad mit ted a brother of the Com mu nity, he
re joiced with joy un speak able.

He never for got that solemn ser vice, when his ad mis sion took place. The
Su pe rior sat on the north side of the al tar vested in alb and vi o let cope, and
as he was brought from the nave of the church by the se nior brother present,
his heart was filled with a great throb bing joy. The time was im me di ately
be fore the An tiphon of the Mag ni fi cat at Solemn Ves pers. In the church
were the broth ers of the Com mu nity.

He knelt at the feet of Fa ther Town ley, and heard him say:
“What dost thou re quire?”
His voice was hoarse with emo tion as he made his re sponse, nev er the- 

less he spoke plainly.
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“I de sire to be ad mit ted as a Brother in the Com mu nity of the In car na- 
tion.”

“Brother Do minic Wildthorne de sires to be ad mit ted as a Brother in our
Com mu nity. Are you will ing that I should ex am ine him be fore you, and
pro ceed to ad mit him to our Com mu nity?” said the Su pe rior.

And the Broth ers around him replied:
“We are will ing.”
“Dost thou fully know that the Re li gious Life is a solemn es pousal of Je- 

sus Christ; and that the Con sum ma tion of the Bridal tie with the Lord will
be ex pected of thee, when thou shalt take thy fi nal vows?”

“All this I know full well.”
“The Bride groom would have his spouse leave his fa ther, mother, broth- 

ers, sis ters, and re la tions, and cleave unto Him. Canst thou do this?”
There seemed to be a tone of warn ing in the Su pe rior’s voice as he asked

this ques tion, but he replied boldly:
“In His strength I leave them, in or der that I may be joined to the Lord,

and be one in spirit with Him.”
Then all the Brethren said aloud:
“Thanks be to God.” This was fol lowed by the An tiphon.
“For get also thine own peo ple, and thy fa ther’s house, and shall the King

have plea sure in thy beauty.”
Then said the Su pe rior:
“Why dost thou de sire to leave the world, its per mit ted plea sure and love

of friends?”
And he replied ac cord ing to the of fice:
“In or der that I may give my self more truly to the Lord, as the apos tle

says: ‘That I may be with out care ful ness for the fash ions of this world’; also
that I may give up my self more truly to the work of Je sus, by work ing for
the sal va tion of souls un der the Rule of the Com mu nity of the In car na tion.”

Upon this the An tiphon fol lowed:
“The Mas ter is come and cal leth for thee, Al leluia; the Spirit and the

Bride say Come, Al leluia.”
“Dost thou de sire en tirely to re nounce and for sake the world and its

plea sures?”
“I do, for the love of Christ con straineth me.”
And so on to the end of the of fice, un til he heard with joy the Su pe rior

say:
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“Know that thou hast made a good pro fes sion; to few is it given to leave
all for Christ’s sake, and to choose the Heav enly Bride groom. Thank thou
the Lord who hast called thee.”

“Thanks be to God,” he replied.
Af ter they had all knelt down, and sang the Mis erere, the great Litany

fol lowed, and then af ter other suf frages he took his vows.
In ad di tion to the vow of chastity he took the vow of vol un tary poverty,

promis ing to pos sess noth ing dur ing a given time. Fol low ing this was the
vow of Obe di ence, in which he said:

“✠ In the name of the Fa ther and of the Son and of the Holy Ghost.
Amen. I vow un ques tion ing obe di ence to the rule of the Com mu nity of the
In car na tion, and to the in struc tions of the Su pe rior in de tail, as unto the
voice of God Him self, so help me God.”

Af ter this he signed the writ ten form of his vows, and go ing to the al tar,
he in his heart pre sented them to God on his knees. When this was done, the
cord of Chastity, the Habit of Poverty, and the Tip pet of Holy Obe di ence
were given him. Af ter this were cer tain pe ti tions and re sponses, and then all
joined in the fol low ing prayer:

“O most sweet, and most chaste Je sus, great and spot less Son of the ever
pure and Holy Mary, re ceive in Thine own em brace Thy ser vant, Do minic
Wildthorne, our Brother, who has now by solemn vows unto the Com mu- 
nity es poused him self to Thee. . . . Con firm him in his holy vo ca tion, and
that, his term of his novi tiate safely past, he may de vote him self by life-long
vows to Thee.”1

When Do minic re tired to his cell that night, he felt that the de sires of his
heart had been ful filled. He was a brother of the Com mu nity, and he would
now be able to de vote him self to the work of pre par ing for his great vo ca- 
tion. To be a preach ing monk; to go from town to town, and vil lage to vil- 
lage, as the monks of old had gone; to be one of those who should help to
bring back the Church of Eng land to the great mother Church, to re store
Eng land to the con di tion in which it was when the Church ruled, — what
could he de sire more?

He was glad now that Fa ther Town ley had in sisted on his go ing away for
a few days. It had given him an op por tu nity to prove him self wor thy of his
call ing. He did not hate the world, it sim ply had no al lure ments for him. He
was glad he had gone to the Spa The ater: his visit had opened his eyes to
his glo ri ous op por tu ni ties. It had showed him also that the great en e mies to
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a man’s soul were women. But for Mag gie Yorke, he would have de liv ered
his mes sage. It was she who had made him dumb. Well, per haps it was well
on this oc ca sion that he had not spo ken; he was not yet pre pared. Nev er the- 
less, the in ci dent made him re al ize that if he were to be true to his vows, he
must shut women out of his heart al to gether. It was for him to live for the
Church, and there fore he must not look at women’s faces; he must drive all
thought of them from his life.

He had no doubts. He had en tered the House of the Com mu nity of the
In car na tion while his char ac ter was un formed and while his be liefs were in
a liq uid con di tion, and the years he had spent there had molded him ac cord- 
ing to the de sired pat tern. He had learnt to look at ev ery thing through the
eyes of the Su pe rior, and know ing lit tle or noth ing of the thoughts of the
world, there seemed noth ing for him but to ac cept ev ery thing with out ques- 
tion. And this he did. The great over mas ter ing thought in his mind was that
he was to be a preach ing monk, and to this end all his en er gies must be
bent. His great busi ness in life was to win men for the Church, and to help
to heal the Church’s di vi sions. For all the sects out side what he called the
Church, his feel ings were made up of anger, of con tempt, and of pity.
Schism was a form of sin which must be fought to the death, and to which
no quar ter must be given. Mean while he had re nounced the world. He had
no money, he wanted none, and he be lieved that the es tate of poverty was a
holy es tate. He had no will, save the will of the Su pe rior, and the Su pe rior’s
com mands were as the com mands of God. The Church was the de pos i tory
of God’s power, and the ex pres sion of God’s thoughts. It is true that at times
he thought of the great lines of cleav age which ex isted be tween the An gli- 
can and the Latin Church, but he had a vague feel ing that the mis takes made
by the Ref or ma tion would be reme died. It was for him to ac cept the po si- 
tion taken up at the Com mu nity of the In car na tion with un fal ter ing faith,
and seek to undo the wrongs of the past.

Thus, dur ing the next five years he gave him self to ea ger study, al ways
with the same thought in his mind. No mem ber of the Com mu nity was
more obe di ent to dis ci pline, more fer vent in his de vo tions, or more faith ful
to the be liefs of the broth er hood than he. Ev ery power he pos sessed, he cul- 
ti vated with the ut most care. He pos sessed a nat u ral fa cil ity for speech, and
he care fully stud ied the arts of the or a tor. In read ing the life of Savonarola,
he saw how the great preacher’s close study of phi los o phy aided him in his
preach ing, and he rev eled in mys ti cal phi los o phy. He sat u rated his mind
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with the sto ries of the Church’s past vic to ries, and com mit ted to mem ory
long ex tracts from the ser mons of the great preach ing fa thers. It was to the
past that the world must look for the truth, and not the present. Thus
Chrysos tom, Gre gory, St. Am brose, St. Basil, St. Jerome, St. Hi lary, be came
his mod els. The Church be came his pas sion, while the world had to be sub- 
ju gated to the will of the Church.

When the Su pe rior in sisted on his tak ing a va ca tion, he went to a Church
of Eng land monastery in Wales, and there he found fel low ship with men
who were ab so lutely ig no rant of the dis cov er ies of sci ence, of crit i cism, or
of schol ar ship.

The head of this monastery was a preach ing monk, who went around
Eng land in a monk’s garb, and a shaven crown. It was true the Church of
Eng land re fused to open some of its build ings to this man, nev er the less he
be came in many re spects Do minic’s liv ing hero.

Thus, by the time Do minic was twenty-four years of age, all his
thoughts, hopes, and ideals were shaped by his years of as so ci a tion and
train ing. The twelfth cen tury was more real than the twen ti eth.

The one great thing in the world was the Church, as a great ec cle si as ti cal
in sti tu tion; the great need of the world was the ac cep tance of the Church’s
sacra ments and the Church’s teach ing.

When his course of train ing came to an end, and when he had been or- 
dained, Fa ther Town ley called him into his study.

“It is time you com menced your work,” said the older man kindly.
“I hope I am ready,” he replied.
“Do you look for ward to it with joy?”
“I look for ward to noth ing else,” he replied.
“I want to pre pare you for great dis ap point ments,” said the Su pe rior.
“What do you mean?” asked Do minic.
“I mean this,” replied Fa ther Town ley. “You are soon to com mence your

ac tual work in the world. You know lit tle or noth ing of it. Your life has been
the life of the clois ter and the study, rather than that of the world. In your
boy hood you knew noth ing of the real world, and you have not learned it
here. But you will soon know now. I have been ar rang ing an itin er ary for
you.”

“Yes?” said Do minic ea gerly.
The Su pe rior looked at him steadily, and tears came into his eyes. He

had taken to Do minic from the first, and as the years passed away he had
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learned to love him. He was more than twenty-four years old now; but the
older man knew that he was ig no rant of the world’s life, its strug gles, and
its temp ta tions. Do minic had seen life from the out side, and not from
within. More over, the older man had the gift of imag i na tion, and he felt sure
that ly ing la tent in Do minic’s na ture were long ings and pas sions which
would one day be aroused. His great, dark eyes, his sen si tive mouth, the
tremu lous lips, all sug gested the hid den fires of the heart. By-and-by, when
he came face to face with the world’s thoughts and prob lems and ques tions,
when he had to wres tle with men’s real dif fi cul ties, then would come the
test ing time. At present all seemed easy and plain; to the youth’s en thu si asm
ev ery thing seemed pos si ble; but when he came into con tact with the cul- 
tured ag nos ti cism and the in dif fer ent skep ti cism which would meet him at
ev ery hand, all would be changed.

Be sides, other ques tions would nat u rally rise in his mind, ques tions con- 
cern ing; but he would not trou ble about that. Had not Do minic’s whole
train ing gone to pre pare him for these? He had done his best, and the is sues
must be left in the hands of Him whom he be lieved smiled upon his work.

“Yes,” he said presently, “I have ar ranged your itin er ary, and I have de- 
cided that you shall be gin your work here at Mere mead ows, that you shall
preach at the Church of St. Michael and All An gels next Thurs day
evening.”

Do minic was speech less for a mo ment. A kind of awe pos sessed him.
“Yes, Fa ther,” he said presently.
“Look,” con tin ued Fa ther Town ley with a smile, “I have gone so far as

to have bills printed. Here is one.”
Do minic looked at it like one afraid. Yes, there was his name in large

type —

THE REV EREND FA THER DO MINIC WILDTHORNE.

He never felt so in signif i cant in his life. How could he stand in the pul pit of
the Church of St. Michael and preach! But the feel ing of awe was fol lowed
by one of joy. At last his dream would be re al ized. The vi sion of years had
been to see him self in the pul pit of the great church at Mere mead ows, and
now the vi sion was to be come a re al ity. Again he saw the crowded seats in
the dim church, again he heard the chant of the choir, and then he saw him- 
self climb the pul pit stairs and de liver his mes sage. At last! At last!
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“You’ve pre pared your ser mon, I ex pect?” said Fa ther Town ley, with a
smile.

“Yes, yes— that is Fa ther, I should like you to read it be fore I de liver it.
And — and I think I shall have to re write it.”

“Very well, I will read it; but you will re mem ber that no true preacher
was ever tied down to the writ ten word. St. Do minic would never have
swayed men as the wind sways the tree tops had he been fet tered with a
man u script.”

“Oh, no! Ev ery word shall burn into my brain and heart be fore I climb
the pul pit stairs,” said Do minic ea gerly. “I will try and prove wor thy, Fa- 
ther; but I am very young, and I — I — am afraid to trust my self.”

“I quite un der stand. Well, af ter I have heard you, we will talk again on
these things; mean while you will want to be alone.”

Do minic went away to his cell like one in a dream. Al though he had
fondly hoped that his first pub lic ser mon might be de liv ered at Mere mead- 
ows, he had never re ally be lieved that he would be so hon ored. And now to
see his name in print! to see him self ad ver tised as the preacher in
St. Michael’s Church! Oh, the joy of it!

He took the man u script of the ser mon he had been for months se cretly
pre par ing, and be gan to read. Ah, that first ser mon! “He that is ashamed to
con fess Me be fore men, him also will I be ashamed to con fess be fore My
Fa ther and His Holy An gels.”

That was the text that he had brooded over, and this text was to be the
ba sis of the ser mon that was to com mence his pub lic min istry, and help to
es tab lish the King dom of God. It was all very plain to him. To con fess
Christ was to con fess His Church. The Church was Christ’s body. There fore
he who was ashamed to con fess his al le giance to Christ’s Church as man i- 
fested in the Church’s sacra ments and doc trines — on him would fall the
aw ful doom.

There fore all athe ists, all schis mat ics –––
He was re minded of Mag gie Yorke. He re mem bered the prom ise he had

made to her when he had gone to her fa ther’s house soon af ter he had first
met her at the ceme tery gates. It was all very un real then, and it was but lit- 
tle more real when he had met her years later away on the wild moors, and
had re newed his prom ise. But now it was a re al ity. His name stood out in
cap i tal let ters on the bill which was spread out be fore him. He had re ceived
the bishop’s li cense to preach, and was dif fer ent from that ig no rant evan ge- 
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list who had so aroused his anger long years be fore. Yes, and he would be
faith ful, he would ut ter the truth with no un cer tain sound.

And she would be there. She had promised to come and hear him when
he preached at Mere mead ows, and he had promised to tell her when this
event should take place. And there was no dif fi culty in do ing this. All he
had to do was to see that she re ceived a copy of one of these bills.

He had not seen her since that day on which they had met on the moors.
She had ridiculed him then, but she would not ridicule him now. He would
make her trem ble as Savonarola made the proud ladies of Flo rence trem ble,
as St. Paul made Fe lix trem ble in the days when the light of the Chris tian
day was first dawn ing.

He read the ser mon through for the hun dredth time. Yes, there was no
flaw in his rea son ing. It was built on eter nal truth, and she would be con- 
vinced.

Al most un con sciously he found him self won der ing what she would be
like. More than five years had passed since be had seen her last. She was
about sev en teen then; now she must be twenty-two. She had told him that
she was go ing back to school for a year, and then was tak ing up her res i- 
dence in Somerville. He bad since re al ized that Somerville was an Ox ford
Col lege for women. Well, no doubt she would be very learned and very
clever; but he was sure of his ground, and the Su pe rior would read his ser- 
mon be fore he de liv ered it. Be sides, was it not said that God had cho sen the
weak of this world to con found the mighty?

All this showed that Do minic was, even yet, only an in ex pe ri enced boy,
with a boy’s thoughts, and a boy’s dreams. By-and-by his eyes would be
opened; but at present he had no doubts nor fears.

On the fol low ing Thurs day he found his way to the Church of
St. Michael, feel ing that the great day of his life had come.

1. The above are lit eral ex tracts from the of fice of ad mis sion into one of
the or ders of the Church of Eng land.↩ 
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11. St. Michael’s Church

MAG GIE YORKE sat at the pi ano in the draw ing-room of Bar stone af ter
din ner on a Sep tem ber evening. Mag gie was alone, for the sim ple rea son
that nei ther her fa ther nor her brother en tered the draw ing-room ex cept un- 
der com pul sion. As for Mrs. Yorke, she was gen er ally found near her hus- 
band. Mag gie was dream ing. It was true her fin gers moved qui etly over the
keys, but she had no mu sic be fore her. Nei ther was she play ing from mem- 
ory. She was sim ply let ting her fin gers fall where they would, and al most
un con sciously her dream found ex pres sion in mu sic. Had an acute lis tener
been there, he would have thought of Brown ing’s poem, “Want ing is
What?” For while her mu sic was not in a mi nor key, it sug gested some thing
plain tive. It told nei ther of con tent ment nor tri umph.

And yet she be lieved her self per fectly happy. It was true she was a lit tle
tired. The Sep tem ber day had been warm, and some what sul try, and Mag gie
had been for a long walk. Per haps that was why, af ter din ner, she had found
her way to the draw ing-room, and sat be fore the open pi ano. Per haps there
was an other rea son for the want of tri umph or con tent ment in her mu sic.
She had come to a kind of tran si tion pe riod in her life. She had left Ox ford
only three months be fore, af ter hav ing spent four years at Somerville Col- 
lege. While there she had a pur pose in life. She wanted to take first-class
hon ors, and while she did not ab sent her self from the fes tiv i ties of the old
Uni ver sity town, she worked hard, and was fi nally re warded by oc cu py ing a
place of dis tinc tion in the ex am i na tion lists. Mag gie had spe cial ized in his- 
tory, and had left the Uni ver sity laden with hon ors. Her col lege was justly
proud of her, and the York shire news pa pers were not slow in giv ing pub lic- 
ity to the fact that the only daugh ter of Fletcher Yorke had had a dis tin- 
guished Uni ver sity ca reer.

For a time all this made Mag gie very elated. She saw with de light that
her fa ther and mother glo ried in her achieve ments, and it seemed to her that
the cup of her hap pi ness was full. She had thor oughly en joyed her hol i day
in Ger many, ac com pa nied as she had been by her fa ther and mother, to- 
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gether with two of her best friends. Af ter her re turn, how ever, her friends
had nat u rally gone to their own homes, and she had to set tle down to the
quiet ness of her home life.

She did not find this irk some, but she re al ized that some thing was want- 
ing. That was nat u ral. All of us, con sciously or un con sciously, de mand
some def i nite ob ject for which to live. While Mag gie was work ing for her
de gree, or rather in or der that she might pass the ex am i na tions which would
have qual i fied her for her de gree had she been a man, she had a def i nite
aim, but now she had none. She had passed the ex am i na tions with dis tinc- 
tion, and there seemed noth ing more to be done. She was not even en ti tled
to the de gree for which she had worked. For, to the dis grace of our older
Uni ver si ties, women, while al lowed to com pete with men, are not al lowed
to wear all the hon ors they have won. What tan gi ble or suf fi cient rea son
there is for this has not yet been made clear to the mind of man, any more
than why a woman who is fully qual i fied may not prac tice at the Bar. But as
prej u dice is stronger than com mon-sense, women have to wait for their
rights.

Not that Mag gie trou bled so much about this. She was con scious that she
had won her hon ors, al though the pur blind ness of of fi cial dom tried to keep
some of them back from her; but she did have a kind of feel ing that she had
come to a new phase of her ex is tence, and that some thing was want ing.

“Mags.”
“Yes.”
“Come in here. What are you moon ing alone there for?”
It was her brother George who spoke.
“Why should I come in there?”
“Why, to be hold us in our beauty.”
“My dear George, I shall be able to see nei ther fa ther, mother, Fletcher

nor you for to bacco smoke. Be sides, I’ve got a new dress on.”
“Ex actly; we want to feast our eyes on such a won drous cre ation,” said

young Fletcher. “It is fear fully and won der fully made!”
“So are you, Fletcher,” re torted Mag gie. “But I have pity on my dress. If

I come in there it will smell of to bacco smoke for a week. Your cigars are
hor ri bly strong.”

“Mag gie, if you are not ed u cated up to the point of ap pre ci at ing good
Ha vana smoke, fa ther has wasted all the money he spent on send ing you to
Ox ford.”
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“Come on, Mags,” said Fletcher Yorke se nior, “it’s not of ten I have an
evening home, let us all spend it to gether.”

Mag gie found her way into a room which was des ig nated “the lounge,”
the chief char ac ter is tics of which were the num ber of easy chairs which
were scat tered around the room, and the per fume of to bacco.

“The air is fairly thick,” she said, as she en tered.
“With in cense,” said young Fletcher. “My dear girl, do try and ap pre ci ate

your priv i leges. In my opin ion this in cense is far more sen si ble than that
burnt at St. Michael’s.”

“What do you know about St. Michael’s?”
“Oh! I went there last Sun day. Of coirse you know there has been a row

about the Com mu nity of the In car na tion. The pa pers have been call ing it
‘The new route to Rome,’ and I hear that the mem ber for Gilchrist is go ing
to kick up a row about it when Par lia ment meets. One of the pa pers sug- 
gests that the place is sub si dized from Rome, so I thought I’d go.”

“And did you en joy it?”
“Oh! it was a very fair copy of the ser vices at the Ro man Catholic

chapel. As far as I can see, there was noth ing to choose. As far as I could
judge, all the vest ments were copied from Rome; the church fairly reeked of
in cense, while the ser mon might have been preached in one of the chapels
at St. Pe ter’s by the Pope’s own chap lain.”

At that mo ment there was a knock at the door, and a ser vant en tered,
bring ing the let ters which had ar rived by the last post.

“Any for me, dad?” asked Mag gie.
“Only some thing with a half penny stamp, my dear,” replied Fletcher

Yorke.
Mag gie did not trou ble to open the en ve lope.
“I think the postal reg u la tions are a nui sance,” she said. “When ever I see

any thing with a half penny stamp it loses in ter est.”
“It may be a dress maker’s ad ver tise ment,” sug gested George.
“Dress mak ers know bet ter than to send their com mu ni ca tions in such an

unattrac tive way,” she replied.
“Their com mu ni ca tions may cor re spond with the dresses,” sug gested

young Fletcher.
“How dare you in sin u ate that Mags’ dresses are unattrac tive?” laughed

George.
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“I de cline to dis cuss my dress,” said Mag gie; “that is, with per sons who
have no sense of the beau ti ful,” she added. “But to re turn to my dis like to
half penny stamps. When you go into Par lia ment, Fletcher, I hope you’ll
bring about a re form.”

“My dear girl,” said Fletcher, “you are not a stu dent of phi los o phy. It is
not the stamp that makes the dif fer ence, it is the fact that the thing is open.
There’s no mys tery about it. The one thing a woman loves is the thing that’s
closed. It sug gests mys tery. That’s why nine-tenths of the con gre ga tion at
St. Michael’s were made up of women. The in cense, the gen u flect ing, and
the whole at mos phere of the place sug gests mys tery. That’s the se cret of the
power of this kind of thing over the women. Men in the main laugh at it, but
women are at tracted by it. They are im pressed by the idea that the of fi ci at- 
ing priest has some mys te ri ous power, oth er wise they would find no in ter est
in it. They don’t dare to find out what the mys tery is, but they are im pressed
by the in cense, and all the rest of it.”

“I think it is a shame that such things should be al lowed in the Church of
Eng land,” re marked Mrs. Yorke, speak ing for the first time; “don’t you,
Fletcher?” And she turned to wards her hus band.

“The won der to me is that it has any at trac tion,” re marked the York shire- 
man. “I think there is some thing in what young Fletcher says. Not only
women love mys tery, but men are nearly as bad. This af ter noon, as I was
com ing through the town, I saw a crowd of peo ple gath ered around a kind
of cheap Jack sort of fel low, who had a box, con cern ing which he made a
great deal of fuss. The peo ple seemed to be very anx ious to know what was
in side. So the fel low, who had been do ing all he knew to in crease this anx i- 
ety, told them that if they would throw five shillings on the box, he would
open it, and let them see. Well, in two min utes sixty pen nies were thrown
on the box. Af ter the cheap Jack had care fully counted them, he put them in
his pocket, and pre pared to open the box. You never saw such a look of ea- 
ger ness as there was upon the faces of the peo ple. They crowded around so
close that the fel low had hardly room to move. One guessed one thing, an- 
other guessed an other, but all seemed sure that there was some thing won- 
der ful.”

“Well, did he open the box?” asked young Fletcher.
“Yes, he opened it.”
“And what was in it?”
“Guess.”
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“Oh! a white rat, or some thing of that sort,” sug gested young Fletcher.
“Oh, no! some ho cus-pocus,” said George.
“What do you say, Mag gie?”
“I’ll give it up. Tell us.”
“The box was empty.”
“Empty?”
“There was ab so lutely noth ing in it. But it just shows what peo ple are.

Cre ate a mys tery, and you can do al most any thing.”
“I think such things are shame ful,” said Mrs. Yorke, “and I won der that

you, Fletcher, be ing a mag is trate, didn’t have the fel low taken up for swin- 
dling.”

“I did think of it,” replied Mr. Yorke; “but af ter all, it served the peo ple
right for be ing such fools. Be sides,” he added whim si cally, “I am not sure
that I didn’t throw on a penny my self.”

At this there was gen eral laugh ter, ex cept ing only Mrs. Yorke, who felt
quite scan dal ized.

“I won der what has be come of that boy whom we met on the moors
some years ago?” said Mrs. Yorke at length. “He was study ing to be a
preach ing monk, he said.”

“I ex pect he’s a full-blown priest by this time,” said Mr. Yorke. “He was
shap ing that way when we saw him last. I’ve never seen nor heard of him
since then. It’s a pity, for I be lieve the boy had the mak ings of a man in
him.”

“He was a sort of a fa nat i cal prig that day,” said Mag gie with some as- 
per ity.

“Let’s hope he’ll come to his senses,” said Fletcher Yorke, who had all
the prac ti cal York shire man’s con tempt for what he called “church
millinery.”

Mean while Mag gie opened the en ve lope which she had been list lessly
hold ing in her hand. As she took out the en clo sure she al most gave a start.

“Here’s an an swer to your ques tion, fa ther,” she said. “It has come in my
half penny-stamp let ter.”

“What is it?”
“It is a bill an nounc ing that next Thurs day, be ing the feast of St. Michael

and All An gels, there will be a spe cial ser vice at St. Michael’s Church, and
that the preacher will be the Rev erend Fa ther Do minic Wildthorne.”

For a few sec onds there was a si lence.
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“I lit tle thought,” said Fletcher Yorke presently, “when we saw that poor
lad cry ing at the ceme tery gates, and taken off by Fa ther Trou ville, that he
would turn out that way. If I had, I’d a brought him back my self, and given
him some hon est work in the mill.”

“You are big oted, fa ther,” said his son Fletcher. “Af ter all, those fel lows
have done a great deal of good, and this chap may do far more good as an
In car na tion Fa ther than as a weaver. Be sides, big oted as you are, it has
come out since that you gave them land to ex tend their build ings.”

“Ay, and I’ve never been sure I did right,” said the York shire man qui etly.
“I’m go ing to hear him,” said Mag gie’ “Will you come with me, Fletcher

and George?”
“Thanks, no, we’ve en gage ments that night,” replied the young men

with a laugh.
“Won’t you come, then, fa ther?” asked Mag gie. “I know it’s no use ask- 

ing mother to go.”
“Nay, lass,” said her fa ther, “That kind of thing is noth ing in my line.”
“If you go, you must take Selina with you,” said Mrs. Yorke; “but for my

own part, I would not en cour age such pop ery by go ing near the place.”
When Mag gie went to bed that night she read the bill again, and then she

re called the fact that long years be fore he had promised to tell her when he
preached at Mere mead ows, while she had promised to go and hear him. She
had never imag ined at the time that such a thing would ever come to pass,
nei ther had she paid any at ten tion to it since. Now, how ever, as she sat
alone in her room, the mem ory of the day when the wist ful-eyed boy spoke
to her about his long ings and hopes came vividly be fore her mind. He had
asked her what kind of men she ad mired, and she had told him that she ad- 
mired those who be came lead ers of men, and made oth ers obey their will.
She re mem bered how his eyes had flashed as she had spo ken, and how he
had said that he meant to be a man like that.

The bill be fore her seemed a strange com men tary upon the boy-and-girl
con ver sa tion. Some thing like ten years had passed away, and he had ar rived
at a man’s es tate, and in stead of be com ing a leader of men, he had be come a
kind of Church of Eng land monk, who she imag ined would be blood less
and char ac ter less. He promised to be a sort of ec cle si as ti cal prig when she
had seen him on the moors, and she had no doubt but that he had ful filled
the prom ise.
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Dur ing Mag gie’s so journ at Ox ford she had re moved fur ther and fur ther
from any thing like ad mi ra tion of the ec cle si as ti cal. The col lege in which
she had lived was strictly un de nom i na tional, and she had come into con tact
with peo ple of all sorts of the o log i cal views. But more, she had made a spe- 
cial study of his tory, which study had made it im pos si ble for her to ad mire
those of Do minic’s way of think ing.

Still she de ter mined to go to St. Michael’s Church. She had some cu rios- 
ity about the preacher. The night when she had first seen him at the ceme- 
tery gates, nearly ten years be fore, had been im pressed upon her mind. She
had of ten thought since of the moans she had heard, and of the tone of the
boy’s voice when he had told her fa ther that he had that day been to his fa- 
ther’s fu neral.

There fore, on the night in ques tion she found her way to St. Michael’s
Church. As she walked along, she heard the bell ring ing for the ser vice, and
she won dered whether Do minic would be one who would dare to think for
him self, or whether he would be sim ply an echo of those who were at the
head of his Or der.

It was quite early when she en tered the build ing, and very few were
present. More over, she judged from the slow way in which the chairs were
filled that there would not be a large con gre ga tion. She was rather glad of
this than oth er wise, for the sim ple rea son that she dis liked crowds when she
went to church. Where there was a crowd there was usu ally a lack of quiet
thought ful ness. And Mag gie wanted to be quiet. She was glad she had come
early; it gave her an op por tu nity of tak ing note of the ar chi tec ture of the
church; it also al lowed the rest ful at mos phere of the build ing to take pos ses- 
sion of her. In a way the dimly lighted build ing af fected her. There was
some thing re pose ful, some thing wor ship ful in ev ery thing. And yet there
was a sense of un re al ity in it all. In cense had ev i dently been used freely on
some re cent oc ca sion, and she was re minded un pleas antly of some of the
churches she had vis ited on the Con ti nent. In deed, but for her knowl edge of
the fact that she was in a Church of Eng land, de clared by the Prayer-book to
be pu ri fied from the “abom i na tions of Rome,” she would have fan cied her- 
self in a Pa pist church. The old Pu ri tan sever ity which had ob tained af ter
the Eng lish Rev o lu tion was nowhere in ev i dence. Ev ery thing that could be
done had been done to de stroy the idea of those Protes tant be liefs on which
the Church of Eng land was sup posed to be founded.
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Presently the hour for the com mence ment of the ser vice ar rived, and the
choir and clergy en tered the church. Again Mag gie re flected that she was no
longer par tic i pat ing in the quiet but dig ni fied Church ser vice, a ser vice
which, in spite of her Pu ri tan up bring ing, al ways ap pealed to her as wor- 
ship ful and rev er ent. Rather it was an undig ni fied copy of a semi-pa gan cer- 
e mo nial, which, what ever it might seem to oth ers, was to her tawdry and ar- 
ti fi cial. The hymns they sung, too, struck to her a false note. Al though she
had of ten at tended Church ser vices, she could not re mem ber hav ing heard
them be fore.

An gel of peace, may Michael to our dwelling, 
 Down from high heaven, in mighty calm ness come. 
Breath ing all peace, and hideous war dis pelling 
 To hell’s dark gloom.

An gel of night, may Gabriel, swift de scend ing. 
 Far from our gates our an cient foe re pel. 
And, as of old, o’er Zacharias bend ing. 
 In tem ples dwell.

The boys and the youths be long ing to the Com mu nity sung very sweetly,
but ev ery thing seemed to lack re al ity. The thought of Michael, Gabriel,
Raphael, and the rest of the an gels, did not help her to wor ship.

She had been ac cus tomed to hymns which of fered ado ra tion to the great
Fa ther of mankind, and were in the main sung by the whole con gre ga tion.
Per haps that was the rea son she had no feel ing of wor ship while the choir
sang hymns about an gels. How ever, it was all very in ter est ing, and al though
the church was but sparsely filled, and al most ex clu sively by women, she
re al ized a kind of solem nity dif fi cult to de fine or an a lyze.

Presently, how ever, the ser vice came to an end, and while the con gre ga- 
tion was singing an other hymn, she saw some one climb the pul pit steps. In
spite of her self, she felt strangely moved. The thought of the ragged boy to
whom she had tried to be kind years be fore be com ing the preacher in this
stately church pos sessed the el e ments of ro mance. She could not see his
face as he en tered the pul pit, as he was in the shade, and when he came to
the light he pil lowed his face in his hands as if in prayer. Be fore the hymn
was fin ished, how ever, he lifted his head and looked around the church. The
light just above his head shone strongly upon him, re veal ing ev ery fea ture.

She al most shud dered as she watched. When last she had seen him he,
while not of ro bust ap pear ance, looked com par a tively healthy and strong.
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Now, how ever, he was thin al most to ema ci a tion, and his black eyes had a
most un earthly look. Ev i dently Do minic had be come an as cetic, while the
ex pres sion of his eyes sug gested a fa natic. Still he was an in ter est ing study,
and she won dered of what he was think ing as his eyes moved steadily and
search ingly over the con gre ga tion.

Presently their eyes met. It was only for a sec ond, but long enough to
make both know that they had seen and rec og nized each other. Mag gie was
per fectly un moved, but she no ticed that Do minic gave a start, while the
blood rushed madly into his face.

He quickly mas tered him self, how ever, and be fore the hymn was fin- 
ished his face was again stern, and al most rigid, while in his eyes there was
a look which she could not un der stand.

The hymn ceased, and all the lights in the church were turned low, save
that just above the preacher’s head. She no ticed that he wore a preach ing
stole, sim i lar to that worn in Ro man ist churches, and in spite of her sur- 
round ings she could not help com par ing him with the ragged boy who ten
years be fore stood by the ceme tery gates, and who cried out with a voice
full of an guish:

“Mother deed when I wur a lit tle un; feyther deed a Monda.”
He stood erect, and crossed him self.
“In the name of the Fa ther, the Son, and the Holy Ghost.”
And then he gave out his text.
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12. From An other Stand point

DO MINIC WILDTHORNE was much ex cited as he en tered the pul pit that
night. It seemed to him that his ser mon, which was his first re ally pub lic ut- 
ter ance, was to form a new era in his life. He had, of course, spo ken be fore
his fel low-stu dents, whose duty it had been to crit i cize him with out mercy,
and he had also given ad dresses at mis sion-hall gath er ings. This, how ever,
was his great ser mon, a ser mon which was to be gin his pub lic life, and as
such it was re garded by him as of para mount im por tance. From that night
he was to be set apart as a preach ing monk, to go around the neigh bor ing
towns and vil lages, call ing them to re pen tance. Some times he would preach
in the parish churches; but if these were closed to him, on ac count of the
Protes tant ten den cies of the vic ars and rec tors, he would re sort to the streets
and mar ket places, or to such halls as were avail able. In any case he was to
preach the Catholic faith to dark ened souls; he was to try and bring back the
Church and the peo ple to the faith held be fore that blas phem ing heretic,
Luther, tore the Church of Christ in twain.

For years he had been pre par ing him self, and now he felt that his life’s
work was re ally be gin ning. To this he had not only been con se crated, but he
had con se crated him self, and he had taken life-long vows of poverty,
chastity, and obe di ence. More over, he had found the vows easy. Of money
he knew noth ing.

He re al ized noth ing of its fas ci na tion, or its power. He had been reared
in poverty, and the thought of hav ing pos ses sions of his own had no at trac- 
tions. Obe di ence had dur ing the last ten years be come sec ond na ture. As for
mar riage, he shud dered at the thought of it. He knew noth ing of women; but
ha re mem bered with shame that the sight of Mag gie Yorke’s face had years
be fore made him dumb, when he should have been an am bas sador for his
Lord; and if there was any crea ture whom he hated, it was she. If he thought
of her at all, it was as a brand to be plucked from the burn ing. That was the
rea son why he sent her a copy of the bill an nounc ing the ser vice at which he
was preach’ She had promised to come and hear him, and he had hoped and
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prayed that he might con vince her of the sin of her schism and her god less- 
ness. In deed, if the truth must be told, he had her in his mind when he had
pre pared his ser mon. She had promised to come and hear him, and there fore
he would speak the truth with no un cer tain sound.

He could not help start ing when he saw her, how ever. At first he was not
sure it was she. Five years had passed since he had seen her, and she had
passed from girl hood to young wom an hood. She was very fair to be hold,
too. It is true he had steeled his heart against such beauty, but he could not
help rec og niz ing it. A strong light fell upon her face, and he saw her in the
glory of her wom anly beauty. More over, it was not a doll’s beauty. Strong
pur pose, a bright in tel li gence, and a re fined na ture re vealed them selves in
her face. He re flected that she was a cul tured woman too. He had no ticed in
the pa pers that she had dis tin guished her self at Ox ford, and from the stand- 
point of aca dem i cal train ing would be su pe rior to him self. But that weighed
noth ing. He would speak with the au thor ity of the Church, which was the
mouth piece of God.

At first his ser mon went with halt ing steps. That mag netic in flu ence
which he had of ten felt when lis ten ing to great preach ers was not there. The
build ing was not crowded, as he had hoped it would be. More over, he was
not a prac ticed speaker, and the sound of his own voice, as it trav eled away
among the Gothic arches of the church, al most fright ened him. The open ing
pas sages of his ser mon, upon which he had spent so much time and which
he had thought so strik ing and ar restive, seemed poor and com mon place.
He was afraid, more over, the peo ple were not lis ten ing, and for a mo ment
he hes i tated and stam mered. Then he looked at Mag gie, and saw that her
eyes were riv eted on him. Years be fore the sight of her had made him
dumb. Now, how ever, her at ten tion gave him con fi dence, it gave point and
re al ity to his ser mon. His thoughts be came clear, and his words flowed eas- 
ily. A few min utes later the preacher’s pas sion had mas tered him.

None but those who have spo ken suc cess fully in pub lic can re al ize the
ex quis ite plea sure which a preacher re al izes when he knows he has gripped
his au di ence, that the peo ple are ea gerly wait ing for ev ery word which falls
from his lips, and that he is mov ing them to think as he thinks. And Do- 
minic felt that plea sure. From the time his eyes had met Mag gie’s he knew
that he was mas ter of the sit u a tion. He had a dear mu si cal voice, the or a tor’s
gift of speech; but more than all, he pos sessed that rare and in de fin able
thing, a mag netic per son al ity. He com pelled peo ple to lis ten to him, even
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when he was say ing noth ing of im por tance. But be sides this, the ser mon
which he had pre pared with so much care got hold of him. The preacher’s
pas sion be came dom i nant, and there seemed noth ing else in the world
worth liv ing for.

The ser mon it self might have been preached by St. Do minic. It be longed
to the Mid dle Ages, rather than to the twen ti eth cen tury. It ig nored Bib li cal
and Church crit i cism; it took no heed of the strides of sci ence. It was an ap- 
peal to the emo tions and the fears of the peo ple. The preacher as sumed the
au thor ity of God. He pro claimed that sal va tion lay in ac cept ing with out
ques tion the sacra ments, the teach ing and au thor ity of the Church. All
Christ’s au thor ity and power were vested in the Church, Nowhere else
could rest or sal va tion be found than by com ing to the Church, and obey ing
her priests with out ques tion. Schism was a hor ri ble sin; to dis be lieve in, or
to de part from the teach ing of the Church, was to cru cify Christ again. All
those in the past, who in the name of free dom had be come schis mat ics,
were the en e mies of God. The great duty of the Church all over the world
was unity, was to make the Church Catholic. For any other body, than that
body which could claim apos toli cal and priestly de scent from the time of
Pe ter, to claim union with the Church was blas phemy. Their only union was
to come back humbly and obe di ently to her, to re pent, to ac cept her laws
and her sacra ments with out ques tion, and be saved.

Ev i dently the young preacher could see no other side than that which he
pro claimed. For nearly ten years all his think ing, all his read ing had made
him blind to ev ery thing else; and thus all that had hap pened dur ing the last
four cen turies was as noth ing. The thing called Protes tantism was born of
pride, of lust, and of dis obe di ence. Ag nos ti cism and ma te ri al ism had lifted
their ghastly heads, be cause at the so-called Ref or ma tion men had dared to
ques tion the au thor ity of the Church. There fore there re mained noth ing for
Eng land, if she would have sal va tion, but to con fess the Church, which was
our only way of con fess ing Christ. For those who be cause of pride, of hard- 
ness of heart, of stub born ness of will, or of sin were ashamed to con fess the
Catholic Church, to con fess her sacra ments, her claims, her priest hood, her
au thor ity, them would Christ be ashamed to con fess be fore His Fa ther and
all the holy an gels.

Ev i dently the con gre ga tion was moved by Do minic’s im pas sioned ap- 
peal. The at mos phere of the build ing be came elec tric. Even as men and
women trem bled at the time when the great monk of Flo rence poured forth
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his de nun ci a tions against sin, so the con gre ga tion of St. Michael’s Church
in Mere mead ows felt like trem bling as they lis tened to the young man’s fer- 
vid words.

Fa ther Town ley’s eyes gleamed with joy. Do minic was in deed a son af ter
his own heart; here was one who would com pel at ten tion by his won drous
gifts, his or a tory, and his di vine fire. Let his fame go abroad, and the Protes- 
tants who still ex isted in the Es tab lished Church would be si lenced. Bish ops
and arch bish ops, who had per force looked askance at the Com mu nity of the
In car na tion, would be obliged to rec og nize it as a power to heal the wounds
of the Ref or ma tion, and bring back the Church to her for mer au thor ity.

That night, af ter the con gre ga tion had de parted and Do minic had re- 
turned to “The House,” Fa ther Town ley blessed him with tears in his eyes.
“Be faith ful, my son,” he said, “and fu ture gen er a tions will rise up to call
you an other Moses.”

As may be imag ined, Do minic was elated be yond mea sure. The oc ca sion
which he had feared might be dis as trous had proved to him that God had set
His seal upon his min istry. But more, he re joiced be cause Mag gie Yorke
had wit nessed his suc cess. Why he should think so much of her he did not
know; but he did. She had come to lis ten to his first pub lic ser mon, and he
had been faith ful.

“In a fort night from now,” said Fa ther Town ley, “you must com mence
your work. In the mean while you must rest. Let all your pow ers of body
and mind be re cu per ated, so that when you go into the field you may go like
a gi ant re freshed with new wine. The sum mer is not yet gone. Take long
walks among the hills, and get some color into your cheeks.”

Do minic would have liked to have told him that he did not de sire rest,
but he re mem bered his vow of obe di ence, and did as he was com manded. It
was when he was re turn ing from one of these walks that he came across
Mag gie Yorke, who had been to see one of her fa ther’s ten ants. When he
saw her first, and re mem ber ing his for mer an tag o nism to wards her, he felt
like pass ing her with out a word; but when he saw that she rec og nized him,
he stopped and held out his hand.

“It is more than five years since we last met,” he said, when the first
greet ings were over.

“Yes,” she replied; “it seems a very long time.”
“Does it?” he said. “Yes, in a way it does, but in an other it seems only

yes ter day. When one has a great deal to do, time passes very quickly.”
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“And of course your life has been very full. Thank you for send ing me
the an nounce ment that you were go ing to preach at St. Michael’s. I should
not have known oth er wise. Of course I went.”

“I saw you there,” he said.
“You see I kept my word, as you kept yours.”
“I — I hope you — en joyed the ser vice,” he said hes i tat ingly.
“I was very much in ter ested, in deed,” she replied.
Again the old feel ing of aver sion came back to him. He felt as he had

felt in the Spa The ater, on the night when the sight of her made him dumb
when he would oth er wise have spo ken. He thought he de tected scorn in her
voice. He had hoped and prayed that his ser mon might have con vinced her
of her sin, and had fondly imag ined her bat tling with her prej u dices and her
pride, and then fi nally yield ing to the truth. But she had dis pelled this hope
within three min utes of their meet ing. This girl was an tag o nis tic both to him
and to the mes sage which he had pro claimed.

He did not know what to say next. He felt that some sort of bar rier was
raised be tween them. In a sense he was glad that it was so. He had no right
to have any thing in com mon with one who scorned his mis sion and his pur- 
poses.

“I am glad you were in ter ested,” he said presently, and then he looked on
the ground as though he were afraid to meet her eyes.

“Yes, it was all so strange,” she said. “Had I been in Spain, in some vil- 
lage church, I don’t think I should have thought it strange at all; but at
Mere mead ows, it was — well, very in ter est ing.”

For a mo ment he had a great long ing to know what she re ally thought of
his ser mon. Al though he had not re al ized it, this girl, who had spo ken
kindly to him years be fore, when he was a poor, ragged, ig no rant lad, had
ex er cised an in flu ence on him all through his life. It was she who had fired
his imag i na tion when she had spo ken of her ad mi ra tion of lead ers of men.
Even when he had hated her be cause he be lieved her in flu ence over him
was bane ful, he knew that he longed for her ap pro ba tion. In a sense he had
ide al ized her, and al though he did not know it, her dis sent or her ap proval
was of great im por tance to him.

“Did you like St. Michael’s Church?” he asked.
“Yes, in a way,” she replied.
“And the ser vice?”
“It was very in ter est ing,” she said.



115

For a few sec onds there was a si lence be tween them.
“Do you re mem ber that con ver sa tion we had years ago?” he asked

presently.
“What con ver sa tion?”
“Oh I when I came with a let ter to your fa ther, from Fa ther Town ley.

You showed me around your con ser va to ries, and told me of the peo ple you
ad mired.”

“Yes, I think I re mem ber.”
“I shall never for get it. You told me that if you were a man you would be

a leader of men, that you would make them think as you thought, I did not
see how I was to be a man like that, but I longed to be, very much, and I
made up my mind that I would be. I told you so af ter wards. Do you re mem- 
ber that?”

“Yes, I re mem ber.”
She looked at him as he stood be fore her. He was clothed in a long black

robe and wore a leath ern gir dle, and his pale face and thin, spare fig ure
were in ac cord with the dress he wore.

“And you still cher ish the same hope?”
“Yes. Not in the way you un der stand it per haps, but in its re al ity I do.”
She did not re ply to this; but he had noted the look she had given him.

He re al ized that he was wear ing a monk’s garb.
“Yes,” he went on, and his words be came in tensely ea ger, “I am go ing to

be a leader of men, not for my own sake, but for my Mas ter’s. I am go ing to
give my life to the great est work a man can be en gaged in, the procla ma tion
of Catholic truth.”

He hurled the words at her half an grily, half be seech ingly; he wanted to
make her feel that her opin ions were noth ing to him, and yet he longed to
know what she thought of him.

“I am go ing into the world to preach against schism, and dis obe di ence,
and ma te ri al ism, and sin,” he cried. “For cen turies the Church was dead to
her du ties, but she is be ing aroused. The old or der of things is com ing back.
I want to help to heal the breaches in the Catholic house hold by pro claim ing
the true Catholic faith.”

“You will try and bring about a new Ref or ma tion?” she said.
“That is it,” he cried ea gerly. “The so-called re form ers of the six teenth

cen tury brought about dis sen sion and schism. I am go ing to heal the
wounds, to bring back the dis sentients to the one true faith,”
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“What faith is that?” she asked in no cently,
“The Catholic faith,” he replied.
“The Ro man Catholic faith?”
“Even tu ally the house hold of faith will be one in name, as well as in re- 

al ity. Dur ing the last fifty years Protes tantism has died. The An gli can
branch of the Catholic Church has come to her own again. It is only a mat- 
ter of time, when the three great branches of the Catholic Church will unite
as one; and thus Rome, who is the mother of us all, will be our great head.
Al ready we are re claim ing lost ground. Monas ti cism, which for cen turies
was dead in Eng land, is spring ing into life again. In ad di tion to those be- 
long ing to the Ro man com mu nity, we Eng lish Catholics are es tab lish ing
them up and down the land. As for Protes tantism, it has al ready be come a
by word.”

“In deed,” said Mag gie in no cently.
“Only a very few bish ops in the whole of the An gli can Church will al- 

low them selves to be called Protes tants,” said Do minic. “I know only of
three. The old rit ual, the old faith in the priest hood and in the sacra ments
are re turn ing.”

“And what is your part in this work?”
"It is to go as a preach ing brother, pro claim ing the truth to those who

will not come to our churches, said Do minic proudly.
“You have not given up that fancy yet?”
“No, I never shall.”
“Oh yes, you will,” replied Mag gie.
“I give it up? Never! I have taken my vows, and I will be faith ful to

them.”
“Be fore two years are over you will have given up all such thoughts,”

urged Mag gie qui etly.
“But why?”
“Be cause, un less I am mis taken in you, you are a sin cere and hon est

man,” she replied. “Be cause I do not be lieve you can go on act ing a dis hon- 
or able part.”

“A dis hon or able part?”
“A dis hon or able part. You who have been or dained as a cler gy man of

the Church of Eng land, a Church founded on the prin ci ples of the Ref or ma- 
tion, can not go on act ing a liv ing lie. You can not mock your or di na tion
vows by mak ing them con flict with the vows you took at your Com mu nity.
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You can not con tinue a min is ter of the Protes tant Church of Eng land, for
such she is as by law es tab lished; you can not con tinue tak ing her pay, and
ben e fit ing by the ad van tage of her pa tron age, while you seek to un der mine
the prin ci ples on which she rests. You can not be long to a Church which
pro fesses to ex ist as a protest against what the Prayer-book terms the abom- 
i na tions of Rome, while you work for re union with that body. You can not as
an hon est man do this. Your eyes will be opened to the truth, and then your
sense of honor as an En glish man, as a lover of your coun try, to say noth ing
of your pro fes sion to be a Chris tian man, will pre vent you from con tin u ing
to be a liv ing lie.”

Mag gie had not in tended to say so much as this, but the words es caped
her al most be fore she knew she had spo ken. More over, she en joyed the look
of min gled con ster na tion and anger upon his face.

“You speak as a Protes tant,” he cried; “you speak as one blinded to
Catholic truth.”

“I speak as one who scorns trea son,” she said. “My be ing a Protes tant or
a Ro man Catholic has noth ing what ever to do with the mat ter. You are re- 
garded as a Church of Eng land min is ter; you have been or dained as a
Church of Eng land min is ter, and yet you set out to de stroy the very truths
on which the Church of Eng land rests. You preach the sac ri fice of the Mass,
and you vi o late your vows ev ery time you preach it. You dis obey your
Church when you par tic i pate in and urge the ne ces sity for the full Ro man
cer e mo nial. You dis avow the ar ti cles faith that you swore to de fend. I am
not ar gu ing whether the Church of Rome is right or wrong; but the man
who calls him self a min is ter of the Church of Eng land, and yet preaches
Rome’s doc trines, and en cour ages Rome’s be liefs, is not hon est, he is no
hon or able, and he is a dis grace to the name of an En glish man.”

Do minic stared at her in as ton ish ment. He was too ex cited to speak. He
had never re garded his or di na tion vows in this light. Fa ther Town ley, who
had pre pared him for or di na tion, had placed mat ter in such a light, more- 
over his train ing dur ing sev eral years had been of such a na ture, that the
Protes tantism of the Prayer-book had of fered no dif fi cul ties to him.

“I think I un der stand the teach ing of the Prayer book, and the mean ing of
my or di na tion vows,” he said presently.

Mag gie was silent.
“Do you not think,” he con tin ued, “that I am likely to be a bet ter judge

than you?”
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“Why should you be?” she asked.
“Be cause — be cause you were trained a Dis senter.”
“And Dis senters have died rather than be un true to their con sciences,”

she replied.
“Then— then you think––”
“I think that if you are not an hon est man, I shall be ter ri bly dis ap- 

pointed,” she replied.
“But — but why should I change my views?” he cried ex cit edly. “I have

had time to con sider. I know I may be mis un der stood, but — that is noth ing.
And I am not car ried away by your Protes tant ver sions of his tory.”

Mag gie did not re ply to him. In stead she held out her hand.
“Good-evening, Mr, Do minic Wildthorne,” she said; “I must re turn

home.”
“But I tell you — you are ut terly mis taken,” he cried.
“I hope not,” said Mag gie, “I have al ways thought of you as hon est.

When you go out into the world, as I sup pose you will, you will come into
con tact with men and women who live the life of to day; you will meet En- 
glish men with a sense of honor, and — and I am sure you will not dis ap- 
point me. Good evening.”

A minute later Mag gie had gone some dis tance on her way home; but
Do minic Wildthorne stood still where he was, star ing into va cancy.
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13. Do minic Be comes Fa mous

TO SAY THAT Do minic Wildthorne was an gry with Mag gie Yorke would
be to put it mildly. He was en raged with her. She had wounded his pride,
she had ac cused him of be ing dis hon or able, and of be ing a liv ing lie. But
more than all this, she had proph e sied that in a few months his eyes would
be so opened to the truth, that he would give up what he re garded as his
life’s work. Her pre sump tion made him speech less. In stead of bring ing her
to re pen tance, she had as sumed a su pe rior po si tion, and de clared that he,
and not she, was in the wrong. She, a Dis senter, had dared to tell him, a
priest of the Eng lish Catholic Church, and who, there fore, should be obeyed
by such as she, that he was play ing the part of a traitor. In his heart of hearts
he had re garded him self as an other Savonarola, one who would bend stub- 
born wills and make proud hearts trem ble. And yet af ter his first ser mon, a
ser mon which Fa ther Town ley had as so ci ated with St. Chrysos tom’s great
ut ter ances, this schis matic had ac cused him of dis hon esty, and called him to
re pen tance.

But worst of all, her words stung him, be cause there seemed to be an el e- 
ment of truth in them. From time to time ru mors had reached him con cern- 
ing what cer tain sec tions of the re li gious com mu nity had been say ing about
the ideals of the House of the In car na tion. He had not been trou bled by this,
be cause the broth ers had an swered these ac cu sa tions en tirely to his sat is fac- 
tion. They were oc cu py ing not a dis loyal at ti tude to the Church, but a loyal
one. They were the real saviours of the Church. Their grand old Eng lish
branch of the great Catholic body had been eaten out with Eras tian ism, and
that hor ri ble nega tion called Protes tantism. The Eng lish Church was dy ing
be cause it was so “low,” there fore it was the duty of all true Church men to
lift it to its true place, and this could be done only by as sur ing its an cient
au thor ity, doc trines, claims, and cer e mo ni als. The Ref or ma tion was a
hideous mis take, and the sal va tion of men lay in de stroy ing its ma lign
power. The Ox ford Move ment had done much in this di rec tion, and their
Com mu nity, which was the child of that move ment, was sim ply car ry ing
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out its ideals. More over, all the in flu ence of the last ten years — all his
train ing, all his read ing had been in that di rec tion. He had joined the Com- 
mu nity when he was but lit tle more than a child, and since then all the sub- 
tle, un seen in flu ences of a priestly or der had been mold ing him into that
pat tern. The very air he breathed, the con ver sa tion in which he in dulged, the
ev ery day du ties of life, were all laden with this dom i nat ing thought.

That was why his or di na tion vows had of fered no dif fi cul ties. Ev ery- 
thing was in ter preted in the light of the hopes and de sires of the Com mu- 
nity. Of course there were senses in which the Ro man Church had made
mis takes; but it was still the Mother Church of Chris ten dom, and in a very
real and vi tal sense it was the duty of the An gli can branch of the Church to
fall into line with the great Par ent Body. A thou sand forces were work ing in
that di rec tion; so ci eties, of which his was one among many, hon ey combed
the Church of Eng land, in or der that it might be Catholi cized, while it was
ru mored that a very large num ber of their clergy had se cretly taken Ro man
or ders.

In a sense this was rather vague to him, and he was not quite clear as to
the ex act re la tion ship be tween Eng lish Catholics and Ro man Catholics.
How could they be one when they were di vided? If the true Church were an
or ganic, vis i ble body, and Rome’s claims were true, how could the An gli- 
can Church, which was not rec og nized by Rome, be a part of the tree
Church? But af ter all, this had not trou bled him. He had been taught to ac- 
cept the po si tion held by the Com mu nity of the In car na tion, and as a con se- 
quence had dis missed all dif fi cul ties from his mind.

Thus Mag gie’s plain, out spo ken words an gered him be yond mea sure.
Not that he had any doubts about his po si tion. His anger was aroused be- 
cause he was ac cused of act ing a dis hon or able part, and he did not quite see
how to an swer her.

When he went back to the “House,” how ever, he had a long talk with Fa- 
ther Town ley, who qui eted his dis turbed heart. He re minded him of the fact
of the Arch bishop who had given them his bless ing, and had there fore set
the seal of the An gli can Church upon their move ment. Not that his mind
was yet quite clear, it was only his heart that was at rest. The habits and
train ing of ten years had their ef fect, and the Su pe rior’s words seemed all
that he needed.

One ef fect, how ever, his meet ing with Mag gie had. It aroused with re- 
newed force his old an tag o nism against her. She was an en emy to his faith,
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she scorned his po si tion, and he could not help re gard ing her as the Church
re garded heretics of olden times. And more, he de ter mined that he would
yet con vince and con vert her. It was his duty to do so; and much as he dis- 
liked her, he vowed that he would bring this proud girl to kneel in hum ble
sub mis sion to the claims and au thor ity of the Catholic faith.

A few days later Do minic started on his work. Fa ther Town ley had ar- 
ranged with rec tors and vic ars of pro nounced Rit u al is tic ten den cies for Do- 
minic to visit their parishes, as well as to speak in cer tain pub lic halls. At
first lit tle no tice was taken of him, and but small con gre ga tions were at- 
tracted, but presently it was whis pered around that the pale-faced boy was a
won der ful or a tor. More over, as is of ten the case, all sorts of wild ro man tic
sto ries came to be afloat con cern ing him. One had it that he was heir to a
peer age, but that he had dis carded ev ery thing, so that, like the monks and
fri ars of old, he might go from place to place preach ing the Catholic faith. It
was said, more over, that his de ter mi na tion to de vote him self to this work
was the out come of a dream; that not long be fore he took his vows the
Blessed Vir gin had ap peared to him, and told him that she had set her seal
upon him that he might go through Eng land, and lead men ev ery where to
re pen tance, and the ac cep tance of the faith of the Catholic Church. In a lit tle
while this story passed from vil lage to vil lage. It was also adorned by many
fond imag in ings. Young girls had it that in or der to take his vows he had to
give up a great and beau teous lady, whom he loved like his own life, but
whom he had sac ri ficed in or der that he might obey the con mand of the Vir- 
gin.

An other story had it that he had in a vi sion seen Eng land con verted to
the Catholic faith, and the Pope ac claimed as Sov er eign Pon tiff; it was also
said that he, Do minic, was to be the means whereby this won der ful ref or- 
ma tion was to take place. It was more over said to be re vealed to him, that
when this vi sion was come to pass the land was to be come a per fect Par- 
adise; that poverty was to be de stroyed, that pris ons were to be come empty,
that crime would be at a per pet ual end.

Of course the saner el e ment of the pop u la tion laughed at these sto ries,
and ac cepted them only ac cord ing to their real value. Nev er the less they cre- 
ated a great de sire to see and hear him, un til presently wher ever he went
great crowds thronged to hear him. That he pos sessed the gifts of an or a tor
none de nied. His voice was clear and mu si cal. His mem ory was some thing
won der ful. He could quote with out halt ing long say ings of the Fa thers af ter
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a sin gle read ing. In ad di tion to this there was some thing very dra matic in
his ar range ment of his thoughts, and he had the poet’s gift of cloth ing them
with beau ti ful lan guage. What won der then that crowds lis tened spell bound
to his ut ter ances? Peo ple who had re garded rit u al is tic churches with a kind
of scorn, crowded them when Do minic came. His very pres ence fas ci nated
them. Clad in his monk ish garb, which hung not un grace fully around his
tall, thin fig ure, he pos sessed for the un think ing a charm al most un earthly.
His face was ex tremely pale, but his black eyes shone with a strange light,
his sen si tive mouth seemed to ex press all the feel ings of his soul. No one
spoke of him as hand some, but all re garded him as a strik ing per son al ity.
More over, the fact that he was a cler gy man of the Es tab lished Church, gave
him a po si tion of au thor ity which would oth er wise have been de nied to him.
No one ac cused him of self-seek ing. It was made known con cern ing him
that he had taken the vow of poverty, and that he would never see a penny
of their of fer ings. He lived on the char ity of those who opened their doors
to him, his only re ward lay in lead ing men and women to ac cept the
Catholic faith.

As the months went by his power in creased, rather than di min ished. In
some re spects he copied the ex am ple of the great Flo ren tine preacher. He
cried aloud against the sins of the age. With all the fer vor of a Bene dict he
preached against the pride, the ma te ri al ism, the lust for money, the god less- 
ness of the peo ple. Tem per ance re form ers praised him be cause he de- 
claimed against drink. So cial ists claimed him as their ally, be cause he de- 
nounced men who heaped up riches while thou sands of their brethren were
on the verge of star va tion. Pu ri tans had a good word for him, be cause he
pro claimed against the vices and im pu ri ties of the age.

Churches be came too small to con tain the peo ple who thronged around
him. Town halls, and in dus trial halls hold ing thou sands of peo ple were en- 
gaged, and even then hun dreds of peo ple had to be turned away dis ap- 
pointed. A new star had in deed arisen in the fir ma ment, and many re joiced.

As day by day the news of his work reached Fa ther Town ley, at the
House of the In car na tion, the old man’s joy knew no bounds. For years he
had been ma ligned be cause he had es tab lished what was known as the
Protes tant Monkery, He had been vil i fied as one who was un faith ful to the
Church, and a traitor to the re li gion of the coun try. Years be fore he had
made known his ideals in the Man u als of the Com mu nity, and he had ei ther
been laughed at or ma ligned. Yet here were his dreams ac tu ally be ing ful- 
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filled. In the Man u als of the Com mu nity ref er ence had been made to the ne- 
ces sity for coun try monas ter ies, and Fa ther Town ley re peat edly thought of
the words he had caused to be cir cu lated, "We look abroad and see that
where the poor are min is tered to by priests who them selves are poor . . . the
peo ple are pro foundly re li gious, and the im moral ity which is the curse of
our vil lages is prac ti cally un known. In days of old the monks who re ally
plowed, and were as poor as the peas ant, were the men who con verted Eu- 
rope, and made the desert blos som as the rose.

"Might not many parts of our coun try be worked from a cen tral
monastery or fri ary, from which priests could serve many of the neigh bor- 
ing vil lages? . . .

“Such a col lege or monastery might save men from the in tel lec tual and
spir i tual stag na tion of iso lated vicarages; it might have two pop u lar mis- 
sion ers (not nec es sar ily priests), each with his gospel van to pa trol the dio- 
cese in sum mer months, and hold in for mal mis sions on the vil lage green.”

These words were ac tu ally ful filled in the per son of Do minic, ful filled in
a larger way than he had dared to hope. The rough, un couth boy whom he
had re ceived was in deed prov ing to be “an an gel un awares,” and his suc cess
made him think of greater things yet to come. He felt sure that Do minic’s
work would si lence the mouths of his en e mies, and en dear him to the heart
of the Eng lish Church. But more than all this, it would help to bring back
the Catholic faith, it would kill the Protes tantism that was so rife in these
York shire vil lages and towns.

“What if men do up braid me,” he said one day to Fa ther Trou ville?"
what if they do say our ‘House’ is a nurs ery for Rome, and hurl the names
of Rit u al ists who have left An gli can ism and gone over to Rome? We have
an an swer now. Here is Do minic gath er ing men by hun dreds into the fold.
He is preach ing def i nite Catholic doc trine, and is yet re main ing in the Eng- 
lish Catholic Church."

“But sup pos ing Do minic went over to Rome?” sug gested Fa ther Trou- 
ville.

“He won’t,” said the Su pe rior fer vently. “He will help to pre pare the way
for the whole Church be ing united to Rome, but he will not go over him- 
self.”

Trou ville shook his head.
“Do you doubt him?” asked the Su pe rior.
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“He has a log i cal mind,” replied Trou ville. “Up to now he has been con- 
tent to ac cept our teach ings with out ques tion; but once out in the world, and
meet ing men’s sug ges tions, he will be gin to think for him self. Then––”

“Well, what then?”
“He will see that there is no log i cal halt ing ground be tween us and

Rome,” replied Trou ville.
“And what then?”
“He will go to Rome. He is not like lots of us, who are con tent to re main

in the Church, and Catholi cize the Church of Eng land. You could never per- 
suade Do minic to ac cept a cu racy un der a Protes tant vicar, and then qui etly
in still Rome’s doc trines. He does not be long to that or der. The name of ‘Do- 
minic’ will mean trou ble, one day.”

“Not while he re al izes the mean ing of his vow of obe di ence.”
“If ever Do minic be lieves a cer tain thing to be right, vows will not stop

him.”
“I have no fears,” as serted Fa ther Town ley doubt fully, af ter some sec- 

onds of si lence.
Mean while Do minic con tin ued his preach ing cru sade with in creas ing

pop u lar ity, and his suc cess caused him to en ter realms with which he was
un ac quainted. He be came more and more pro nounced in his “Catholic”
teach ing; he de claimed against what he called the evils of the Ref or ma tion,
and then de clared that the Church of Eng land had never sep a rated from the
Mother Church of Chris ten dom, but had all the way through re mained a
branch of the Catholic Church.

As may be imag ined, this aroused the op po si tion of the Pu ri tans. The
glam our of his per son al ity lost power, his di a tribes against money and pride
were for got ten, and the old cry of “No Pop ery” was raised. On ev ery hand
he was ac cused of be ing an emis sary of Rome, and the peo ple more than
ever be lieved that the Com mu nity of the In car na tion was only a re cruit ing
ground for the Pa pacy.

More than one cler gy man of the Church of Eng land de nounced his
teach ing, and even Rit u al is tic cler gy men ad vised him to be cau tious. But
Do minic was not given to be ing cau tious.

“If a thing is true, if it is right, if it is the will of God, it should be pro- 
claimed,” he said. “We can not be silent while Dis sent, that vile thing which
calls it self re li gion, but which is only ‘pol i tics touched with emo tion’ is so
ram pant. Noth ing but Catholic truth will save the na tion, and I am set apart
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to preach it. How can I be silent while Dis sent out num bers our Church, and
is gain ing ground daily, and more than this, how can I be silent when a large
por tion of the Church is rid dled with Protes tantism? Noth ing can be gained
by si lence. If our Church is to win Eng land, she must be bold. The peo ple
must see her as she is. She must see the beau ties of the faith of which she
has been robbed, the love li ness of the cer e mo ni als which have been sup- 
pressed, the glory of our out look, which em braces the whole of the Catholic
doc trines. We must make it known that we can make no terms with un de- 
nom i na tion al ism, which is the most sub tle form of skep ti cism.”

In this many of the Rit u al ists re joiced, for while they had taught these
things in a covert way, but few were bold enough to pro claim it aloud.
There fore, when they found a man bold enough to say aloud what they had
been think ing in se cret, they en cour aged him, even while they ad vised him
to be cau tious.

One night Do minic de parted from his usual meth ods. He an nounced that
he would give a lec ture on “The Eng lish Catholic Church: Her Claims and
her Au thor ity.” The Town Hall of Brig field, the place which he was vis it- 
ing, was en gaged, and huge posters soon ap peared on the hoard ings.

The an nounce ment ran as fol lows:

THE ENG LISH CATHOLIC CHURCH.

A Lec ture on the above will be given in the Town Hall

On March 26th, at 8 o’clock, by

FA THER DO MINIC.

Ti tle of Lec ture:

THE ENG LISH CATHOLIC CHURCH: HER CLAIMS AND HER AU‐ 
THOR ITY.

Let all who love the truth come.

As might be ex pected, the Town Hall was crowded. A great rush of peo ple
thronged the en trance an hour be fore the time an nounced, and by eight
o’clock even ev ery inch of stand ing-room was oc cu pied.
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On the plat form were two Rit u al is tic priests, but no Evan gel i cal cler gy- 
men were present. On the whole the crowd was good-na tured, but it was
keenly ex pec tant of some thing sen sa tional. The first flush of Do minic’s
fame was over. The pe riod of crit i cism was come. Hard-headed, keen-eyed
York shire men, who while nei ther schol ars nor great read ers, were gifted
with a great deal of shrewd com mon-sense, waited war ily for any thing that
might be said. The peo ple who had first of all been car ried away by his or a- 
tor i cal gifts, his strik ing ap pear ance, and ev i dent sin cer ity had had time to
con sider what his teach ing re ally meant.

When Do minic ap peared on the plat form, the buzz of con ver sa tion came
to a sud den end. There was some thing ar rest ing in his very pres ence. Af ter
all, he was only a boy. His face was very pale, and al most ema ci ated, but
his eyes shone with won drous bril liancy. He wore his monk ish at tire, which
in cluded a leath ern gir dle around his waist. Per haps his al most me di ae val
ap pear ance added in ter est to his lec ture.

There was no chair man for the meet ing. Per haps that was why the
Mayor of the town ob tained a seat on the front row of chairs close to the
plat form. All classes of peo ple were there. The two most strik ing per son al i- 
ties in the hall sat close be hind the Mayor, side by side.

The first was a young man who looked but lit tle older than Do minic, al- 
though he was thirty years of age. He was clean shaven, and while he did
not present such an ema ci ated ap pear ance as the young monk, he sug gested
the stu dent. His eyes were large and brown, his hair also was brown, and
hung in heavy wav ing masses over a well-shaped, in tel lec tual-look ing head.
He did not wear a cler i cal at tire, but he was a young Free Church min is ter
who had not long since left Ox ford, where he had had a most dis tin guished
ca reer. Af ter tak ing his Arts de gree, in which he had taken first-class hon- 
ors, he had de voted sev eral years to the study of the ol ogy, and had taken his
B.D. in one of the Scotch uni ver si ties.

The other was a much older man. He wore the garb of a priest, but was
un known in the town. His was a face which also sug gested in tel lec tu al ity,
and he fixed his keen, search ing gaze upon Do minic as he came on the plat- 
form. These two men did not speak to each other, al though they sat side by
side, but it was ev i dent that the older man was in ter ested in the younger.

Per haps Do minic had never spo ken with greater power than he spoke
that night. He was ev i dently in spired by his sub ject, and he moved the au di- 
ence at will. So great were his gifts as a speaker that he al most dis armed
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crit i cism. He made peo ple, for the mo ment, be lieve in things which were ut- 
terly out of ac cord with their pre vi ous con vic tions. For months he had been
night by night im prov ing his rare gifts of pub lic speak ing, and now, as he
stood be fore the great as sem bled crowd, he swayed the peo ple as the wind
sways stand ing corn. When he sat down there was a reg u lar tor nado of ap- 
plause.

“The fel low is a fine speaker, but he oc cu pies an ut terly false po si tion,”
said the stranger in priest’s at tire to Cuth bert Trevelyan, the young min is ter,
speak ing to him for the first time.

“Ut terly,” replied the other; “you are in sym pa thy with him?”
“En tirely, ex cept for ––” And the stranger shrugged his shoul ders.
They could barely hear each other be cause of the deaf en ing ap plause of

a sec tion of the au di ence. Presently it be gan to die away, how ever; but the
peo ple did not de part. Ev i dently they ex pected some thing dra matic to fol- 
low such an ut ter ance.

They had not to wait long; Be fore the ap plause had quite died away,
Cuth bert Trevelyan was on his feet.

“May I say a word. Fa ther Do minic?” he asked.
Do minic nod ded his bead, and the si lence in the hall be came pro found.
“It would be im pos si ble at this stage of the meet ing to an swer such an

ad dress as we have just heard,” said Trevelyan, "spe cially as the lec turer
would have the right to re ply. Nev er the less, what we have heard de mands
an an swer. That is my rea son for ris ing. I wish, there fore, to give a chal- 
lenge to the lec turer, and the chal lenge is this; That he and I de bate for two
nights the main state ments he has, made. More over, if he will al low me, I
would sug gest that the de bate take the fol low ing shape:

“First, are the main con tentions of his lec ture in ac cord with the facts of
Scrip ture, his tory, and ex pe ri ence? and sec ond, has a man hold ing the views
ex pressed in the lec ture the moral right to re main a min is ter of the Re- 
formed Church of Eng land as by law es tab lished?”

Trevelyan sat down, amidst a deathly si lence. The peo ple were too in ter- 
ested to ap plaud, but ev ery eye was fixed upon the face of the young monk
who had just moved them so greatly.

“I ac cept,” said Do minic; “that is, on the un der stand ing that the speaker
is a per son of re pute and ca pa ble of deal ing with such a ques tion.”

“My name is Cuth bert Trevelyan,” replied the young man. “I am the
min is ter of Trin ity Church, in this town. As for my fit ness to deal ing with
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the sub ject, I will leave oth ers to judge.”
“Yes, yes,” shouted the crowd.
“Then I ac cept,” replied Do minic.
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14. Why The De bate Was Can‐ 
celed

THE RE PORTERS for the two lo cal pa pers, as well as the cor re spon dents of
the York shire daily jour nals, crowded around Do minic and Cuth bert
Trevelyan as they met. They were anx ious to know the de tails of the ar- 
range ments which were to be made, so that they might make them known in
strik ing para graphs. They cared but lit tle con cern ing the is sues of the pro- 
posed de bate, but they saw an amount of “good copy” in the af fair, and they
de ter mined to make the most of it. The stranger in priest’s at tire also waited
near, as if de sirous of speak ing with the two young men.

The ar range ments were quickly made. The town hall was to be en gaged
for two nights, a rep re sen ta tive man in the town was to be asked to pre side,
and the dis cus sion was to take place a week later.

Do minic was very quiet dur ing the dis cus sion of these de tails. He made
scarcely a de mur or a protest of any sort to the sug ges tions of Trevelyan.
On only one point did he raise any se ri ous ob jec tion. Trevelyan sug gested
that if some re stric tions were not made con cern ing the right of free en trance
to the hall, they would be del uged by an ir re spon si ble and pos si bly an up- 
roar i ous crowd; he there fore pro posed that a charge for ad mis sion should be
made, and that the pro ceeds should be given to cer tain lo cal char i ties. Do- 
minic on the other hand urged that ad mis sion should be free to all with out
any re stric tions what ever. In the end, how ever, he yielded, and thus it was
ar ranged. The Rit u al is tic priests took no part what ever; in deed, they stood
by seem ingly dis turbed and un com fort able.

Wien at length Do minic pre pared to go with these men to their apart- 
ments, the stranger in priest’s at tire ap proached him.

“Fa ther Do minic;” he said, “I should like to thank you for your very
mas terly ad dress tonight, and to ask you to give me an op por tu nity of a chat
with you.”

Do minic looked at him ques tion ingly.
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“I do not think I have the honor of know ing you,” he said.
“That is my mis for tune,” said the stranger. “But I hap pened to hear of

your lec ture tonight, and de cided to come. I should like to say that I al most
en tirely agree with it — that is, con sid er ing it from one stand point. Nev er- 
the less, I should like a chat with you about it.”

“I am afraid it is im pos si ble,” said Do minic. “I have been work ing very
hard, and, as you may imag ine, I shall have a great deal to do.”

“I quite re al ize that,” said the stranger, “and I am quite con scious that I
may seem to be ask ing an un rea son able thing. But — but — I think I may
be of some help to you.”

He handed him his card as he spoke.
“Rev. An thony Rit zoom, SJ,” read Do minic. “I have, of course, heard of

your name.”
“Pos si bly,” replied the other. “May I hope that the fact may help me in

my de sires?”
Do minic looked at the stranger search ingly, and was im pressed by the

strong per son al ity of the man who stood be fore him. Nev er the less he did
not re ply im me di ately. He was not drawn to Fa ther Rit zoom, even al though
he was im pressed by him.

“Af ter this af fair is over, I shall be de lighted to have a chat with you,” he
said, “but un til then I must ask you to ex cuse me.”

“Thank you,” said the other heartily. “I am afraid I can not be here dur ing
the de bate, that is, if it takes place,” he added sig nif i cantly; “but I shall be
kept in York shire dur ing the next few weeks, and in good time I hope to be
hon ored with a closer ac quain tance with you.”

He bowed as he spoke, and then walked away with out an other word.
“Let’s get back, Wildthorne,” said one of the Rit u al is tic priests. “You

must be quite worn out.”
The next morn ing, when Fa ther Town ley, af ter his early morn ing du ties

at the Com mu nity of the In car na tion, re turned to his study, and opened his
news pa per, he gave a sud den start.

“What’s this?” he cried, tak ing off his glasses and wip ing them vig or- 
ously. “No, no, the boy can not be so rash.”

Ev i dently, how ever, what he read the sec ond time con firmed his first im- 
pres sions. The head lines which had caught his at ten tion were bold and ar- 
rest ing.
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Dra matic Scene at Brig field.

Fa ther Do minic Lec tures on the Eng lish Catholic Church.

Chal lenge to De bate by the Rev. Cuth bert Trevelyan, M.A., B.D.

The Chal lenge Ac cepted.

A de scrip tion of the lec ture fol lowed, to gether with an ac count of
Trevelyan’s chal lenge, and Do minic’s ac cep tance.

Nearly a col umn was de voted to this item of news, which Fa ther Town- 
ley read ea gerly, and then, as if dis sat is fied, he read it a sec ond time. “He
goes too fast even for me,” said the old man.

“Of course he is right, but it is not ex pe di ent to say so much. The peo ple
are not ready for it. It is true the lan guage is some what ob scure in cer tain
places, but any in tel li gent reader can see what he means. It will frighten the
timid, and it will give the ‘Prots’ a text. They will be shout ing louder than
ever, that this House is a re cruit ing place for Rome. Be sides, a de bate! — a
de bate!”

Ev i dently Fa ther Town ley was much dis turbed. He was think ing not
only of Do minic, but of the po si tion and in flu ence of the Com mu nity of the
In car na tion, He knew that the House over which he was Fa ther Su pe rior
was hated by the Evan gel i cal party in the Church of Eng land, and while it
was praised by the Rit u al is tic sec tion, the praise was mainly in se cret’ It
was true an Arch bishop had given them his bless ing, but he had given it
timidly, and with a cer tain amount of reser va tion. This be ing so, it be- 
hooved them to ed u cate the peo ple qui etly, un til they should be suf fi ciently
ad vanced to en able them to pro claim their ideals boldly and loudly.

Do minic’s ac tion, there fore, was like pluck ing fruit be fore it was ripe.
The Eng lish peo ple were, in spite of all that had been done, Protes tant. The
Rit u al is tic move ment had, in the main, been a priest’s, and not a lay man’s
move ment. It be hooved them, there fore, to be care ful.

“A de bate! — a de bate!”he con tin ued." Dare I trust him? It is true Brig- 
field is a Dis sent ing town, and we Catholics have made but lit tle head way.
The Church is fright fully ‘low,’ as a whole, and is on good terms with Dis- 
sent. If the boy is not care ful, he will arouse a hor net’s nest. I do not be lieve
in be ing timid, but will he not go too far? Has he not gone too far al ready?"
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Again he sat back in his chair, and tried to grasp the whole bear ings of
the case.

“I won der what kind of a man this Trevelyan is?” he went on mus ing.
“He is not a Church man, as I know the names of all our men in Brig field
and the neigh bor hood. He must be a Dis senter. Do minic is a clever speaker,
a fine or a tor; but is he a match for this man in point of schol ar ship? These
Dis senters are wise. The older bod ies among them give their men a fine
train ing. I must know ev ery thing be fore I al low this busi ness to go on. Why
could not the boy have been con tented to con duct mis sions, and have left
the de bat ing field alone?”

He went to the tele phone, and rang the bell some what im pa tiently.
“Tele graph of fice,” he said to the girl at the call of fice.
He waited with the re ceiver in his hand un til the con nec tion was ar- 

ranged.
“Bagshaw, House of St. Joseph, Brig field,” he said. “Got that?”
The girl at the post-of fice re peated his words.
“That’s right. Now then. ‘Come here with out a mo ment’s de lay. Ex- 

tremely ur gent. Town ley.’”
The tele gram was read over to him, and despatched, and then Fa ther

Town ley, in an un easy frame of mind, pre pared to at tend to his or di nary du- 
ties.

A few hours later a cler gy man drove up to the House of the In car na tion,
and was shown im me di ately into Fa ther Town ley’s study.

“Ah, Bagshaw,” said Fa ther Town ley, “I am glad to see you. It is good of
you to come so quickly.”

“I ex pected your sum mons. I held my self in readi ness,” was the re ply.
Fa ther Town ley looked at him ques tion ingly.
“I read the pa pers,” went on Bagshaw. “I knew that you would read them

too. I know how you re gard Do minic; and I knew that you would like par- 
tic u lars of the whole af fair.”

“Yes; of course I have had daily re ports of Do minic’s work. Why has the
news of this lec ture been kept from me?”

“I had to go to Lon don, Lord Sowerby said he wanted to see me.”
“Sowerby?”
“Yes.”
Fa ther Town ley was silent for a few sec onds.
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“You see,” went on Bagshaw, “I knew noth ing about it till I re turned
yes ter day. As for Lin den — well, he was called away too. There was a
meet ing of — well, a so ci ety to which he be longs. When he came back
from it he thought the lec ture might as well be given. You see Do minic had
had it an nounced.”

“I see,” said Fa ther Town ley.
“I imag ine,” went on Bagshaw, “that the so ci ety to which Lin den be- 

longs thinks it time to play a bolder game. The con ver sion of Eng land to
Rome does not go on fast enough. You can not keep up se cret prac tices for
ever. As you know, their idea has been to win Eng land by plac ing Rome’s
friends, un der the guise of Protes tant min is ters, into ev ery Evan gel i cal
parish. They did very well for a time; but it seems they have made known
their views to the more in tel li gent, who — well, have asked some awk ward
ques tions. There has been an amount of ex po sure, with the re sult that the
Mas ter thought it time to ad vo cate a bolder pol icy. That was why, when
Lin den re turned, he fa vored the idea that the lec ture should be given.”

“I see. Tell me how Do minic has been do ing?”
“Oh! mag nif i cently. He has been a great draw.”
“Of course he has given def i nite Catholic teach ing?”
“Yes. We had some lit tle dif fi culty with him. We had to make him re al- 

ize that ‘all things were law ful, but all things were not ex pe di ent’; we also
had to im press upon him the ne ces sity of catch ing cer tain with guile. That
was why, al though he gave def i nite Church teach ing, he clothed it in some- 
what am bigu ous lan guage. Still, it will bear fruit — it will bear fruit.”

“But this lec ture?”
Bagshaw lifted his eye brows. “It was more pro nounced,” he said. “Of

course Do minic’s real views have been leak ing out for some time, with the
re sult that the Prots have be gun to shout. Last night he came far ther out of
his shell. Still, he spoke splen didly, and so car ried the peo ple away that in- 
tel lec tu ally they did not know where they were.”

“Of course you know what a de bate will mean?”
Bagshaw shrugged his shoul ders.
“Do you know any thing about Trevelyan?”
“He is the ablest and most schol arly man in Brig field. I might say in

York shire, for that mat ter.”
“You have met him?”
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“Yes; as you know, I make it my busi ness to be friendly with Dis senters.
I think it good pol icy. It looks well, it dis arms the crit i cism of cer tain
classes, and — well, it helps me in my work.”

“I doubt it, Bagshaw. I know your views, but I doubt it; per son ally I will
not even in form rec og nize these men as min is ters of Christ. They usurp a
sa cred of fice. For them to pre tend to ad min is ter the sacra ments is blas- 
phemy. Still, that is not the point just now. This is the ques tion. Can Do- 
minic hold his own against this man?”

Bagshaw was silent a few sec onds.
“No,” he said presently.
“He has been well trained, and, as you ad mit, is a bril liant speaker.”
"He has been well trained on our lines — I know. But — but — well,

Trevelyan is a man of wider read ing. From the lay man’s stand point Do- 
minic would he driven from the field. Trevelyan is no or di nary man.

So much did he dis tin guish him self at Ox ford that he was made fel low
of his col lege. He was pres i dent of the Ox ford Union, and he is one of the
clear est rea son ers I know, I am not sure but that he would shake Do minic’s
own foun da tions. You see he would make him look at Chris tian truth from
an other stand point, Do minic has done good work be cause — well, he has
seen only one side. He has looked at ev ery thing through a priest’s eyes."

Fa ther Town ley was silent for some time.
“But to for bid the de bate!” he said presently.
“Yes, I see the dif fi culty. But it is a choice of evils. Which is the greater

evil, state some rea son why the de bate will not be held, or–––?” and
Bagshaw shrugged his shoul ders sig nif i cantly.

For a long time they talked, un til at length Fa ther Town ley had made up
his mind. When Bagshaw left the Com mu nity of the In car na tion he had a
thought ful look upon his face.

The fol low ing morn ing Do minic re ceived a let ter.
It is my will that you re turn here im me di ately," he read. “There are many

rea sons for this; but it is suf fi cient to say that you need ab so lute rest af ter
the toil of many months. I for bid you at the present junc ture even to think of
tak ing part in the de bate which has been an nounced in the pa pers. I have
made all ar range ments con cern ing this, and as far as pos si ble have nul li fied
the re sults of the grave mis take you have made. I will ex plain my will to
you more fully on your re turn.”
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The let ter came to Do minic like a sharp, sud den blow. He had not ex- 
pected it. Through out the pre vi ous day he had been go ing over his pro posed
ar gu ments, and felt con fi dent of the re sult of the de bate. He felt sure that he
would be able to strike such a blow for Catholic truth as had not been struck
in Eng land for many a long day, and he re joiced at the thought of his tri- 
umph. No thought of de feat en tered his mind. The thing was im pos si ble.
Did he not stand upon the rock of truth; and was he not to meet the worn-
out ar gu ments of a Protes tant and a Dis senter? There fore he was bit terly
dis ap pointed at Fa ther Town ley’s let ter.

Not that he ever thought of dis obey ing. For years he had been learn ing
the les son of obe di ence. While at the “House,” so strict was the dis ci pline
that he dared do noth ing, not even the sim plest things, with out ask ing per- 
mis sion. He re al ized now that he had done wrong in giv ing the lec ture. He
ought to have con sulted his Su pe rior first.

When he reached the “House,” he was in structed to pro ceed at once to
the Su pe rior’s study, where Fa ther Town ley awaited him.

“My son,” said the older man, “I am deeply grieved.”
“And yet I have tried to serve our Holy Church,” said Do minic.
“You took the vow of obe di ence,” said the Su pe rior; “you vowed that

you would act as I should dic tate.”
“I know,” replied the young fel low, “and I thought I was act ing in ac cor- 

dance with your wishes. While at Brig field I re ceived a lot of ques tions.
The pa pers were full of let ters. All sorts of Protes tant ab sur di ties were ut- 
tered about the claims of the Church. I know now that I ought to have writ- 
ten you, but it seemed to me that the mat ter was press ing.”

“I ab solve you of all thought or in ten tion of wrong,” said the older man
qui etly. “Nev er the less, you have sinned, in that you have acted with out the
con sent of your su pe ri ors.”

Do minic could not help think ing of the free dom Trevelyan en joyed. He
had not to ask the con sent of any Su pe rior in chal leng ing him to a de bate;
he acted ac cord ing to the dic tates of his own judg ment.

“Re mem ber your vows,” said Fa ther Town ley. “You are a bond slave to
the Church. You live only for her. As you have of ten been told, you may at
times have to act in ways which may seem wrong. But when the Church
speaks, she must be obeyed.”

“Yes, Fa ther.” said the young man. The mea sure of free dom he had en- 
joyed while out in the world de parted at the mo ment he en tered the
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precincts of the Com mu nity. He was noth ing, the Church was all, and the
Church spoke through his Su pe rior.

For a long time they con versed to gether, and then Do minic went away
into si lence. It was nec es sary for him that he should be placed un der the dis- 
ci pline of his or der. For sev eral days he lived in ab so lute re tire ment, see ing
no one ex cept his Con fes sor and the Su pe rior, and hold ing con ver sa tion
with none of the broth ers of the Com mu nity. To Do minic it was a time of
much heart-search ing. Some thing, he knew not what, strug gled for ex pres- 
sion. Ques tions, im pulses, long ings which he could not ex plain, surged in
his mind and heart. He seemed like a bird in a cage who wanted to be free;
the ques tions which at first seemed eas ily an swered re curred with fre quent
it er a tion, of fer ing new dif fi cul ties with ev ery ap pear ance. When he sought
ad vice of his Con fes sor, he was told to crush his de sire for free dom, to drive
away ev ery ques tion which ap proached the door of his mind. He tried to do
this, but did not al to gether suc ceed.

One day Fa ther Town ley called him into his study. A huge pile of let ters
lay on the desk be fore him.

“My son,” said the old man, “a large num ber of let ters, ad dressed to you
at the House of St. Joseph, Brig field, have been sent on here. I have not
thought it wise that you should see them. In the main they ap per tain to your
lec ture, and to the rea sons why the pro posed de bate did not take place.”

“What did take place?” asked Do minic ea gerly. “What did the peo ple
say? What did the pa pers say? What course did Trevelyan take?”

“It is not well that you should know,” said Fa ther Town ley. “You are un- 
der dis ci pline, and it is my will that you shall read noth ing about it.”

Do minic sighed his obe di ence, nev er the less his heart was very bit ter.
“There is one com mu ni ca tion which came for you, how ever, which I

think it well you should see,” went on Fa ther Town ley. “It is ad dressed to
you here.”

He handed him the let ter as he spoke, which Do minic, in spite of his en- 
deavor to show no ex cite ment, read ea gerly.

It ran as fol lows:
"BAR STONE, MERE MEAD OWS.

MARCH —, 19—.

"My dear Sir, —
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"You will of course re mem ber our meet ing in the Town Hall at Brig field, when we ar- 
ranged to de bate the views ex pressed in the lec ture you gave. You will, of course, also be
aware of sub se quent events in re la tion thereto. As I shall be stay ing at the above ad dress
for a few days, and hav ing been given to un der stand that you are liv ing at the House of the
In car na tion, I write in the hope of mak ing an ar range ment whereby we can meet. I pro pose
giv ing two or three lec tures in an swer to the one you gave at Brig field, and as I should not
like in any way to mis rep re sent your views, and as cer tain of the state ments you made are
open to more than one in ter pre ta tion, I should like to hear from your own lips ex actly what
your views are. I hope I am act ing only in the in ter ests of what ap pears to me as the truth,
and as mis rep re sen ta tion, even al though given in good faith, would only hin der what we
both de sire, I sin cerely hope you will grant my re quest.

"If con ve nient to you, I will call at the House of the In car na tion at any hour dur ing the next
three days, or if you pre fer, I am re quested by Mrs. Fletcher Yorke to say that she will be
de lighted to see you here, where we can have am ple op por tu nity for talk ing over the ques- 
tions which are up per most in my mind.

"Apol o giz ing for this in tru sion upon your time, and trust ing for a fa vor able re ply, I am
yours faith fully.

“CUTH BERT TREVELYAN.”

Do minic read ev ery word, to the last line, and then looked up.
“I have de cided that you shall ac cede to this re quest,” said Fa ther Town- 

ley.
Do minic’s heart beat fast, but he did not speak.
“Af ter what I have said to you since your re turn from Brig field, I am

sure I can trust your dis cre tion,” went on the Su pe rior. “More over, if the re- 
quest he makes is re fused, he will nat u rally make cap i tal out of it in his lec- 
tures.”

“Then you wish me to write, and tell him to come here?” said Do minic.
“No,” said Fa ther Town ley, “I do not think so. On the whole I think it

will be bet ter for you to go there. I have no doubt that if you say you will be
there on Wednes day evening, at five o’clock, you will be asked to dine with
the fam ily.”

“And you would like this?”
“I see no ob jec tion to it,” said the priest. “I shall want a long talk with

you be fore you go, but I wish you to write say ing you will call there at the
time I have men tioned.”

Do minic’s head swam, and his heart beat vi o lently, why, he did not
know; but he only said, “Yes, Fa ther.”
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“That is all, I think,” said the priest, and Do minic left the room with out
an other word, and went back to his soli tude.

On the Wednes day morn ing a let ter came from Mrs. Yorke, invit ing Do- 
minic to din ner, and shortly af ter four o’clock the young man was walk ing
rapidly to wards Bar stone. Why he walked so rapidly he did not know, ex- 
cept that he de sired to reach the house be fore the time he had stated for his
meet ing with Cuth bert Trevelyan. When he reached the lodge gates, he
looked at the shabby lit tle gun-metal watch which he car ried, and saw that it
was only half-past four. He longed to hurry on, but felt that his early visit
might be in op por tune. He then struck into a foot path which led to an em i- 
nence above the house. The weather, al though March, was dear and frosty,
and the strong brac ing air was act ing on him like a tonic. A faint tinge of
color came to his pale cheeks, and he rev eled in the free dom he en joyed. He
had barely reached the hill-top when his heart seemed to stand still, for
com ing to wards him he saw Mag gie Yorke.
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15. An Ap peal To Hon esty

IT WAS sev eral months since Do minic had seen Mag gie, yet no sooner did
they meet than he felt an gry. He re mem bered how, when they last met, she
had prac ti cally ac cused him of act ing the part of a traitor. She had told him
that men hold ing his views had no right to be in the Church of Eng land, that
they were in deed liv ing lies. He re mem bered too how her words had dis- 
turbed him, mad dened him. For a time, more over, he saw no an swer to her
ac cu sa tion, and not un til he had had a con ver sa tion with Fa ther Town ley
had his heart been set at rest. Since then, his mind had been so full of his
work that he had not been trou bled by any doubts. His one great thought
and ob ject had been to win con verts to the Church; into this work he had
thrown all his en ergy, all the pas sion of his be ing. It was not for him to con- 
sider logic, nor his tory; it was for him to urge the claims, the sacra ments,
the au thor ity of the Church. In his zeal he had over stepped his Su pe rior’s
wishes, and he had un der gone penance as a con se quence. But what of that?
He was a priest of the Catholic Church, and noth ing must stand in the way
of her tri umph. He was noth ing, no man was any thing, the Catholic Church
was all.

As I said, the meet ing with Mag gie an gered him, and yet he was glad to
meet her. Not that he imag ined he had any plea sure in her so ci ety be cause
she was a woman. He had never cher ished thoughts of love, and even if he
had, he could never love Mag gie. Rather he hated her. He had a feel ing that
she had stood be tween him and his duty, that she had less ened his zeal for
God, that she had sown the seeds of doubt in his mind. More over, he had
taken the vow of celibacy. Christ, as He ex pressed Him self in the Catholic
Church, was his spouse, and he must think of no other. Still his meet ing
with her gave him plea sure. She looked very beau ti ful on that wild March
day. The wind had brought a rich color to her cheeks, and her hair had been
some what di sheveled by the breezes. But this only added to her beauty. She
looked so strong, so healthy, so vig or ous, that he could not help ad mir ing
her.
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“I had no idea I should see you here,” he said.
But Mag gie made no re ply to this re mark on the ob vi ous; she only held

out her hand, as if she were greet ing an old friend.
Mag gie was very glad to see Do minic. She had heard all about his meet- 

ing with Cuth bert Trevelyan, who was stay ing at her fa ther’s house, and she
wanted to hear what he had to say about it. She had been told that it was
ow ing to the or ders he had re ceived from Fa ther Town ley that he failed to
meet Mr. Trevelyan, and yet she could not help scorn ing the ac tion. Reared
as she had been, she could not un der stand how a man could shirk his ob vi- 
ous duty in the way Do minic had shirked his.

“All the Fa ther Su pe ri ors in the world should not have kept me from
stick ing to my guns,” she had said bluntly, when she heard of the up shot of
the mat ter.

“I am very glad to see you, Mr. Wildthorne,” she said; “glad too that you
have promised to dine with us tonight. But that will not be till half-past
seven.”

“I have an ap point ment with Mr. Trevelyan in less than half an hour,”
said Do minic.

“Yes, and do you know, I think Mr. Trevelyan will be rather late. He
went out golf ing with my brother Fletcher this af ter noon, and I don’t see
how they can be back till af ter five. They are both keen golfers, and I know
Fletcher will not let his ad ver sary go un til they have fin ished the eigh teen
holes. You have never had the golf fever, I sup pose, and can’t un der stand
how it feels? It’s sim ply aw ful. When you get it you are ready to sac ri fice
any thing for golf. Un for tu nately I speak from ex pe ri ence.”

“I won der you are not play ing this af ter noon, then,” re torted Do minic.
“My op po nent failed me, or I should have been,” she replied with a

laugh, “I went to the links with that in ten tion.”
“I am glad your op po nent failed you,” said Do minic im pul sively.
“Why?”
“Be cause then I should not have had this plea sure,” And Do minic

flushed as he spoke.
“Now, that’s very kind of you,” laughed Mag gie. “Any how, I hope you’ll

for give Mr. Trevelyan, be cause it will be Fletcher’s fault if he’s late. As it
was it was only when he found that you would be stay ing to din ner, and that
a few min utes would make no dif fer ence, that he risked the pos si bil ity of
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be ing late. By the way, you can just see them from here. They are at the
thir teenth tee. Would you not like to go and watch them?”

“No,” replied Do minic; “I would rather stay and talk with you — if you
don’t mind.”

“Then we’d bet ter go to Bar stone by the foot path, which leads through
Din g ley Clough,” replied Mag gie.

“You’ve heard all about the Brig field fi asco, I sup pose,” said Do minic,
af ter they had walked a few sec onds.

“I read about it in the news pa pers.”
“And — and what did you think?”
He had not meant to ask this at all, but now that he was alone with Mag- 

gie, he had a most con sum ing de sire to know what she thought.
“Do you want me to be quite frank?”
“Yes, of course.”
“Then I was aw fully dis ap pointed in you.”
“Yes?”
“I can not imag ine an En glish man ac cept ing a chal lenge and then weakly

back ing out.”
“A pri vate sol dier is bound to obey his com man der-in-chief,” said Do- 

minic.
“Who is that?” asked Mag gie.
“Fa ther Town ley.”
“Oh!” said Mag gie.
“Did you not know?”
“No, I did not know. I thought you re garded your self as a min is ter of

One greater than any priest. I thought you re garded your self as hav ing a Di- 
vine com mis sion.”

“I do not think you un der stand, Miss Yorke.”
“No,” she replied, “I do not un der stand. First of all, I hoped you re fused

to go on with the de bate, be cause you wanted to be loyal to your Church.”
“That was the rea son.”
“I am very glad,” she said, and then she gave a hasty glance at the young

man who walked by her side, and no ticed that he was still clothed in the
garb worn by the broth ers of the Com mu nity of the In car na tion. This con- 
sisted of a kind of long, loose cas sock, which reached his feet, fas tened
around his waist by a leath ern gir dle. She did not know whether he was ton- 
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sured or not, as he wore a biretta, such as she had of ten seen Je suit priests
wear in their monas ter ies.

“You doubt it?” he said al most an grily.
“I sup pose you call your self a cler gy man of the Church of Eng land?” she

said.
“Of the Eng lish Catholic Church, cer tainly!”
“Of the Church which left the Church of Rome in the six teenth cen tury

as a protest against its su per sti tions, and what was then called its blas- 
phemies,” she said.

“Ye-es,” he said doubt fully.
“Af ter I had read the re port of your lec ture at Brig field,” she said, “I

turned to the Prayer-Book and ex am ined the Thirty-Nine Ar ti cles, and the
Hom i lies which form the ba sis of your or di na tion vows. I hoped af ter
Mr. Trevelyan had chal lenged you to de bate your lec ture, that you had again
read those Ar ti cles and Hom i lies, and de cided to be — well, hon est.”

Again she an gered him. The blunt, un com pro mis ing man ner of speech
which she had in her ited from her fa ther grated upon his nerves. It left no
room for sophistries of any sort.

“You are very out spo ken, Miss Yorke,” he said, his face flush ing.
“The real ques tion is whether I am truth ful,” she said.
“I am sure you de sire to be truth ful,” he replied.
“But have I stated the case cor rectly?” she re torted. “For the mo ment I

am not ar gu ing whether the Ro man ists are right, or whether we Protes tants
are right. The ques tion which haunts me is this: Can a man who is a min is- 
ter of the Protes tant Church of Eng land, who has taken her vows, who re- 
ceives the ad van tages which that Church gives him, and yet ad vo cates the
very things which Rome claims, and his own Church re jects, be re garded as
an hon est man?”

“Miss Yorke!”
“Can he?” per sisted Mag gie.
“But if one is con vinced that the Ref or ma tion was very largely a mis- 

take?” he said un guard edly.
“Then he should not stay in a Church which claims to ex ist as a protest

against Rome. If a man be lieves Rome to be right, let him in all hon esty go
to Rome.”

“Do you think you un der stand the po si tion. Miss Yorke?” he said, still
keep ing his tem per un der con trol.
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“Please show me wherein I fail to un der stand,” said Mag gie.
“Should not one try to re form his Church from within?” he asked.
“In or der to bring her back to Rome?”
“Back to the truth,” he replied.
“Then this, if I un der stand it, is your po si tion,” said Mag gie scorn fully.

“You take vows that you will protest against ‘the er rors of the Church of
Rome,’ and then, un der the cloak of those vows, you ad vo cate those very
doc trines which you are sworn to protest against. That is what you call re- 
form ing the Church from within. In your lec ture you, in ef fect, up held the
Mass, Mar i o la try, the Ro man view of the Sacra ments, the Ro man idea of
the priest hood, Ro man cer e mo nial, and other things which your Church de- 
nounces, and all this while promis ing to be faith ful to your vows of or di na- 
tion.”

“May I again urge that I do not think you un der stand the po si tion?”
urged Do minic.

“I am afraid I am very dull,” said Mag gie; “but would you mind en deav- 
or ing to make it plain to me?”

Do minic was silent. He found it quite easy to deal with sophistries when
he was dis cussing the mat ter with men who sym pa thized with him, but
Mag gie’s un com pro mis ing hon esty baf fled him. She would not ac cept
sophistries or de vi ous rea son ing. To her a thing was right, or it was wrong,
a po si tion was hon or able or dis hon or able, and in her blunt York shire fash- 
ion she did not hes i tate to say so.

And yet he wanted more than he could say to jus tify him self in her eyes.
He did not know why, but he longed to win her good opin ion. When they
had talked to gether be fore, he had been able to free him self from her ac cu- 
sa tion, but now it was not so easy. For the first time he re ally saw his po si- 
tion as those whom he called “Prots” saw it. Here was a woman, at least his
equal in point of ed u ca tion and rea son ing, who was un com pro mis ingly hon- 
est, and yet who re garded his po si tion as dis hon est, as a vi o la tion of the
truth. More over, he could not ex plain why, but some thing in the very depths
of his be ing told him that she was right.

“To me,” went on the girl, “it is as though a sol dier took an oath that he
would de fend his coun try, and then sub tly, in such ways as he was able,
played into the hands of the en emy.”

“But if one felt that Protes tantism was a mis er able nega tion,” he said
pas sion ately, “if one felt that it was blind ing the eyes of the peo ple to the
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great truths of the Church, if one felt that as a con se quence the coun try was
drift ing to dis sent, and athe ism, and dev ilry, what then, Miss Yorke?”

“I ad mire your clas si fi ca tion,” replied Mag gie. “It is at least amus ing to
hear Dis sent as so ci ated with — the other things you men tion. More over,
you will have a dif fi cult task to prove that Protes tantism was a mis er able
nega tion, or that it blinded the eyes of the peo ple to the great truths of
Christ; but let that pass. If I felt what you said, I would be hon est. I would
leave the Church that was pro fess edly Protes tant, and I would go to the one
which I be lieved in. What would you say of a crick eter who pro fessed to
play for one team, and then did all he could to help the other?”

“But you speak of the Eng lish Catholic Church as if she were op posed to
the Ro man Catholic,” said Do minic. “Do they not pro fess to do the same
work?”

“I be lieve they do,” replied Mar garet; “but it is hardly a fair state ment of
the case. The Ro man Catholic Church dis owns the An gli can. She does not
ad mit the va lid ity of her or ders; she re gards her as an hereti cal sect, and
looks upon her mem bers as a num ber of dis obe di ent chil dren who have left
the true Church. The Eng lish Church, on the other hand, looks upon the Ro- 
man Church as a Church full of abom i na tion and heresy.”

“But should we not seek to heal the breaches, and work for the re union
of Chris ten dom?”

“Not at the sac ri fice of truth.”
“But when one feels that the Ref or ma tion was a mis take?” he said un- 

guard edly.
“Then you are a Ro man ist at heart?”
“I am an Eng lish Catholic,” he replied. “At heart we are one with the

great Ro man Church — al though, of course, there are many things in the
Ro man Church which I do not ac cept.”

“But do you think that the Ro man Church will ever al ter?”
“No,” he said, al most un think ingly.
“And yet you seek re union with her?”
He felt he had not jus ti fied his po si tion; he re al ized that she had placed

him in an awk ward sit u a tion. And yet he wanted to stand well in her eyes.
He wanted her to think well of him.

“Do you re mem ber when we were chil dren,” she went on, “that you
came to Barfield with a let ter for my fa ther? Af ter you had gone I had a sort
of vi sion of you. I saw in you a sort of de fender of the faith, a man who un- 
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flinch ingly de clared the truth, no mat ter what the con se quences might be. I
thought of you as an other Luther.”

“An other Luther! God for bid!” he cried.
“An other Luther,” re peated Mag gie. “A man who would not com pro- 

mise; one who took a clear, straight course, and de fied ev ery thing. I am so
dis ap pointed.”

“But Luther!” he cried." A clown, a Philis tine, a man who tore the
Church in twain! A god less wretch."

“Have you ever read a real au thor i ta tive his tory of Luther?” asked Mag- 
gie.

“I have read quite enough about him,” he an swered, al most an grily.
“But an au thor i ta tive his tory?”
He shook his head.
“Will you?”
“No; that is ––”
“I wish you would.”
“Why?”
“Be cause I still be lieve you want to be hon est. Come now, will you?”
Their eyes met, and he felt his heart throb bing wildly. Why he could not

tell, but he longed for her to think well of him. His heart had burned when
she spoke of her vi sion con cern ing him.

“Yes, I will,” he said.
“But it will make no dif fer ence to me,” he added presently. “I shall still

re main a Catholic.”
“I ad mire men who stand by their con vic tions, what ever they may be.”
“But we Eng lish Catholics do that,” he said.
“God knows, many of our men have suf fered for their con vic tions. Have

they not been ma ligned, dragged be fore le gal tri bunals?”
“Why?”
“Be cause they would be faith ful to their con vic tions.”
“And un faith ful to their or di na tion vows.”
“You still harp on that!”
“How can one help it? All the same, I think they are to be pitied.”
“Pitied! Why?”
“Be cause they are the laugh ing-stock of the Church whose ways they

ape,” said Mag gie bluntly. " To me there are few things more pa thetic than
the po si tion of the Rit u al ists, and those who claim affin ity with the Church
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of Rome. That Church laughs at them. Rome will not ac cept the Eng lish
Church in any way, and yet the Ro man iz ing sec tion of it goes around ap ing
her. To the Church of Rome you are noth ing but a schis matic lay man, and
yet you praise her, and do all you can to bring her back to Eng land. I should
have thought En glish men would have more pride."

Again Do minic looked at Mag gie’s face, and again his heart beat wildly.
How he wished he could con vert her; and yet her cold rea son ing stood as an
im preg nable wall against him!

“You are not a mem ber of the Church of Eng land?”
“No,” she said, “nei ther do I pre tend to be. Not that I do not ad mire

greatly a large sec tion of that Church. I do. But,” she added, “I can not ad- 
mire those who have taken her vows, and are yet false to her teach ing.”

“And what would you do if you be lieved as I be lieve?” he stam mered.
“I would join the Church of Rome boldly,” she said; “but not be fore I

had ex am ined her claims, yes, ex am ined them to the mi nut est de tails; in any
case I would sail un der my true col ors — I would at least be to the world
what I re ally was.”

He never hated Mag gie so much as at that mo ment He felt that she
scorned him, that she re garded him as a traitor. And worst of all, he did not
know how to an swer her. All the logic was on her side. It was true that
many of his friends who were of his way of think ing pre tended that they
were help ing to save Eng land from Rome, that they were giv ing peo ple all
that Rome could give them, with out join ing that com mu nity. Some of them
had even pro fessed to preach against the er rors of Rome. And yet he knew
that their in flu ence was all on the side of Rome. He could not help ad mit- 
ting that all the ten dency of the Com mu nity of the In car na tion was Rome- 
ward. They were for ever scorn ing the “Prots,” whether found in the “Low”
Church or in Dis sent, and they were for ever copy ing the ways of Rome. In
his heart of hearts he knew that the in flu ence, not only of the or der to which
he be longed, but of ev ery other or der be long ing to the An gli can Church,
was in the di rec tion of the Church of Rome. If he joined that Church, he
would not be the first who had gone there from the Com mu nity of the In- 
car na tion. Be sides, did not the Or der of Cor po rate Re union ex ist for the
very pur pose of Ro man iz ing Eng land? Were not Ro man iz ers placed in
Evan gel i cal parishes, un der the guise of Evan gel i cals, in or der that they
might sub tly and slowly ac cus tom the peo ple to Catholic doc trine and cer e- 
mo nial, while many Church of Eng land cler gy men were be lieved on good
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au thor ity to have taken Rome’s or di na tion, be cause they did not be lieve in
those of An gli can ism?

And Mag gie made him feel this. Her un com pro mis ing hon esty had torn
aside all so phis ti cal rags, and re vealed the heart truth of the mat ter. She re- 
buked him while she an gered him. She ap pealed to his hon esty, and he a
priest!

For the first time he faced the thought of join ing Rome. Yes, his Com- 
mu nity had paved the way for this step, but could he take it? It meant
pulling up the roots of his life, af ter all had been said. It meant — it meant a
com plete sub mis sion of his mind, it meant men tal sui cide.

And this girl had un set tled him! She had made him feel a scorn for him- 
self; nay, more, she made him feel as though ev ery thing were un real, un cer- 
tain.

“Do you know what you are say ing?” he asked hoarsely. “Do you know
that I may be obliged to do what you say?”

“And what then?”
“You would de spise me more than ever.”
“I might de spise your in tel li gence, your pow ers of rea son ing,” she said,

“and I cer tainly should pity your state of mind.”
“Why?”
“Be cause you would for ever for swear your right to be a free man. You

would sac ri fice your right to think on re li gious mat ters, ex cept as a me di ae- 
val Church dic tates; you would place your self com pletely un der the au thor- 
ity of a Church which has al ways placed fet ters on the mind, and hin dered
the progress of the world. Yes, I should pity you for that, be cause you
would be in tel lec tu ally a slave. But I should know you were hon est, and
true to what you be lieved to be right.”

He stood still and looked at her; and as he looked it seemed to him that
the foun da tions of his life were shaken. Why had God al lowed this woman
to cross his path? She who was al ways un set tling his mind, and turn ing him
from the path which he had marked out?
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16. Do minic Learns His Se cret

DO MINIC’S IN TER VIEW with Cuth bert Trevelyan was short. He had no in ter- 
est in their con ver sa tion, and he for got many of the in struc tions which Fa- 
ther Town ley had given him. More over, the young min is ter con fused him.
He re al ized that, in tel lec tu ally, they lived in dif fer ent worlds. His (Do- 
minic’s) con cep tion of a Church had been, when driven to its log i cal is sue,
a vis i ble or ga nized body, sub ject to rules and reg u la tions. Je sus had come to
es tab lish a Church. He had given au thor ity to St. Pe ter and the other apos- 
tles, and they had be stowed on oth ers their au thor ity to ad min is ter the sacra- 
ments, and per form priestly func tions, by the lay ing-on of hands. A cer tain
body of teach ing had been given, and all who ac cepted this be longed to the
Church. They formed the body of the Church. Out side this body all was
con fu sion. The three great sec tions of Chris ten dom, the Ro man, the Greek,
and the An gli can Churches, com prised this great body, out side of which
there was no Church. It was true there was a great deal of con fu sion and un- 
cer tainty about the va lid ity of the An gli can sec tion, but up to now he had
ac cepted it as a true branch, in spite of a great deal of evil which had been
caused by the Ref or ma tion. To Cuth bert Trevelyan, how ever, all was dif fer- 
ent. The Catholic Church to him knew noth ing of the ar ti fi cial and ar bi trary
ec cle si as ti cal fences. The or ga ni za tion of the Church was only so much ma- 
chin ery, which had merely a ten ta tive value, and which might be al tered and
re ar ranged from time to time. It was sim ply man-made, and had no Di vine
au thor ity. All who ac cepted Christ and tried to live His life were in the
Church, whether or not they were rec og nized by any par tic u lar Church.

Thus they had no com mon ground on which to stand, and their in ter view
quickly came to an end. More over, as Mag gie had pre dicted, Trevelyan had
been rather late, and they had not talked long, when the young min is ter
found it was time for him to dress for din ner.

Al though Do minic did not re al ize it, that evening formed a new epoch in
his life. While he was wait ing in the draw ing-room, Mag gie York joined
him, dressed for din ner. Hith erto he had seen her only in out door at tire. He
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had ad mired her then, ad mired her grace ful ness, her vigor, her abun dant
health and strength; but now she ap peared to him in a new guise. Far be it
from me to try and de scribe her dress, or the beauty of her ap pear ance as
she sud denly pre sented her self be fore Do minic. It seemed to him that the
in ter ven ing years were as noth ing, and that he was the poor ragged boy
again, while she was the great lady of the dis trict. Her hair gleamed in the
elec tric light, her com plex ion daz zled him. It seemed to him as though she
had for got ten the con ver sa tion they had had, and was bent on be ing pleas- 
ing to him. She talked of art and mu sic and books; she had ceased to be a
re buke to him, and had be come a siren who charmed him.

It was but lit tle af ter seven when she came into the room; ev i dently she
was de sirous that he should not be lonely. He was her fa ther’s guest, and
she would do her best to en ter tain him. It was a new Mag gie that he saw —
a beau ti ful, gra cious-minded maiden, whose face was wreathed with smiles,
and whose mouth was filled with pleas ant words.

He did not hate her now. He for got all about the anger he had felt to- 
wards her two hours be fore. He knew next to noth ing of the so ci ety of
women. Since he had stayed at the board ing-house, on that visit to the York- 
shire wa ter ing-place, he had scarcely ever spent an hour in a woman’s so ci- 
ety. He had lived for his work, he had been filled with the pas sion of his
mis sion. Women were not for him, and he be lieved with the Fa thers, whose
writ ings he had de voured, that any man who would live the life of a priest
of the Church must ban ish all thoughts of women.

“Let him who would live the holy life flee from women,” he had been
ad mon ished again and again, and he had be lieved in it. Nay, more, his con- 
ver sa tions with Mag gie had con firmed the be lief. She had turned him aside
from his duty, she had un set tled his be liefs, she had al most mocked his vo- 
ca tion. What won der then that he had hated her as an en emy of his soul!

But all was dif fer ent now. She smiled upon him, strove to be agree able
to him, and her beauty fas ci nated him. More over, he soon found that they
had tastes in com mon. One of the ac com plish ments which had been en cour- 
aged at the House of the In car na tion was mu sic. It was be lieved that it
would be in valu able to him in his life-work. He had gifts in that di rec tion,
and rev eled in the old or a to rios and masses. He had a fine voice too, and
was no mean per former ei ther at the or gan or the pi ano, and Mag gie, who
had a per fect pas sion for mu sic, soon found her self for get ting her prej u dices
against him while talk ing about one of her fa vorite stud ies.
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With re gard to books, they had less to draw them to gether. Do minic’s
read ing had been in the main me di ae val and ec cle si as ti cal; but even here
they found a com mon ground of in ter est. Since Do minic had been away on
his mis sion work, he had read a few mo dem books, and was able to dis cuss
them with her.

When the din ner-bell sounded, they looked at each other in as ton ish- 
ment; the half-hour had passed like a flash of light.

“I wish din ner could be post poned an hour,” said Do minic with a laugh.
“I don’t,” said Mag gie; “I’m fright fully hun gry. Never mind; I have in- 

sisted that you shall take me in to din ner, then we’ll dis cuss these things
fully.”

“I’m glad I shall sit by you,” he said. “You see,” he went on, as if in ex- 
pla na tion, “I know so lit tle about the ways of the world.”

At that mo ment Cuth bert Trevelyan en tered, and then Do minic had a
feel ing at his heart like pain. Why, he did not know. Why should Mag gie
smile on him so sweetly and greet him so kindly? And why should this Dis- 
sent ing heretic look so hand some and strik ing? He could not help com par- 
ing him self, in his long cas sock-like robe and a leath ern gir dle around his
waist, with this tall, schol arly-look ing young man, who was at tired in the
evening dress of an Eng lish gen tle man. He felt him self shabby and clown- 
ish by his side. Af ter all, he was only Do minic Wildthorne, son of the
drunken Barn aby Wildthorne, who had been a dis grace to Mere mead ows.
He did not pos sess the savoir faire of Trevelyan, the man who had passed
through a pub lic school and an Eng lish Uni ver sity. He had been a kind of
wastrel, taken into the Com mu nity as a kind of char ity boy, find then ed u- 
cated out of the funds of the Com mu nity.

For the first time he felt ashamed of these things. Mag gie, the well-ed u- 
cated, beau ti ful, well-dressed woman, and the schol arly, well-dressed man
had made him so. Why––?

But he had no time to pur sue the ques tion fur ther, for at that mo ment
Mr. and Mrs. Fletcher Yorke and their two sons en tered the room.

A few min utes later he found him self sit ting by Mag gie’s side at the din- 
ing-ta ble. All around him were ev i dences of wealth and re fine ment. Spring- 
time had barely come, and yet the ta ble was cov ered with a pro fu sion of
flow ers. Ev ery ap point ment of the room be trayed a love for art and beauty.
The con ver sa tion re vealed an out look on life which was strange to him. He
had lived in the world which was shaped and lim ited by the ideals of his
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Com mu nity; these peo ple looked wider. He found his con cep tion of things
broad en ing as if by magic. Life, lit er a ture, re li gion were all greater than he
had imag ined. He yielded to the spell of the hour. By na ture he was quick
and re cep tive of new ideas. His mind had great ca pac i ties; but he had lived
in a groove, a groove of sac er do tal ism and ec cle si as ti cism, and un con- 
sciously he felt the groove was widen ing. The ex pe ri ence might be only
tran si tory; presently the train ing and in flu ence of the last few years would
as sert them selves again; but for the mo ment he lived in a new world. These
Dis senters, whom he had looked upon as ig no rant and bla tant, lived in a
larger world than he, their out look on life in all its bear ings was wider than
his, and his own con cep tion looked small and mea ger.

He was glad now that the de bate be tween him and Cuth bert Trevelyan
had not gone on. He would have been beaten out of the field, sim ply be- 
cause the other man would have led him into realms of thought and knowl- 
edge of which he was pro foundly ig no rant.

He felt this very keenly when the ladies had gone into the draw ing-room
and the men sat around smok ing. He (Do minic) knew noth ing of the books,
knew noth ing of the great surg ing thoughts of the world with which Cuth- 
bert Trevelyan and George Yorke were per fectly con ver sant. And yet
George Yorke was a mere busi ness man. How could he (Do minic) and those
who had been trained as he was trained ex pect to in flu ence men whose
read ing and out look on life were wider than their own?

But all this was for got ten presently. He was by Mag gie’s side again, and
Cuth bert Trevelyan was ask ing her to sing. He longed to add his per sua- 
sions to those of the young min is ter, but some how he was afraid.

Mag gie had one of those rare con tralto voices which com pel at ten tion,
and all that train ing and mu si cal cul ture could do for her had been lav ished
upon her. The mu sic which Do minic had heard had been in the main
Church mu sic, and he was pas sion ately fond of it; but the chord which
Mag gie struck in his heart was not al to gether re li gious. She car ried him
away into the realms of ro mance and beauty. Her voice thrilled him. He for- 
got where he was. To him they were away in Ar ca dia, where all was sun- 
shine and song, while he and Mag gie walked be neath the shady bow ers.
Her voice seemed to arouse in him a thou sand hopes and long ings un known
to him be fore. He wanted to cry out in agony, but the rich ca ress ing tones
qui eted the pain. Oh, there was a world, a life of which he knew noth ing!



152

When Mag gie ceased singing there was a gen tle mur mur of “Thank
you!” but Do minic was silent. He knew his se cret now. He loved, and his
love, while it lifted him to heaven, caused him the most mad den ing pains.
He was madly jeal ous of Cuth bert Trevelyan, jeal ous even of her fa ther and
mother and brother. But more, he was torn with an guish; he re mem bered his
vows, re mem bered his vo ca tion!

He dared not stay longer. It is true Fa ther Town ley had told him that he
need not hurry back early, but he dared not stay. If he did, he would do and
say some wild, mad thing. He would break all rules, all con ven tions. All his
prom ises, hopes, and vows came rush ing back to his mem ory, the dream of
his early years as serted it self; but all seemed as noth ing as his eyes fed on
Mag gie’s beauty. What was any thing, ev ery thing, in com par i son with those
great laugh ing eyes, the per fect oval of her beau ti ful face, the gleam of her
hair, the witch ery of her voice, the mag netism of her pres ence?

No, no, he must not look on her; it was black, damn ing sin for him to do
so. He must not think of the song she had sung; he must crush all the
thoughts and feel ings she had aroused. He loved her, and that love black- 
ened his life, made all his dreams im pos si ble. He had taken his vows, vows
which hung like chains around his heart — vows of poverty, chastity, obe di- 
ence. What right had he ever to think of a woman’s beauty, of a woman’s
charm? It was not only sin, it was mad ness. He was wed ded to the Church,
to re li gion. It was for him to go around the coun try as a preach ing monk or
friar, hav ing noth ing, car ing for noth ing, ex cept to win souls for the Church.

All protested against his go ing so early, but he did not heed them.
“I must go — I promised,” he said. “Good night!”
He stag gered out of the house, and presently found him self on the drive.

No, he could not go back to the House of the In car na tion; he must stay out
there alone in the night, and face the facts of his life.

The moon was nearly at its full. A high wind blew, and great masses of
heavy black clouds rolled across the sky. But it was not cold. The smell of
early spring was in the air, and the earth gave prom ise of wak ing out of her
sleep.

He climbed to the top of the hill where he had met Mag gie that same af- 
ter noon. What a change had come to his thoughts, his heart since then!
Then his work was ev ery thing, while now––.

No, no, he had not changed. He hated her then, he hated her now. Yes, he
would crush all thoughts of her, he would drive her out of his heart, his life.
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She was an emis sary of Sa tan sent to tempt him. He had been warned
against her in the past. Had she not par a lyzed his tongue, when he was
about to pro claim against the sins of the world in that play house? Had she
not made him love his work less when he met her on the moors on the fol- 
low ing day? Yes, he re mem bered now. He had felt a long ing for the world,
a long ing for his lib erty, the world’s lib erty, a long ing to take his place in
the great mael strom of the world’s god less life . Dur ing the years he had not
seen her, her power over him had gone; but when he had met her again, his
heart had warned him against her. Did he not rec og nize her as his en emy —
the en emy of his Church? That very day she had been again the emis sary of
Sa tan. Un der the guise of truth and honor she had made him feel that he
was a liar and a traitor. She had bid den him leave the Church which had
nur tured him, and go over to Rome. Yes, and her hes had seemed like truth.
He could not an swer her then, he could not an swer now.

But that was not all, nor the worst. That night she had sung to him as the
sirens in the old Greek story sang to the he roes of Ro mance. She was try ing
to lure him on to the rocks of world li ness and love, and he a priest vowed to
celibacy.

Again he for got his train ing, his vows. Again he saw the flash of her
eyes, the glit ter of her hair, the glory of her face; he heard the mu sic of her
voice, too, a voice which lured him away from the things to which he had
promised to be faith ful.

Oh, how he loved her! He would give years of his life to win her love, to
know that her heart, her smile were for him. What mat tered if she were a
schis matic, what did he care about her scorn for his in tel lec tual po si tion?
He loved her. Was she not pure, hon or able, beau ti ful; why then should he
not cher ish the thought of her? Men had called him clever, elo quent. He had
been able to sway the mul ti tudes by the charm of his speech, Why could not
he be come fa mous, rich per haps? Then — then he could go boldly to her,
and ask her to be his wife!

Wife! How dare he? Had he not promised to drive all thoughts of love
from his heart? Had he not pleaded, begged that he might take the vows that
now bound him? And were not his vows holy — were they not in ac cor- 
dance with the will of his Church?

Yes, she was the en emy to his soul, and he hated her. An anger such as
he had never known be fore surged in his heart. Rather than en cour age love
for her, he would stran gle her with his own hands. A vow was passed, it
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was eter nally bind ing. This woman, fair, beau ti ful, charm ing, clever as she
was, was only an other Eve tempt ing him to eat of for bid den fruit. He would
drive her out of his mind. He would strug gle, fight, pray, do penance, work.
Ah, yes, his sal va tion lay in ac tiv ity, he would plead with Fa ther Town ley to
send him away to a place where it would be im pos si ble for him to see her.
He would ask that he might be sent amidst scenes of poverty, mis ery,
squalor, sin; then he would see what the world meant, see what was the re- 
sult of hav ing thoughts other than those of the Holy Church.

He hur ried back to the House of the In car na tion, and saw a light in Fa- 
ther Town ley’s study. He would ask for ad mis sion, and tell him all. Fa ther
Town ley was not his con fes sor, but he would tell him ev ery thing, of ev ery
meet ing he had had with Mag gie, and of the in flu ence she had had on his
life. Then he would plead that he might be sent to some dark, be nighted
place, ei ther at home or abroad, where he could for get the doubts she had
aroused with re gard to his po si tion, for get the mad pas sion which burnt at
his heart.

No, he would not tell him all. How could he? How could he al low Mag- 
gie’s name to be dis cussed even by Fa ther Town ley? Be sides, he did not
love her. He hated her, and loathed the pas sion she had aroused in his heart.
No, he could not even tell his con fes sor of his love. He knew he ought,
knew that it was a sin al most un for giv able to keep back any thing from him;
but he could not help it. Ev ery fiber in his be ing protested against it — it
would be sac ri lege. Be sides, he did not love her, of course he did not; rather
he hated her as an emis sary of Sa tan.

Fa ther Town ley met him with a smile.
“Well, Do minic, my son,” he said, in a friendly way, “and how did you

en joy your evening at Bar stone?”
“I was mis er able, Fa ther. We lived in dif fer ent worlds. I came away

early. I hated their riches, their world li ness.”
Fa ther Town ley looked at him keenly.
“What is the mat ter?” he said.
“Only this, Fa ther; I want to get back to work. I am rest less, ea ger to be

preach ing again. You need not fear for me, I will never re peat the Brig field
fi asco. I will un der take noth ing of which you would dis ap prove. Only let
me get to work.”

“Some thing is dis turb ing you, Do minic?”
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“Yes, do you know how they re gard me up at Bar stone? They look upon
me as one who is dis loyal. They say I have no right to re main in the Church
of Eng land while preach ing the doc trines which her Prayer-book con demns.
That ac cord ing to Ro man ists my or di na tion is false, in valid. I want to let
them know how much I value their opin ions; I want to get back to work.”

Again Fa ther Town ley looked at him search ingly. He knew there was
some thing in Do minic’s mind which had not been told him. He did not even
guess at the truth, but he knew there was more than ap peared on the sur face.

“Per haps he’s right,” he re flected. “He has suf fered enough for his mis- 
take, and he’s pen i tent. I will not ask him fur ther ques tions; af ter all, I am
not his con fes sor. One thing is cer tain, his faith is not un set tled. He has no
in cli na tions to wards Rome, I am glad for that, for I don’t want any scan dal.
There is enough talk as it is about this be ing a train ing ground for Rome,
and Do minic is too good an as set to the Catholic party in the An gli can
Church to lose. In an other five years he will be crowd ing the cathe drals of
Eng land.”

“Very well,” said Fa ther Town ley presently, “As for tune or mis for tune
would have it, I have just re ceived a let ter from Fa ther Bin g ley, of Hendly
Clough, which, as you know, is a col liery town, telling me that the doc tors
have or dered him to the South of France. The fel low has been over work ing
him self, and has bro ken down. He wants a locum; it’s an aw ful place, but it
is the only one I can think of for you.”

“Send me, send me, please, Fa ther!” cried Do minic. “It will be just the
work I want.”

“All right, then; you can go to mor row. And now it’s time for you to go
to bed. You look ill, and worn out. I can see that so ci ety does not agree with
you.”

By the next evening Do minic had taken up his abode in St. Michael’s
Church House, Hendly Clough, and was re ceiv ing in struc tions from Fa ther
Bin g ley about the work. He found that the church was only a shabby room
in the worst part of a col liery town, but he did not mind that. Shabby and
dirty as the room was. Fa ther Bin g ley had done his best for the al tar. That at
least gave ev i dence that the priest-in-charge was a great lover of Ro man rit- 
ual, and that he had done all in his power to copy the ways of the Ro man
Church, of which he was a se cret mem ber. More over, he had given what he
called “def i nite Church Teach ing” to the peo ple, so that Do minic found that
the neigh bor hood was fully pre pared to lis ten to his own views.
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He gave his whole soul to the work. Fa ther Bin g ley, hard as he had
worked, was less ea ger than Do minic. From early morn ing till late at night
he toiled. The lit tle church bell was con stantly call ing the peo ple to the ser- 
vices, and in the in ter vals he was vis it ing from house to house, ar rang ing
classes, or ga niz ing clubs, and at tend ing to the thou sand things which the
neigh bor hood seemed to de mand.

“Bin g ley wur a rare un for work,” re marked the peo ple who at tended the
church, “but he’s nowt to Do minic. Yon chap’ll kill hissen, if he’s noan
care ful.”

And in deed this seemed prob a ble. When night came he had scarcely
strength to drag him self to bed. He ate but lit tle, and the un healthy na ture of
his work, added to the bod ily penances he in flicted upon him self, seemed
likely to de stroy his nat u rally strong con sti tu tion.

One night, af ter he had been at Hendly Clough for about a fort night, he
felt so ill that he de cided to send the woman who looked af ter him to call a
doc tor, but just as he was on the point of call ing her for this pur pose, she
came to him bear ing a card.

“Rev. An thony Rit zoom, SJ.,” he read won der ingly.
“Oh! I re mem ber. Will you show him in, Mrs. Burt?”
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17. A Priest Of The Ro man And
A Priest Of The An gli can

Church

FA THER RIT ZOOM al lowed his keen, search ing eyes to rest on Do minic as
he en tered. He had come on a some what del i cate mis sion, and he wanted to
thor oughly un der stand his man be fore en ter ing upon it. To those who have
met Fa ther Rit zoom in the pages of other nar ra tives, an in tro duc tion to this
re mark able man is not needed.1 To other read ers of these pages, how ever, it
may be nec es sary to say that Fa ther Rit zoom was one of the most in flu en tial
mem bers of the So ci ety of Je sus. His great ob ject in life was to de stroy
Protes tantism in Eng land, and to re store the au thor ity of the Ro man Church.
To this end he gave all the power of a re mark able mind and per son al ity. He
de lighted in what was called the Catholic Move ment in the Church of Eng- 
land, for while he de nied the va lid ity of An gli can or ders, and re garded even
the Arch bishop of Can ter bury as a schis matic lay man, he saw that all the
se cret ef forts which had been put forth since the days of the Ox ford Move- 
ment, to “Catholi cize” the Eng lish Church, was all help ing on the con ver- 
sion of Eng land to Ro man ism. In deed, it was re ported that he en cour aged
such so ci eties by his ad vice, and by send ing lov ing mes sages from Rome.

“Of course, all these rit u al is tic fel lows who are ap ing our ways present a
very sorry fig ure,” he sneered, “and should lose the re spect of hon est men;
but what of that? They are do ing Rome’s work in a way which is im pos si ble
to us.”

On oc ca sions he ad vised rit u al is tic min is ters of the An gli can Church to
come out boldly on the side of Rome, but not of ten. “They serve us bet ter
by ac cus tom ing Protes tants to our cer e mo ni als and our dog mas,” he would
laugh. More over, when they grew dis con tented with An gli can or di na tion,
we made it easy for them to be re or dained by a Ro man Bishop, even while
they re tained their po si tions as min is ters of the Protes tant Church of Eng- 
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land. “If they are will ing to con sent to oc cupy such a po si tion, that’s their
af fair, not mine,” he would say cyn i cally. “The Eng lish peo ple are fools,
and if they are will ing to be gulled by fel lows who have taken our or ders,
and yet pa rade as mem bers of the Eng lish Catholic Church — well, let
them. Our work is go ing on. If Eng land is ever to be con verted, the work
will be done by the rit u al is tic party in the Eng lish Church. They can do it
qui etly, sub tly. The Eng lish Protes tants pay these rit u al is tic fel lows to in still
Romish doc trines into the minds of their chil dren, think ing all the time that
they are main tain ing a Church which is a bul wark against Rome. It is the
best joke I know, and I’m not go ing to spoil the fun.”

Mostly Fa ther Rit zoom in ter ested him self in af fairs in volv ing large fi- 
nan cial is sues, but some times he de voted his en er gies to dif fer ent ends. He
rarely en cour aged those who be longed to the rank and file of the Ro man iz- 
ing sec tion to come out boldly on the side of Rome. They were only names,
and did not count much; but when he met a man of note, the son of an Eng- 
lish Church dig ni tary, or some one of strik ing abil ity who had lean ings in
the di rec tion of Rome, then he did his ut most to lead them to take the def i- 
nite Rome ward step, so that he could ad ver tise it in the news pa pers.

Fa ther Rit zoom hap pened to be in York shire when Do minic was go ing
from parish to parish con duct ing mis sions. The fame of the young priest
was in creas ing daily, and then Fa ther Rit zoom made it his busi ness to make
in quiries con cern ing him. He went to Fa ther Mullar ney at Mere mead ows,
who told him all he knew; and as oc ca sion oc curred, the Je suit went to hear
him. He was im me di ately struck with Do minic’s or a tor i cal gifts and his
great power of at tract ing the mul ti tudes. He saw that when the name of Fa- 
ther Do minic was an nounced to preach, crowds of all sorts of peo ple
thronged to hear him. He re al ized too that the young man’s per sonal mag- 
netism, his in tense pas sion, and his seem ingly un ques tion ing faith in flu- 
enced peo ple in spite of them selves.

“Whether the fel low knows it or not, he is re ally one of us,” he re flected.
“He will wake up one day to find that his An gli can or ders are so much
mock ery, and then we shall see some very in ter est ing things. The House of
the In car na tion has trained him very well. The fel lows have re ally made
him a Ro man ist. He is not an or di nary man, and there fore great care will be
needed. He is a fel low who might jump over the traces al to gether; but there
seems very lit tle dan ger of that at present. He is one of those who should
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‘go over.’ He has made a rep u ta tion, and that rep u ta tion must be used for
Holy Church.”

That was why he spoke to him af ter the lec ture at Brig field, and that was
why he vis ited him that night. He had learnt ev ery thing that had taken place
af ter Trevelyan’s chal lenge, for, as may be imag ined. Fa ther Rit zoom was
not with out friends among the “Fa thers” and “Broth ers” in the House of the
In car na tion. In deed, he made it his busi ness to be ac quainted with the work- 
ings of all the Rome ward Move ment So ci eties which owed their ex is tence
to the Trac tar ian Move ment in Ox ford at the time of New man.

“The Eng lish Church pays the money to do our work; what more sat is- 
fac tory ar range ment can be made?” he would say, with his pe cu liar smile.

“You re mem ber me?” he said to Do minic, as the young man pointed to a
chair.

“Per fectly, and of course I know you by re pute. Pos si bly I may have
seen you at the House of the In car na tion.”

“Pos si bly,” replied Rit zoom, with a smile. By the way, Fa ther Do minic,
you don’t look well. You are over worked."

“I’m afraid I am,” replied Do minic, with a wan smile. “To be per fectly
frank, I was on the point of send ing Mrs. Burt for a doc tor when you ar- 
rived.”

“I’ve given some study to medicine my self,” said the Je suit, “and I al- 
ways carry a strong tonic with me wher ever I go. I find it in valu able af ter
con tin u ous hard work. An Ital ian sa vant told me about it, and I have it made
up in pilules. It acts like magic. Won’t you try one? I’ll take one my self. I
find my self very tired af ter a hard day’s work.”

He took a small bot tle from his pocket and ex tracted a small white
pilule.

“It’s very small, isn’t it?” he said with a smile; “but I find it a most pow- 
er ful restora tive.”

He placed the pilule in his mouth, and passed the bot tle to Do minic.
“Try one,” he said; “it can’t hurt you, and I’ll stake my rep u ta tion that

you’ll feel a new man in five min utes.”
Do minic felt the other’s keen, search ing eyes upon him as he fol lowed

his ex am ple.
“You’ll find the work dif fer ent here from that which you have been do- 

ing lately,” went on the Je suit.
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“Yes, it’s ut terly dif fer ent; but I like it. One gets tired of speak ing to
great surg ing crowds. It’s very nec es sary work too. The vicar of the ad join- 
ing parish, which has a very large church, is a strong Prot, and Bin g ley has
had a ter ri ble time here. Still, he made a foot ing.”

“And nearly killed him self in mak ing it,” sug gested Rit zoom.
“Yes, he did. You see, Bin g ley is not a strong man, ei ther phys i cally or

in tel lec tu ally. He had to make up for these de fi cien cies by his de vo tion.”
“You know Bin g ley?”
“Only a lit tle. He is not one of our men.”
“No. He’s even more ad vanced than you.”
Do minic looked ques tion ingly at his vis i tor, but did not re ply.
“I know Bin g ley well,” went on Rit zoom.
“Yes?”
“Yes. I imag ine he would call me one of his best friends. He con sulted

me about a very im por tant ques tion.”
“In deed?”
“Yes. It’s a se cret to all save a few, but be com ing dis sat is fied with his

An gli can or ders, he se cretly re ceived or ders from other sources.”
“And yet re mains in the An gli can Church!” cried Do minic.
“Ev i dently, Of course his con tin u ing to work as an An gli can priest is his

af fair; but as for the other — well, di rectly he gave any at ten tion to the mat- 
ter, he could do noth ing else.”

Do minic was silent.
“I think you see that your self. But, by the way, how do you feel? Am I

not right about the restora tive ef fects of my pilules?”
“Upon my word you are,” replied Do minic. “I had for got ten that I felt so

un well. I feel like a new man.”
“I was sure you would,” replied Rit zoom. “I have de rived the same ad- 

van tage from them a hun dred times. They are en tirely harm less, too, and
have none of the dele te ri ous ef fects of such drugs as mor phine and opium.
But about Bin g ley; didn’t you know?”

“I had heard some ru mors of it, but I had given them no se ri ous at ten- 
tion. No, I did not know; in deed I should not have be lieved it, if — if some
one who was ab so lutely sure had not told me.”

“Why?”
“Well, it’s not — not hon est.”
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“Don’t you think so? But would it have been hon est for him to have con- 
tin ued ad min is ter ing the sacra ments, know ing all the time that he had no
right to do so?”

Do minic was silent. Rit zoom’s ques tion raised the doubt which Mag gie
Yorke had aroused weeks be fore, and which ever since he had been try ing
to crush.

“I could not help think ing of this when I heard you lec tur ing at Brig- 
field,” went on Fa ther Rit zoom.

“You fully en dorse the idea of the Catholic Church, and yet you stop
short of the log i cal is sue. Bin g ley has not stopped there. That is the dif fer- 
ence be tween you. But you are tired, and don’t feel like fac ing the mat ter.”

“Oh I––I don’t feel tired now, thanks to you,” said Do minic, “and —
and, I’m ter ri bly in ter ested in what you say; please go on.”

“Of course the whole ques tion ap peals in a dif fer ent way to these Protes- 
tant fel lows,” went on Rit zoom.

“To a man like, well, say the late Dean Far rar, the whole idea of Apos- 
toli cal Suc ces sion was a sort of fan dango of non sense. He might not ad mit
it in so many words; but to any one who holds the Catholic idea of the
Church, Bin g ley’s ac tion was the only log i cal one. If the Church which our
Lord es tab lished was founded on the idea of bish ops and priests to whom
He gave au thor ity, and if that Church ex com mu ni cated what is called the
Eng lish Church, where do you stand? It may pre tend that it is a part of the
Catholic Church, but how can it be when the Catholic Church de clares it to
be ex com mu ni cate? And if it is ex com mu ni cate, from its arch bish ops down
to the hum blest cu rate, how in Heaven’s name can it be long to the one in di- 
vis i ble Church?”

“Then, ac cord ing to you, a priest of the Church of Rome, our or ders
are––?”

Do minic did not com plete the sen tence, but looked to wards Rit zoom, as
if for the nec es sary word.

“What hap pened when Glad stone made his ap peal to the Holy Fa ther?”
said Rit zoom. “No lan guage could be plainer than Leo’s. In ter pret it how
you will, but the Head of the Catholic Church pro nounced that all the An- 
gli can clergy, from the arch bishop down wards, were only schis matic lay- 
men.”

“Then, ac cord ing to you, I am only a lay man?”
Rit zoom shrugged his shoul ders.
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“I won der Bin g ley had me here,” said Do minic.
“I imag ine that Fa ther Bin g ley has re ceived his or ders.”
“From whom?”
“How can I say?” And Fa ther Rit zoom laughed qui etly. “I see Bin g ley

still keeps the books which he was rec om mended to read on the ques tion,”
went on the Je suit, nod ding to wards the book case. “If I were you I would
look into them, they are not badly done. Of course they all as sume the
Catholic po si tion, and ar gue from the ba sic truth of the au thor ity of the one
Catholic and Apos tolic Church founded in the time of our Lord. That po si- 
tion, of course, both you and I ac cept im plic itly.”

“The Pri macy of the Pope is, of course, a stum bling block,” sug gested
Do minic.

For more than an hour the two talked; the one sug gest ing dif fi cul ties, the
other meet ing them. Many an cient books and tra di tions were quoted; the
say ings of men, un known to the read ing world, save to a few ec cle si as tics
and stu dents of an cient writ ings, were urged. Cel sus, Athana sius,
Theodoret, St. Au gus tine, Pa pias, Ire naeus, and many an other teacher, for- 
got ten save by the school men, were brought for ward as wit nesses to at test
to cer tain the o ries. But lit tle ref er ence was made to the teach ing of the great
Founder of Chris tian ity. Nei ther urged that the word “Church” was men- 
tioned only twice in His teach ing, and that even then His mean ing was ev i- 
dently far re moved from the sac er do tal idea of the Church. Nor did ei ther of
them seem to re al ize that the great idea in the Mas ter’s mind was the es tab- 
lish ment of the King dom of God, which was the king dom of truth and love
and mercy reign ing in the hearts of men. Both of them were ea ger to dis cuss
what cer tain Fa thers and el ders said about an or ga ni za tion which, if the
Founder of Chris tian ity men tioned at all. He men tioned only in ci den tally;
while they were will ing to for get the great cen tral truths of His teach ing,
and life and death.

Chris tian ity was some thing to be in ter preted by the Church, and the
Church was a me di ae val sys tem, some thing the au thor ity for which was to
be found in copies of musty doc u ments which per ished ages ago.

Still they ar gued it se ri ously — this young man, whose whole life had
been shaped and molded by the Com mu nity in whose teach ings he had been
reared, and the as tute priest whose whole life had been cast into a sac er do tal
mold. And the Je suit had the young man at ad van tage. He spoke in tones of
cer tainty, of au thor ity. Both united in agree ing that the true con cep tion of
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the Church of Christ was the sac er do tal con cep tion, and thus Rit zoom held
the stronger po si tion.

“There is no stop ping-place, my dear fel low,” he said presently. “Once
leave the Protes tant idea of the Church, which is as vague as a cloud, which
has no au thor i ta tive sys tem, and which there fore is no Church at all, and
there is no rest ing-place. Your Com mu nity teaches that the Ref or ma tion
was a mis take, and agrees with an other so ci ety of a sim i lar na ture, that it is
‘a dark, and in some sense a damnable spot in our Church’s his tory’. Well
then, where are you? You do not doubt the va lid ity of the Ro man priest- 
hood; you do not doubt that she is the one Church which goes back through
the ages. And yet this Church with one united voice speaks with no un cer- 
tain sound. It de clares that the An gli can Church is as much ex com mu ni cate
as the Non con form ing Bod ies; that the fel low who stands up to preach at
the street comer has as much au thor ity to ad min is ter the sacra ments as your
so-called Bish ops of Man ches ter or Liv er pool or Can ter bury. Then where is
your stop ping-place? Ad mit the sac er do tal con cep tion of the Church, and
there is no rest ing-place un til you reach Rome.”

And Do minic, whose train ing had pre pared him for the re cep tion of this
idea, had to ad mit that it was so. And yet he was not sat is fied. Some thing,
he knew not what, made him feel that there was some thing deeper, some- 
thing higher, which both he and Rit zoom failed to see.

“What would you ad vise?” he said presently.
“I should leave what all true Catholics re gard as a bas tard Church, and

come out boldly on the side of truth,” said Rit zoom. “I should pre pare for
the priest hood of Rome. You do not be long to the or der of men who can act
se cretly, like Bin g ley.”

“I must con sider it fur ther,” said Do minic presently.
“Cer tainly, my dear fel low,” said the Je suit. “It is right you should; but

let me tell you that I have no doubt about re sults. I ad vise you not to work
so hard; take it a lit tle eas ier, and spend an amount of your spare time in
read ing those books of Bin g ley’s. And now,” he went on, “I have some thing
else to say to you. I did not call tonight wholly to talk about mat ters ec cle si- 
as ti cal.”

“No?” And Do minic looked at him ques tion ingly.
“Are you in any way re lated to the Wildthornes of Cum ber land?” asked

Rit zoom.
“Why?”
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“I am only cu ri ous.”
“But you must have some rea son for be ing cu ri ous?”
“I have al ways a rea son for ev ery thing, my dear fel low. The truth is,

some in for ma tion came to me about the Cum ber land Wildthornes the other
day, and I won dered whether it had any con nec tion with you.”

“Be fore my fa ther died he gave me some old pa pers, which he de clared
gave full proof that I did, but I have never read them. In deed, my mind has
been so full of other things that I have hardly given them a thought.”

“Have you them here?”
Do minic shook his head.
Rit zoom looked dis ap pointed. “I am sorry for that,” he said; “I could

then have looked at them, and tested their value.”
“What do you mean? What value could they have?”
Rit zoom hes i tated. He seemed to be in doubt as to whether he should say

more. Presently he pulled a news pa per from his pocket, and pointed to a
pas sage.

“Read that,” he said.
This was what Do minic read:

“We re gret to record the death of Tim o thy Wildthorne, Esq., of Wildthorne Bar ton, Cum- 
ber land, which took place yes ter day morn ing. The de ceased gen tle man never mar ried, and
as he was an only son, the es tate must nec es sar ily re vert to an other branch of the fam ily.
From an ex am i na tion of the fam ily records, we learn that the grand fa ther of the gen tle man,
just de ceased, had a brother named Barn abas, who left the neigh bor hood of Wildthorne
Bar ton im me di ately af ter his brother came into pos ses sion, and that noth ing was ever heard
of him af ter wards. If he mar ried and had a fam ily, how ever, it is ev i dent that one of his de- 
scen dants is the right ful heir to the es tate. As noth ing has ever been heard of the said Barn- 
abas Wildthorne, how ever, the whole mat ter seems to be left in a con di tion of de light ful
un cer tainty.”

“My fa ther was called Barn abas,” said Do minic, when he had fin ished read- 
ing.

“Pos si bly you are the heir,” sug gested Rit zoom, watch ing him closely.
“And if I am,” said Do minic thought fully, “it is prob a bly to only a very

small amount.”
“Wildthorne Bar ton,” said Rit zoom, like one mus ing. “Of course it may

be only a small farm, with per haps a cou ple of hun dred pounds a year. If I
re mem ber aright, the word Bar ton has var i ous mean ings, but is gen er ally
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sup posed to mean a large farm. I should imag ine it would mean this in the
present case.”

“My fa ther told me that his fore fa thers were landown ers,” said Do minic;
"but I never paid any heed to him. You see we lived in a hovel, and he was
looked upon as a drunken out cast. It might seem as though there was some- 
thing in what he said. Be sides, he was very par tic u lar about these pa pers.
He was very proud of them, too, and de clared that they gave proof of his
be ing a de scen dant from one of the old est fam i lies in Cum ber land.

“What re li gion were they?” asked Rit zoom. “Catholic or Protes tant?”
“I don’t know. My fa ther was an athe ist, at least, so he said. My mother

was a Catholic, and had me bap tized in the Catholic Chapel.”
“If you like to get me the pa pers, I will see if there is any thing in it,” said

Rit zoom.
Do minic was silent a few sec onds, then he said, hur riedly: “Oh! I for got.

It is all noth ing to me.”
“Noth ing to you. Why?”
“I have taken my vows.”
“What vows?”
“The vows of the Com mu nity of the In car na tion.”
Rit zoom looked at him keenly, then he rose to his feet.
“You will have a great deal to think about,” he said slowly — “a great

deal. You have come to a kind of cross ways in the road of your life.”
“But my vows,” said Do minic, like one dream ing — “my vows.”
“Yes, vows are bind ing, but the Church has great power, my son. If I can

help you, do not hes i tate to use me. Fa ther Mullar ney; of Mere mead ows, al- 
ways knows where to find me.”

Then he left St. Michael’s Church House, leav ing Do minic alone.

1. “The Scar let Woman,” “The Pur ple Robe,” “The Woman of Baby- 
lon.”↩ 
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18. Wildthorne Bar ton

A FEW DAYS later Do minic Wildthorne was on his way to Cum ber land. In
spite of Fa ther Rit zoom’s re mark able restora tive, Do minic had been obliged
to call in a doc tor, who in sisted on him tak ing at least a fort night’s ab so lute
rest. He had no busi ness, he said, to take up Fa ther Bin g ley’s work at all.
His many months of mis sion work had over taxed his strength, and work at
the present time would mean an ut ter break down. This was com mu ni cated
to Fa ther Town ley, who im me di ately re quested him to come back to the
Com mu nity. On ar riv ing there Do minic took the op por tu nity of look ing at
the pa pers his fa ther had left him. As far as he could judge, there was no
doubt of the fact that he was the only de scen dant of the Wildthorne fam ily.
Barn abas Wildthorne’s grand fa ther was the son of old Tim o thy Wildthorne,
whose el dest son Tim o thy in her ited the es tates. The two broth ers had quar- 
reled, and Barn abas had left Cum ber land, never to re turn to it. Barn abas,
how ever, had taken a cer tain sum of money with him, and had even tu ally
mar ried an Irish lady. Three chil dren were born — one son and two daugh- 
ters. The son was Do minic’s grand fa ther. His fa ther had care fully pre served
the doc u ments, which he de clared would es tab lish his de scent. These doc u- 
ments Do minic ex am ined care fully, and as far as he could see, en tirely
proved his fa ther’s words.

On this Do minic found his way to Fa ther Town ley’s study.
“A man named Wildthorne has died in Cum ber land, who, I am led to be- 

lieve, is a re la tion of mine,” said Do minic.
Fa ther Town ley looked at Do minic’s pale face with a smile. He re garded

the young man as his spir i tual son, and had a great af fec tion for him.
“What are your rea sons for be liev ing he is your re la tion?” he asked.
Do minic gave him some of his rea sons, but not all.
“Well,” he said, when he had fin ished speak ing, “how does this af fect

you?”
“Not much, I am afraid,” said Do minic, “but I think I would like to go

and see the place.”
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Fa ther Town ley was but lit tle in flu enced by Do minic’s nar ra tion. He did
not be lieve that he was in any way con nected with the Cum ber land
Wildthornes, but he was thank ful that Do minic had some thing to in ter est
him be sides ec cle si as ti cal mat ters. He felt sure that his mind was trou bled.
He had not been Su pe rior of the Com mu nity of the In car na tion for sev eral
years with out be ing an adept in read ing men. More than one who had come
to the Com mu nity had felt that their proper place was in the Church of
Rome, and Fa ther Town ley had care fully noted the “symp toms” which
these “broth ers” had shown. He now felt sure that Do minic was ex er cised in
a sim i lar way, and he re joiced that the mat ter of fam ily his tory should have
oc curred to him. It would give him other in ter ests, and that, in Do minic’s
present men tal con di tion, was greatly needed. He there fore urged him to
take the train for Cum ber land with out de lay, and not to hurry back un til he
had fully in ves ti gated the whole ques tion.

“It might be well for you to place your pa pers in the hands of a so lic i tor
who is in a po si tion to know the fam ily his tory,” he said; “in any case you
have my full per mis sion to do all that is nec es sary to in ves ti gate thor oughly
ev ery as pect of the case.”

Per haps, in spite of his lack of faith in Barn abas Wildthorne’s claims, he
had a se cret hope that there might be some thing in them, in which case the
Com mu nity of the In car na tion would prob a bly be con sid er ably en riched.

It was a beau ti ful day in April when Do minic reached Cum ber land, The
spring in that year was con sid er ably ad vanced, and al ready there were signs
of bustling life ev ery where. The “horse chest nuts” were shoot ing forth their
leaves, while a tinge of green was creep ing over the hedgerows. The air,
more over, was soft and balmy, the sky, save for a few light fleecy clouds,
was a great dome of blue.

“How lovely the world is,” said the young man, as he looked out of the
car riage win dows, and be held the vast sweeps of hill and dale.

There was a feel ing of free dom in his heart. By or der of his Su pe rior he
was go ing to rest. He had no ad dresses to pre pare, no great mul ti tudes to
preach to, no in quir ers to in ter view. He was free to en joy him self! Per haps
this sense of lib erty was en hanced by the fact that he did not wear the
monk ish at tire of his com mu nity. He was dressed as an or di nary cler gy man.
He wore a short jacket and a soft hat; but for the fact of the Ro man col lar
around his neck, he might have been taken for a lay man. Peo ple did not
stare at him when they came into his car riage. All this was very pleas ant.
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He had of ten been an noyed as he saw peo ple nudge each other at the sight
of his long cas sock-like gown and leath ern gir dle.

Presently the train stopped at a lit tle road side sta tion, where he alighted.
“How far is it from here to Wildthorne Bar ton?” he asked the porter who

col lected the tick ets.
“A mile, per haps two,” replied the man.
“Is it a straight road?”
“You can’t miss it,” said the porter, “if you fol low yon road. It’s on your

right-hand side.”
Do minic would have liked to have asked other ques tions, but he was

afraid. He had thought of Wildthorne Bar ton as a homely old farm house; he
pic tured large trees all around it, and pos si bly a hun dred or more acres of
meadow-land. What, af ter all, if the porter told him that it was only a small
house in a squalid vil lage? It was quite pos si ble. So he re frained from ask- 
ing for fur ther in for ma tion.

He had brought a bag with him, but al though it was not heavy, he did not
feel strong enough to carry it. Be sides, he might have to re turn in an hour or
so. In deed, he had gone so far as to look up a train whereby he might be
able to get to Win der mere that very evening.

How quiet and rest ful ev ery thing was. There were no mill chim neys, no
roar of ma chin ery, no gran ite paved streets, no sug ges tion of smoke and
grime. The lane in which he walked was de serted, save for the birds which
had be gun to sing among the tree branches, and an oc ca sional farmer’s cart.
The air, too, was sweet and health-giv ing. Do minic oc ca sion ally stopped in
the road, and took deep breaths, as though he wanted to fill his lungs with
such life-giv ing elixir.

“If it all ends in noth ing,” he said to him self, “I shall still be glad that I
came. What was that quo ta tion from Emer son which Trevelyan men tioned.
‘Give me health and a day, and I will make the pomp of kings ridicu lous.’ I
did not feel his mean ing then; I do now.”

As he trudged along, how ever, he be gan to be more keenly in ter ested in
the ob ject of his jour ney. He again called to mind the para graph Fa ther Rit- 
zoom had showed him. He re mem bered that his sup posed rel a tive had been
des ig nated “Esq.,” while the word “es tate” had been used. He did not know
much about these things, but surely they must im ply some sort of lo cal po- 
si tion. Yes, he hoped that Wildthorne Bar ton would prove to be a com fort- 
able farm house, even al though he, Do minic, had no claim what ever to it.
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Oc ca sion ally he put his hand into his over coat pocket, to as sure him self
that the pa pers, of which his fa ther had been so proud, were safe. Al though
he was not aware of it, the idea of “pos ses sion” had en tered his soul. He
could not tell why, but the life of the Com mu nity of the In car na tion be came
far away, in dis tinct, and un real. The feel ing of the open air made it so. In a
way he could not de fine, truth seemed to be a mat ter not of doc u ments writ- 
ten ages ago, but in the life of to day. He found him self think ing of Mag gie
Yorke, and their con ver sa tions. He un der stood, now, some thing of that at ti- 
tude of mind which broke down ar ti fi cial bar ri ers, and looked for the
essence of things.

Presently he saw a vil lage, and his heart be gan to beat wildly. It was only
a ham let, and al most hid den by great trees, but he felt sure this must be
Wildthorne Bar ton. He quick ened his foot steps, and ere long saw a lit tle
inn, which bore the name of “The Wildthorne Arms.” He had had noth ing to
eat since his early break fast, and now he felt hun gry. He would get some re- 
fresh ment, and per haps the peo ple at the inn would be able to tell him
some thing of what he wanted to know.

Could he get some lunch?
“Ay,” the woman of the inn said. “Yo’ can ’ave a slice of cold meat, and

some bread and cheese.”
“That’ll do,” said Do minic; “will you bring me some?”
The lit tle room into which she showed him was sparsely fur nished, but

spot lessly clean. The sun shone in at the win dow, and as he threw him self
into a not un com fort able arm chair, he felt like singing. In deed, he found
him self hum ming the song by which Mag gie Yorke had so moved his heart
a fort night be fore.

“This is Wildthorne Bar ton?” he said to the woman, when she ap peared
again.

“No,” she said. “This is Wildthorne vil lage.”
“But there is a Wildthorne Bar ton?”
“Ay, but it’s shut up. It’s in the lawyers’ hands.”
“What lawyers?”
“The lawyers at West er field. Coad and Perkins.”
“Where is it from here?”
“Just down the lane.”
“The late owner is dead?”
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“Ay, he died a week or two sin; he lived all alone there, ex cept for three
menser vants. He left no will, and no one knows if there’s any re la tions.
Folk say it’ll go into Chancery. What that’ll mean I doan’t know, but it’ll be
a pity.”

“Is no one there now?”
“May hap one of th’ old man’s ser vants is there. I doan’t know.”
“But the gates are locked?”
“May hap yes, may hap no, I doan’t know. There, will yo’ have tay, or a

mug o’ ale with your mait?”
“Tea, please.”
“Yo’ should have towd me afore. It’ll take five min utes to brew the tay.”
But Do minic did not mind this. He knew very lit tle, but enough to make

him won der. He was ig no rant of the law; but he had been told that when
prop erty was thrown into Chancery, a tremen dous amount of le gal for mal i- 
ties had to be com plied with.

“How far is West er field from here?” he asked, when the woman brought
the tea.

“Power mile.”
“Is it a—a town?”
“A town! Ay, but where ‘ave yo’ been brought up, not to know that

West er field is the mar ket town of these parts?”
“If I wanted, could I sleep here tonight?”
The woman looked at him steadily for a few sec onds.
“No,” she said.
“Why?”
“Be cause I’ve no roam good eno’ for yo’.”
“But have you a spare bed room at all?”
“Ay.”
Do minic fin ished his lunch and went out. A few min utes later his heart

al most stood still. Partly hid den by the trees, but still plainly to be seen, was
an old stone house, with lichen-cov ered walls, mul lioned en dows, low
pitched roof, and a quaint porch. It was not a man sion, but it was ev i dently
large and roomy. Such a place as an artist would rave about — a house that
em bod ied in it self the idea of rest and com fort and home

This was Wildthorne Bar ton.
A quaint lodge, which ac corded with his glimpse of the house, presently

met his gaze, while the en trance gate way looked cen turies old. Grotesque
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fig ures were carved on the gateposts, a coat-of-arms or na mented the arch- 
way. An an ti quar ian would have trav eled a day’s jour ney for such a sight.

But the gate was locked, and no one lived in the lodge. Still, it did not
look di lap i dated. The drive had ev i dently been at tended to. Ev ery thing was
in good or der.

He clam bered over the gate, and a few min utes later found him self in
front of the old house.

Not a sound was to be heard save the chirp ing of the birds and the move- 
ment of the spring life. The house stood on a ter race, and when he had
climbed the steps and stood by the front doer, he turned around. The view
al most star tled him. Be fore him was a stretch of coun try which seemed to
em brace ev ery thing — wild moor land, tow er ing crags, wooded dells, farm- 
steads, and rich un du lat ing land. The Wildthornes, who built this house, had
se lected a site un ri valed in the coun try. Could it be that this was the home
of his fa thers, his home!

Noth ing de noted ne glect or di lap i da tion. The flower beds were care fully
made, and the hy acinths and tulips were be gin ning to ap pear. The lawns
were green and well cared for. He noted the spread ing trees and shel tered
nooks, where one could go in days when the sun was hot and scorch ing. He
also heard the bab ble of a river which wended its way down the val ley in
the near dis tance. Its wa ters gleamed in the sun light. He found his way to
the back of the house, and still saw the same ev i dences of care and love of
beauty.

Ev i dently Tim o thy Wildthorne must have been a man of taste and a
lover of or der.

The blinds of the house were drawn, but he presently dis cov ered a place
in a win dow whereby he could look into one of the rooms. His heart
bounded with de light. From floor to ceil ing were book cases filled with
books. Tim o thy Wildthorne must have been a stu dent, prob a bly a scholar.

Was his fa ther right? Were those pa pers in his pocket a suf fi cient proof
that he was the law ful pos ses sor of what he saw? He must know. The ques- 
tion had be come of vi tal im por tance.

“Surely some one must be here,” he thought. “No lawyer would leave
such a place ut terly un cared for.”

He saw hang ing near the porch an iron bell-pull, and ea gerly seized it. In
re sponse, he heard a clang ing sound some dis tance away. This was fol lowed
by un cer tain foot steps. Ev i dently some one was here to look af ter the place.
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“What do you want?”
An old man ap peared sud denly. He seemed to have come from be hind a

huge ev er green.
“I — I should like to see the house.”
The old man shook his head.
Do minic looked at him closely. He looked an old time ser vant, and was

clothed in at tire that might have been fash ion able three-quar ters of a cen- 
tury ago, but now looked very an ti quated. It per fectly ac corded with the
house, how ever.

“I have spe cial rea sons for de sir ing to see it,” said Do minic.
The old man lifted his eyes slowly to Do minic’s face, and let them rest

on it. Slowly a change came ov’r his fea tures. He seemed to be try ing to re- 
call some thing,

“Who are you? What is your name?” he asked.
“Why?”
“Tell me!” And still he looked at him steadily.
Do minic’s ap pear ance had changed much since the night he stood by the

ceme tery gates sob bing. Then he was ragged, wild-eyed, gaunt, un gainly.
Now, while still re tain ing some of the fea tures of his boy hood, he was any- 
thing but gaunt and un gainly. His eyes were large and lus trous, and while he
could not be called good-look ing in the or di nary sense of the word, he had a
strik ing ap pear ance; there was some thing about the large, square jaw and
some what prom i nent nose that sug gested strength. He did not look phys i- 
cally ro bust, but he was tall and well-pro por tioned. It was not these things,
how ever, which seemed to at tract the old man’s at ten tion. He ap peared to
find some thing in Do minic’s face which aroused past mem o ries.

“Tell me,” he re peated, “who are you, and what is your name?”
“Do minic Wildthorne,” replied the young man.
“Wildthorne! The Wildthorne?” He spoke as though moved by a great

emo tion.
“I can not tell you — yet. I want to see the house.”
“Tell me what was your fa ther’s name.”
Do minic told him.
“And his fa ther, and his fa ther’s fa ther — who were they?”
Do minic yielded to the man’s en treaty and told him.
“The Wildthorne eyes, the Wildthorne face!” said the old man aloud;

“ay, and the names are right. But tell me more,” he went on; “have you the
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proofs?”
“I can tell you noth ing till I have seen Messrs. Coad and Perkins,” he

replied.
“But you — you are go ing to see them — the lawyers?”
“Yes, but I want to see the house — first.”
“Come, come,” cried the old man. "Jonathan Wagstaff is my name, and I

was ser vant to my mas ter, man and boy, for more than fifty years. He made
no will — he wouldn’t. Not that he was for get ful of us. He knew he was go- 
ing to die, and he gave us each more than enough to last us our life time. It’s
all right. He was just and gen er ous; but he would make no will.

‘Why should I worry about it?’ he would say. ‘If there are any
Wildthornes alive, they can come and make their claim good. It be longs to
them.’ He wrote it down in a let ter and sent it to the lawyers.

‘If there are any Wildthornes,’ he said, ‘let them come and claim their
own; if there are none, what do I care what be comes of ev ery thing?’ I know
this, be cause I and my son wit nessed the let ter. And that’s as good as a will,
I say. But he took care to give us all we needed be fore he died."

Jonathan Wagstaff seemed to have for got ten Do minic’s pres ence, and
went on talk ing to him self.

“He was a good mas ter, ay, and a clever man. He loved to have the house
and grounds kept spic and span; and some said he was hard upon his ten ants
— but that was be cause he couldn’t abide things be ing badly done. He was
that kind of man, which is won der ful, I say, con sid er ing the time he spent
with his books. Oh yes, he worked all the morn ing at his books, then in the
af ter noon he would go for a ride — he loved his horses even to the last —
and then when evening came, he would go back to his books again. But he
would see no com pany — ‘no, not he. ’They’ve no brains, no love for
books, the peo ple around here, Jonathan,’ he would say; ‘even the par son
has no love for learn ing’; but he — ah, he loved his books.”

“Let me see the books,” said Do minic; “I want to see them very much.”
“Oh, yes, for give me, sir! You shall see ev ery thing. God grant that. But

have you had lunch, sir? ou will need re fresh ments.”
“No. I had lunch at the inn.”
“You should have come here, sir. Only I and my son are here now, and

he’s in the mead ows some where. The old mas ter would have no women
about him. But if you want some thing, sir, it shall be got.”
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He led Do minic to a side door and opened it, A minute later the young
man was walk ing over the house’ In the cen ter of the build ing was a large
oak-pan eled hall, thirty feet square, and to wards this apart ment all the rest
con verged. It was a glo ri ous room, low ceiled, but the very em bod i ment of
com fort. A huge fire place stood at one side, over which was a stone slab, on
which the fig ures 1643 were carved, the date when the build ing was
erected. The oak pan el ing was dark ened by age, the mul lioned, di a mond-
paned win dows ac corded with the gen eral feel ing of the room.

“Ah, sir, many a no table man has been here. Back in the fifties and the
six ties, when mas ter was a young man, schol ars came from Ox ford and
Cam bridge. Ay, sir, Pusey and Car di nal New man have been in this room.
But my old mas ter was more than a match for them, and when New man
went over to Rome, my mas ter said: ’Yes, he’s gone, gone where he ought
to have gone years ago; but be fore he went he had to com mit men tal sui cide
— those were his very words.”

“Your mas ter knew Pusey and New man?”
“Ay, knew the whole boil ing of them. My mas ter used to sit there, and

Pusey there, and New man there. Oh! it was glo ri ous to hear them. I had to
come in some times at eleven and twelve o’clock at night, but they were still
at it, and my mas ter could beat them all. Look, here’s the li brary. Some- 
times they used to sit here. Yes, there’s fif teen thou sand books here. Many
of them rare books too. A book seller from Lon don came here the other day.
He wanted to buy them, but, of course, noth ing can be sold yet. Thou sands
of pounds worth of books there are here. They were the only things that
mas ter grieved to leave be hind. When he grew old and tot ter ing, he used to
walk around among them, and take them down from the shelves and fon dle
them as lov ingly as moth ers fon dle their ba bies. He loved the books, he did,
and he grieved to leave them. But he died peace fully in bed, for all that.”

“He was not a Catholic, was he?” asked Do minic.
“Catholic! Not he! Why, he was a great thinker and scholar, was my

mas ter. He used to laugh at New man and Man ning — ‘just laugh at them.
’Poor fel lows,’ he used to say, ‘they’ve just com mit ted in tel lec tual sui cide.
They’ve just opened their mouths and shut their eyes, and swal lowed all
they were told to swal low.’ Oh, no, my mas ter couldn’t stand that kind of
thing. Not but what he died a good Chris tian, sir — yes, a good Chris tian, if
ever there was one. Would you like to go up stairs and look at the bed rooms,
sir?”
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“No, thank you. How far did you say it was to West er field — to the of- 
fice of Coad and Perkins?”

“Nearly four miles, sir. Do you think of go ing this af ter noon?”
“Yes,” replied Do minic, and he felt his heart beat ing wildly.
“Then, sir, my son must drive you over. The pony chaise is just as mas ter

left it; noth ing has been touched — noth ing. My son is close by, and I can
call him in a minute. Then, sir, you must come back and sleep here.”

Do minic looked at him in as ton ish ment.
“Pos ses sion is nine points of the law, sir. You take pos ses sion, sir.

You’ve got the Wildthorne eyes, the Wildthorne face, sir. I noted it the mo- 
ment I saw you. Yes, you must, sir. I’ll get the fires lit, and din ner for you
by the time you come back. Have you any lug gage, sir?”

“I left my bag at the sta tion.”
“If you’ll give me the ticket, in send for it, sir; and, if you please, will

you make your self at home while I call my son? I was left in charge while
Coad and Perkins made in quiries about the heir, sir. Yes, go there right
away, and make your claim.”

The old man left the house, while Do minic wan dered from room to room
like one in a dream. Yes, there was the din ing-hall, a fine old room, on the
walk of which were hung the pic tures of pre vi ous Wildthornes, Ev ery thing
had been care fully looked af ter, ev ery thing was clean, al though the at mos- 
phere of the room was some what close and musty.

Like one in a dream he went up stairs. Yes, ev ery thing gave ev i dence that
its late owner was a man of re fined tastes and a lover of or der. From one of
the bed room win dows he again be held the mag nif i cent panorama of hill and
dale. Could it be that this place be longed to him?

Presently he stood in a large bed room. In it stood a large ma hogany bed- 
stead. Could it be that this was the bed room in which old Tim o thy
Wildthorne had breathed his last? Was this the bed on which he had died?

He saw an in ge niously fit ted light ing ar range ment, whereby the light
could be made to shine upon the bed. Near by also was a book case con tain- 
ing a num ber of books. Yes, it was all plain; the old man of ten read in bed,.
and kept his fa vorite vol umes near him. He felt a strange sym pa thy to wards
old Tim o thy Wildthorne. Was it be cause they be longed to the same fam ily?"

He heard the sound of wheels on the gravel out side. Look ing out, he saw
an old-fash ioned pony chaise, drawn by a well-fed and care fully groomed
an i mal. Ev i dently it was at his dis posal.
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A few min utes later he was on his way to Wes t erdale for the pur pose of
lay ing his claims be fore Messrs. Coad and Perkins.
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19. Do minic Takes Pos ses sion

DO MINIC WAS clos eted in the of fice of the lead ing firm of lawyers in
West er field. Both Mr. Coad and Mr, Perkins were present. Usu ally
Mr. Coad did not see clients, as he pre ferred to del e gate or di nary busi ness
mat ters to his part ner. Di rectly Do minic had given his name, how ever, word
was sent to Mr. Coad, who, rather hur riedly for him, went into Mr. Perkins’
of fice. Mr. Coad was a lawyer of the old school. He was now sev enty years
of age, and did not take such an ac tive in ter est in his clients as for merly;
nev er the less, he was keenly alive to all that took place. Mr. Perkins had ob- 
tained a part ner ship by mar ry ing Mr. Coad’s daugh ter. Mr. Coad de lighted
in the fact that his work was of the old-fash ioned con veyanc ing or der, and
that he had for his clients all the landed gen try of the dis trict. Mr. Perkins,
on the other hand, said that he could teach an in tel li gent dog to do con- 
veyanc ing work, and longed to be mixed up in cases which were set tled in
the Lon don Law Courts. Mr. Coad was quiet and re served, and thought
leisurely; Mr. Perkins talked rather more, and was quick to come to con clu- 
sions. Nev er the less, clients trusted Mr. Coad most. Al though sev enty years
of age his in tel lect was re mark ably clear, and his judg ment as sound as ever.
Re port had it that when ever he in ter ested him self in a case which re quired
lit i ga tion, he in vari ably won, for the sim ple rea son that he would never take
a case if he were not cer tain of the jus tice of his client’s claims.

He was known for miles around as an hon est lawyer, and one “who was
a match for any of the Lon don men.”

Do minic took the news pa per cut ting which Fa ther Rit zoom had given
him, and placed it be fore the lawyers.

“I came about that,” he said.
Mr. Perkins was about to speak, but, not ing the look on his part ner’s

face, was silent.
“Nat u rally there are many who are in ter ested in it,” said Mr. Coad qui- 

etly.
“My name is Do minic Wildthorne, I think I told you?”
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“You did.”
“Of course,” went on Do minic, “my thoughts may be base less.”
“Pos si bly.”
“Nev er the less, I thought I would come and tell you why — why the mat- 

ter is of in ter est to me.”
To this the lawyers made no re ply.
“I pre sume,” went on the young man, “that as far as you are con cerned,

im pres sions and opin ions count for noth ing, and that noth ing will have
weight but def i nite proof?”

“The law of the coun try de mands that,” replied Mr. Coad gravely. He
had been look ing steadily at the young man’s face, and, like old Jonathan
Wagstaff, he was much im pressed by the like ness which ex isted be tween
Do minic and the Wildthorne fam ily, which he had known from a boy. But
he gave no sug ges tion of this by word or look.

“To be gin with,” said Do minic, “my fa ther told me years ago that I de- 
scended from the Wildthornes of Cum ber land, and that they were landown- 
ers in this coun try.”

“Is your fa ther alive?”
“No. He died when I was about fif teen.”
“What was his name?”
“Barn abas — Barn abas Wildthorne.”
“And his fa ther’s name?”
“His name was also Barn abas, and his fa ther’s be fore him.”
“That is very in ter est ing,” re marked Mr. Coad.
“Of course, I did not come to you on mere hearsay,” went on Do minic.

“Be fore my fa ther died he left me cer tain pa pers, which I have brought.”
This time Mr. Perkins did not heed Mr. Coad’s look.
“Ah!” he said ea gerly, “let me see them.”
Do minic took them from his pocket, and laid them be fore the lawyers.

They were cer tifi cates of mar riages and births and other parch ments, which
the lawyers scanned ea gerly. Mr. Coad read them first, and com pared date
with date and en try with en try, mak ing cer tain notes as he did so. When he
had fin ished, he passed them to Mr. Perkins with a pe cu liar look.

As Mr. Perkins read he grew quite ex cited, and was more than once on
the point of speak ing, but Mr. Coad’s cough si lenced him. When the
younger man had fin ished them, af ter mak ing many notes, he re turned them
to his se nior part ner.
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Again Mr. Coad read them in dead si lence, tak ing furtive glances at Do- 
minic as he did so.

“You tell me that your name is Do minic,” he said.
“Ac cord ing to these pa pers, the el dest son of your fam ily has been called

Barn abas for sev eral gen er a tions.”
“Yes. I was told that my mother hated the name of Barn abas, and in- 

sisted on my be ing called Do minic. She was a Ro man Catholic, and was, I
be lieve, guided by her priest.”

“That is very in ter est ing — very. I un der stand, Mr. Wildthorne, that you
put in your claim for this prop erty?”

“Yes,” said Do minic.
“Of course, these pa pers, if true, will have to be ver i fied, and law is ex- 

pen sive. I pre sume you will be pre pared to meet pre lim i nary ex penses?”
Do minic shook his head.
“You are a cler gy man?”
“Yes.”
“Church of Eng land?”
“Yes. But I have no prop erty, and no means of pay ing le gal ex pense.”
“You have been at the house, you say?”
“Yes, I saw one of the old ser vants, Jonathan Wagstaff, His son drove me

here; his fa ther or dered him to do so.”
“Did he, though? Jonathan is a char ac ter in his way. Did he by any

chance of fer you any ad vice?”
“Yes; he ad vised me to take up res i dence at the Bar ton.”
“Good. Very sen si ble ad vice, Mr. Wildthorne — very sen si ble ad vice. I

should also ad vise the same thing, Mr. Wildthorne.”
“Then, then?”
“Yes, I should ad vise the same thing. Wouldn’t you, Mr. Perkins?”
“Most em phat i cally,” said Mr. Perkins.
“Mean while, Mr. Wildthorne, I as sume that you em power us to act for

you?”
“I shall be glad if you will — cer tainly; but, as I told you, I have no

means.”
“In that case, there are cer tain ques tions I should like to ask be fore we

go fur ther.”
“Cer tainly,” replied the young man. He could scarcely re al ize the pur port

of the lawyer’s ad vice. For the next half-hour he was sub mit ted to a most
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search ing ex am i na tion. At the end of that time there were but few cir cum- 
stances con nected with his life that these lawyers did not know.

“Par don me for ask ing so many ques tions,” said Mr. Coad at length, “but
this case has given me food for thought for some time past. Al ready many
in quiries have been set on foot in the hope that the true heir to the
Wildthorne prop erty might be found.”

Do minic looked at him ques tion ingly.
“The pa pers you have sub mit ted have cleared up many dif fi cul ties,”

went on Mr. Coad, as if in an swer to a ques tion.
“And?” said Do minic.
“They will have to be ver i fied in ev ery de tail. Church reg is ters will have

to be ex am ined and of fi cial doc u ments in quired into. All the same, I think I
can do one thing, Mr. Wildthorne.”

“And that?”
“I can con grat u late you.”
“Then— then?”
“What we shall have to do will take time. Many for mal i ties will have to

be com plied with. Nev er the less, I will say this. Your fa ther, al though his life
may have been some what ir reg u lar, was a very saga cious and care ful man.
If all men were so me thod i cal, so busi ness-like, lawyers would have far less
trou ble. Of course, there may be new de vel op ments, al though at present I
do not see their pos si bil ity. Mean while, I go so far as to con grat u late you.”

“Thank you. Then you think––”
“That old Jonathan Wagstaff’s ad vice was sound, per fectly sound. Mean- 

while, I should keep my own coun sel, Mr. Wildthorne.”
“I am likely to do so. I have no friends in the neigh bor hood.”
“I was not think ing of this neigh bor hood. I was think ing of your friends

in York shire.”
“You would tell them noth ing?”
“I should tell no one any thing. I should fol low Jonathan Wagstaff’s ad- 

vice; and if ques tions are asked, re fer the ques tion ers to us.”
Do minic started to his feet. The words of the old lawyer ex cited him

greatly. The old house, the ground, were in all prob a bil ity his prop erty —
his, and he from his child hood had never pos sessed any thing. All he had
had was the prop erty of the Com mu nity. But in his ex cite ment also he saw
dif fi cul ties.

“Is the prop erty— valu able?” he stam mered.
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“Yes. I should say it was. Not great, but cer tainly a valu able prop erty.
Later we shall be pre pared to go into that with you.”

“But I have no money. There are ser vants who will have to be paid, and
I––”

“Par don me, Mr. Wildthorne, but I would like to have a chat with my
part ner. May Mr. Perkins or my self have the priv i lege of call ing on you
tonight, say at eight o’clock? Old Jonathan Wagstaff al ways pre pared din ner
for his late mas ter at half-past six, so that he might have a long evening for
study. I have lit tle doubt but that he will do the same for you. I also dine
very early. Will eight o’clock do? Thank you. We can then talk over var i ous
mat ters.”

When Do minic got into the car riage he was like a man in a dream. He
scarcely no ticed the sleepy, old fash ioned town through which they drove;
ev ery thing was con fus ing, be wil der ing. On his way to West er field, Jonathan
Wagstaff’s son David had in formed him that Messrs. Coad and Perkins
were the clever est and most cau tious lawyers in Cum ber land. He had ex- 
pected re buff and end less dif fi cul ties. In deed, he would not have been sur- 
prised if he had left West er field with all his fond fan cies dis pelled. He had
ex pected ri val claimants, who, per haps, could give bet ter rea sons for be ing
heir to the Wildthorne es tates than he could ex pect to give. He had re flected
that his branch of the fam ily, even if it be longed to the Wildthornes in ques- 
tion, would be out of the line of suc ces sion; and that there was only a thou- 
sand chances to one that some ob scure mem ber of the Tim o thy Wildthorne
side of the fam ily did not claim to be heir of the es tate. From Mr. Coad’s re- 
marks dur ing the time he was ques tion ing him, how ever, he gath ered that
the old gen tle man who had just died had no known rel a tive, and that his
side of the Wildthorne fam ily had be come ex tinct. More over, both Mr. Coad
and Mr. Perkins had seemed quite sat is fied that, see ing he was the only son
of Barn abas Wildthorne, who was of the di rect line of suc ces sion of the
Barn abas Wildthorne who had left his brother Tim o thy in pos ses sion long
years be fore, there could be no doubt about his right to en ter into pos ses- 
sion. There was no link miss ing in the chain of ev i dence he had given. Ev i- 
dently his fa ther, drunken ne’er-do-well as he was, had care fully pre served
the mar riage and birth cer tifi cates, which had been handed down from one
gen er a tion to an other.

“I can not be lieve it even yet,” he said to him self more than once. “Ev- 
ery thing seems too easy, too straight for ward. I must be in a dream, from
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which I shall presently wake to find my self pen ni less.”
And yet the feel ing which pos sessed his heart was full of plea sure. The

evening was now clos ing, but the smell of spring was in the air. The birds
were chirp ing all around him, the calm of the evening wrapped him in its
em brace. The set ting sun lit up the whole coun try side with a beauty un- 
known to him be fore.

A new force had en tered his life, a new in flu ence pos sessed his soul. He
was a pos ses sor of prop erty. It did not touch the depths of his be ing, but it
was a fac tor in his life; it in flu enced his thoughts, it col ored his out look.

Old Jonathan Wagstaff stood on the steps of the ter race as the car riage
drove up. There was a look of ea ger ex pec ta tion in his eyes. Ev i dently the
young man’s com ing meant a great deal to him. He seemed to be long ing to
ask ques tions, yet afraid to do so.

“You have seen Mr. Coad, sir?” he ven tured to re mark, as he helped Do- 
minic off with his over coat.

“Yes.”
He ev i dently longed to ask fur ther ques tions, but seemed afraid to do so.

Do minic caught the look in his eyes.
“Mr. Coad told me to take your ad vice, and take up my abode here,” said

the young man.
This seemed to set tle ev ery thing as far as Jonathan was con cerned. If

Mr. Coad told him to do this, noth ing fur ther need be said. Mr. Coad was to
him an in fal li ble au thor ity on mat ters of law.

“Wel come home, sir,” he said, as he opened the door of the great hall. “I
have ar ranged din ner for half-past six, which was my old mas ter’s time. It’ll
be ready by the time you’ve washed, sir, I have got your bed room ready,
where will you dine, sir — in the din ing-hall, or will you have it in the li- 
brary? My old mas ter gen er ally dined in the li brary, ex cept in the sum mer.”

“In the li brary by all means, Jonathan,” replied Do minic, His heart was
beat ing rapidly, ev ery thing was so strange.

“Thank you, sir. If you will fol low me I will show you the room I have
pre pared.”

Do minic fol lowed Jonathan up stairs. He felt like apol o giz ing to the old
man for his in tru sion. He could not re al ize that the old ser vant of Tim o thy
Wildthorne was also his ser vant. He was glad he had not pre pared the bed- 
room he had seen that af ter noon for him to sleep in. It would have been
very eerie to him to he in the bed where old Tim o thy Wildthorne had died.



183

When he was left alone he wan dered around the apart ment like one dazed.
The room was large, and fur nished sim i lar to the other. A great ma hogany
bed stead stood in the cen ter, while all the rest of the fur ni ture was of the
same rich, som bre or der. In the grate a cheer ful fire was burn ing. His port- 
man teau had been brought, and his be long ings had been spread in proper
or der.

He bathed his fevered brow in cold wa ter, and tried to col lect his
thoughts, but he could not. His nerves were too highly wrought. He looked
out of the win dow, and again drank in the beauty of the coun try side in the
light of the dy ing day.

Down stairs he heard the din ner-gong sound ing, and, hastily putting on
his coat, he hur ried to obey its sum mons. When he en tered the li brary, he
found a ta ble fully laid out for din ner. On the ta ble was an old-fash ioned
lamp, which threw a soft light around the apart ment. In the great fire place a
huge fire burned. He was glad of it. In spite of the fever of ex cite ment he
felt cold. Ev i dently Jonathan had com man deered some help from the vil- 
lage, for the din ner was served quickly, one course fol low ing an other with- 
out in ter vals. Do minic en joyed his din ner. In spite of his ex cite ment, the
keen pure air of the dis trict had made him hun gry. Old Jonathan an tic i pated
his ev ery de sire, and seemed over joyed to be of ser vice.

At last the ta ble was cleared, and Do minic drew up a great arm chair be- 
fore the fire. Al though the spring had come, the night was cold, and the
warm glow of the fire was very pleas ant.

“Here are my old mas ter’s cigars, just as he left them, sir,” said
Jonathan. “He al ways smoked two af ter din ner, but never through out the
day. I think you will find them good, sir. He would never have any but the
very best. Your cof fee will be here in a few min utes, sir. You are sure there
is noth ing more I can do for you, sir?”

“Noth ing, Jonathan. By the way, Mr. Coad or Mr. Perkins will be here
about eight o’clock. Will you kindly show him in here?”

“Yes, sir, cer tainly. Ev ery thing is go ing right I hope, sir?”
“Yes, ev ery thing, as far as I know, thank you, Jonathan.”
As the old man left the room there were tears in his eyes. He thought he

de tected not only the Wildthorne fea tures, but also the Wildthorne voice.
Be sides, Do minic had spo ken to him in a very kindly way and had won his
heart.
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“I shall have some thing to live for now,” thought the old man. “It will
give me new life to have such a pleas ant young gen tle man to be mas ter
here. Per haps — who knows? — he may bring a wife here, and then I may
live to hear chil dren’s voices in the place be fore I fol low my old mas ter.
There’s only one thing I am sorry for. I wish he were not a par son. It seems
like a fly in the oint ment.”

As for Do minic, he re al ized for the first time that he was in this old
house as its mas ter. He cast his eyes around the room. On ev ery band, from
floor to ceil ing, were books. Presently he would look into them. He had
brought with him those vol umes which had be longed to Fa ther Bin g ley, and
which Fa ther Rit zoom had urged him to read. These books had con vinced
Bin g ley that An gli can or ders were in valid, and that it was his duty to take
those of Rome. But Do minic did not want to read them at present. For the
mo ment ec cle si as ti cal ques tions did not in ter est him.

How quiet and calm ev ery thing was! Now and then he heard the winds
sigh ing around the house, but be yond that there was no sound. Early that
morn ing he had left Mere mead ows, while now he was in stalled at
Wildthorne Bar ton as its owner. He could not re al ize it. And yet the old
room, with its well-filled book shelves, was real, the fire by which he sat
was real.

He took one of the cigars from the box which Jonathan had brought and
lit it. The to bacco was of the finest qual ity; it calmed his nerves, and he nes- 
tled in the great arm chair. He looked at his watch. It yet wanted half an hour
to the time the lawyer would ar rive, and he had time to col lect his thoughts.
He cast his mind back over the past, and, as he re flected, cer tain things
stood out plainly. First of all, he had taken the vows of the Com mu nity to
which he be longed — the vows of poverty, chastity, and obe di ence. Sec ond,
al though he had fought against it, and al though at times he thought he hated
Mag gie Yorke, he re al ized that he loved her. This, he knew, was sin. What
right had he, a priest, to al low love for a woman to en ter his heart? And yet
he knew that Mag gie Yorke was to him more than any other woman could
be, that when he thought of her his heart burned with a great pas sion.

But, of course, he must de stroy it. He had gone to Bing field that he
might de stroy it; and, what ever hap pened, he must drive all thoughts of
Mag gie Yorke from him.

He thought of what old Jonathan Wagstaff told him that morn ing. In that
room, per haps in that chair, New man and Pusey and Man ning had sat and
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dis cussed Church mat ters with Tim o thy Wildthorne. New man, pos sess ing
the finest mind of the cen tury in which he had lived, had yielded to the
claims of the Catholic Church. Man ning also had yielded his in tel lect to the
claims of Rome. As for Pusey — well, Pusey’s heart was with Rome, even
while he held tena ciously to the Church of Eng land. But if Rome was right,
the Eng lish Church was wrong; she was ex com mu ni cate, and there fore no
Church at all.

He again re flected on the po si tion of the Com mu nity of the In car na tion.
Fa ther Town ley had boasted that he had kept many in the Eng lish Church
who would oth er wise have gone to Rome. But was that not mere mock ery?
The Com mu nity was sow ing the seeds of Rome ev ery day. It pre tended to
be loyal to the Church of Eng land, while the whole teach ing and at mos- 
phere of the place was sat u rated with Ro man doc trine. In deed, but for such
or ders, there would never have been a de sire for Rome on the part of many
whom it pre tended to keep away from Rome. Was he right, hold ing the
views he did, to re main within the fold of the Church of Eng land, to re ceive
her pres tige, and to profit by her po si tion? Was not Mag gie Yorke right?
Was not his po si tion a dis hon est one?

He looked at his watch. It was time for one of the lawyers to come, but
he turned to one of the books which Fa ther Rit zoom had rec om mended him
to read. As he read, the min utes swept swiftly by. Again the old ques tion
gripped his mind. No, if Rome was right, he was act ing a dis hon est part by
stay ing in the Church of Eng land. Cover up the sit u a tion with all the
sophistries imag in able, the man who be lieved as he did in Rome’s doc trines
was dis hon est in stay ing in the Church of Eng land. Mag gie Yorke, who had
told him so, spoke the truth.

Again Mag gie Yorke! Why did this girl so con stantly force her self into
his life? He re mem bered his prom ise to her, too. He said he would read an
au thor i ta tive life of Mar tin Luther, that vul gar Philis tine who had torn the
Church in twain. Af ter all, that tremen dous up heaval at the time of the Ref- 
or ma tion could not have been caused al to gether by lies. The Protes tant
move ment had drawn to its side the best life of Eu rope. Was it pos si ble that
— that Rome was wrong? Was there any real foun da tion for the Protes tant
con cep tion of the Church? Of course there was not, but he would ful fill his
prom ise to Mag gie. Surely old Tim o thy Wildthorne, who, as Jonathan
Wagstaff had said, had com bated New man and Man ning, must have many
books which would––"
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“Mr. Coad and Mr. Perkins, sir.” It was old Jonathan Wagstaff who
spoke.

“Show them in, Jonathan, please.”
The two lawyers en tered the room.
“They have both come,” thought Do minic. “What does this por tend? I

won der if some se ri ous mat ter has arisen which — which nul li fies my
claim?”

His heart beat wildly at the thought. Nev er the less, he made haste to
make his vis i tors com fort able.
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20. The Spi der And The Fly

AF TER my part ner and I had dis cussed your visit at some length, we de- 
cided that we had bet ter both drive over," said Mr. Coad. “It is a beau ti ful
spring night, and nei ther of us had any press ing en gage ment.”

“I am glad to see you. I will ring for re fresh ments.”
A few min utes later the three men were com fort ably seated by the great

fire, and the two lawyers were chat ting freely on the ob ject of their visit.
Do minic was not long in see ing that it was not be cause they doubted

their wis dom in giv ing him very strong rea sons for be liev ing that his claim
would not be dis puted that both of them had come to see him in stead of
one, but rather be cause they both wished to pay what they be lieved would
be an im por tant client a due meed of re spect. So strong in deed was their as- 
sur ance that he was the true and right ful heir of the Wildthorne es tates that
they of fered him ev ery fa cil ity for mak ing his po si tion se cure. They also
brought with them doc u ments which gave him some idea as to the ex tent of
his pos ses sions, and which made him open his eyes with won der. In deed,
Mr. Coad, for once, be came quite com mu nica tive, so that Do minic felt the
ground be neath his feet more se cure as each minute passed by.

“But I would say noth ing about it, Mr. Wildthorne,” urged the old gen tle- 
man. “No one need be in formed of any thing. I have ev ery thing in proper or- 
der, and I see no rea son why, in a few months at most, ev ery thing should
not be duly set tled. But noth ing is gained by talk. There fore, if I were you, I
should, in case your best friends should make in quiries of you, tell them
that noth ing is set tled. As you may imag ine, a great deal of time must be
taken be fore ev ery thing is com pleted from a le gal stand point; there fore it is
al ways well to re mem ber the old adage that a still tongue makes a wise
head. Mean while you are in pos ses sion; and we, who were your rel a tive’s
le gal ad vis ers, are also yours, I do not, I think, need to as sure you that your
ev ery in ter est will be safely guarded.”

When they left the house, Do minic ac com pa nied them to the lodge
gates, and then slowly re turned. The moon sailed in an al most cloud less
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sky, and the night was warm and balmy. Never be fore had he breathed such
de li cious air. It was laden with the breath of spring, and ev ery thing whis- 
pered res ur rec tion. He seemed to hear the myr iad forms of life ex press ing
them selves in grass and plant and tree. The word “life” seemed to have a
new mean ing to him. And yet scarcely a sound was to be heard. The si lence
of the night brooded over ev ery thing, while the sky above was won drous to
be hold. A feel ing of free dom pos sessed his heart and mind. How could it be
oth er wise while he stood there be neath the great dome of blue? He thought
of the lines of Faber, which spoke of the love of God be ing broader than the
mea sure of man’s mind. How, then, could the truth of God be nar rowed
down to the lim its by which he had been hedged in?

When he reached the ter race upon which the house stood, he re mained
for a long time look ing at the won drous sight which was spread out be fore
him, and as he looked, his soul seemed to ex pand.

“Oh, God!”he cried, “help me. Help me to see, help me to know, help
me to be true, true to my self, true to Thee!”

Then he went into the house, and presently found his way to his bed- 
room. A few min utes later he was asleep. The day had been full of ex cite- 
ment and won der. Ev ery nerve, ev ery power of his mind had been at full
ten sion. But the pure air which he had been breath ing helped him. His sleep
was peace ful. He never even dreamed of his new sur round ings; and so
closely did Mother Na ture wrap her arms around him, that when he awoke
the fol low ing morn ing the sun was high in the heav ens, and the great eight-
day clock in the hall had struck ten.

For the next week Do minic gave him self over to pure and undi luted en- 
joy ment of his new sur round ings. He took long tramps over hill and dale,
and rev eled in the beauty of the coun try side. He was like a child with a new
toy. He took great de light in mark ing the bound aries of the land which he
be lieved to be his, he noted with in ter est the farms on the es tate. He found
him self won der ing what his in come would be when all his af fairs were set- 
tled and he was pub licly ac knowl edged as the heir to old Tim o thy
Wildthorne’s es tates. Some times he caught him self won der ing how the lo- 
cal gen try would re ceive him, and how he should en joy the so ci ety of the
peo ple who lived in the neigh bor hood.

At present his pres ence was scarcely rec og nized. On the ad vice of
Messrs. Coad and Perkins he had not ob truded him self in any way on the
no tice of the in hab i tants of the neigh bor hood, while his ser vants were mar- 



189

velously dis creet. Nev er the less, boy like, he looked for ward to the time
when there would have to be some pub lic recog ni tion of his po si tion.

He had writ ten a let ter to Fa ther Town ley, telling him that he had vis ited
the so lic i tors of the late Tim o thy Wildthorne, and that their opin ion had led
him to hope that his claims would not be al to gether fu tile; but his let ter had
con tained no def i nite in for ma tion.

At the end of a week, how ever, when he had grown some what ac cus- 
tomed to his new sur round ings, he be gan to feel lonely. Why he did not
know, but he had no de sire for read ing. Even the books which had so af- 
fected Fa ther Bin g ley did not at tract him. Each morn ing, as soon as break- 
fast was over, he went out to ex plore the coun try side; and when evening
came, he had no de sire to read. But he did de sire com pany, More than once
he al most made up his mind to write to Fa ther Town ley. ask ing that one of
the broth ers should come and stay with him; but, re mem ber ing Mr. Coad’s
ad vice, he de sisted. Nev er the less, the long ing for so ci ety was strong upon
him. The change which had come into his life was so great that he hardly
re al ized the change it might make in his fu ture, and he longed for some
friend to whom he might speak freely.

It was with al most un mixed plea sure, there fore, that he saw, on re turn ing
from one of his long walks. Fa ther Rit zoom wait ing in the hall.

“I’m a bird of pas sage,” said the Je suit. “I hap pened to be in the neigh- 
bor hood, and I thought I would find out whether any thing had re sulted from
the con ver sa tion we had in the de light ful town of Brig field. May I con grat u- 
late you?”

“I don’t know,” replied Do minic qui etly.
“You are the man in pos ses sion, any how, and pos ses sion is nine points of

the law.”
“So I’ve been told. Any how, some one has to put in a stronger claim than

mine, and that claim will have to be sub stan ti ated at a court of law be fore I
can be turned out. For that rea son, I hope you’ve come to spend a few days
with me.”

“Do you mean it?”
“Most sin cerely.”
“As it hap pens, I can man age to spare a cou ple of days,” said the Je suit,

“and it will be de light ful to spend them here. By the way, let me con grat u- 
late you on your im proved ap pear ance. You don’t look like the same man I
saw in the church-house of Brig field.”
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“No, a week here has done won ders for me. In fact, I’ve just lived the
life of an an i mal. I’ve eaten, taken ex er cise, and slept; and I feel as strong
as a horse. But I’ll tell Jonathan to pre pare a room for you, and then we can
have some din ner and a good long evening to gether.”

That evening proved a mem o rable one in Do minic’s life. Din ner over,
the two men drew their chairs be fore the fire, and when Rit zoom had lit a
long cigar, he com menced to talk.

“You have been here a week?” he said.
“A week and two days.”
“Quite an old res i dent,” he laughed; “and what have you been do ing?”
“Noth ing.”
“Noth ing?”
“No, noth ing ex cept to roam around the coun try side. One con clu sion I

had come to be fore I saw you tonight.”
“And that?”
“That the sup posed or real pos ses sion of prop erty is ter ri bly un set tling to

the in tel lec tual and spir i tual life. Since the first night I came I’ve had no de- 
sire to read a book; more over, my old life at the Com mu nity of the In car na- 
tion seems very vague and far away. If I had been brought up with the idea
that I was a rich man, I ex pect it would have been dif fer ent; but the sud den- 
ness of my new po si tion has un set tled me.”

“That will soon pass away,” re marked the Je suit.
“You think so?”
“I am sure of it. You would die of the com plaint of Louis XIII if you had

to play the part of the coun try squire. This com ing to Cum ber land is only an
in ci dent in your life.”

“Only an in ci dent?”
“That is all. You will have to live in a great world, my friend — the

world of ideas, the world of ac tion. Your na ture de mands that you shall deal
with far reach ing move ments, and, what is more, Prov i dence in tended you
for such a ca reer.”

There was a strange in ten sity in Rit zoom’s voice, and Do minic felt the
power of the man’s pres ence.

In vol un tar ily, too, he re mem bered the con ver sa tion he had had with
Mag gie Yorke long years be fore. She had told him that the kind of man she
ad mired was one who was a leader of men, and he had made up his mind
that he would ful fill her ideals.
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“The truth is, Wildthorne,” went on the Je suit, “the world is made up of
two classes of peo ple. Not the good and the bad, be cause hu man ity is a very
mixed af fair; but the lead ers and the led. The name of the lat ter is”le gion,"
for they are many, the for mer are few and rare. Yet, if I am a reader of char- 
ac ter, you be long to that rare class."

Do minic shook his head. “I see no ev i dence of it in my life,” he said.
“Two rea sons, my friend. The first is be cause your life so far has been

largely pro ba tion ary. The sec ond is be cause you have lacked con vic tion.”
“Con vic tion? I am afraid I don’t fol low you.”
“Con vic tion, my friend. You’ve been sur rounded by a wrong en vi ron- 

ment; or, to put it still more plainly, you have been brought up in a Church
which calls it self the true Church, and you have never been con vinced that
it is the true Church. You’ve been un cer tain.”

Do minic was silent.
“An other thing,” went on the Je suit; “sup pose the claims of the An gli can

Church were ad mit ted, it al lows no room to move.”
“I don’t see that.”
“No? But think a mo ment. It’s very name lim its it. The Church of Eng- 

land — the Church of a lit tle is land. You are cribbed, cab ined, and con fined
to one na tion. Your laws, your doc trines are de ter mined by the State. The
head of your Church is your King, the king of one na tion. Do you re mem- 
ber Pur cell’s Life of Man ning? He con trasted Man ning’s ca reer as it would
have been if he had re mained a Protes tant. Pos si bly a Bishop of some pal try
dio cese. But as a Car di nal in the Catholic Church he was help ing to con trol
the des tinies of the world. His out look was not An gli can, but Catholic. The
Church of a na tion — what is it? It does not al low room to move. But the
Catholic Church! It knows noth ing of na tions or em pires. It is the Church of
the world. Why, think — this very Church of yours, when you con sider it in
its largest as pect, is not a quar ter the size of the sect we call Methodists. In a
lit tle more than a cen tury, that sect which John Wes ley founded has so out- 
grown the sect from which it sprang that it num bers at least four times its
com mu ni cants. No, my friend, you could never con tent your self in the An- 
gli can Church, even if it were a Church at all.”

Do minic did not re ply, but he felt some thing of the old en thu si asm re- 
turn ing. Fa ther Rit zoom was arous ing him from his lethargy.

“Think of the or der to which I be long,” went on the Je suit. “Even af ter
all its years of per se cu tion and mis rep re sen ta tion, it dom i nates the world. Its
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power is felt in high places. Un known to the mass of the peo ple, it con trols
the poli cies of na tions. No mat ter to what land you go, its power is felt. And
the Je suit Or der is only one seg ment in the great army.”

For a long time Fa ther Rit zoom talked. He told of men of hum ble birth
and reared amidst poor sur round ings, who, through the Church, dic tated the
pol icy of kings and em per ors. He spoke of Bis marck, the man of steel, who
for years con trolled the des tinies of an em pire, and who had to yield to the
ser vants of the Church he hated. He de scribed in glow ing terms the men
who, un der the Church’s guid ance, were shap ing the his tory of the world.

“The lead ers and the led. There is the world in a nut shell,” con cluded
Rit zoom, “What if the lat ter are mostly fools? They are nec es sary, and act
as ex cel lent buf fers for the for mer. But the ques tion each man has to ask
him self is. Which is he go ing to be?”

“A man must be what he can be,” sug gested Do minic.
“Ex actly. And you can be a leader, my friend. Give you two things —

con vic tion and a true en vi ron ment and you be come a leader, not a leader in
a pal try sect like the Church of Eng land, but in the Catholic Church, the
Church of the world. Of course, the time is not far dis tant when the so-
called Church of Eng land shall come over to us bod ily; but if you wait un til
then your op por tu nity will be gone.”

“I do not un der stand.”
“Well, it’s this way. Sup pose you have a Gen eral Elec tion in Eng land,

what do you find? This — the at ten tion of the na tion is di verted from the in- 
di vid ual to the party. It’s not a ques tion which man wins, but which party
wins; but in a bye-elec tion it is the in di vid ual which counts. Sup pose the
Church of Eng land yields to the Catholic Church, say in ten years, and you
go over with the rest. You would be lost, my friend — lost in the crowd. But
if you were a pi o neer, like New man or Man ning, then the eyes of the world
would be on you.”

“But they were great men, and I am a no body.”
“Fa ther Do minic’s name has al most a magic spell to draw the crowds in

York shire,” said Rit zoom, “and Fa ther Do minic is but a boy. Fa ther Do- 
minic’s name is whis pered in high places — think of it, it is known in West- 
min ster, but more, it is known in Rome.”

“In Rome?” cried Do minic.
“In Rome. More than one Car di nal in Rome has heard of the lad who at- 

tracts mul ti tudes, and who, af ter his ‘mis sions,’ is be sieged by both men
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and women who come to him for con fes sion and for ad vice and guid ance.
Do minic’s doc trines are dis cussed there, doc trines which are not dis tin- 
guish able from those of the Church of Rome, save for one thing.”

“The in fal li bil ity of the Pope,” said Do minic.
“Just that. Be sides, do you call New man and Man ning great men?”
“They were ac cepted as such.”
“You never knew them?”
Do minic shook his head. “How could I?” he said.
“But I did. New man cer tainly was a man of brain of a sort, but it was a

jug gling brain. What is his ‘Apolo gia’ but jug gling and a se ries of men tal
gym nas tics? But Man ning great? A lit tle man, my friend. A lit tle, snuf fling
man; but still he was nec es sary — nec es sary. There fore he was writ ten up.
You see, he was a pi o neer; that was why he was noted.”

“I see.” Some how Do minic felt un com fort able. It seemed as though ev- 
ery thing were placed on a lower plane. Still, Rit zoom’s words in flu enced
him.

The next day the Je suit and Do minic took a long walk to gether, when
they dis cussed Bin g ley’s con ver sion. Rit zoom spoke of the rea son which in- 
flu enced the young rit u al ist, and proved that it was im pos si ble for any one
who ac cepted the sac er do tal idea of the Church to re main out side the
Catholic Church.

“And yet he is still in the Church of Eng land,” urged Do minic.
Rit zoom shrugged his shoul ders. “When a man has once sub mit ted him- 

self to the all-wise guid ance of the Church,” said Rit zoom, “then he must do
as the Church dic tates.”

“Then a man be comes a mere pawn on the chess-board when he joins
the Catholic Church?” urged Do minic.

“Did we not agree last night,my friend, that the world is made up of the
lead ers and the led? What is Bin g ley in any in sti tu tion? Could he be a
leader? But there are oth ers who move the pawns on the chess-board.”

“Still, all au thor ity is vested in the Pope.”
“Who and what is the Pope, my friend? Is he a man, or is he an of fice?

The Pope stands for some thing, and when the Holy Fa ther speaks, he
speaks in a rep re sen ta tive ca pac ity. But who tells him what he must say?”

“I don’t know.”
“But sup pos ing I do, my friend — sup pos ing I do? But here comes the

ques tion; when a man feels that in stead of be long ing to an’ ex com mu ni- 
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cated sect, he should be long to the one true Catholic and Apos tolic Church,
what course is open to him?”

“When he does, yes,” said Do minic.
The next day, af ter many a long con ver sa tion, Rit zoom left Do minic, and

then for an other week the young man was thrown back on his own re- 
sources. Left alone, all the old ec cle si as ti cal ques tions came back to him.
He read the books which had so in flu enced Fa ther Bin g ley with great ea ger- 
ness, and as he read, he re al ized more than ever that there was a very thin
line of par ti tion be tween the teach ing of the Com mu nity of the In car na tion
and that of the Ro man Church. The Com mu nity was sim ply a prepara tory
school. The road in which he had been taught to walk led straight to Rome.

And yet he was un de cided. In fact, his whole mind was in a chaotic con- 
di tion. One in flu ence bat tled with an other, and in spite of Rit zoom’s in flu- 
ence noth ing seemed quite plain.

Then a change came. He had been in Cum ber land nearly three weeks
when he re ceived a let ter from Fa ther Town ley, telling him to re turn to
York shire im me di ately. The old habit of obe di ence strong upon him, he
made haste to de part. Hav ing paid a visit to Messrs. Coad and Perkins, he
felt free to do this, es pe cially in view of the fact that those gen tle men had
told him that ev ery thing was go ing smoothly, and al though ev ery thing
would take time, he need be un der no ap pre hen sion in re la tion to the fu ture.

On his way back to York shire he tried for the hun dredth time to re al ize
where he stood. He was un der the im pres sion that Fa ther Town ley had se ri- 
ous rea sons for writ ing him, and that there fore he ought to have some idea
of his course of ac tion.

Of one thing he felt cer tain. He had so far con quered his pas sion for
Mag gie Yorke that he would fi nally drive her from his heart al to gether. He
had re al ized that what ever his fu ture might be, he had taken the vow never
to marry, and so, lit tle by lit tle, he had hard ened his heart against her. She
was an en emy to his faith, and she had con stantly stood be tween him and
his duty, there fore it was his duty to re gard her as a heretic. Per haps the new
ex pe ri ence through which he had passed had helped him in this; any how, he
thought he had be come rec on ciled to the thought that he must live his life
with out her. She and he be longed to dif fer ent worlds, and when ever he en- 
tered her world it meant an guish and mis ery. With re gard to the rest, he was
still un cer tain. He still hoped, and some times be lieved, that the Church of
Eng land was the true branch of the Catholic Church, and that there fore he
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need not suf fer the agony of wrench ing him self from her. Of course, he was
not sure, and re peat edly the old ques tions were re cur ring to him, of ten with
in creas ing force.

When he ar rived at the House of the In car na tion, he found Fa ther Town- 
ley in a state bor der ing on ex cite ment.

“I am glad you have re turned so quickly, my son,” he said.
“I am very glad to come, Fa ther,” replied Do minic; “there are many

things I feel I must tell you.”
The old man looked at him keenly.
“I gather that the Catholic Church is but lit tle in ev i dence where you

have been?” he said.
“All the parish churches around Wildthorne Bar ton are Protes tant,” said

the young man, “The in cum bents are what is called Evan gel i cal. I did not
go near them.”

“Then what did you do?”
“I read my bre viary ev ery day. and as far as I could, I — I” Here he

stopped.
“You did not go to con fes sion?”
“There is a Catholic Church five miles away, be long ing to the Ro man

Branch. It is very small, and but few peo ple go to it, but I con fessed to the
priest there.”

Fa ther Town ley was silent.
“I have been think ing a great deal. Fa ther, and I de sire very much to

speak with you.”
“That is well— that is well. But I am afraid that what you have to say

must stand over for a lit tle. I have been sum moned to Lon don, and I wish
you to go with me.”

“When?”
“At once. We are just in time to catch the five o’clock train.”
“Then I have no need to un pack my bag.”
“No, the cab will be at the door in five min utes.”
Dur ing the jour ney to Lon don Fa ther Town ley scarcely spoke to him;

and when at length they ar rived at King’s Cross, Do minic did not know
what the pro gram for the evening was. How ever, he asked no ques tions, but
en tered the cab which Fa ther Town ley had or dered, and drove straight to the
Ho tel Metropole.
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“I must be away from you for an hour or two,” said Fa ther Town ley. “I
have an im por tant in ter view. I should not be sur prised if I am not back be- 
fore mid night, but I may be back ear lier. You had bet ter wait here in case I
should re turn ear lier and need you.”

“Very well, Fa ther.”
The old life of the Com mu nity was strong upon him. Some how, in com- 

ing un der the per sonal in flu ence of Fa ther Town ley again, things had
changed. The new life of Wildthorne Bar ton, with its ro mances, its long,
health-giv ing walks, its free dom, had gone. Only the night be fore old
Jonathan Wagstaff had waited upon him as a will ing ser vant and tried to an- 
tic i pate his ev ery de sire. Then he was mas ter of a fine old house, he was
prac ti cally the owner of an es tate, but now he was un der the old do min ion.
Of course, too, when the lawyers had done their work, and he was the rec- 
og nized heir of the Wildthorne prop erty, it must be handed over to the Com- 
mu nity. The thought was not al to gether pleas ant.

Fa ther Town ley re turned just be fore mid night, still look ing thought ful
and per turbed.

“I fear trou ble, Do minic,” he said.
“Trou ble?”
“Yes, my son. Lord Sowerby has done his best, and so have I; but the

man is pig headed, he in tends go ing for ward.”
Do minic opened his mouth to ask for an ex pla na tion, but he was silent.
“Prob a bly,” went on Fa ther Town ley, “the Arch bishop will wish to ex- 

am ine you.”
“Ex am ine me?”
“Yes. At present you are the most prom i nent mem ber of the Com mu nity,

and he will wish to speak to you. He has in ti mated as much. But noth ing is
set tled yet. It will all de pend on to mor row.”

“To mor row?”
“Yes, in the House of Com mons. If Trevelyan per sists in his course,

then, of course, there is bound to be a dis tur bance, and the Arch bishop will
want to speak to you.”

“Trevelyan!”
“Yes. He is the brother of the Trevelyan you met at Fletcher Yorke’s. He

has be come a kind of po lit i cal leader of the Protes tant party. A dan ger ous
man — a very dan ger ous man. Hith erto these ex treme Protes tants in the
House have been men of lit tle abil ity, lit tle weight; but Trevelyan is a bril- 
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liant man, I fear trou ble. He is rich, ed u cated, and a fine speaker. By the
way. I heard some thing about his be ing a great friend of Fletcher York ers,
Lord Sowerby can do noth ing with him.”

“I am afraid I do not fol low you.”
“No, I for get; you know noth ing, and I have been so oc cu pied that I have

not been able to tell you. Bat Trevelyan is go ing to bring the case of the
Com mu nity of the –– be fore the House of Com mons to mor row. It is al most
iden ti cal in its aims, teach ings, and pur poses with the Com mu nity of the In- 
car na tion, so much so that we are bound to be in volved. We may be men- 
tioned.”

“What about?”
“Oh! the old story. The ac cu sa tion of Ro man iz ing. Oh! this curse of be- 

ing a part of a State Church and hav ing to sub scribe to the sec u lar law.
What has the law to do with the or di nances and doc trines of the Catholic
Church? Yet that is our po si tion.”

“We re ceive the State pa tron age and emol u ments.” The words slipped
from Do minic’s lips be fore he was well aware.

“Yes, I know — that is the curse of it. Even if we were dis es tab lished,
the State must have con trol of most of our cathe drals and churches. But I
can not talk about it tonight. I am too dis turbed. I shall have an other in ter- 
view with Lord Sowerby in the morn ing af ter he has again seen Trevelyan.
If Lord Sowerby fails, ev ery thing will be thrashed out in the House of Com- 
mons.”

Do minic did not see Fa ther Town ley till af ter lunch the next day, who
told him that Lord Sowerby had again failed, and then the two left the ho tel
to gether, and walked down to White hall to wards the Houses of Par lia ment.
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21. The House Of Com mons

DO MINIC was ut terly ig no rant of Lon don, and this was the first time he
had en tered the great build ings where the des tinies of the British Em pire
were con trolled. As he en tered the door op po site St. Mar garet’s Church, he
was struck with the state li ness of the his toric pile. Ev ery build ing he had
seen be fore seemed poor and lit tle com pared with this. As he passed West- 
min ster Hall, and called to mind the thrilling scenes with which it had been
as so ci ated, he seemed to be en ter ing an un known world. In the past, all his
in ter ests had been cen tered around the Church. It had be come his world; but
here he re al ized that he was at the hub of that great po lit i cal world of which
he knew prac ti cally noth ing. Of course, he with oth ers had dis cussed ed u ca- 
tion, and the po si tion of the Church as viewed from the stand point of pol i- 
tics, but he had seen ev ery thing through the eyes of the Com mu nity to
which he be longed. But here all was changed. As he en tered the lobby he
saw a crowd of peo ple, mostly men, ea gerly dis cussing af fairs, and this
crowd sug gested a world of which he was ig no rant.

He saw too that Fa ther Town ley, the head of his lit tle world at the Com- 
mu nity, was un known here. No one paid him any heed. Even the at ten dants
paid him no re spect.

“Got an or der, sir?”
“No.”
“Then it’s im pos si ble for you to get in. The ’Ouse’ll be very crowded to- 

day; and if you ’av’n’t got an or der al ready, I doubt if you can get in.”
“Dear me!” said Fa ther Town ley." I for got all about this dif fi culty. How

fool ish I was. But the af fair of this af ter noon af fects me very keenly. I must
get in."

“Here you are, sir. Write the name of some mem ber that you know, and
state your busi ness. It there’s room, he’ll get you a per mit.”

“Thank you! Thank you!” Fa ther Town ley wrote the name of the mem- 
ber for the con stituency in which the House of the In car na tion was sit u ated,
gave the card to the at ten dant, and then waited. A few min utes later he
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heard his name men tioned, and soon the Mem ber of Par lia ment came into
the lobby.

“I am afraid I shall have a dif fi culty, Fa ther Town ley,” said Mr. Carr, the
mem ber; “there seems to be great in ter est in this af fair, and — yes, of
course, you’ll be in ter ested. You are in the same box. Ha! Ha! But I doubt if
there’s room. I won der now that your friend Lord Sowerby didn’t get a per- 
mit for you.”

“He would have done so, if I had men tioned it, but my mind has been so
full of other mat ters, that I quite for got — quite for got.”

“Well, as it hap pens, I have a cou ple of per mits. Ha! Fa ther Do minic,
how are you? But mind you, I doubt if you’ll find a seat.”

It all came as a kind of shock to Do minic. This Mem ber of Par lia ment
even was a very small man. He had no in flu ence, while Fa ther Town ley was
a mere no body. And yet the lat ter was deeply in ter ested in the ques tion
which would be un der dis cus sion that day. It was ter ri bly hu mil i at ing.

They found their way by what seemed a side door up some nar row steps,
and then presently came to a room where an at ten dant gave them a book to
sign.

“Yes, you may find a seat; the place is very crowded, but you may
squeeze in,” said the man, in a free and easy tone. They might have been a
cou ple of day la bor ers from all the re spect he paid them.

A minute later they en tered the House in which the po lit i cal des tinies of
a large part of the world are de cided. At first Do minic was some what dis ap- 
pointed in the size of the build ing. As a church it would seem small and
unim por tant, and rather sug gested the dis sent ing chapel in which he had
heard the ser mon which had a great deal to do with mak ing him hate Dis- 
sent, rather than a great leg isla tive hall. It was sim ply an ob long build ing
with a gallery all around it.

But this feel ing soon passed away. The place seemed to grow in im por- 
tance ev ery minute he stayed there. Per haps this was be cause ev ery one was
in tensely in ter ested, and also be cause ev ery de ci sion passed in that House
was so far-reach ing in its ef fect. He felt, too, that the men who crowded the
benches were the rep re sen ta tives of the peo ple. They ex pressed to a large
ex tent the mind of the na tion. The voice of many mil lions of men were
heard when those men spoke.

Right op po site him, at the other end of the build ing, was the Press
Gallery, and in stinc tively he felt how im por tant the men who sat there were.
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They were not name less boys who re ported for pro vin cial news pa pers, but
men who, in some cases, had ob tained na tional rep u ta tions. They were
guid ing, to an ex tent, at all events, the thoughts of the mul ti tudes. Be hind
the Press Gallery again, and partly hid den from his view by a kind of grat- 
ing, he saw the faces and dresses of women. It seemed to him rather un fair
that they should be so badly treated. They could not see the Speaker’s chair,
or the Gov ern ment benches. Still it was not for him to crit i cize.

“It’s go ing to be a full House, Do minic,” said Fa ther Town ley. They had
man aged to get seats close to gether, in a far bet ter po si tion than they had
dared to hope for, “See, there’s the Prime Min is ter just come in, and there’s
the Ed u ca tion Min is ter, and the Pres i dent of the Lo cal Gov ern ment Board.”

Do minic looked at these men won der ingly. He had seen and heard their
names a hun dred times, now he be held them in the flesh. One of these men
was a Pres by te rian, an other a Bap tist, and an other of no Church at all. Yet
they were among the great fac tors in de cid ing the work of the Church!

“We are in time, too,” went on Fa ther Town ley.
“Look, our af fair does not come on yet. The ques tion time is not over. In

an other ten min utes or so it will come on.”
Do minic looked at the sea of faces be neath him. As the man at the en- 

trance had said, the house was full, ev ery seat on the Gov ern ment side was
crammed, while even the Op po si tion made a good muster. Up stairs and
down it was the same.

“You see those men un der neath us?” went on Fa ther Town ley, “those are
the Irish mem bers.”

“They are nearly all Ro man Catholics, are they not?” asked Do minic.
“Yes, nearly all. They sup port us on the Ed u ca tion ques tion. Most of

them are faith ful to the Church.”
“To the Ro man Church?”
“Yes, to the Church. Oh, look!”And Fa ther Town ley pointed to the Dis- 

tin guished Strangers’ Gallery, where an old man sat, rest ing his chin upon
his hand.

“Who is that?” asked Do minic.
“The Arch bishop. Ev i dently he is so in ter ested that he has come him- 

self.” And Fa ther Town ley heaved a deep sigh.
Mean while one af ter an other rose from the Gov ern ment benches, and

an swered ques tions which ap per tained to their de part ment, and then for a
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few sec onds there was a si lence. The topic which had drawn so many peo- 
ple to gether was about to be dis cussed.

“Hear! hear! hear!” was the gen eral shout, as a young man arose among
the benches on the Gov ern ment side of the House, but not from the front
bench. Ev i dently the speaker was only a pri vate mem ber, and held no of fi- 
cial po si tion what ever. And yet all were pre pared to hear him with ea ger- 
ness and re spect. This was ei ther be cause of the speaker’s fame as an or a tor,
or be cause the ques tion he was to in tro duce was of more than or di nary in- 
ter est.

Do minic could not help be ing fas ci nated by the young man’s face. First,
be cause he closely re sem bled Cuth bert Trevelyan, who had chal lenged him
to de bate, and, sec ond, be cause of his strik ing ap pear ance. Do minic noted
that he could be but lit tle older than him self. His face was of that pale, in tel- 
lec tual class which im me di ately ar rests at ten tion. His fore head was not
high, but was broad, and finely de vel oped, and cov ered by a mass of wavy
brown hair.

He stood qui etly while his sup port ers cheered him, but it was ev i dent
that he was much moved. Even from the dis tance Do minic thought that he
saw his hands trem ble some what as he ar ranged his notes, while he felt sure
he saw his lips trem ble. That, how ever, was per haps fancy. Do minic knew
that the speaker was an en emy to the po si tion which he held, and yet he
could not help ad mir ing him. There was some thing watch ful in his pres- 
ence; he had come to the House with some thing to say, and he meant to say
it. Ev i dently he was a strong man with a pur pose in life.

This fact was con firmed when some mem bers of the House gave a de ri- 
sive laugh, for he saw Ho race Trevelyan turn with flash ing eyes to wards
those who de rided him. And the look he gave showed Do minic the stuff of
which he was made. This was not a man who was to be checked in his pur- 
pose by de ri sion.

Presently the shouts died away, and the young man be gan to speak. At
first his man ner was slightly hes i tat ing. He seemed anx ious to choose the
right word, and not to spoil the ef fect of his speech by hastily formed sen- 
tences. He was not there, he said, to speak as a Pa pist or a Protes tant, that
was be side the point, es pe cially as he held very strongly that a man’s re li- 
gious con vic tions were sa cred, and should not be in ter fered with as long as
they did not in ter fere with his cit i zen ship. But in speak ing to the ques tion
with which his name was as so ci ated, he re mem bered that the State had laid
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down cer tain laws for the Church Es tab lished by the State, un der whose pa- 
tron age she re ceived great emol u ments, and un der whose fa vor her min is- 
ters re ceived prefer ment, po si tion, pres tige, and power. More over, the min- 
is ters of the State Church took cer tain or di na tion vows, which bound them
in all com mon de cency to abide by the laws which had been laid down by
the State. Ever since the Ref or ma tion set tle ment these laws and us ages had
ob tained, and up to a com par a tively few years ago, these, ex cept in a few
rare cases, had been obeyed. But of late years a new spirit had been felt.
Not so much by the lay men of the Church, but by those who per sisted in
call ing them selves priests. These men, covertly and se cretly at first, but af- 
ter wards more openly and au da ciously, set them selves to kill Protes tantism
in the Church of Eng land, and to de stroy those things which they had sworn
to up hold. He had not the slight est ob jec tion to these men chang ing their
views. That was a mat ter which they must set tle for them selves. All re li- 
gious views were tol er ated in the land, and the days of per se cu tion on ac- 
count of re li gious con vic tion were sup posed to be over. But that was not the
ques tion. The Church of Eng land stood for cer tain prin ci ples. It stood as a
protest against the Church of Rome. Its Ar ti cles and its hom i lies were very
ex plicit on these mat ters, and the laws which the State had framed were in- 
tended to safe guard the Protes tant po si tion of the Church of Eng land. But
from the time the Ox ford Move ment com menced there had been a steady
and grow ing de sire, not on the part of the laity of Eng land, who in the main
hated any thing in the form of priestcraft, but on the part of the clergy, who
were seem ingly car ried away with the thirst for power which had ever been
a char ac ter is tic of priestcraft, and which had caused some of the black est
blots on the his tory of the world, to drag the Church back to the po si tion
which she held in the pre-Ref or ma tion days. On ev ery hand there had been
an ap ing af ter, and a pan der ing to, the ways of Rome. From the high est of
Church dig ni taries to the most in signif i cant and ig no rant cu rate this had be- 
come com mon. It was a mat ter of won der to him per son ally that these men
had not more pride. The Church of Rome, whose ways they aped, and
whose cer e mo nial they tried to adopt, treated them with the most marked
con tempt. It re fused to ac cept their or di na tion, and re garded all Church of
Eng land clergy as mere schis matic lay men.

“I won der,” said the speaker, slowly and with a touch of irony in his
voice, “that men call ing them selves En glish men will con sent to be so
snubbed by an Ital ian priest liv ing in Rome. But ev ery man to his taste.”
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There was a loud shout of laugh ter at this, and Do minic no ticed that Fa- 
ther Town ley squirmed in his seat, and looked very an gry.

The speaker then went on to show how this move ment had spread, and
how or der af ter or der, in sti tu tion af ter in sti tu tion, and so ci ety af ter so ci ety
had sprung up, never at the in sti ga tion of lay men, but al ways through the
in flu ence of the clergy, and all of them in tended to de stroy the Protes tant
na ture of the Church, More over, through out the whole coun try, the Bish ops
had ap pointed Rit u al is tic cler gy men in evan gel i cal parishes, and even
where the rec tors and vic ars of parishes were true to their or di na tion vows,
the so ci eties he had men tioned had be come so pow er ful that they had
placed cu rates in these parishes, the avowed ob ject of whom was to im bue
the peo ple with Ro man Catholic teach ing and us ages. At last the whole
mat ter be came a scan dal. The Church of Eng land clergy be came a by word
for hon est men."

“Ques tion! Ques tion!” shouted some.
“I re peat my words,” said Ho race Trevelyan. “Be cause of the at ti tude of

these so-called Rit u al is tic priests, men who had taken the vows of the
Protes tant Church of Eng land, men who were pledged to main tain the prin- 
ci ples of the Ref or ma tion, men who owed their po si tion, their pres tige, their
in flu ence, their emol u ments to the fact that they had sworn to main tain
those Ref or ma tion prin ci ples, and be cause these men have been and are un- 
true to the most el e men tary prin ci ples of honor, the Church of Eng land
clergy have be come a by word among hon est men.”

A great shout went up from the benches, mostly in sup port of what he
had said.

“I do not say,” went on the speaker, “that all our clergy be long to this
class; there are still, as in olden time, seven thou sand who have not bowed
the knee to Baal, but the unchecked prac tices of these men have low ered the
stan dard of hon esty among the clergy in the eyes of the na tion. The ques tion
al most in vari ably asked when a new in cum bent comes to a parish is this,
‘Does he main tain his or di na tion vows truth fully and hon or ably, or is he a
traitor to them?’ There should be no need to ask such a ques tion, con cern- 
ing men who are sup posed to be min is ters of Him whose Name is a syn- 
onym for truth and honor.”

He then went on to de scribe how Sir William Har court pro claimed these
mat ters, not only in that House, but in the lead ing jour nal of the na tion, and
as a re sult of his im peach ment, and of the in ter est oth ers took in the mat ter,
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a Com mis sion was ap pointed. The re sult of the Com mis sion they all knew.
That of which he com plained was more wide spread even than they had
thought. Romish cer e mo nial, Romish prac tices, Romish doc trines ob tained
in thou sands of parishes. He had no ticed in the pa pers only a few days be- 
fore that the Bishop of a great met ro pol i tan dio cese had re fused to sanc tion
the ap point ment of a con verted Ro man Catholic priest to a parish be cause
he was evan gel i cal, and be cause he ob served evening com mu nion, giv ing
as his rea son that he wanted to main tain the con ti nu ity of teach ing in the
parish. He had no ticed, how ever, that Bish ops were not so anx ious about
the con ti nu ity of teach ing when that teach ing had been evan gel i cal. Again
and again had rit u al is tic cler gy men been ap pointed to parishes, in spite of
the ex pressed op po si tion of the peo ple to whom they were sup posed to min- 
is ter.

“Not only that, but in sti tu tions and or ders and so ci eties ex isted for the
very pur pose of train ing men in Romish doc trine. These or ders and com mu- 
ni ties were un der the pa tron age of the Bish ops and Arch bish ops of the
Church. In these places monas tic us age was ob served, Romish doc trines
were taught, and the only can di dates el i gi ble for these places were men who
were will ing to be traitors to the Church whose or di na tion vows they had
taken.”

“Ques tion! ques tion!” cried some; “That is not true,” cried oth ers; while
oth ers shouted, “Name! name! Au thor ity! au thor ity!”

“I come here pre pared to give names and au thor i ties,” said the speaker.
“Of course, you have all heard of the ‘Com mu nity of the ––’ It was founded
by a Bishop who is of ten quoted as an au thor ity on ec cle si as ti cal mat ters.
This Com mu nity, or or der, or so ci ety, is one of sev eral which re ceive the
pa tron age of the heads of the Church. Well, what hap pens? A young cler gy- 
man en ters it. He bears a well-known name— a name that has stood for a
great deal in the Eng lish Church, Af ter this young cler gy man has been there
some time, and by a nat u ral process, he goes over to the Church of Rome.
Some time af ter he joins the Church of Rome, he gives a lec ture in a great
city on the forces which led him to join the Church of Rome, Mark you, I
am say ing noth ing against his join ing the Ro man Com mu nion, If that Com- 
mu nion met his needs bet ter than any other, he was, in my judg ment, not
only jus ti fied in join ing it, but it was his duty to do so. But that is not the
point. This is the thing of im por tance. In the lec ture he de scribed the teach- 
ing and us ages of this in sti tu tion — an in sti tu tion, mark you, which goes
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un der the name of a Church of Eng land in sti tu tion, and which has the pa- 
tron age of her Bish ops. And what does he say? Lis ten. ’We had what we be- 
lieved to be the Mass; we ob served si lence dur ing the greater part of the
day; we wore a cer tain habit with a gir dle, and some wore a biretta; we used
the An gli can Book of Com mon Prayer, sup ple ment ing it with a great part of
the Catholic Bre viary, and I for months — I may say years — be fore I be- 
came a Catholic, re cited my Rosary ev ery day. We taught the doc trine of
con fes sion, and I can tell you that at the con clu sion of the mis sion, which I
con ducted as part of my pub lic work, I used to hear far more con fes sions
than I heard as a Catholic priest.”

A great si lence fell upon the House dur ing the time Trevelyan read this
ex tract, and when he had fin ished ex cla ma tions of ex cite ment, mut ter ings
of protest, and cries of “shame” were fre quent. Do minic looked at Fa ther
Town ley’s face; it was drawn and white and hag gard. Do minic knew, too,
that it was true; in deed, it was all a com mon place to him, only, and he won- 
dered why, it had never struck him in the same way be fore.

“But this is not all,” went on the speaker; "nei ther does what I have read
show to the full ex tent what has been go ing on, and what is still go ing on, in
our Es tab lished Church, a Church which, mark you, is a Re formed Church,
a Church which ex ists as a protest against what used to be called the abom i- 
na tions of Rome. Lis ten again, ‘On prac ti cally ev ery point, ex cept the
supremacy of the Pope, we be lieved the teach ing of the Catholic Church,
taught most of its doc trines, as thou sands of An gli can clergy are do ing to- 
day, and it is this teach ing that is build ing the bridge over which An gli cans
will come into the true fold.’1

"Now, mark you, these are not the words of a Protes tant, they are the
words of a Ro man priest; they are the words of one who has lived in one of
these Com mu ni ties, of one who knows the life, the teach ing, the in flu ence
of the place in ti mately, and this is what is go ing on un der the pa tron age of
our State Church, which is sup posed to ex ist as a bul wark against those
very dog mas and us ages which these and other sim i lar places are teach ing
and prac tic ing ev ery day.

“There are two re marks which I wish to make just here,” went on Ho race
Trevelyan slowly. “The first is this: I am not con demn ing these men for be- 
com ing Ro man Catholics and preach ing Ro man dog mas, if they wish to do
so. But this I do say, if the bat tle be tween Ro man Catholi cism and Protes- 
tantism is to be fought over again, let it be done fairly and openly. Let us
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know where we are. And more, those men, while they have the right to be- 
lieve and teach what they feel to be their duty to be lieve and teach, have no
right to do so un der the pa tron age and au thor ity of the Protes tant Church of
Eng land. When the Church of Eng land has be come so im bued with the
teach ing of Rome, that she be comes a bridge over which An gli cans wiU go
into that Com mu nion, then she be comes a mock ery of what the Church of
Eng land should be, and a vi o la tion of what ev ery cler gy man of the Church
of Eng land swears she shall be. And it is the duty of this House to see, bear- 
ing in mind that the Bish ops fail in their duty, that the Church of Eng land be
purged from those teach ings and prac tices from which we have the right to
de mand that she shall be free.”

Again a great shout went up from the House, and by this time the feel ing
was so in tense that the spec ta tors in the Strangers’ Gallery had a dif fi culty
in re frain ing from ex press ing their feel ings. Even those who were op posed
to Trevelyan were silent, the case was too damn ing against them. The Arch- 
bishop looked grave and per turbed, whilst Fa ther Town ley’s face was pos i- 
tively ghastly.

“The other ob ser va tion I wish to make,” said Trevelyan, “is one which
de mands all my power of re straint. I have en deav ored to keep from us ing
strong lan guage; and I shall still en deavor to do so, al though the task I have
set my self is very hard. I wish to draw the at ten tion of the House to the
moral stan dard which ob tains in these Romish forc ing houses. Let us con- 
sider; here are some of the things which these men vow to main tain; and be- 
cause they have taken vows to main tain these, they are re ceived into the
churches and homes of Eng land.”

Here he slowly and with marked em pha sis read some pas sages from the
prayer book and hom i lies of the Eng lish Church.

“Now think, sir,” he said, when he had fin ished read ing, "think of the ex- 
tracts I have read from the lec ture of the ex-An gli can cler gy man, and then
of the things these men swore to up hold when they took their or di na tion
vows, and then try and re al ize the moral stan dard of those thou sands whom
we are told ex ist in the Church of Eng land, who day by day bla tantly, will- 
fully and know ingly vi o late their oaths in try ing to rob the Church of Eng- 
land of its Protes tant char ac ter. We have heard of the honor of En glish men,
but what be comes of that honor in face of what I have men tioned? Are not
honor, truth, fair-play, nay the com mon est de cen cies of life tram pled un der- 
foot by men who, in their love for priestly power, be tray the prin ci ples to
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which they were sworn, and who daily break the vows they solemnly made?
We can re spect the men who through con vic tion leave one Church and go to
an other, but no hon est man can do any other than de spise the men who, tak- 
ing the vows of the Church, dis be lieve her doc trines, and who daily seek to
lead her peo ple to ac cept those be liefs which it is their duty to deny. We are
con stantly hear ing com plaints that the peo ple, es pe cially the men, are for- 
sak ing the churches; is it any won der? It is a char ac ter is tic, and I trust ever
will be a char ac ter is tic of En glish men to ’ play our game fairly, and not to
foul the pitch.’ What won der, then, that when they see these so-called min- 
is ters of re li gion do ing both, they shrug their shoul ders, and pass by with
sneer ing con tempt. More over, these men are by their ac tion bring ing into
con tempt that no ble band of pas tors in the Church of Eng land who are faith- 
ful to their vows, and who day by day are main tain ing those prin ci ples
which have made our na tion great and glo ri ous.

“And now comes the ques tion, what are we, the rep re sen ta tives of the
peo ple of this land, we who leg is late for the na tion, to do? It is in or der that
we may do our duty, that we may see that these State ser vants obey the
State, that I have in tro duced this mat ter. It is to urge that while we have a
State Church, es tab lished to main tain the Re formed faith, that re formed
faith must be main tained; and to see that those men who, like Achan, are
traitors in the camp, ei ther con form to their vows, or leave the Church
which they dis grace.”

Do minic re mained long af ter Hec tor Trevelyan had fin ished his speech.
He knew in a vague way that there was a long and an i mated dis cus sion, but
he paid lit tle heed to it, He felt glad that no one could see him. He was one
of the men whom Trevelyan had held up to con tempt and scorn and de ri- 
sion. He was a traitor to the vows he had made; he had vi o lated the most el- 
e men tary ideas of honor, and he felt ashamed. Ar gue as he might, weave as
he did a web of sophistry around his po si tion, the ba sic truth re mained. He
had sworn to up hold one set of prin ci ples, while day by day he was do ing
his best to un der mine them. No man hold ing the po si tion he held had a right
to re main in the Church of Eng land.

Presently there was a gen eral ex o dus, and Do minic found his way with
Fa ther Town ley into the lobby.

“I must see the Arch bishop and Lord Sowerby,” said Fa ther Town ley to
him. “The po si tion is very grave, and I feel sure the Arch bishop will want
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to see you, and talk with you. Be at my room in the ho tel in say two hours
from now.”

“Yes, Fa ther Town ley.”
He spoke the words al most me chan i cally. His mind was far away. He

turned to leave the House, and then stopped sud denly, for com ing to wards
him he saw Mag gie Yorke.

1. The ex tracts here quoted are taken torn a lec ture de liv ered in Liv er pool
by a Ro man Catholic priest who left the Eng lish Church in the man ner
de scribed.↩ 
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22. The Part ing Of The Ways

"DID YOU HEAR the de bate, Mr. Wildthorne?"
“Yes, Miss Yorke.”
“And––?” She stopped sud denly, like one who did not know how to fin- 

ish the sen tence.
He opened his mouth to speak, but did not ut ter a word.
“I ex pected to have tea on the ter race with Mr. Trevelyan and my fa ther,”

she said, “but I fancy Mr. Trevelyan will not be able to spare the time. I saw
him sur rounded by a host of ad mir ers. Both he and my fa ther will have for- 
got ten me. I have waited for nearly half an hour.”

“Will you come and have some tea with me, Miss Yorke, and then come
for a walk in the Park? I should like to have a chat with you.”

She hes i tated a mo ment, and then ac cepted his in vi ta tion.
Dur ing tea, how ever, lit tle was said, and Do minic was moody and tac i- 

turn. Presently, how ever, they found their way to St. James’s Park. It was a
beau ti ful spring evening, and af ter the heated at mos phere of the House of
Com mons the air seemed pure and sweet. The birds were singing among the
tree branches, and on ev ery hand were ev i dences that the cold breath of
win ter had de parted, and that the reign of spring had be gun.

They walked slowly side by side, nei ther speak ing, and each feel ing a re- 
straint be cause of what they had heard that af ter noon.

“Mr. Trevelyan’s speech is praised on all hands,” said Mag gie presently.
“He is ev i dently a strong Protes tant,” said Do minic.
“He has the rep u ta tion of be ing a man of high prin ci ples, and an ex alted

con cep tion of honor,” she replied.
Her words stung him. Why was he so anx ious that she should think well

of him? He had told him self that he had driven her from his life. Was he not
a sworn celi bate?

“It was a tremen dous in dict ment,” she went on, “and I no ticed that the
Arch bishop looked very dis tressed.”
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“No won der,” said Do minic al most in vol un tar ily. “Do you think any- 
thing will be done?”

“Can you doubt it?” she an swered.
“Not that it will af fect me,” he went on, like one mus ing.
She turned to him in quir ingly.
“It is not for me to judge oth ers,” went on Do minic, “but I can no longer

re main in the Church of Eng land.”
“No?”
“Of course, you can not un der stand what it means to me when I say that,”

he went on. “How can you? You — you are out side the Church al to gether.
It will be like pulling out my heart strings, but it does not mat ter. The
Church of Eng land can no longer be a home for me. That man, big oted
Protes tant though he may be, spoke the truth. No Catholic has the right to
re main in a Church which is es tab lished by law to main tain an alien faith.
No, no; he’s right. It is a mean and con temptible thing to use the Church of
Eng land as a means to ad vo cate the Catholic faith. We are traitors, traitors
to our vows, ev ery one of us who do this. The Church of Eng land is sup- 
posed to be Protes tant, it stands for that; and I am a Catholic. Yes, and the
man was right when he said that such Com mu ni ties as ours trained men to
be Catholics. He did not at tack the Com mu nity of the In car na tion di rectly,
but that does not mat ter. Our Com mu nity ad vo cates the same teach ing as
the Com mu nity of the ––, from which Fa ther went to the Church of Rome.
Yes, it is no use deny ing it, I have for nearly ten years been trained as a
Catholic, and to de spise Protes tantism; and all the time we pro fessed to be- 
long to the Protes tant Church of Eng land. I never saw it as I did when
Trevelyan was speak ing. The man was right; he was right!”

He seemed to be speak ing to him self. His eyes had a far-away look, and
his face was very pale.

“Yes,” he went on, “we taught ev ery doc trine of the Church of Rome,
with the ex cep tion of the supremacy of the Pope, and all the time we called
our selves cler gy men of the Church of Eng land. We laughed at the ‘Prots,’
and day by day we be came more and more avowed as to our po si tion. We
seemed to vie with each other as to who should be most Ro man ist. Of
course, the Catholic Church is the only Church; but the man was right; we
were traitors, we stood in a false po si tion, we for feited the right to self-re- 
spect. But it is over. I can not con tinue in it. No man who had the most el e- 
men tary feel ing of self-re spect could.”
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He was not speak ing to Mag gie. He was ev i dently think ing aloud, re- 
gard less of any who might hear him.

“Then what are you go ing to do?” asked Mag gie.
Her ques tion aroused him.
“Do? Ah, yes! I must do as the man said. I must go where I be long. The

Church of Eng land has trained me for the Church of Rome, and I must go
there.”

“As a priest?”
“Yes, to pre pare for the priest hood.”
“Mr, Wildthorne,” said Mag gie, “have you ful filled the prom ise you

made me the last time we met?”
“What prom ise?”
“You promised me that you would read an au thor i ta tive life of Luther, an

au thor i ta tive his tory of the Ref or ma tion.”
“Did I? Oh, yes, I re mem ber. But why should’ I? I have read a great deal

of Church his tory.”
“Yes; but you ad mit ted that you had not read an au thor i ta tive life of

Luther; that you only read such books as spoke of him as a Philis tine and a
clown, and which re garded the Ref or ma tion as the re sult of an ap peal to the
mob. Be sides, you promised.”

“I promised. Then I will.”
“Be fore you fi nally en ter the Church of Rome?”
“Yes, I will. But it will make no dif fer ence.”
“Then you do not keep your mind open to the truth?”
The girl’s ques tion stung him, and he looked at her al most an grily.
“Surely,” said the girl, “it is worth while con sid er ing the po si tion of the

not least in tel li gent half of Eu rope? If the en light ened na tions of the world
have bro ken away from Rome, there must be a rea son for it. If the most em- 
i nent thinkers and schol ars of Eu rope re gard the ex clu sive claims of Rome
as a tis sue of fa bles, surely a young man who has any re spect for his in tel li- 
gence should at least pon der over what they have to say!”

“The re volt against the Church is a re volt against spir i tu al ity, against the
claims of God,” he cried.

“Are you sure?” she asked. “Is not that a ground less charge? Be sides,
should any man con sent to com mit in tel lec tual sui cide be fore at least giv ing
his in tel li gence a chance?”

“No Catholic does that.”
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“Yet New man frankly ad mit ted that he did. At least no other in tel li gi ble
in ter pre ta tion can be given to his words.”

He re mem bered Rit zoom’s words. “There are two classes, the lead ers,
and the led. In the main, men and women are like pawns on the chess-
board; but there are those who move the pawns. You can be among those
who move the pawns.” For the first time he re alised what these words
meant, and where they led.

“Of course,” went on Mag gie, “ev ery one to his taste. But which is
worse, I won der, the man who is un true to his vows, or the man who stul ti- 
fies the mind God has given him?”

Again the girl stung him. She made him an gry. Yet why should she?
What had he to do with her? In the fu ture their ways must lie apart. And yet
she did anger him; she made him feel what he de sired to fight against.

“What would you do?” he asked.
“If I were a man, I should try and be one re ally and truly,” she said. “Be- 

fore I placed my neck un der the foot of an Ital ian priest, I would at least
have the best rea sons for do ing so. I would in ves ti gate the mat ter to the very
bot tom. Mr. Trevelyan spoke of some ac tions be ing con temptible, but there
are oth ers which are pitiable.”

He longed to say some thing cruel; some thing which would wound her
deeply; but he re pressed him self.

“Might one ask whether you, who have been ed u cated as a Protes tant
Dis senter, have ever con sid ered Catholic claims?” he asked.

“Haven’t I heard you preach?” she laughed. “But, se ri ously, I have. I
chose his tory as my chief sub ject at Ox ford, so that I might un der stand
some thing of that great up heaval which we call the Ref or ma tion.”

“His tory!” he cried scorn fully," As though the truth of God could be un- 
der stood through a study of his tory!"

“At least that his tory placed the main is sues be fore me,” she an swered,
“And af ter all, is not one of the main is sues a ques tion as to the right of pri- 
vate judg ment on re li gious mat ters? And if one gives up that right, does not
one com mit in tel lec tual sui cide? Ev ery true Ro man ist must think only
within the lim its marked out for him by a me di ae val Church, And I — well,
I am a York shire girl.”

She laughed as she spoke, and he, still an gry, burst out: “Are not the
teach ers of the Church which has ex isted from the time of our Lord more
likely to be right than you?”



213

“Not if his tory is to be re lied on,” she cried; “why, if I had to choose be- 
tween the me di ae val Church which you up hold, and no re li gion at all — I
— I — well, I should have to be an athe ist. One can only be lieve in what is
be liev able.”

“You speak in ig no rance, be lieve me.”
“Pos si bly, but to show my in ter est in the mat ter, I am leav ing for Rome

to mor row night.”
“You go ing to Rome!”
“Yes; a party of us are go ing. My fa ther and mother, and one of my

broth ers. The two Mr. Trevelyans are go ing also.”
A great pain came into Do minic’s heart, he knew not why. He looked at

his watch, and he saw it was time for him to go back to the ho tel to meet
Fa ther Town ley. He knew he must go, and yet, much as she an gered him, he
longed to stay by her side.

“Rome is very in ter est ing just now,” she went on. “I hear the Pope is
very anx ious about the con di tion of the Church, and there is much in tel lec- 
tual un rest. New so ci eties are spring ing up, which must mean change. We
have in tro duc tions to sev eral of the dig ni taries there. I am aw fully ex cited
about my visit. I won der that you, who are so keenly in ter ested in such mat- 
ters, do not go there also.”

His heart bounded madly. Of course, he had driven Mag gie Yorke from
his life; but why might he not visit Rome? He had de ter mined to tell Fa ther
Town ley that from that day he must cease to be ––.

He dared not con clude the thought, even in his own mind; it was too
painful.

“I must be go ing, Miss Yorke,” he said. “May I be priv i leged to take you
to your friends be fore we sep a rate?”

“We are stay ing at the Carl ton,” she said; “it is not far from here, and I
will not trou ble you.”

“good bye, then.”
“good bye.”
Still he did not go. He lin gered by her side as though un able to tear him- 

self away.
“Do you re mem ber that first con ver sa tion we had to gether?” he said. “I

do. You told me the kind of man you ad mired. He was to be a leader: a man
who moved men, who made oth ers think as he thought. Have you for got- 
ten?”
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“No,” she replied; “but as the years pass by one’s thoughts change. I
think my ideal is dif fer ent now.”

“What is it? Tell me.”
“A man who is true to his con science at all haz ards, whether a leader or

not. One who only does what he be lieves to be right. That first, I think. All
the same, he must not be an echo. He must be one who thinks be fore he
acts; one who has the courage to seek the truth un til he finds it, and not to
rest un til he does find it. Hav ing found it, he must be true to it. But I must
be go ing now. good bye again,” and she walked away.

His brain was whirling; his heart seemed to lie like lead within him.
Leav ing Mag gie, much as she an gered and pained him, was like leav ing
sun light and hope. He tried to drive her from his mind, but could not. He
longed to meet Fa ther Town ley, and yet he dreaded the meet ing. The fu ture
was un cer tain. He thought of the beau ti ful home in Cum ber land. Oh, to be
back there again, to breathe its pure, brac ing air, and to rest.

When he reached the ho tel, he found Fa ther Town ley await ing him. His
face was drawn and hag gard, his eye had an anx ious look.

“I hope I am not late?” said Do minic,
“No. My in ter view with Lord Sowerby and the Arch bishop was not as

long as I an tic i pated. Do minic, you must go with me to the Arch bishop’s
palace at once.”

“Why?”
Fa ther Town ley looked at him keenly. It was a new thing for Do minic to

ques tion a com mand. Still, he was so much per turbed that he al most for got
the rule of the Com mu nity.

“Be cause there is bound to be trou ble. Un less we are care ful, this af ter- 
noon’s de bate may lead to the sup pres sion of our Com mu nity. There is
noth ing to choose be tween our or der and that of the Com mu nity of the
which Trevelyan men tioned by name this af ter noon. Be sides, I be lieve the
fel low had you in his mind when he re ferred to the teach ings of the var i ous
or ders. One of the ex tracts he read was, I be lieve, from an ad dress you gave
at the mis sion you held at Brig field. More than that, you are the most prom- 
i nent of our mem bers. Your name is al most a house hold word in York shire,
and your ad vanced state ments have been dis cussed ev ery where. Trevelyan
will have dis cussed the whole sit u a tion with his brother, who, as you know,
chal lenged you to a de bate on the lec ture you gave.”
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“But what will be the good of my see ing the Arch bishop?” asked Do- 
minic.

“This. First, he wants to see you, and talk with you. I want you to prove
to him that you are a loyal Church man, and that you are more faith ful to the
Prayer-book than many who call them selves Protes tant. And sec ond, you
can show him that the ten dency of the Com mu nity is not to wards Rome,
that it is rather to make men see that all that can be got in the Ro man
Catholic Church is to be found in the An gli can Church. I want you to show
him that we have dis suaded many from join ing the Church of Rome.”

Do minic was silent.
Fa ther Town ley watched the ex pres sion on the young man’s face, an ex- 

pres sion which puz zled him.
“Come,” he said, “there is no time to waste. The Arch bishop will be ex- 

pect ing us in a few min utes.”
“Be fore we go to the Arch bishop, there is some thing I must tell you,”

said Do minic. His voice was tremu lous with emo tion.
“Yes; what is it?”
“I can not tell him what you wish me to tell him.”
“What?”
“I can not tell him what you wish me to tell him,” re peated Do minic. “I

am not, nei ther have I been, a faith ful Church man. The ex tract which
Trevelyan read from the lec ture of Fa ther is as true of me, and of the other
mem bers of the Com mu nity, as it is true of him. We have taught ev ery doc- 
trine of the Ro man Catholic Church with the ex cep tion of the supremacy of
the Pope. The whole ten dency of our us ages, our life, has been to wards
Rome. I have been try ing to per suade my self that I have been true to the
Church of Eng land in all this, but I know I have not. I have been be tray ing
the fun da men tal prin ci ples on which she was founded. In spite of all our
sophistries and com pro mises, the Church of Eng land ex ists as a Re formed
Church, an Evan gel i cal Church, a Protes tant Church. We are not Protes- 
tants.”

“No, thank God, we are not.”
“Then we have no rights as hon est men, to re main in the Church of Eng- 

land.”
“But, Do minic––”
“I could not tell the Arch bishop that we are loyal Church men. The whole

ten dency of our life is to dis par age those things by which the Church of
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Eng land is dif fer en ti ated from the Church of Rome, and to get nearer and
nearer to her. We are seek ing to un-Protes tantise her. There fore we are not
loyal Church men. Call this Eras tian ism— call it what you will, it is the
truth. While the Church of Eng land stands for those things which she does
stand for, while she is sup posed to obey the laws of the State un der which
she re ceives her sta tus, and her po si tion, we can not be loyal Church men if
we are day by day dis obey ing her laws. We may ex cuse our selves by say ing
that there is a law higher than that of the State, and we must obey that law;
but we can not do that as hon est men while we are in the Church of the
State.”

“Your con ver sion to these views is very sud den,” said Fa ther Town ley.
“I never re al ized the truth fully un til this af ter noon in the House of Com- 

mons. I felt my self a traitor. The man Trevelyan made me ashamed of my- 
self. I felt that the shouts of de ri sion were for me,” replied Do minic.

But, but––"
“As to the sec ond thing you wish me to as sure the Arch bishop — that

the in flu ence of our Com mu nity is to keep men out of the Church of Rome
— I can not do it. If I am any thing, I am a Ro man Catholic, and I have been
made a Ro man Catholic through the in flu ence and teach ing of the Com mu- 
nity. All the in flu ence of our or der is in that di rec tion. You know it is. It is
true many of our men re main in the Church of Eng land in the hope that we
can pre pare the way for union with the Church of Rome, but I have been led
to see that this is a dis hon est at ti tude. I can not sail un der false col ors any
longer. The only hon or able course for me is to leave the Church of Eng land.
Be liev ing, as I do, in the teach ing of the Com mu nity of the In car na tion, I
can do no other. It is the only log i cal out come of all I have been taught.
There fore if I go to the Arch bishop I must tell him this.”

“But, Do minic, my son, thou sands of cler gy men be lieve what you be- 
lieve, and yet feel it their duty to re main in the Church of Eng land.”

“I can not judge for them. I can only judge for my self. I must main tain
my self-re spect. I can not re main in a Church to whose teach ings I am not
loyal.”

“Then — then you are go ing over to the Church of Rome?”
“Yes, that is at present my in ten tion.”
“Have you seen — that is, have you dis cussed the ques tion with any Ro- 

man Catholic priest?”
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“Yes, I have spent a great deal of time with Fa ther Rit zoom. He came to
see me at Wildthorne Bar ton.”

“Then what be comes of your vows to our Com mu nity?”
“They were taken in ig no rance of the truth. Be sides, the true Catholic

Church can ab solve me.”
Do minic stood per fectly still, but Fa ther Town ley was pac ing to and fro

in the room.
“Does Rit zoom know of your de ci sion?”
“No. The truth never came to me un til this af ter noon, when I felt how

hon est men must scorn me. Be sides, if your idea of the Church is the true
one, we are not a Church. We are an ex com mu ni cated body. We are cut off
from the Covenant of Grace. Nei ther you nor I are truly priests.”

“I re peat, this is a very sud den con ver sion.”
“It has been com ing to me for months; but to day ev ery thing was brought

to a head, I had looked at ev ery thing through a web of sophistry; to day I
looked at facts through the eyes of a lay man. And I must con fess his stan- 
dard of honor is con sid er ably higher than mine has been, I am sorry to pain
you. but I must main tain my self-re spect.”

“But may not your present frame of mind be tran si tory? May you not
look at things in a dif fer ent light to mor row?”

Do minic shook his head.
“Then will you go to the Church of Rome, and take her vows with out

fur ther con sid er a tion? Surely you’re not be so mad as to give your self to
Rome on a sud den im pulse?”

“No,” said Do minic, “I shall wait a while.”
“And con sult Rit zoom again, or the Arch bishop of West min ster?”
“No; nei ther, I think — at least for the present. I — I shall pay a visit to

Rome first.”
Fa ther Town ley con tin ued to pace the room, while Do minic stood still,

watch ing him.
“Do you still wish me to go and see the Arch bishop?” asked the young

man presently.
“No, no, no! — a thou sand times no!” cried Fa ther Town ley hur riedly.

“He has the rep u ta tion of for ever sit ting on a fence, and com pro mis ing in
ev ery thing pos si ble, but even he would not stand this. Do minic, my son, do
you know what this ac tion of yours means?”

“It means re cov er ing my self-re spect, at least,” said the young man.
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“Yes; but can you not see that it will fur ther com pro mise the Catholic
party in the Church of Eng land? Don’t you see that it will make the Protes- 
tants shout for joy? We shall be come the talk of the na tion; we — we —
God knows what will hap pen to us!”

“Does not that prove the truth of my po si tion?” asked the young man. “If
you are in the right, your po si tion will bear the fullest in ves ti ga tion. If you
are not, then — well, I can no longer oc cupy a false po si tion.”

“But think of the harm you will do to our cause!” cried the older man."
Per haps — per haps your de ci sion may be nat u ral — I do not say it is, only
per haps; but the peo ple of Eng land are not pre pared for this — yet. The
work of the Ox ford Move ment has not had time to bear its fruit com pletely
yet. Un for tu nately Protes tantism is too deeply em bed ded in our na tional
life, and you will hin der our work. Could you not, say — well, go away for
a long hol i day and say noth ing about it? You see, if you went over to Rome
there would be a great scan dal."

Do minic saw what was in the older man’s mind, and al though he had
learnt to love him, he de spised him. He was asked to keep quiet so that they
could go on do ing their trai tor ous work sub tly, se cretly, but surely. It is true
this would help on the vic tory of the Ro man Church, and as such it seemed
right, but — no, he could not prom ise what Fa ther Town ley de sired.

“No, I can not prom ise to be silent,” he said.
“Ah, but if you join the Church of Rome, I think you will be com pelled

to,” said the other, los ing all self-con trol. “As a fact, I know that the Arch- 
bishop of ––, the most in flu en tial Ro man Catholic in Eng land, is anx ious
that we shall con tinue our work. He — he de clares that ––” He did not fin- 
ish the sen tence, for he knew it would only con firm all Do minic had said.

“Do you wish to say any thing more to me?” said Do minic af ter Fa ther
Town ley had re peat edly be sought him to be silent as to his pur poses, and to
take no def i nite step un til they had fur ther con sulted to gether.

“No, no! I can say no more. You have well nigh bro ken my heart, Do- 
minic. You will de stroy a great deal of the work we have been try ing to do
— a work which is dearer to me than life it self.”

“What is that work? What is the ul ti ma tum of your de sires?” asked the
young man.

“It is ––” But he did not com plete his sen tence, for he knew that in his
heart of hearts he de sired that the whole Church of Eng land would do what
Do minic had de clared to be his pur pose as an in di vid ual to do.
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The young man left the ho tel, and walked along the Em bank ment alone.
“Yes,” he said presently, “I’ll go to Rome. I shall be at the cen ter of

things there. I may see the Holy Fa ther, I shall have an op por tu nity of talk- 
ing with the most im por tant of the Car di nals, and per haps — who knows?”

Then he stood for a long time watch ing the river which sul lenly rolled
sea ward.

’
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23. Rome

DO MINIC WILDTHORNE stayed in Lon don six days af ter the events
recorded, dur ing which time he roamed around Lon don, and more than once
vis ited the House of Com mons. He also wrote two let ters of im por tance.
One was to Messrs. Coad and Perkins, the so lic i tors for the Wildthorne es- 
tates, who in their re ply in formed him that a cer tain sum of money would be
at his dis posal if he called at a cer tain bank in Rome. The other was to Fa- 
ther Rit zoom, ask ing him to give him let ters of in tro duc tion to cer tain
Church dig ni taries in the Eter nal City. He did not re fer to his visit to the
House of Com mons or to the de ci sion which he had made. Af ter all, Mag- 
gie Yorke’s words had their ef fect. They made him de ter mine to think for
him self, and to take time be fore he took the step he fully in tended to take.
And so Fa ther Rit zoom, when re ply ing, did not know the young man’s state
of mind. He sent the let ters of in tro duc tion which Do minic de sired, but the
whole ten dency of his own epis tle was to dis suade Do minic from go ing to
Rome. He gave no rea son for this, but the young man felt that the Je suit did
not wish him to go. Why was it? Rome was the head of the Ro man Catholic
Church; Rome was the mighty heart which sent its life-blood through the
whole of the Catholic Church. The de ci sions of Rome were obeyed wher- 
ever the Church was found. Why, then, should he seem to throw cold wa ter
upon his projects? More over, the let ter was writ ten in such a way as al most
to dis suade him from his pur pose. It con tained an in vi ta tion to spend some
days with him in De von shire, amidst some of the most charm ing scenery in
Eng land. It promised him the so ci ety of peo ple whom he much de sired to
meet in an old coun try house in that county. It spoke of in tel lec tual so ci ety
amidst the most fas ci nat ing en vi ron ments, and it sug gested in the most
plau si ble way that Rome would swarm with trip pers, who would make it
im pos si ble for him to re ally the in ward ness of the home of the Vat i can.

Do minic did not re al ize it; but for only one fact Rit zoom would have had
his way. More over, had the Je suit known of the in flu ence which Mag gie
Yorke had upon his life, and been aware that she was in Rome, he would
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not have con tented him self with a let ter, but have come to him in stead. As it
was, how ever, Do minic was not dis suaded from his orig i nal pur pose. He
would go to Rome; and six days af ter Trevelyan’s speech in the House of
Com mons, he was ac tu ally on his way thither.

Those six days, more over, were not with out their in flu ence. I doubt if
any stranger to Lon don can spend even six days in the heart of the great me- 
trop o lis with out un der go ing a change. The man born and reared within the
precincts of the City takes no no tice of it; but no one, ig no rant of Lon don
life, can walk its streets and catch the spirit of its life with out feel ing its
power. Es pe cially was this true of an im pres sion able young man like Do- 
minic. More over, the great up heaval which had taken place in his life made
him par tic u larly sus cep ti ble. His mind was no longer run ning in a fixed
groove, his na ture was not now cramped by the rules and reg u la tions of the
Com mu nity of the In car na tion. It is true he thought he would shortly en ter a
Church whose laws and dog mas were un al ter ably fixed, but for the mo ment
he felt free. He could not tell why, but his vows did not seem bind ing. If the
Church un der whose aus pices he had taken those vows was not the true
Catholic Church, then the true Church which he pro posed en ter ing could
ab solve him. Rit zoom had hinted as much. Be sides, the in tel lec tual free dom
which was ev ery where man i fested made ev ery thing dif fer ent. His vis its to
the House of Com mons were a rev e la tion. In a way he could not un der stand
they widened his hori zon. He was able to un der stand Mag gie Yorke bet ter.
The men he heard did not ac cept the au thor ity of dig ni taries or con claves.
They de bated and crit i cized po si tions which he had been taught to ac cept
with out ques tion. He did not re al ize it, but he was pass ing through an in tel- 
lec tual cri sis, and he found him self ask ing ques tions which had never oc- 
curred to him be fore. There were cer tain fun da men tal po si tions in his in tel- 
lec tual life upon which he had built the whole struc ture of his be lief. Now,
al though he did not know it, that struc ture was shaken, sim ply be cause in
spite of him self ques tions arose con cern ing what he re garded as the fun da- 
men tal ba sis of all his thoughts. In many re spects his mind was in a state of
chaos. Had he put a se ries of ques tions to him self con cern ing those things
which he had be lieved with out ques tion, he would have been as ton ished at
his own an swers. The de ci sion he had taken af fected him far more deeply
than he re al ized.

Truly, Do minic Wildthorne, al though he did not know it, was in tel lec tu- 
ally in a state of great dan ger; the soul of Do minic Wildthorne was pass ing
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through ex pe ri ences, the pur port of which was an ut ter mys tery to him.
Nev er the less he started for Rome with the full be lief that he should take

the step which he had men tioned to both Mag gie Yorke and to Fa ther Town- 
ley. In a few weeks he would be a can di date for the priest hood in the
Church of Rome, and then he should en ter into peace and rest.

Mean while, how ever, he felt strangely free. He had dis carded his cler i cal
at tire, and al though he felt very strange in a Nor folk suit of grey tweed, it
seemed to re move him fur ther from his old life than ever.

More over, af ter he had crossed the Chan nel, and felt him self on French
soil, the change be came greater. It was the first time he had ever been out of
Eng land. He had for got ten most of the French which he had learnt when un- 
der the tu ition of Fa ther Trou ville, and so when he heard the jab ber of un- 
known words he seemed to be in a new world.

He did not stay in France, He was anx ious to get on to Italy, to Rome.
Here was the goal of his heart’s de sires. Here he should find rest and peace.
Dur ing the last few years he had de voted most of his spare time to the study
of Ital ian. He had for a long time dreamed of vis it ing Rome, and so he was
nat u rally drawn to the study of that lan guage. He was afraid he would not
be very flu ent, but he felt he should not be at an ut ter loss in Italy, as he was
in France. He reached Paris about seven o’clock, and then af ter hav ing gone
across the city to the Gare du Lyons, he boarded the train for Turin.

When he awoke the fol low ing morn ing, the train was near ing a lit tle
way side sta tion an hour or two’s jour ney from Modane. The spring here
was fur ther ad vanced than in Eng land, and the sun had risen in a cloud less
sky. He felt strangely light-hearted, he knew not why. Per haps it was be- 
cause he felt a sense of free dom, per haps it was be cause he hoped in the
course of a day or two to see Mag gie Yorke. When the train stopped he
jumped on to the plat form, and no ticed that a num ber of peas ants had come
to the sta tion, and had pre pared cof fee and rolls and but ter for the pas sen- 
gers. He felt ravenously hun gry, and was among the first to be sup plied with
re fresh ments. Never, surely, had he tasted such de li cious cof fee! never was
bread and but ter so sweet! It was worth trav el ing so far to have an ap petite
so keen, to en joy a sim ple meal so much. The pas sen gers laughed and chat- 
ted, while he went to a lit tle wa ter tap, and washed him self, and he — he
had never be fore felt so much a boy. He did not wear cler i cal at tire, he was
young, and he was free!
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Around him the moun tains lifted their gi ant heads in the sky. Be yond
him was Mont Ce nis, which di vided France from Italy, and he, Do minic
Wildthorne, was free to en joy him self — free to revel in these new and fas- 
ci nat ing sur round ings!

Presently the train moved on again. The Cus toms House at Modane was
passed, and she be gan to climb the lower slopes of Mont Ce nis. A few min- 
utes later they had en tered one of the long est tun nels in the world. Up and
up they went for per haps a quar ter of an hour, then sud denly a shaft of light
shot through the car riage.

“What is that?” asked some one.
“It is a ray of light which comes from the top of the moun tain. A shaft

has been sunk just there; and it is the bound ary line be tween France and
Italy,” some one replied. Then the train be gan to go faster. They were no
longer as cend ing, they were de scend ing. Down, down they went, un til a
few min utes later the train shot into the light.

Oh, the glory of it! On the right and on the left were great ranges of
moun tains. At the base of these moun tains, and far up the slopes, all the
land was cov ered with vines. The coun try-side was dot ted with vil lages, the
air was like some fa bled elixir of life, while the vil lagers sat at their cot tage
doors singing. This was Italy, the land of sun shine and song and ro mance!

The train stopped for some min utes. Oh, that it would stay for hours!
Do minic felt no fa tigue, no weari ness. His heart was as light as a feather.
He too found him self singing. It was the song he had heard Mag gie Yorke
sing a few weeks be fore.

By three o’clock that af ter noon they had reached Turin, and the fol low- 
ing morn ing they were again trav el ing. Italy! Italy! Why did peo ple live in
Eng land when there was room in Italy! By noon they reached Genoa, and in
the af ter noon they passed through Pisa, Ev ery where, ev ery where was Ro- 
mance. In Genoa Do minic re mem bered that Mazz ini had dreamed his
dream of a new Italy, in Pisa he thought of Savonarola, think ing of the New
King dom of God which he wanted to es tab lish. Presently the ex cite ment of
the day wea ried him. and he fell asleep. It was now dark, and there was
noth ing for which he need keep awake. How long he slept he did not know,
but presently he was awak ened by a great noise and con fu sion.

“What’s the mat ter?” he asked.
“Noth ing, ex cept that we are in Rome,” was the re ply.
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Al ready the porters were in the train, in dis crim i nately seiz ing all the
bag gage they could lay hands on. Women were protest ing, men were shout- 
ing, and couri ers were try ing to look dig ni fied, while they ex plained to their
em ploy ers that they had noth ing to do but wait.

A few min utes later Do minic was in a cab on his way to the Ho tel Quiri- 
nal. He knew it was one of the most ex pen sive ho tels in Rome, but he was
well sup plied with money, and he felt sure that Fletcher Yorke would be
likely to seek the best ho tel.

The next morn ing he looked ea gerly among the faces of those who sat
drink ing their cof fee, but he could see no one that he knew; and so he soon
found his way into the street. He hailed a cab, and gave the name of the
street in which a Church dig ni tary whom Fa ther Rit zoom had es pe cially
men tioned lived. The driver nod ded his head, and lashed his horse.

As Do minic looked around him he was dis ap pointed. He was in a great
mod ern thor ough fare, which was filled with elec tric cars, and a crowd of
peo ple. This, surely, was not Rome! If so there was but lit tle to dif fer en ti ate
it from Paris. A few min utes later, how ever, he breathed a sigh of sat is fac- 
tion. They en tered the old part of the city, and be gan to pass through those
old squares, which are a de light to all who love art and beauty. Yes, he was
in Rome at last. There were the old churches of which he had heard so
much. How he should en joy vis it ing them! At last he was at the heart of
things. This was the head of the great Mother Church of Chris ten dom.

The cab passed over one of the bridges which span the Tiber, and he saw
a dome more stu pen dous, more im pos ing than any other.

“San Pietro,” said the driver, “e Castello An gelo.”
Do minic’s heart al most stood still, they were near ing the place where the

vicegerent of Christ lived.
The cab dashed into a great square, and a full view of the great church

burst upon him.
“Vat i cano,” said the driver, as for a mo ment he stopped the horse.
Do minic be gan to air his Ital ian. The Pope’s win dows were to be seen

from here: which were they?
The driver pointed them out, and shrugged his shoul ders as he did so.
“You are of course a Catholic?” said Do minic.
“Sono niente.”
“Noth ing at all. You do not be lieve in the Church?”
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“I be lieve in noth ing,” said the driver. "Who can, if he reads and thinks?
The Church is but a big shop, where so-called sa cred things are sold. The
Church curses the Gov ern ment, and it was the Gov ern ment which saved the
coun try.

“But the Pope is a good man?”
The driver shrugged his shoul ders.
“He does as he is told,” was the re ply. “Poor old man, he hardly dares to

call his soul his own. But he keeps up the show.”
Do minic was not pre pared for this. That a cab driver should dare to talk

of the Pope in terms of de ri sion seemed un be liev able.
The cab rat tled on again, while Do minic thought of the time when he

should see the Holy Fa ther face to face, when he should tell him of the
things which had trou bled him, and when the old man should give him his
bene dic tion and he should find peace.

Presently he stopped at the court yard of an old palace. Yes, Car di nal
Cor dova lived here, and Do minic alighted. His first visit in Rome was to a
prince of the Church.

Some half an hour elapsed be fore Do minic was shown into the Car di- 
nal’s pres ence. Ev i dently his em i nence had many vis i tors, and the young
man had to take his turn. When at length he stood be fore the great man,
how ever, he re ceived some thing of a shock. He ex pected to see a tall, dig ni- 
fied man, of com mand ing ap pear ance, but Car di nal Cor dova was short and
stout, he wad dled as he walked, he took snuff in ces santly, and his breath
was wheezy.

“Yes, yes, my son, I have read Fa ther Rit zoom’s let ter. He has told me
about you. I am glad to see you. I have also time for a long talk. I caused
you to wait a long time, so that I could be ab so lutely free.”

He spoke Eng lish flu ently, al though with a slight Ital ian ac cent. He im- 
pressed Do minic as a kind hearted man, and one who ac cepted things as he
found them with out ques tion.

For some min utes he plied Do minic with ques tions. He wanted to know
the ex act con di tion of the Church in Eng land. Was the Catholic Church as a
Church mak ing great progress, and how far had the Church of Eng land ac- 
cepted the Catholic po si tion?

Do minic told him that he was afraid that the Catholic Church, as a
Church, made but lit tle im pres sion on the Eng lish mind. The de clared Ro- 
man Catholics were in the main ei ther for eign ers or Irish. There were only a
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few hun dred thou sands of Eng lish Catholics. A cen sus of Lon don church-
go ers had been taken, and out of sev eral mil lions of peo ple, only some
90,000 or 100,000 Catholics at tended, the main bulk of whom were ei ther
for eign ers or Irish. As for the Church of Eng land, there was a very large el- 
e ment which was mov ing steadily to wards Rome.

“Ah, yes, yes,” said the Car di nal, “the Church of Eng land is do ing our
work — ’that is well, that is well. Let us pray that this will go on, my son. It
is the work of God. Fa ther Rit zoom tells me that you are con tem plat ing
com ing over to us. I am not sure you are right. He tells me you have great
in flu ence in a Protes tant part of Eng land, and that thou sands hang upon
your words. I think per haps you can best serve the Church by re main ing in
the An gli can Church. If you be come openly a priest, you would lose your
power.”

“But as I no longer be lieve in the doc trines of the Church of Eng land,”
said Do minic, “she is no longer a Church to me. Al though it is a Church of
com pro mise, at least to an ex tent, her min is ters are sup posed to be Protes- 
tants.”

“Ah yes, yes. And I do not say you can not be se cretly ad mit ted into the
priest hood, but by re main ing in the An gli can com mu nity you can do more
for us than by openly giv ing up your po si tion. Fa ther Rit zoom does not
seem so sure of this, but that is how it strikes me. How ever we shall see, we
shall see.”

“But should I not be in a false po si tion? Should I be hon est?” asked Do- 
minic.

“Ah, that is a ques tion for the Church to de cide, is it not? It is for us to
serve the Church’s in ter ests. It is such men as you on whom we must de- 
pend for bring ing over the whole coun try to us; and it seems to me you do
this best by be ing known as Protes tants. You have told me that the Catholic
Church as such only touches a very small fringe of the Eng lish peo ple, but
in so far as you are Catholi ciz ing the Church of the State, you are bring ing
the whole land to the feet of the Holy Fa ther.”

Do minic’s heart grew hard. Here was this man en cour ag ing him to con- 
tinue in the false hood against which his whole na ture re volted, and he was a
Prince of the Church — he took part in her most sa cred coun cils!

“Of course, I quite un der stand your feel ings,” went on the Car di nal, "
You are nat u rally dis sat is fied with be ing a so-called priest of a Church
which is no Church. Af ter all, the so-called Eng lish Church is sim ply a bas- 
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tard com mu nity which is an ex com mu ni cated body. Your arch bish ops and
bish ops are only schis matic lay men; but what of that? The Church must use
the tools at her com mand. It is the peo ple whom we wish to save, the coun- 
try which must be brought into obe di ence to Pe ter; there fore, al though the
Church is no Church, it is do ing the Church’s work."

Had Car di nal Cor dova known the state of Do minic’s mind, he would not
have spo ken so plainly. But to him this Je suit i cal sophistry was a com mon- 
place, the end jus ti fied the means. He ac cepted the po si tion of one of the
lead ers of the Ox ford Move ment who said, “Make your self clear that you
are jus ti fied in de cep tion, and then lie like a trooper.” He did not know of
Do minic’s visit to the House of Com mons, nor how he had writhed un der
Trevelyan’s de nun ci a tions.

“Still, we shall see,” went on the Car di nal. “I un der stand it is your in ten- 
tion to stay in Rome some time. As I said, I am not sure that you are right.
Fa ther Rit zoom told me he had writ ten you in the hope that you would stay
in Eng land, but on re ceipt of your let ter telling him that you were on the eve
of start ing, he wrote telling me some thing of your his tory. Do you not think
you had bet ter re turn and spend a few weeks with Fa ther Rit zoom?”

He said this hes i tat ingly, as though he were not sure of his ground, and
he watched the young man’s face keenly, as if he wanted to judge how far
he might go. Do minic was silent, and the Car di nal saw that he was think ing
deeply.

“How does it strike you?” he said presently.
“I can not re main as a min is ter of the Protes tant Church of Eng land,

while I no longer be lieve in her doc trines,” said the young man. “It is not
hon est, it is not straight for ward. I took vows in my Com mu nity, and I want
to be re lieved of them. I have come to the true Church so that I may be ab- 
solved. Then there are ques tions which arise in my mind — ques tions
which raise dif fi cul ties. I want ad vice, I want guid ance.”

For the first time Car di nal Cor dova saw the kind of man with which he
had to deal. He could not yet be com manded. He must be treated care fully,
and with great wis dom.

“Ah! yes, of course the Church can give guid ance, and she alone can
guide truly,” he said; “but if she is to guide, then her chil dren must obey her
im plic itly, im plic itly. All the same, we must re move all doubts first. He that
doubteth is in a state of con dem na tion. When did you come, my son?”

“Late last night.”
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“And you have come to me first of all. That is well. There are many
things in Rome which dis ap point us very much. The tem po ral Sovereignty
of the Holy Fa ther seems at present fur ther off than ever, while sci ence,
falsely so called, has de stroyed the faith of many. The Ital ians are dis obe di- 
ent chil dren, my son. I must pre pare you for this. What is Protes tantism in
Eng land is Athe ism here. Free Ma sonry is rife; men on ev ery hand openly
re vile the Church and op pose it. This is their day, and the day of dark ness.
The Gov ern ment, the mu nic i pal ity, the press, and a great part of pub lic
opin ion are against us. More than that, there is a vile thing called Mod- 
ernism — a kind of free thought which has crept into the Church it self. The
Holy Fa ther is con sid er ing this lat ter thing. It is an at tempt to rec on cile mo- 
dem dis cov ery with the Church, or rather it is an at tempt to make re li gion
square with the dis cov er ies of sci ence and mo dem thought. Of course, this
can not be done. The dog mas of the Church must re main as the un al ter able
stan dard of all think ing and ev ery thing must bow to them, ev ery thing. The
Holy Fa ther is pre par ing an en cycli cal which will check these proud and
dis obe di ent spir its. Mean while, since you have de cided to stay for a time in
Rome, I thought I had bet ter warn you. Do not be led away by those who
are out side the Church, nor by those who at present are within, but who will
soon be ex com mu ni cated. Mean while, I will give you the names of those
you must see, and whose ad vice you must fol low.”

Again Do minic’s heart hard ened. He did not like this tone of com mand.
He thought of Mag gie Yorke’s state ment that those who be come mem bers
of the Church of Rome com mit ted in tel lec tual sui cide. Be sides, he had
promised her that he would think for him self, that be fore he put his neck
un der the yoke he would be cer tain that he was do ing right. When he first
en tered Italy he felt glo ri ously free, but in the at mos phere of the Car di nal’s
palace, the air was op pres sive, he felt as though weights were be ing put
upon his mind.

He left the palace soon af ter, and found his way to St. Pe ter’s Square.
The sun was shin ing brightly here, and the air was soft and balmy. He
turned his face to wards the doors of St. Pe ter’s Church, when his heart
stood still. Com ing to wards him was a group of Eng lish peo ple, and in the
cen ter of the group, laugh ing and talk ing gaily, was Mag gie Yorke.
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24. Fa ther Ty rone

IN A MO MENT Do minic Wildthorne had for got ten his in ter view with Car- 
di nal Cor dova. They were just un der the Pope’s win dow, and yet he did not
give the Holy Fa ther a thought. Here was the woman he hated, here was the
woman he loved. He had thought more than once that he had driven her
from his heart as an en emy to his faith, and a men ace to his work; more
than once he be lieved that he had crushed ev ery ves tige of his love for her.
Now he knew that he had not. He knew it be cause he felt madly jeal ous
when he saw her look up into the face of the man whose speech in the
House of Com mons had opened his eyes. Of course she loved this man.
How could it be oth er wise? He was her ideal of an Eng lish gen tle man. He
was the soul of honor and truth. He had voiced in the House of Com mons
those opin ions which he knew were dear to her; he was a leader of men.
What won der then that she loved him? While he, Do minic, was a crea ture
to be de spised. For years he had ac cepted the pres tige, and the po si tion of
honor, which he had en joyed as a min is ter of the Church of Eng land, while
all the time he had been play ing that Church false. From her stand point he
was con tem plat ing com mit ting in tel lec tual sui cide. How, then, could she
think of him, save with con tempt?

All the same, he rushed to wards her with out stretched hand. She rec og- 
nized him as he came up, and greeted him warmly, A few min utes later he
found him self a mem ber of the party. No one asked him awk ward ques- 
tions. He was on a visit to Rome, just as they were, and they de sired to be
friendly.

Mr. and Mrs, Fletcher Yorke were not with them. Mag gie was ac com pa- 
nied by two girl friends who had been with her at Somerville col lege, the
broth ers Trevelyan, and her brother George.

“We have just been vis it ing the Vat i can pic ture gal leries,” said Mag gie.
“Of course yon have not seen them yet?”

“No,” replied Do minic, “I only ar rived last night, at mid night.”
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“Oh! but you have a treat in store, Mr, Wildthorne, We have been here
six days, and ev ery day has been more won der ful than the last. I think the
wealth of the world’s art must have been poured into Rome.”

Do minic looked at his watch. It was past noon.
“I am afraid I must be get ting back to lunch,” he said.
“Where are you stay ing?” asked Mag gie.
“At the Ho tel Quiri nal.”
"Oh! then we shall be close to you. We are at the Con ti nen tal, and we

too must get back. Do you know the way?
“No, I took a cab here. I am afraid I must get back in the same fash ion.”
“We can all go back to gether. Here are hosts of funny lit tle car riages, and

we can all get into two of them.”
A minute later they were bar gain ing with cab men. They did not trou ble

at all about the few soldi that the cab man was en deav or ing to cheat them of,
but they did en joy air ing their Ital ian. Mag gie was the gayest of the party.

Presently the two Trevelyans found them selves op po site Mag gie’s two
col lege friends in one car riage.

while Do minic found him self sit ting be side Mag gie in an other. As for
George, he elected to sit by the driver.

Again the sense of free dom which Do minic had felt when he first en- 
tered Italy came back to him, while his heart seemed to sing for joy. What,
af ter all, did the o log i cal dog mas mat ter? Was he not young? Was he not sit- 
ting by the woman he loved?

Be sides, she no longer an gered him. She charmed him. No word or sug- 
ges tion that could wound his feel ings passed her lips. Her mouth was
wreathed with smiles, here eyes shone with de light. She was in a city which
was full of won ders, it was the cra dle of mo dem civ i liza tion, it was fas ci- 
nat ing be yond words. In Rome the past and the present met. It was a great
mys tery. Al ready she had seen that there was more than one Rome — there
were many Romes. There was the Rome of the Cae sars, there was also the
Rome of the Popes, but be sides these there was Rome, the cen ter of a new
Gov ern ment, a city striv ing to vie with the great cap i tals of the world — a
city of vis i tors, of ho tels, and of gay, fash ion able life. Al though she had
been there but a few days, she felt it. She had dis cov ered that it was a great
cen ter of in trigue, of war fare. The Church seemed at war with ev ery thing. It
was at war with the Gov ern ment, and was daily fight ing for lost power; it
was at war with the press, it was at war with Free Ma sonry, it was at war
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with all de sire for free thought, and free in ves ti ga tion. Thus the many
Romes in one fas ci nated her be yond words. Ev ery day was a rev e la tion, ev- 
ery day was a new de light.

“What is your pro gram while in Rome, Mr. Wildthorne?” she asked, as
the cab rat tled along.

“I am afraid I have no pro gram,” he replied. “I have a few let ters of in- 
tro duc tion to em i nent peo ple — in fact, I have been to see a Car di nal this
morn ing — but my time is my own. I am here to see the sights of Rome.”

“We are go ing to the Church of the Three Foun tains this af ter noon,” said
Mag gie. “We shall start at three o’clock.”

“May I go with you?” asked Do minic im pul sively?
“I am sure we shall be all pleased if you will,” she replied; and Do minic,

his heart burn ing with joy, formed his plans im me di ately.
For the next week the young man was con stantly thrown into Mag gie

Yorke’s so ci ety. He was scarcely ever alone with her, but he saw her of ten.
Dur ing that time they dis cussed pol i tics, art, lit er a ture, mu sic, but never the- 
ol ogy. They vis ited St. Pe ter’s to gether on the first Sun day morn ing af ter his
ar rival, and were in the Gre go rian chapel while Mass was cel e brated, but
only as spec ta tors. Mag gie was, ow ing to her train ing, and be cause of the
con vic tions which had be come set tled in her mind dur ing her study of his- 
tory, an avowed Protes tant, while Do minic did not feel drawn to wards the
gor geous cer e mo nial while Mag gie was by his side.

There was not a fa mous church, or a cel e brated relic in Rome, which
they did not see. Both were keen lovers of art, both were in ter ested in ar chi- 
tec ture, and thus each day was a de light.

Mr. and Mrs. Fletcher Yorke seemed to re gard him as be long ing to their
party. It is true he was stay ing at an other ho tel, but he dined with them more
than once, and even when he did not, he dropped in to smoke a cigar with
the Yorke party af ter din ner. More over, Mr. Fletcher Yorke was ex ceed ingly
kind to Do minic. He re mem bered him as a wild-look ing, raggedly clothed
boy, and he had been in ter ested in him ever since. There fore, when he knew
he was alone in Rome, he did his best to be kind.

To Do minic the days passed like a glad dream. When the os ten si ble pur- 
pose of his com ing to Rome oc curred to him, he ban ished it from his mind.
Enough for the present that he was happy, that each day was crowded with
pleas ant sun shine, and that he was see ing the city whose very name had for
years fas ci nated him.
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Still an other week passed, and yet he had paid no fur ther vis its to the
men whom Rit zoom and Car di nal Cor dova had men tioned to him. There
was plenty of time, he re flected. He had told Fa ther Town ley that he should
never again re turn to the Com mu nity of the In car na tion, and it was surely
wise to wait be fore tak ing def i nite steps con cern ing the mat ter on which his
mind was set tled. He did not an a lyze his feel ings; if he had done so, he
would have known that it was be cause he saw Mag gie Yorke daily that he
waited. One thing he did, how ever, dur ing the sec ond week of his stay. He
ful filled his prom ise to Mag gie in read ing a his tory of the Ref or ma tion.
First of all he read Car lyle’s “Lec ture on Luther,” then, al though he was
much prej u diced against Froude, he read that writer’s study on the “Life
and Times of Eras mus and Luther.”

When he had fin ished these he ad mit ted that while these men had pre- 
sented a new as pect of the ques tion to him, both were par ti sans. If any one
had spo ken to him about his read ing, he would have told the in quirer that
they had not af fected his views in the slight est. Doubt less a great deal of
evil ex isted at the time of the Ref or ma tion, but this did not af fect the es sen- 
tial claims of the Church.

Af ter this he com menced read ing the story of the Ref or ma tion as told by
a scholar, who, while os ten si bly a Ro man Catholic, be longed to that class
which has since been placed un der the ban of the Church. This writer, while
con demn ing the rad i cal mea sures of Luther and the other Re form ers, ad mit- 
ted the ne ces sity of a Ref or ma tion. He also, while de scrib ing the great up- 
heaval of the time, out lined his own ideas of what the Church of Christ
should be. These ideas were more lib eral than Do minic had ever dared to
en ter tain. The writer urged that all who strove af ter the Chris tian ideal, in
the Christ spirit, be longed to the Church of Christ. That Chris tian ity was not
a set of dog mas, but a spirit which should per vade the life of men. He also
urged free in quiry, sci en tific re search, and a broad Catholic ity. More over, he
tried to prove that such a con cep tion of the Church was part and par cel of
the Catholic Church. He gave his rea sons for be liev ing that the Church,
over which the suc ces sor of Pe ter reigned, was suf fi ciently Catholic to em- 
brace his ideals.

Do minic’s heart warmed as he read, in spite of his doubts. If this man
was right, the Catholic Church had been ma ligned, and mis un der stood. She
had been mis un der stood even by the Com mu nity of the In car na tion, and by
the many Rit u al is tic cler gy men whom he knew. This was in deed a Catholic
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Church — but it was not the Church of Rome as he un der stood it. If this
were true, then all his views con cern ing the sacra ments and the priest hood
were so much wind. And yet the man was a priest, and was held in high es- 
teem as an au thor ity on his tory, and as an em i nent scholar.

Do minic was not aware that this man was at that mo ment un der the ban
of the Church, and that the Church had de manded the with drawal of the
book. Nei ther was he aware that ow ing to the au thor’s re fusal to do this, the
con gre ga tion of the In dex were at that mo ment con sid er ing the book with a
view of plac ing it on the In dex.

So in ter ested did he be come in the work, how ever, that in stead of join ing
the party in one of its ex cur sions, he had spent the whole day at the ho tel in
or der to fin ish it.

“She can no longer say that the Church is nar row af ter she has read this,”
said Do minic to him self. “I will go over to their ho tel af ter din ner, and ask
her to read it.”

Ac cord ingly that night, af ter din ner, he called at The Con ti nen tal. He
found the Yorke party sit ting to gether in the lounge.

“Hul loa, tru ant,” said Mr. Fletcher Yorke, “come and ex plain your be- 
hav ior. We al most missed the train this morn ing, be cause we waited for
you.”

“But you did not miss it?” said Do minic.
“Well, no; but I clam bered into the train while it was in mo tion, and

thereby risked my neck. Come, now, tell me what you have been do ing to- 
day.”

Mr. Fletcher Yorke passed him his cigar case while he spoke, and then
rang for cof fee.

“I have been read ing Fa ther Ty rone’s book on the Catholic Church.”
“Have you?” ex claimed Mag gie. “I am so glad.”
“Have you read it?”
“Oh, yes, I read it in Eng land.”
“And you agree with it?”
“In the main, yes.”
“Then I might have saved my self the trou ble of bring ing it with me,” he

said presently. “You seem to fore stall me in ev ery thing.”
“Did you en joy it?” asked Mag gie.
“Oh! im mensely, I should like to meet Fa ther Ty rone very much.”
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“Should you? Well, that can be eas ily ar ranged. Fa ther Ty rone is in
Rome at the present time. A friend of ours is giv ing a re cep tion to mor row
night, and Fa ther Ty rone is go ing to be there. Should you like to come?”

“There are few things I should like bet ter,” said Do minic.
“Then you may con sider the mat ter set tled We have al ready seen him.

He is a de light ful man. By the way, have you read ‘The Saint’?”
“No, but I hope to do so soon. I tried yes ter day to get the Eng lish edi- 

tion, but the de mand for it is so great that I could not get it, I bought the
Ital ian edi tion, how ever, but I am afraid my Ital ian is not good enough to
read it eas ily.”

“Do you know that it is on the In dex?”
“I heard some thing about it.”
“Well, it is. Do you still in tend to read it?”
“Yes,” Im plied Do minic, al most an grily. He wanted to prove to Mag gie

that he in tended to be true to his prom ise.
Do minic looked ea gerly for ward to meet ing Fa ther Ty rone. Some how,

his book had made en trance into the Ro man Church easy. It had swept away
many of the bar ri ers which had arisen in his mind dur ing his stay in Rome,
For, in spite of him self, bar ri ers had been raised. Al though he would not
have ad mit ted it, Rome dis ap pointed him. First of all the Church did not
com mand the re spect in the city which he ex pected. Lead ing Ital ians treated
it with con tempt. On all hands he found it called the “sa cred shop”; and
even less re spect ful ti tles. The clergy were re garded with scant fa vor by
schol ars and thinkers, while the priests’ po si tion among the Ital ian peo ple
was ut terly dif fer ent from that held by an Eng lish min is ter among his con- 
gre ga tion. All sorts of ru mors about the moral ity of the clergy were bandied
on all hands. In ad di tion to this, he could not help re al iz ing that the Church
en cour aged the most child ish su per sti tions, if those su per sti tions meant fill- 
ing the Church’s cof fers. He had been led to be lieve, while at the Com mu- 
nity of the In car na tion, that the Catholi ciz ing of the An gli can Church would
mean bring ing the peo ple back to faith. Yet, here in Italy, where the Church
had been for hun dreds of years all-pow er ful, the great mass of the peo ple
had drifted to athe ism.

Fa ther Ty rone’s book, how ever, placed ev ery thing in a new light. He had
por trayed, af ter giv ing an out line of the Church’s his tory, what the Catholic
Church re ally was. It was as broad as hu man needs, it en cour aged all rev er- 
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ent think ing, it aimed at em pha siz ing the spirit of re li gion, rather than the
let ter.

The next day he re ceived a let ter from the lady Mag gie had men tioned,
invit ing him to the re cep tion at her house. He dis cov ered that this lady oc- 
cu pied a high po si tion in Ro man So ci ety, but that she was held in great dis- 
fa vor by “the blacks,” ow ing to her loyal sup port of the claims of the king.

Do minic ac com pa nied the Yorke party to Mrs. Fair fax’s re cep tion, and
re ceived a very gra cious wel come from that lady. Ev i dently some one had
told her some thing of his his tory, for she re ferred to sev eral peo ple who had
lived in that part of York shire where the House of the In car na tion was sit u- 
ated, and asked af ter Fa ther Town ley.

Just as he re al ized that he had al ready oc cu pied too much of her time,
Do minic saw com ing to wards them a tall, dis tin guished look ing man in
cler i cal at tire.

“Ah, Fa ther Ty rone,” ex claimed Mrs. Fair fax, “I am so glad to see you,
es pe cially be cause I want you to know Mr. Do minic Wildthorne. Please do
not con tam i nate him. He is an Eng lish cler gy man, and there fore or tho dox.”

Fa ther Ty rone laughed pleas antly. “Surely or tho doxy be longs alone to
the Catholic Church, Mrs. Fair fax,” he said. “How can a poor Catholic
priest be any thing but or tho dox?”

A few min utes later Do minic found him self seated in an al cove, ea gerly
talk ing with the priest. Fa ther Ty rone was still a young man. He did not
look more than forty-five years of age, but he had ev i dently trav eled much
and seen much. His read ing, too, had been on a gen er ous scale. He had
stud ied in the uni ver si ties of three coun tries, and had ac quainted him self
with the best thoughts of Eu ro pean schol ars and thinkers, Do minic’s heart
grew warm as he spoke with him. For a few min utes they dis cussed Fa ther
Ty rone’s book. This led to Do minic ask ing cer tain ques tions, and then Do- 
minic opened his heart to the priest, and told him of his pre vi ous his tory, his
present re la tions to the Eng lish Church, and his pur pose in com ing to
Rome.

“You think of join ing the Church of Rome?” asked the priest.
“It was for that pur pose I came to Rome — at least I think so,” said Do- 

minic. “I must con fess that my fort night’s stay here has not strength ened
that pur pose. That is, un til I read your book.”

Fa ther Ty rone was silent a few sec onds. He was ev i dently study ing the
young man.
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“What would you ad vise me to do?” asked Do minic.
“I should ad vise you to wait,” was the re ply.
“I don’t quite un der stand.”
“Well, I think your mind is in a state of tran si tion. You are ev i dently un- 

set tled.”
“No, I do not think so,” said Do minic ea gerly.
“Your book has re moved many of my dif fi cul ties. I never re ally un der- 

stood the Catholic Church till I read it. It has an swered a thou sand ob jec- 
tions. It has shown me that it is wrong to stay out side what is not only in
name but in re al ity the Catholic Church. It has an swered the ob jec tions of
those who say that to be come a Ro man Catholic is to com mit in tel lec tual
sui cide. The Church you por tray is as broad as the needs of hu man ity — in- 
tel lec tual, so cial, spir i tual.”

“I still ad vise you to wait,” said Fa ther Ty rone.
“But why?”
The priest looked at the ea ger young face, and noted the yearn ing look in

his eyes. At that mo ment Mag gie Yorke passed by, and Do minic saw her.
Fa ther Ty rone saw the young man’s face flush, saw his lip trem ble. The
priest’s face be came trou bled.

“No harm can come by wait ing, surely,” said Ty rone, “and it is al ways
well to think care fully be fore tak ing such an im por tant step.”

“I have waited long,” said Do minic. “For years I have been yearn ing; for
what I knew not. I have had temp ta tions to meet, I have had my dev ils to
fight, I want rest.”

“Per haps you ought to know that I am not re garded with great fa vor in
cler i cal cir cles,” he said presently.

Do minic looked at him ques tion ingly.
“In deed, I am not sure that I shall not have to with draw the book.”
“But why?”
“I have been com manded to do so. It is re garded as a dan ger ous book.”
“But you be lieve in it?”
“Yes––no.”
“But——but––”
“My young friend,” said Fa ther Ty rone, “I be lieve that my pic ture of the

Church is what the Church ought to be; but I am afraid it is not a pic ture of
what the Church is. Nei ther do I be lieve any longer that the Vat i can will
ever al low the Church to be come what I be lieve the Church should be. I
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was younger than I am now when I wrote it, for it has been the work of
many years. In deed, un less I with draw the book I shall be ex com mu ni- 
cated.”

Do minic looked at the priest in as ton ish ment.
“And will you with draw it?”
“I think so––yes.”
“In obe di ence to the Church?”
“I shall with draw it, not be cause I am com manded to do so,” said the

priest proudly, “al though obe di ence is sup posed to be a badge of all my
tribe, but be cause I have dreamt an im press ible dream. Be cause the Church
of Rome as it ex ists to day, and has ex isted for cen turies, is a huge ma chine,
crush ing all who do not con form to its work ings, and be cause it will never
al low my dream to be come a re al ity’ That is why I shall with draw it.”

Af ter that, Do minic and the priest talked to gether for more than an hour.
At the end of their con ver sa tion the priest looked very sad, while in Do- 
minic’s eyes was an ex pres sion of sor row ful long ing

The next morn ing a let ter was brought to Do minic at his ho tel

"Dear Sir (it ran), —

"I have re ceived a let ter from a very dear friend of mine in Eng land, telling me of your visit
to Rome, and ask ing me to make that visit as pleas ant as pos si ble, and also to ar range for a
per sonal in ter view with the Holy Fa ther. To this re quest I gladly con cede. I am afraid it will
be im pos si ble for me to call on you to day, but if you could come and lunch with me here at
mid day, I should re gard it as a great honor.

"Await ing the plea sure of your re ply,

"I am, yours faith fully,

“CARLO DI VINCI.”

Do minic could hardly be lieve his eyes. Car di nal de Vinci was one of the
most in flu en tial men at the Vat i can, one whose words car ried al most as
much weight as that of the Holy Fa ther him self. The let ter it self might have
been writ ten by one En glish man to an other, so free was it from ec cle si as ti- 
cal con ven tion. His heart warmed as he read it again and again.
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“I would not miss it for worlds,” he said to him self, as he wrote his ac- 
cep tance.
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25. To wards The End

DO MINIC did not go to the Ho tel Con ti nen tal that morn ing as he had in- 
tended. An ex cur sion to Tivoli had been planned, and he had fully made up
his mind to go. This was the last day of the Trevelyans’ stay in Italy. On the
mor row they had both ar ranged to re turn to Eng land, leav ing the Yorke
fam ily alone with Mag gie’s two Somerville friends. He had re joiced at this.
The rea son why he would not con fess to him self, but in his heart of hearts
he knew. Dur ing these two weeks his love for Mag gie Yorke had been
grow ing. He did not stop to ques tion him self about it, he dared not. He told
him self that ere long she would re turn to Eng land, and that then he would
cut him self free from the so ci ety of the world. Mean while, he al lowed him- 
self to be with her daily. Never once dur ing his stay had they spo ken of con- 
tro ver sial mat ters ap per tain ing to re li gion, and no word fell from her lips
which re minded him of the days when she drove him to mad anger. Some- 
times he told him self that he hated her as he had hated her in the old days;
and yet he knew it was not so. She fas ci nated him more than ever. Day by
day she charmed him by sweet, un af fected girl ish ways, by her love of fun,
by her keen wit, and by her guile less na ture. More over, he ad mired her
greatly. Her health ful beauty ap pealed to him, while her knowl edge of
Rome and its his tory, to gether with her ac quain tance with the in tel lec tual
prob lems which were en gag ing the best minds of the city, made him re al ize
that she pos sessed a mind equal to, if not su pe rior to, his own. He ad mired
her hon est ha tred for shams and un wor thy things of all sorts, and even
though he did not agree with her, he re joiced in her men tal free dom, and in
her de ter mi na tion to think her own thoughts, and live her own life. He re al- 
ized that here was a pure Eng lish girl, who had been reared amidst the
health i est as so ci a tions, and who had en joyed the ad van tages of lib eral ed u- 
ca tion — one who ap pealed to all that was beau ti ful and true in life.

And so for a fort night he had al lowed her to ex er cise do min ion over him
with out re al iz ing it. He had been con tent to for get those things which would
have made it wise for him to shun her so ci ety. His mo men tary free dom
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from the in flu ences un der which he had been trained made him for get that
he was the child of his train ing, that the life of the Com mu nity of the In car- 
na tion had be come al most an in te gral part of his life.

Dur ing break fast that morn ing he had fully in tended go ing to the Ho tel
Con ti nen tal, and join ing the Yorke party in their ex cur sion to Tivoli; but the
let ter from Car di nal di Vinci changed his thoughts. It had aroused old
hopes, old long ings; but be sides all that, it had made him hope that the im- 
pres sions which he had re ceived from Fa ther Ty rone would be re moved.
For Fa ther Ty rone had struck a stag ger ing blow to many of his thoughts. He
had made him fear lest the gos sip of Rome con cern ing the Church might be
true.

He sent a note to Mr. Fletcher Yorke ask ing that he might be ex cused
from join ing his party that day, ow ing to un fore seen cir cum stances, and
then, scarcely know ing what he did, picked up the Ital ian ver sion of Fogaz- 
zaro’s “The Saint.” He dis cov ered that his know

ledge of Ital ian was greater than he thought. He was able to read the
book eas ily. He had scarcely read fifty pages, how ever, when he found that
it was time for him to start for Car di nal di Vinci’s palazzo.

The build ing was far more im pos ing and stately than that of Car di nal
Cor dova. Car di nal di Vinci be longed to an an cient Ital ian fam ily, and was
one of the rich est princes of the Church. Do minic no ticed, too, that ev ery
ap point ment of the palazzo ev i denced not only a love of com fort, but of
lux ury. The ser vants wore gor geous liv er ies, the fur ni ture was costly, ev ery- 
where wealth had been lav ished by a prodi gal hand.

Car di nal di Vinci was in ev ery way the ex treme op po site of Cor dova. He
was tall and com mand ing, and walked with a stately step. At first his face
sug gested the as cetic, but this im pres sion was mod i fied when he be gan to
speak. His full, thick lips and dou ble chin could not be long to a man of that
or der. It was the Gre cian nose and high nar row fore head which seemed to
be in con tra dic tion to the lower part of the face, and which gave the false
im pres sion. Nev er the less, he was a very hand some man, one who would be
no ticed in any crowd. More over, it was ev i dent that he was a man of strong
per son al ity, one born to com mand. It was easy to see, too, that he was ac- 
cus tomed to obe di ence. The in fe rior clergy stood in awe of him; and no
man ever thought of ques tion ing his will. When he spoke, his opin ions were
al most in vari ably re garded as ex cathe dra. His views on ec cle si as ti cal ques- 
tions were ul tra mon tane, and the won der among many was that he had not
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been elected to the pon tif i cal chair rather than the Vene tian peas ant who sat
there. But they who won dered did not know all that took place on the day
that the Pope was elected.

Still, his po si tion was unique, so much so that Do minic won dered
greatly at his con de scen sion in invit ing him to his palazzo. He knew, how- 
ever, that Fa ther Rit zoom had great in flu ence, even in Rome, and that a
word from him would go a long way.

Carid i nal di Vinci was very gra cious to Do minic, He did not speak Eng- 
lish well, and of ten lapsed into Ital ian, but Do minic was able to con verse
with him with com par a tive ease. At first their con ver sa tion was of a gen eral
na ture, but presently it be came more per sonal. Lit tle by lit tle the Car di nal
im pressed his strong per son al ity upon the young man, and al most un con- 
sciously he felt the in flu ence of his life at the Com mu nity of the In car na tion
grow ing sharper,

“You say that for years you have felt the de sire to join the Catholic
Church grow stronger?” said the older man.

“For years, your Em i nence.”
“And why did you not take that step?”
“First of all there was the hope that the An gli can Church was a branch of

the Catholic Church, and sec ond, I sup pose, it is very hard to break the
chains which bind one.”

“And what led you to break from the An gli can Church?”
“I felt I was not act ing hon estly. Dur ing the de bate in the House of Com- 

mons of which I spoke to you, I re al ized that I was not act ing hon estly. For
one thing, I felt that the An gli can Church was only a sect, al though es tab- 
lished by the State, but more, I felt it dis hon est to do the work of the
Catholic Church while I was, as by law es tab lished, sup posed to be a
Protes tant.”

“Yes, I see your po si tion. Of course, the An gli can Church is only a sect.
It is no Church. It has, of course, drifted nearer and nearer the Church ever
since New man’s days; but it is no Church. The pre ten sion of the Eng lish
clergy to be priests would make one laugh if it were not such blas phemy.
The late Pope was very pro nounced on that ques tion when Glad stone ap- 
pealed to him to de clare that An gli can or ders were valid. No, you did quite
right. You could not re main in the An gli can Church in spite of the pre ten- 
sion of the so-called High Church party, af ter your eyes had been opened to
the truth. But what do you in tend to do now, my son?”
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“I thought I was a priest in the An gli can Church,” said Do minic;
“now––”

“You wish to be a priest in the Catholic Church,” said Car di nal di Vinci.
“That is right, it is nat u ral. Of course, a pe riod of train ing will be nec es sary.
Your here sies will have to be cor rected.”

“One thing trou bles me,” said Do minic.
“Yes; and what, my son?”
“It is this, your Em i nence. Af ter I had passed through my pro ba tion ary

pe riod in the Com mu nity of the In car na tion, I took the vows, first for a pe- 
riod, then life long vows.”

His voice sank as he men tioned the last words. The mean ing of his deed
came to him with full force now. The vows be came like iron fet ters on his
soul. Dur ing the last fort night he had for got ten them. Now they were ter ri- 
bly real.

“And you have been faith ful to them, my son?”
“I am afraid not, your Em i nence. I dis obeyed my Su pe rior when I re- 

fused to go back to the Com mu nity. While I have been in Rome, I have not
lived in poverty. As for the other vow, I have al ways been faith ful to that.”

The Car di nal was silent a few sec onds while he looked at the young
man’s face.

“I think I un der stand, my son,” he said presently. “But I bid you be of
good cheer. Do not think, how ever, that I re gard your vows lightly. I do not.
It is true you took them while your eyes were yet blinded; nev er the less,
they are bind ing.”

“Bind ing, your Em i nence?”
“Yes, bind ing. You have taken the three fold vow to God, and it must

bind you for ever.”
In spite of him self Do minic’s face paled. All the old monas tic in flu ences

as serted their power. Rather, they were in creased as this prince of the Ro- 
man Church spoke.

“The vows were made to God, there fore they must be kept for God,”
went on the Car di nal. "I do not say that they hold good as far as the place in
which you made them is con cerned; how can they when it is not a part of
the true Church? But they must be trans ferred to the true Church. The vows
you took to God to serve, as you mis tak enly thought, the Church, must be
trans ferred to the Catholic Church. Thus, your vows re main. They were
solemn vows, and noth ing can nul lify them.
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“Then — then ––” stam mered the young man.
“Since your eyes are opened, you must come into the true Church. You

must yield your obe di ence to her, you must give all you have to her. As far
as the past is con cerned in dis obey ing your Su pe rior, and liv ing in a fash- 
ion able ho tel in Rome, I will make ar range ments for you to be placed un der
the di rec tor ship of Mon signor Tosci. He also will in struct you as to the fu- 
ture. But al ways re mem ber your vows are fi nal. The holy bonds of poverty,
chastity, and obe di ence are upon you; it is at the peril, ay, the loss, of your
im mor tal soul that you obey. You are a priest in in ten tion; you have taken
the vows in in ten tion. It is for the Church to rat ify the in ten tion, and to
make good what is want ing. What you have been in name, you must be in
re al ity.”

Do minic’s heart was cold, he knew not why. He had come to Rome in
or der that what the Car di nal sug gested might come to pass. He had come
hither, too, at least he thought he had, that the last re main ing doubts con- 
cern ing jbhe Church of Rome might be re moved. And yet now that the Car- 
di nal spoke to him so def i nitely, his heart was cold and heavy, in stead of be- 
ing, as he ex pected, light and joy ous.

“That be ing set tled, my son,” went on the Car di nal, “is there any thing
else?”

“I have had an in ter view with Fa ther Ty rone, since I have been in
Rome,” said Do minic hes i tat ingly.

The Car di nal held up his hands as if in hor ror.
“Ty rone! — Ty rone!” he cried, “and have you read his in fa mous book?”
“Yes, your Em i nence.”
“Drive it from your mind. Cast it from you. It is poi son, poi son! The

man is un der ec cle si as ti cal cen sure, the book is venom and lies. It is more
dan ger ous even than the writ ings of that arch-heretic Luther, whose work he
half praised. He paints a false, an im pos si ble, pic ture of the Church. He
preaches a sin ful lib er al ism. If the teach ing of that book were car ried out,
the Church would cease to be. The Rock of Pe ter would be rent. The
Church can not al low the lib erty of which he writes, it is only Protes tantism
in an other form. Al ready the book is con demned, and if he does not with- 
draw it, he will be ex com mu ni cated, crushed — mind that, crushed. Mean- 
while, it is a for bid den book, mind that!”

The Car di nal started to his feet as he spoke. His or di nar ily calm and dig- 
ni fied face was ex cited, an gry.
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“And that other book,” he went on — “that novel by Fogaz zaro, ‘The
Saint’; it is spe cious, and plau si ble, but it is poi son. The Church will not
have such things. The Church is of God, and must not be tam pered with. It
de mands obe di ence, ab so lute obe di ence, from all her chil dren. It is not for
them to make sug ges tions, or to try and re form her, but to obey. It is not for
the chil dren to un der stand the Great Mother, it is for them to kneel at her
feet in hum ble obe di ence.”

Do minic could not help think ing of Rit zoom’s words. “There are two
classes of peo ple in the world, those who lead and those who fol low. It is
for you to be one of the lead ers,” Did Car di nal di Vinci obey? Was he not
one who in ter preted the Church’s law’s? Did he not even dic tate to the Holy
Fa ther him self?

It was late that af ter noon when he left the Car di nal’s palazzo, and as he
stepped out into the sun shine he felt that Rome had changed. The Ital ian
had thrown a spell upon him. His part ing words rung in his ears, “You must
say ‘good bye’ to the past, my son. All old af fec tions and as so ci a tions must
be de stroyed. You must be obe di ent to the Church. Now that you are in
Rome you must stay here, so as to be un der the guid ance of those I have
men tioned. What ever stands in the way of the ful fill ment of the vows which
now be long to the Church must be re moved. Obe di ence, my son, obe di ence.
That is the yoke which the Church lays on you.”

And Do minic felt the truth of his words. They rung the death-knell to all
he had been un wit tingly cher ish ing for the last two weeks. It was for him to
obey.

He thought of Mag gie Yorke. Yes, he had been play ing with the fire, he
had been plac ing him self in dan ger; but the re nun ci a tion must be made. He
must bid good bye to her for ever. The next day he would place him self un- 
der the di rec tor ship of Mon signor Tosci, and, mean while, he would write a
let ter to Mr. Fletcher Yorke, ex cus ing him self for his rude ness, and telling
him that cir cum stances would not per mit him see ing his fam ily again.

For hours he wan dered among the streets of Rome, pon der ing over his
in ter view with the great Car di nal. Yes, he had made the truth con cern ing his
vows known to him. They could never be nul li fied. He had made the three- 
fold vow to God, and it must be kept — kept un der the au thor ity of the one
true Church. The vow was not an nulled, it had not changed, it was only
trans ferred from what was not the Church, to what was. He tried to per- 
suade him self to be lieve that he was glad of this. Was not Mag gie Yorke the
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en emy to his soul, had she not been all his life seek ing to drag him away
from duty, had she not al ways made him think lightly of the Church? Yes,
he was glad his way was plain at last. Nev er the less, his heart was very cold
and heavy.

When he re turned to his ho tel he packed his trunks, af ter which he went
down to din ner. Dur ing din ner he was silent, and af ter the meal was over he
made his way to the lounge, where he tried to com pose a let ter to
Mr. Fletcher Yorke. In this he was very un suc cess ful. Sheet af ter sheet of
pa per had he de stroyed, and was al most in clined to give up his task al to- 
gether, when he heard a voice which set his nerves tin gling, and his blood
surg ing. Turn ing, he saw Mr. and Mrs. Yorke, to gether with Mag gie, mak- 
ing their way to wards him.

Me chan i cally he rose and greeted them, and placed chairs for them be- 
side the ta ble where he had been sit ting. A minute later he had so far for got- 
ten his in ter view with Car di nal di Vinci as to be talk ing al most gaily with
Mag gie. For the mo ment the spell cast upon him by the great car di nal was
bro ken by the spell of a young girl’s eyes. In the bat tle be tween the hu man
heart and the claims of ec cle si as ti cism, the hu man heart had won a pass ing
vic tory. Never had Mag gie seemed so beau ti ful, so charm ing, as she seemed
that night. She had thrown a light cloak over her evening dress, and he, al- 
though lit tle versed in woman’s at tire, felt that the ef fect was per fect. Her
eyes sparkled with plea sure; she was the per son i fi ca tion of the young man’s
dream of beau ti ful wom an hood.

“My real rea son for call ing tonight,” said Mr. Fletcher Yorke presently,
“is to tell you some thing of our plans, The two Mr. Trevelyans leave us to- 
mor row; both find it nec es sary to re turn to Eng land, It seems that the mat ter
which Mr. Hec tor Trevelyan in tro duced in the House of Com mons is to
crop up again. The case he brought was so strong that the Gov ern ment can
no longer adopt a neu tral at ti tude, while of course Mr. Cuth bert Trevelyan
has a large Church which de mands his at ten tion. But we don’t de sire to re- 
turn. We are all of us in love with Italy, and in tend stay ing un til the hot
weather comes, Well, this is our plan. To mor row we pro pose go ing to
Naples. We shall take up our abode at Bertolini’s ho tel, one of the most
charm ing houses in the world. It is sit u ated on the side of a moun tain. You
as cend to it by means of a lift which el e vates you so high above the town
that the view is un ri valed. The air, too, is glo ri ous. Well, from there we in- 
tend mak ing ex cur sions. Of course Pom peii and Vesu vius are only a few
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miles away, both of which we nat u rally de sire to see. Then there is Capri; of
course we can not miss that. It is only just a few miles out from the Bay of
Naples. But be sides these there is an other de light ful ex cur sion, and Mag gie
here is tremen dously ex cited about it. It is to a place called Amalfi, one of
the quaint est places in the world. At one time the place seems to have been
of great im por tance to the Neapoli tan king dom. There is a fine cathe dral
there, and a most won der ful vil lage. The ho tel at which we pro pose stay ing
was at one time a monastery, and the bed rooms were all hewn out of the
rock. The place is built on ter races cut out of the side of a moun tain. As you
know, the Ital ian Gov ern ment sup pressed monas ter ies, as they were sup- 
posed to be in im i cal to the well-be ing of the State; and this is one of the
many hun dreds which were sup pressed. Well, now, it struck us that you
might care to join us. If you would we shall be de lighted. We pro pose be ing
away about a fort night, at the end of which time we shall re turn to Rome.”

Do minic’s heart beat fast. The thought of spend ing a fort night with the
Yorke party, to be daily in Mag gie’s so ci ety, was fas ci nat ing be yond words.

“It would be very de light ful,” he mur mured, “and I thank you very sin- 
cerely for think ing of me.”

“The plea sure will be ours,” urged Mr. Fletcher Yorke heartily. “Be sides,
I am sure you would en joy it. Fancy stay ing in real monks’ cells in an old
monastery. The ghosts of dead monks must surely ap pear to us dur ing the
nights. Then the scenery there is sim ply mag nif i cent. Hill cities abound; the
neigh bor hood teems with ro mance.”

“The very thought of it is like a beau ti ful dream,” said the young man. “I
re mem ber read ing a de scrip tion of Amalfi some time ago. If I re mem ber
aright, there is a fa mous vil lage two thou sand feet above it, a vil lage which
has hosts of ro man tic as so ci a tions.”

“Yes, there is,” said Mag gie. “Among the many ro man tic sto ries told is
one about a cer tain count, who be cause he be lieved his fi ancée was un faith- 
ful, re nounced his wealth and ti tle, and went into a monastery, but one
night, as he lay in his cell, he dreamed a dream, and when he awoke from it
he left the monastery at Amalfi, the very one at which we pro pose stay ing,
and climbed the moun tain alone. The story has it that he reached his one-
time fi ancée’s home, just in time to save her from a cruel doom. Then they
dis cov ered that both had been de ceived, and that each loved and had been
faith ful to the other. But it was too late. The young man had taken monas tic
vows, and, be ing a faith ful Ro man Catholic, could not break them. The girl
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also went into re li gion, but the story has it that their spir its haunt the place,
es pe cially on mid sum mer night, when they are to be seen walk ing hand in
hand in a gar den, which now be longs to one of the ho tels.”

Fletcher Yorke laughed gaily.
“If I loved a lass, not all the monk ish vows in the world would keep me

from her,” he said.
“Fancy you be ing a monk at all, Fletcher,” said Mrs. Yorke, who was a

lib er al ist.
“Ay, I’d make a poor monk, mother,” said the York shire man. “But come

now, Mr. Wildthorne, what do you say? You at least are a monk no longer.
You’ve got rid of all that non sense, thank God! What do you say to join ing
us? George, who is go ing with us, told me to beg you to come, else he and I
would just be the slaves of the ladies. Two men against four women, for
Mag gie’s two Somerville friends are go ing with us, is, he de clares, not fair,
and he trusts to your chivalry to help us out.”

Do minic longed to say yes. At that mo ment the bonds which the Church
laid upon him were griev ous in deed, but with his long ing also came a great
fear. He re mem bered Car di nal di Vinci’s words. If he broke his vows, he
did so at the loss of his im mor tal soul. Bet ter be like the young count of
whom Mag gie spoke, than to lose his soul for this world’s hap pi ness.

He looked at Mag gie. Fair and beau ti ful as she was, was she not the tool
of the devil? was she not an en emy to his faith? She must be, for she was
tempt ing him to sin, tempt ing him to break the vows he had made to God.
He felt that if he ac cepted their in vi ta tion it would mean break ing with the
Church for ever. He could not be in her com pany for an other fort night with- 
out giv ing up all thoughts of the Catholic priest hood, with out break ing the
vows he had made to God. Oh, why did God put such a ter ri ble temp ta tion
in his way? From the stand point of wealth and po si tion he had a right to ap- 
proach her, and ask her to be his wife. Only two days be fore he had re- 
ceived a let ter from Messrs. Coad and Perkin, telling him that his right to
the Wildthorne es tates would be es tab lished. He thought of liv ing with
Mag gie in the beau ti ful old house, amidst mead ows and dales, and rivers,
and moors, and moun tains. But his vows! His Im mor tal Soul!

“Come, Mr. Wildthorne, you’ll come, won’t you?” said Mr. Fletcher
Yorke, as he rose to go back to his ho tel.

“May I walk back with you?” he said.
“De lighted, if you will,” said Mr. Fletcher Yorke.
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“We can then show you some views of the places we pro pose to visit.”
They left the ho tel, and walked up the thor ough fare. Presently Do minic

found him self by Mag gie’s side.
“There’s a quiet square yon der,” he said, as he pointed to a foun tain

whose wa ter sparkled in the light of a great elec tric arc lamp. “I want to tell
you some thing, some thing which — which you must hear. Let us get away
from this surg ing crowd. It is deaf en ing, mad den ing.”

His voice shook with pas sion, so much so that Mag gie al most felt afraid.
“I don’t un der stand you, Mr. Wildthorne,” she said.
“You will in a minute. Let us get away from this noise. Let God speak,

let God be heard!”
Al most in spite of her self she walked into the quiet square. But few peo- 

ple were there, and the roar and rash of Via del Gara baldi no longer dis- 
turbed them.

“Your fa ther asked me to ac com pany you to Naples,” he said. “I want to
tell you, and you only, why I can not go.”
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26. The Re nun ci a tion

“MISS YORKE,” he said presently, " I have com mit ted a great sin."
The girl’s heart beat fast; still she re tained con trol over her self.
“Have you brought me here to tell me that?” And she laughed ner vously.

“I am not your con fes sor.”
“No,” he said, “you are not my con fes sor, but you are the cause of my

sin.”
The girl did not speak. The in ten sity of his tones si lenced her.
“In spite of my self I have been con tin u ing in my sin,” he said. “I have

been cher ish ing sin ful thoughts. I have been nour ish ing sin ful de sires, and
you have been my temptress.”

“Ex cuse me,” said Mag gie, “I think I must re turn to the ho tel.”
“No,” said Do minic, “not yet. I must speak tonight. I must cast this devil

out of me, or I must take him to my heart, and keep him there for ever.”
“Mr. Wildthorne,” she said, “I am sure you are not well, and I am sure I

ought to re turn to my fa ther and mother. Be sides, they will all be won der ing
where I am.”

“What does that mat ter?” he laughed. “What does any thing mat ter when
an im mor tal soul is at stake, when it is a ques tion whether God or the devil
is tri umphant!”

Mag gie looked at him ner vously. The light from an arc-lamp fell upon
his fea tures, and re vealed the work ings of his strong dark face. His eyes
flashed dan ger ously. If she was afraid, she was also cu ri ous to know what
he wanted to say to her.

“Which would be the greater sin, I won der,” he said, like one mus ing “to
kill you or to let you de stroy me? When one feels that a woman is de stroy- 
ing one’s im mor tal soul, is not one jus ti fied in mur der ing her? Would not
God be pleased?”

“When you have re cov ered your rea son, Mr. Wildthorne, I will lis ten to
you,” said Mag gie, “mean while, I will go to my peo ple.”
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But she did not leave him. The look on his face fas ci nated her, the tones
of his voice made her long to know what was in his mind.

“You must lis ten to me now,” he said. “Not only am I fight ing for my
soul, but God and the devil are fight ing for it. I won der which will win.
What a fuss about a man’s pal try lit tle soul!”

This was too much for Mag gie. Ei ther he was mad, or he was laugh ing at
her. She turned to leave him; but he laid his hand upon her arm.

“No, don’t go, Miss Yorke. Be pa tient with me. Yes, I’m very nearly
mad, but you need not be afraid. I will not harm you. Much as I ought to
kill you, I would die a thou sand deaths rather than a hair of your head
should be in jured.”

Mag gie Yorke stayed by his side. An en gine whis tled in the sta tion not
far away, the peo ple shouted in the Via Gara baldi, the foun tain played close
by them, but Mag gie was obliv i ous of them all. For a mo ment she had for- 
got ten that she was in Rome. The great city with its tremen dous his tory,
Rome the home of the Cae sars, of the Popes, of in trigue, per se cu tion, Rome
with its past and present and fu ture was noth ing to her. There was only she
and an other in the world.

“Miss Yorke, I can not go to Naples with yon be cause ev ery day in your
com pany will drag me deeper into hell. I have taken vows, the great three- 
fold vow of poverty, chastity, and obe di ence. That vow I have bro ken, be- 
cause I love you! Great God, how I love you!”

Mag gie was glad they were at this mo ment in a shadow. She felt the
blood rush to her face, she knew that her lips were trem bling.

“You thought I had bro ken away from the Church,” he went on, “Never!
I have bro ken away from the Church of Eng land, I have re al ized that that is
no Church’ My train ing in that Church has proved to me that it is not the
Church at all. It led me to see that the Church of Rome is the only true
Church, But I took my vows, and they re main. And yet I have for a long
time loved you. Per haps I have loved you ever since the night you first saw
me, a ragged vagabond, by Mere mead ows ceme tery gates; but I never re al- 
ized it till that night I dined at your house. Then I knew. I have fought
against it ever since. I have tried to hate you — oh! how I have tried! You
have al ways made me think less of my duty to the Church, al ways made it
un real to me. You re mem ber our con ver sa tion, don’t you? Ever and al ways
it has been the same, when ever I have been in your com pany, my duty has
be come hate ful, my vows have been like lead weights upon my soul. Al- 
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ways, al ways you have stood be tween me and duty, al ways yours has been a
fin ger beck on ing me away from the Church, which is ev ery thing.”

“Ex cuse me if I do not see the rea son why you have brought me here to
tell me this,” said the girl, in a hard, metal lic voice. “If I have been such an
evil in flu ence in our life, pray let me leave you, and let there be an end to
this fool ish talk.”

“And yet you do not know,” said Do minic. “In one way, you have
opened the gates of par adise to me. Oh, you do not know how I love you!
Only through you shall I ever know earthly hap pi ness. In my heart of hearts
I know that I am shut ting out heaven in shut ting you out of my life. That is
— sup pos ing you would ever think of me, save as — one who has com mit- 
ted in tel lec tual sui cide. Could you, Mag gie Yorke? Hu manly speak ing, you
are ev ery thing to me, ev ery thing. Even as it is, not know ing whether you
ever give me more than a pass ing thought, I know I am your slave. If I had
rea son to think you cared for me, that you could ever love me — do you,
Mag gie Yorke? Could you ever love me? Oh, I al most lose my rea son at the
thought of it? But do you, could you ever love me?”

“Why mock me with such a ques tion, when you ad mit that you have shut
me out of your life?” said the girl, al most an grily. “Sup pos ing I said that I
— I — but you say that your vows are bind ing.”

“Yes, yes, they are!”
“Then how dare you?”
“Be cause, oh! I long to know. Be cause the thought of your love is

sweeter to me than the joys of heaven. Be cause — oh! I know, and the
thought drives me mad. I have vowed my vows. I took them for life. I
vowed that I would have no money of my own. I vowed that I would never
even cher ish the thoughts of a woman’s love. I vowed ab so lute obe di ence!
And Car di nal di Vinci told me this morn ing that noth ing could ever nul lify
those vows. They were made to God, and they must be kept for ever and
ever.”

“But you say you have left the Com mu nity of the In car na tion?”
“Yes, that is true. The teach ings of that Com mu nity pre pared me for the

Church of Rome. There is no other log i cal course to the teach ing given to
the life there. And I could not re main as a so-called Protes tant, when I am
not a Protes tant. I hate the very word, even while I long for the free dom
which it prom ises. But Car di nal di Vinci proved to me to day that my vows
must be trans ferred to the true Church, that there is no es cape for me. I took
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a priest’s vows, and al though I took them wrong fully, they can not be an- 
nulled, I am a priest by in ten tion, and now I must take them re ally in the
Ro man Catholic Church’ That is why I can not go to Naples with you. That
is why I can not see you again. I must place my self un der the guid ance of
Mon signor Tosci. If I were to go to Naples with you, I should not have
strength to re sist. I should send my soul into hell.”

“That is all you have to tell me?”
“That is all, I think, I thought there was more, but that is all I can think

of now, I love you madly, and I must not en cour age that sin ful love by re- 
main ing longer in your com pany. If I went to Naples I should –”

“Good-night.”
“You for give me?”
“I have noth ing to for give. Good-night.”
“You will never see me again. You will for get me? No, not that, not

that!”
“You have de clared this to be your wish. Good night, and good bye.”
Do minic thought he was go ing to fall to the ground, but he re tained his

con trol over him self.
“Tell me you do not de spise me,” he said. “I must do the will of God —

that is all. I have taken my vows to God, and I must keep them.”
“Then there is noth ing more to be said. I will tell my fa ther that you will

not go to Naples with us.”
“But do you not care? Is this noth ing to you? Tell me.”
“Whether I care is noth ing to you, since you are de ter mined to be true to

your vows. good bye.”
She held out her hand as she spoke, which he grasped ea gerly.
“Oh, God help me!” he cried. “I did not think it would be so hard.”
She tried to draw her hand away, but he held it fast. It seemed to him as

though he were bid ding good bye to ev ery thing worth liv ing for.
“Stay with me a few min utes more,” he said be seech ingly.
“No, cer tainly not! Good-night, and good bye. I — I trust you may — be

— be happy.”
The word ended in a sob; but he did not heed it. He re lin quished her

hand, and he was left alone. For a few min utes he seemed like one dazed;
and when he came to him self he was stand ing near the foun tain, while the
olive leaves glis tened in the light of the great arc-lamps.
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“God help me, I did not think it would be so hard!” he re peated again
and again, and then like a man in a dream he found his way back to the ho- 
tel.

The next day he took up his abode at the house of a priest. This was the
ad vice of Mon signor Tosci, who seemed to take a great in ter est in the young
Eng lish cler gy man who avowed his in ten tions to come over to the Church
of Rome. The priest un der whose care Do minic was placed was a kind, fa- 
therly old man, very de vout, and a very obe di ent slave to Mon signor Tosci.
He was re garded as be ing a suit able per son to deal with such a con vert as
Do minic. The course marked out for him was not usual when a young man
comes over to Rome from the Church of Eng land, but it was thought wise
to place Do minic on a dif fer ent foot ing from the rest. When he had passed
some time un der Don Pe dro’s care, he could then go into a sem i nary in or- 
der that any er ror in his the ol ogy might be cor rected, and then be ad mit ted
into the priest hood.

Don Pe dro formed a very high opin ion of Do minic.
The young man was ea ger to be in structed, he asked many ques tions,

and ac cepted meekly all the in struc tions given. At least this was the im pres- 
sion left upon the old priest’s mind.

“He can be a great man,” said Don Pe dro to Mon signer Tosci. “He sucks
up truth like a sponge. He ab sorbs the doc trines and dis ci pline of the
Church like a piece of blot ting-pa per, and yet he has great con vic tions of his
own. He will win many con verts in Eng land, He has been with me only a
few weeks, and yet he is ready for any thing.”

“Keep him with you longer,” said Mon signor Tosci; “he is not fit for a
Ro man sem i nary yet. We must re mem ber that the at mos phere and rou tine
and habits of one of our sem i nar ies are ut terly dif fer ent from those of an
Eng lish Col lege. In Eng land the clergy are in the main drawn from the ed u- 
cated and well-to-do classes. With us it is dif fer ent, ut terly dif fer ent. Do not
for get it. He might get dis gusted with the habits, the ideas, and ideals of
some of the stu dents in Rome, the shock might be too great. Keep him with
you. You are an Ital ian gen tle man, and know how to treat a man who has
been as so ci ated with gen tle men. His fel low-stu dents in one of the sem i nar- 
ies would not.”

So Do minic stayed with Don Pe dro un til June, when Rome be came hot- 
ter and hot ter. He knew lit tle or noth ing of what went on in the city, nor of
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the do ings at the Vat i can. It was for him to ac cept the teach ing of fered to
him, and to ac cept the phi los o phy of a me di ae val Church.

Don Pe dro was only partly right in his es ti mate of Do minic’s con di tion
of mind. Be cause the young fel low seemed ea ger to be sat is fied, the old
priest thought he was sat is fied. But it was not al to gether true. The last few
weeks had changed him more than he re al ized. Much as he tried to see oth- 
er wise he could not help re al iz ing that a Ro man Catholic priest, if he were
true to his views, could not be a per son al ity. He could only be an echo of
the teach ings of oth ers. In deed, the or di nary priest was not a teacher at all.
He was only a kind of chan nel through which the sacra ments be came ef fi- 
ca cious. It was not for him to think, but to obey. Still, he did not re ally
doubt. The Church was the mouth piece of God: what had he to do, then, but
to ac cept the find ings of the Church with out ques tion?"

Dur ing his stay with Don Pe dro he of ten no ticed a young priest who
seemed to act as a sec re tary. He was in con stant as so ci a tion with the old
Don, and was ev i dently en trusted with mis sions to Mon signor Tosci, and to
the Vat i can. He was much su pe rior to the or di nary stan dard of the young
Ital ian priest. He was cleanly in his habits, and spoke pure Ital ian. There
was a look on his face, too, which in ter ested Do minic.

More than once, too, the young En glish man thought the other was try ing
to make signs, as though he de sired in ter course. As Do minic did not think
this could be the case, he made no ad vances, but presently, when one
evening he was leav ing Don Pe dro’s house, this young priest met him near
the door.

“I want to speak to you,” he whis pered.
“That is very kind of you,” replied Do minic.
“Not here. Lis ten and make no sound. Via della Quat tra Fontane, chiesa

della Santa Maria. Otto ore. Si? Say you will, quick!”
“Yes,” said Do minic, “I will meet you where and when you say. But

why?”
But he got no an swer. The young man glided noise lessly away as though

fright ened. At first Do minic doubted the wis dom of meet ing him, but when
he re flected that he was Don Pe dro’s sec re tary, and a priest, he saw no rea- 
son against it.

Ac cord ingly at eight o’clock that night he was at the Church of Mary in
the road of the four foun tains. He had barely ar rived there when he felt his
arm touched.
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“Take no ap par ent no tice of me, but fol low,” said a voice. Turn ing he
saw the young priest min gling with the crowd in the street, and won der ing
at the strange be hav ior, he fol lowed. In a few min utes they had passed the
Pres by te rian Church, and then Do minic saw the young man turn into a nar- 
row al ley. Still won der ing, he kept fairly close to him un til he found him self
in what was ev i dently a pri vate gar den, where the shrub bery grew so lux u ri- 
ously that they were com pletely hid den from view.

“Grazia molto,” said the young Ital ian.
“Why do you thank me?” asked Do minic.
The young priest heaved a sigh as of re lief.
“Here we can be un watched for half an hour; here we can be free and

alone,” he said.
“What do you want?”
“I want to speak to you as one man to an other,” said the young priest.

“We are both young, we both have our lives be fore us, and I have felt drawn
to wards you. But be fore I go fur ther let us un der stand. I am run ning a great
risk in tak ing this course; but I can trust you, I am sure?”

“Trust me,” said Do minic, “what do you mean?”
“You may well ask that?” said the young fel low bit terly; “but if you

were trained as a tale-teller, as ev ery man who has passed through a Ro man
sem i nary is, if you were led to re gard it as your duty to tell your su pe rior
ev ery thing, if you were reared in the at mos phere of es pi onage, as I have
been, you would not won der that I ask the ques tion. For mind, what I tell
you, al though it is only to serve you, would ruin me if it were re peated.”

“Tell me noth ing ex cept what you wish,” said Do minic, “but rest as sured
that I shall re gard your com mu ni ca tions as sa cred.”

“I know you will. You are an En glish man, and you have not been in a
priest’s sem i nary in Rome. But I must be quick, for I have a sus pi cion that I
am watched. No one can get in here, how ever. The gar den gate is locked,
and we are hid den.”

“But it is a pri vate gar den,” said Do minic.
“It be longs to one of the few peo ple I can trust,” said the young man,

“and I have free ac cess. I can tell you no more. But enough. Am I right in
think ing that it is your in ten tion to be a priest?”

“I am with Don Pe dro for that pur pose.”
“Then think, think, wait, re flect again and again be fore you take the fa tal

step.”
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The young fel low spoke like one in pain, ev i dently he was deeply
moved.

“Let me tell you what I have heard about you,” he went on, and there- 
upon he gave Do minic a dear and fairly de tailed his tory of his own life.

“Is this cor rect?” he asked, when he had fin ished.
“Yes, but how did you know?” asked Do minic sur prised.
“What is the use of my telling you that?” replied the young Ital ian.

“Enough that it is true. Now then, let me tell you some thing. If you wish to
cease to be a man, and be come a ma chine, then en ter the priest hood. If you
wish to cease to think for your self, and let oth ers do your think ing for you,
be come a priest. If you wish to lose your in tel lec tual self-re spect, be come a
priest. If you wish to lose what faith you may have in the Di vine Car pen ter
of Nazareth, be come a priest. For re mem ber this, if you be come a priest,
and are faith ful to your call ing, your chief duty will not be to be a truth
seeker, but to obey with out ques tion. Un less you are a dis obe di ent priest,
you must ask no ques tions, raise no ob jec tions, read no books be yond those
marked out for you, nor think any thoughts out side the beaten track. Your
first duty, your sec ond duty, your third duty will be to obey, to obey with out
ques tion, to obey blindly and un rea son ingly, to obey I al though your whole
soul, your whole man hood re volts against obe di ence. If you dis obey you are
a marked man, you are watched as though you are a crim i nal; if you dare to
think for your self, you are crushed by the great ma chine called the Church.
Re mem ber this, there is for give ness for al most ev ery sin in the Church save
the de mand for lib erty to ex er cise the power God has given you. There are
priests in Rome to day of such a na ture that you would feel con tam i nated if
you touched them; but they are for given, they ut ter the shib bo leth, they con- 
form. They may be beasts, but they ask no ques tions. They sup port the de- 
mands of the Church. They cry ‘Down with the King.’ But a man like Fa- 
ther Ty rone, whose life is as pure as that of a lit tle child, whose mind has
soared to God, he is con demned and per se cuted; upon him the curses of the
Church rest. Oh! if you were an other kind of man, I would have said noth- 
ing; if you were of the ‘open your mouth and shut your eyes’ or der, I would
not have trou bled; but I think I have seen into your soul, and I know that if
you be come a priest the time will come when you will curse the day you put
on the shack les. The priest hood, my friend, is not for free men who de mand
the right to think, to in ves ti gate, to in ter pret all truth in the light of eter nal
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truth; it is for slaves who will do as they are told, who will obey with out
ques tion.”

“Who told you to tell me this? What is your rea son for it?” asked Do- 
minic.

“I have told you be cause I could not help it, be cause I would save you.”
“But you are a priest!”
“Yes, I am a priest! Holy Mother, I am! I gave my self to it with all the

ar dor of a pure, de voted, faith ful na ture. When I saw in trigue, ly ing, mean- 
ness among my fel low stu dents at the sem i nary, I did not heed. The thought
of be ing a priest was enough for me. But now I Ah, Sig nor, what would I
give to be free!”

“Then be free!”
“Oh! you ad vise that, do you? Be free! It is not easy, Sig nor, it is next to

im pos si ble! What am I fit for? I have no trade, no call ing. I gave up all my
money when I be came a priest, all! Where can I go for bread, what can I
do? Ah, yes, and my faith is well-nigh gone!”

“What, you have given up your faith in Chris tian ity?”
“How can a man re ally be lieve when he is not al lowed to think? I have

out grown the dog mas of the Church. I tell you they are a trav esty of the
truth; I have seen and I know. For two years I read hard, read in se cret; but
when there was a sus pi cion of what I had been do ing, then came the heavy
hand of the Church. And now — oh, yes, I de spise my self , I de spise my- 
self; but I pre tend to be lieve, yes, pre tend, while ev ery fiber of my be ing re- 
volts. Oh; yes, be lieve, be lieve, obey, obey. That is the or der. Be lieve in the
so-called mir a cles at Lour des, be lieve in the ef fi cacy of relics, wal low in a
thou sand ridicu lous but mon ey mak ing su per sti tions, and you have the
Church’s smiles; but dare to think, to ex am ine his tory, to test dogma by rea- 
son, and then comes the Church’s curse.”

“But surely this is not true?”
“Lis ten,” said the young priest earnestly. “Let me tell you what is go ing

on at the Vat i can now.”
He spoke long and earnestly. Again and again Do minic asked ques tions,

which the other an swered.
“Then what are you go ing to do?” asked Do minic presently.
“I can not bear it much longer,” was the re ply. “I feel that I must be free.

Lit tle by lit tle I am break ing the chain by which I have been bound, and
soon — ah, you do not know what it means— I will ei ther drown my self in
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the Tiber, or I will live a life of in tel lec tual and moral self-re spect, even
though I be come a day la borer.”

“And what would you ad vise me to do?” asked Do minic,
“Ah, yes; I note the tone in which you speak. You do not be lieve me. But

wait, at least wait, and still wait be fore you take the fa tal step. You have not
been placed in a sem i nary — well, be cause Tosci knew it would open your
eyes. But prove whether what I say is true, prove it with your own eyes, and
ears.”

“How can I prove it?”
“It is not so dif fi cult for you. You are not yet in their clutches, you are

not a priest. Lis ten, Rome is get ting un bear ably hot, and Don Pe dro is long- 
ing to get away to the moun tains. At present you are a hin drance to his
plans. But Don Pe dro has a brother who is a priest of a parish above a town
called Amalfi, south of the Bay of Naples. Tell Don Pe dro that you de sire to
study a priest’s work in the life of a parish. He will swal low the bait. And it
will give you time, it will al low you to see.”

A week later Do minic was on his way to Naples, doubt ing much what
Don Tagliati, the young priest, had told him, yet with a trou bled look in his
eyes.
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27. The New Lour des

THE LIT TLE VIL LAGE OF SAN PIETRO, sit u ated a few miles from Amalfi, is
high up on the moun tains, and sit u ated amidst glo ri ous scenery. It is
reached from Amalfi by a moun tain ous track, and is far re moved from any
main thor ough fare. The church there is large and im por tant for the size of
the vil lage, and Do minic dis cov ered soon af ter his ar rival that it oc cu pied
an unique po si tion. The parish of San Pietro was im por tant be cause of its
his tory. Not only was the church famed for its many relics, but it had also
among its mar vels two won der ful grot tos which had been vis ited, so it was
de clared, by Joseph and the Vir gin Mary. These were not world-fa mous like
those at Lour des, but they were fa mous in the dis trict. It was stated that
Joseph and the Vir gin vis ited these grot tos at rare in ter vals, and then within
a year from their visit, the wa ters which flowed from them pos sessed mirac- 
u lous power. Af ter their last ap pari tion in these holy grot tos the sick had
been healed, the lame had walked, the blind had seen, the par a lyzed had re- 
ceived life and strength in their with ered limbs, and great man i fes ta tion of
di vine power had been seen. It was now years since Joseph and the Holy
Mother had fa vored them, but it was be lieved among the vil lagers that the
time of their next ap pear ance drew near.

Hence it was that the vil lage of the parish of, and es pe cially the Church
of San Pietro, was held in great es teem for miles around. In deed, even when
there were no ev i dences that Joseph and Mary had paid spe cial at ten tion to
the place, peo ple still brought the sick and their dis eased to bathe in and
drink the wa ter, while even lovers vis ited the foun tains, in the hope that
thereby they would be able to soften the hearts of those who would not
smile on them. What the wa ters of St. Winifred of Holy well, in Wales, are
to faith ful Catholics in that part of our land, the grot tos of San Pi otro are to
the peo ple in the re gion of Amalfi. With this dif fer ence. In Wales, the in- 
hab i tants look upon the so-called mir a cles with good-hu mored skep ti cism,
while in Italy the great mass of the peo ple re gard it as a sin to doubt their
ef fi cacy. More over, in Wales ev ery thing has to be done de’cently and in or- 
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der, in view of the fact that an in tel li gent pop u lace would quickly quell any- 
thing like dis or der, while in Italy there is an ea ger long ing af ter sen sa tion al- 
ism of this or der.

The Church of San Pietro, then, was well known in the dis trict, and it
was vis ited by many hun dreds whose homes were far re moved from it.

It was late at night when Do minic ar rived at the lit tle Pres bytery con- 
nected with the church. He had not made any stay at Naples, but had rushed
on as quickly as pos si ble. The jour ney from Rome to Naples had been hot
and un pleas ant, while Naples it self was like a fur nace. He there fore caught
a steamer bound for Sor rento, and there ob tained a car riage in or der to push
on to San Pietro the same night. Al though it was late in the af ter noon when
he ar rived at Sor rento, that town seemed hot ter even than Naples, and so he
re joiced in the cool air which he breathed when at length the car riage took
him up among the hills.

He had a five hours’ jour ney, but he did not mind. The sky was cloud- 
less, and the moon had risen. A jour ney among the moun tains would cool
his brain and help him to think col lect edly. Presently he got into con ver sa- 
tion with the driver, who was an in tel li gent man for his class, and prided
him self on read ing the news pa pers.

“Do you know San Pietro?” asked Do minic.
The driver shrugged his shoul ders.
“Who does not?” he re sponded.
“Have you ever been there?”
“Si, Sig nor. I have been. I was born among the hills, and we have lit tle

amuse ment there. A trav el ing show, lean men, and fat women now and
then. A fire-eater or two, and a snake charmer, that is about all. So we were
all glad of San Pietro.”

“Why?”
“The grot tos, sig nor, and the visit of San Joseph and Santa Maria.”
The driver laughed as he spoke.
“Of course,” he went on, “we had mir a cles in other parishes, but none

like those at San Pietro. I be longed to Avissi, and our priest. Fa ther Fosco,
he was jeal ous of San Pietro, be cause he could get no mir a cles at Avissi; so
he wrote a let ter to a news pa per, in which he proved that the mir a cles at San
Pietro were so much non sense. Hey, presto! What a com mo tion! Down
came word from head quar ters, and Fa ther Fosco was sus pended á di v i nus.
How dare he prove to be lies what brought Holy Church money?”
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“And did Fa ther Fosco con fess him self to be in the wrong?”
“Ah, si, Sig nor, what else could he do? Fa ther Fosco was poor and weak,

and the Church all pow er ful, so he re canted ev ery thing, he con fessed con tri- 
tion, he pro fessed be lief, he even proved that his very rea sons for con demn- 
ing the mir a cles were re ally rea sons for be liev ing, and so at length he was
re ceived back again. It did good to San Pietro too, for Fa ther Fosco
preached an elo quent ser mon at Avissi, in which he thanked God for the
man i fes ta tions of San Joseph and Santa Maria at San Pietro.”

The driver laughed and cracked his whip again.
“Do you know Don Gio vanni Carissi, the priest at San Pietro?”
“Un poco, Sig nor, that is a lit tle. Don Gio vanni is very pop u lar. All the

priests for miles around come and see him. Are you stay ing with him?”
“Yes, for a few weeks. Per haps un til the end of Au gust.”
“Ha! you should be happy ex cel lenza; the air there is cool and beau ti ful,

es pe cially at night. There is good com pany there too, II Dot tore is a very
clever, learned man.”

“What is the doc tor’s name?”
“Pecci.”
“Any re la tion to the late Pope?”
“So it is said. I know not.”
“And is he friendly with Don Gio vanni Carissi?”
“Friendly with the Padre! What a joke! Is the devil friendly with the

Archangel Gabriel? Tell me that.”
“Is the doc tor so bad, then?”
“Il Dot tore bad! But you will see, Sig nor.”
Af ter that Do minic could not get the driver to say any more about Don

Carissi; but he spoke freely of the parish, also of the beau ties of Amalfi, and
the well be ing of Italy.

“Our land is be ing re born,” he said. “The peo ple are be ing ed u cated. My
fa ther could not read nor write; but now ev ery boy and girl is taught to read
and write, and know the his tory of their land. That is why so many spit
upon the priest and laugh at the sa cred shop.”

“But the priests are good men?”
“Oh! yes. some of them. So are other peo ple, Sig nor.”
“But you are a Catholic?”
“Si, si, Sono Cat tolica. All of us are, in name. It pays even yet to con- 

form.”
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It was nearly mid night when they ar rived at San Pietro, and there Do- 
minic re ceived a hearty wel come from Don Gio vanni Carissi.

“My brother has told me to give you a royal wel come,” said the old
priest. “I gladly do so. Here among the moun tains the air is sweet and pure,
here in the Church of San Pietro the body of Christ is up lifted. May you be
happy here, Sig nor.”

Do minic stayed at San Pietro for sev eral weeks, and his stay was in
many re spects mo men tous. In spite of him self he had been in flu enced by
his con ver sa tion with Don Tagliati, the young priest who had spo ken with
him in the gar den near the Pres by te rian Church. He had told him self again
and again that what the young priest had said did not af fect the truth of the
Ro man Catholic Church, and that he had been taught in the school of obe di- 
ence for many years. Af ter all, what right had the in di vid ual to ques tion the
find ings of the Church, with its di vinely guided Coun cils and in fal li ble
Popes? And yet he was in flu enced. Al though he had been re ceived into the
Church of Rome, he was not yet a priest, and there fore he felt a cer tain free- 
dom. Of course he ac cepted all that the Church taught, and yet he found
him self ask ing ques tions. Why was it that in a coun try un touched by Protes- 
tantism the spread of ed u ca tion had meant the loos en ing of the Church’s
power? The man who drove him from Sor rento was, af ter all, the rep re sen- 
ta tive of a class, and that class laughed at priestly claims, and the curses of
the Church. The power of the Church was largely gone, ex cept the power
she still wielded over her priests, and over the ig no rant classes.

Per haps this led Do minic to re gard ev ery thing he saw at San Pietro with
a ques tion ing eye. He liked Don Gio vanni, as he was called by the peo ple.
He was a sim ple old man, very trust ful, and very de vout; but Do minic was
ap palled at his ig no rance. He knew noth ing of sci ence, noth ing of his tory,
as un der stood by schol ars, noth ing of the thoughts which were rev o lu tion iz- 
ing Eu rope.

“Ah, no, Sig nor Do minic,” he would say; “why should I trou ble? Why
should I know? The de sire to know caused the fall of our first par ents, and
the ruin of the world. If Eve had not de sired to eat of the Tree of Knowl- 
edge, the world would be a Par adise, sin less.”

“You be lieve that?”
“Be lieve what?”
“Be lieve in the lit eral truth of the first chap ters of Gen e sis?”
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“Holy Mother, yes. Has not the Church taught it is true? What more,
then, is there to be said?”

“But you are ac quainted with the work of the Bib li cal Schol ars?”
“Bib li cal Schol ars? Not I. What has a priest to do with these things?

Ques tion ings lead to doubt, doubt to the devil. What would you? It is for
me to ac cept the Church’s teach ings, to obey. I preach the Gospel, I say
masses, I hear con fes sions; is not that enough?”

“But even the peas ants ask ques tions. What do you do then?”
“I shut their mouths. I tell them that if they doubt they are damned.

That’s good scrip ture, and that’s the Church’s dic tum. Why should I read
and think, when read ing and think ing leads to doubt, and worry? I let the
schol ars do that — it is their work. But they think ac cord ing to the Church’s
be liefs, which are un al ter able. It is for me to help peo ple to be pi ous, not to
think. What has ed u ca tion done for the peas ants of Italy? It has driven them
away from the Church. Is any stronger con dem na tion needed?”

This was a sam ple of many con ver sa tions they had to gether, and while
Do minic felt it was the log i cal is sue of the Church’s teach ings, he was not
sat is fied.

The Pres bytery of San Pietro was of ten vis ited by neigh bor ing priests,
and Do minic was sim ply as tounded at their men tal cal i bre, and their in tel- 
lec tual at tain ments. They had read a lit tle of the Church’s Moral Phi los o phy
as laid down by the Church; they knew some thing of the scholas ti cism of
the Fa thers, and enough Latin to mum ble masses, but in the realm of true
ed u ca tion they were ig no ra muses. Of the sci ence of his tory they knew noth- 
ing, of the thoughts of lead ing minds they had never heard.

More over, their habits were far from cleanly, and an Eng lish plow boy
knew more of the eti quette of the ta ble than they. They gob bled their food,
ex pec to rated on the floor while they were eat ing, and seemed to have an
aver sion to soap and wa ter.

On more than one oc ca sion Do minic tried to lead the con ver sa tion to the
sub jects which in ter ested him, but he saw by their yawns that they were not
in ter ested. When some spicy gos sip was dis cussed, how ever, they were all
ea ger ness.

When Do minic had been at San Pietro for three weeks, he saw that
some thing was on foot. They spoke con fi dently of the ap pear ance of San
Joseph and Santa Maria at their grot tos, and dis cussed the pil grim ages
which would have to be ar ranged. More than once, more over, when Do- 
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minic came into the room where sev eral priests had gath ered, he no ticed a
sud den lull in the con ver sa tion, as though they did not feel free to speak in
his pres ence.

Do minic of ten took long walks alone. He loved to go away into the vil- 
lages and con verse with the peas ants. He found them af fa ble, kind, and po- 
lite. It is true that they were in fe rior to the Eng lish peas ant, but he loved
them for their sim ple faith and their sunny dis po si tions. On his re turn from
one of his many long ex cur sions, he was over taken by a man driv ing an old
fash ioned ve hi cle.

The man stopped his horse as he came up to Do minic’s side.
“Go ing back to San Pietro, Sig nor?” he said
“Yes.”
“Then let me give you a lift. That is, if you are not afraid.”
“Afraid! Afraid of what?”
“Afraid of the devil. I am Doc tor Tomasso Pecci, and I dare say yon have

heard no good of me.”
Do minic jumped into the ve hi cle by the doc tor’s side. He was a lit tle

man, but was ev i dently lithe and strong. A merry twin kle sparkled in his
eye, and a hu mor ous, kindly smile played around his mouth."

“That is my an swer,” said Do minic.
“Ah, you are Eng lish, and in Eng land peo ple are not priest-rid den.

Come, now, tell me what Don Gio vanni and his brother priests say about
me?”

“Oh, you know.”
“Ha! ha! Yes, I dare say I know. That I am an un be liever, and that I

spread un be lief. You know they have ex com mu ni cated me. But still I live. I
still cure peo ple. I teach them to be clean and moral. I tell them to use their
com mon sense.”

“Good ad vice too.”
“But tell me, Sig nor. What in Heaven’s name are you do ing at the Pres- 

bytery? I have heard that you think of be com ing a priest. It can not be. You
would not de stroy your im mor tal soul!”

“What do you mean?”
“Mean! It is only the ig no rant, the blind that are will ing to shut out light

and truth, and who ac cept worn-out myths and played-out fal la cies. As
though the God who made the glo ri ous sun and these mighty moun tains can
be in ter preted by the men who visit dear old Don Gio vanni — men who
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pre tend to recre ate Him in the churches by re peat ing a sort of mumbo,
jumbo. Surely you can not con tem plate such a thing!”

Do minic was silent.
"Ex cuse me for speak ing to you. I have seen you sev eral times, and I

have of ten thought I would like a word with you. I am not such an athe ist as
they make out. I be lieve in the sub lime teach ing of Je sus Christ, but that has
noth ing to do with the teach ing and claims of these black soutaned fel lows.
It is good, too, that the peo ple should be in structed in the truths of God; but
Chris tian ity and priestcraft, or the Church, are two dif fer ent things. Have
you read the his tory of Italy, Sig nor En glish man? Ah, poor Italy! How she
bled her self to gain free dom, light, truth, ed u ca tion! But who were the
great est en e mies to all these things — these things which are of Je sus
Christ, Sig nor? Al ways the Church, the priests. On the other hand they have
en cour aged ev ery tawdry ly ing su per sti tion which has taken money from
the pock ets of the peas ants, and poured it into the cof fers of the Church.

“Keep the peo ple in ig no rance, in dark ness!’ that has al ways been the
aim of the Church.”

“You are em bit tered by your ex com mu ni ca tion,” said Do minic.
“But why was I ex com mu ni cated, Sig nor? Tell me that. For years I

laughed at their pre ten sions, and they let me alone. They thought they had
bet ter. But years ago they got up the grotto mir a cle busi ness. It was a piece
of im po si tion from end to end, but the silly peo ple were de luded. They pre- 
tended to work mir a cles, and throngs of peo ple came. It was like a fair ev- 
ery day. Some got hys ter i cal, some pre tended to get well. You have read
Zola’s ‘Lour des’? Well, we had the same thing, only in a small way. But
with this dif fer ence. The peo ple around here have less self-con trol than the
French. The Neapoli tan is pas sion ate, sen su ous. I tell you it was hell let
loose, in spite of the pi ous talk. Then I took the mat ter up. I brought com- 
mon sense to bear on the mat ter, I let in day light. Then the pa pers, in stead
of be ing in fa vor of it turned against it. The whole thing be came a scan dal.
It was proved be yond a doubt that good old Don Gio vanni was fooled, and
gave his sup port to a fraud. But what did they do at head quar ters? The Vat i- 
can or gan pub lished lead ing ar ti cles on the gra cious visit of Joseph and
Mary, it spoke of the whole thing as a help to piety and virtue, and I–I, il
povero dot tore, I was ex com mu ni cated as an en emy to the faith. I was
cursed by bell, book, and can dle. The peo ple were for bid den to call me in,
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even if they were dy ing, and they at trib uted all my en mity to the busi ness to
jeal ousy for my craft,, and a fear that I might lose my prac tice.”

“But things have im proved since then, surely?”
The doc tor looked at Do minic keenly.
“You are a Catholic?”
“Yes, I am a Catholic.”
“You go to con fes sion, then?”
“I con fess noth ing but my sins.”
“And you are an Eng lish gen tle man?”
“I hope so.”
“Then if you prom ise to tell noth ing I say to you, I may trust you?”
“Cer tainly.”
“Word of an En glish man?”
“Word of an En glish man.”
“That’s all right. Then let me tell you this, Sig nor; they are work ing up

for an other visit of Joseph and Mary. They think I don’t know, that I shall
be quiet; that I shall take no no tice. I should like you to see things as they
re ally are.”

At this Do minic asked the doc tor many ques tions, which were an swered
read ily.

“I can not be lieve it,” said Do minic, al most an grily.
“But will you in ves ti gate fairly? Sig nor, I have heard some thing about

you. Your his tory is not un known among the peo ple. When I saw you, I
liked you. I said to my self, it is a pity for a young fel low like him not to
know the truth. Let me tell you ex actly what I have found out, and what will
take place. Then let me tell you what I pro pose to do.”

For the next quar ter of an hour Do minic lis tened in amaze ment. “I can- 
not be lieve it,” he said again and again.

“But you will in ves ti gate? You will put the thing to the test?”
“Yes,” he said, “I will.”
“That is all I ask. Now then, we are near ing San Pietro. You had bet ter

get off. Even now, I am afraid you will re ceive the cen sure of dear old Don
Gio vanni for rid ing with me.”

“No,” said Do minic. “I want you to drop me at his door.”
“But not a word of what I have told you?”
“Cer tainly not.”
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A few min utes later Do minic was met by the old priest, who saw him
rid ing with the doc tor. When they were alone to gether, Don Gio vanni held
up his hands in dis may.

“My son! — my son!” he said, “I could scarce be lieve my eyes when I
saw you with that en emy of God.”

“What, you mean the doc tor? What harm has he done?”
“He is the great est en emy of God for miles around. The curse of God is

upon him. He is ex com mu ni cate, and there fore out side the covenant of
grace.”

“Surely all the more rea son for seek ing to con vert him!”
“He is past con ver sion. He is a son of perdi tion,” cried the sim ple old

priest.
“And yet I hear he is the best friend the poor have for miles around

here.”
“He sows the seeds of doubt ev ery where, I for bid you, if you love your

soul, to have any fur ther in ter course with him.”
At that mo ment Do minic’s com bat ive side was up per most, “Why was he

ex com mu ni cated?” he asked,
“Be cause he blas phemed our Holy Mother. Be cause he took the side of

the devil when last Joseph and Mary vis ited our sa cred grot tos,” cried the
old man. “If ever there was a gra cious out pour ing of the Spirit of God upon
the neigh bor hood it was then. The church was crowded, ev ery one came to
mass and con fes sion; the Church was gain ing its old as cen dency, be cause it
was proved be yond doubt that es pe cially the Holy Mother of God deigned
to visit her grotto; and yet through him the Di vine man i fes ta tion was made
a scan dal, the Church was robbed of the gifts of the faith ful, and the devil
was made tri umphant. What won der that the Church cast him out?”

Where upon Do minic asked many ques tions, and Don Gio vanni, from the
Church’s stand point, cor rob o rated all the doc tor had said.

A week later San Pietro was in a state of fer ment. It was de clared that
both Joseph and Mary had been again seen in their grot tos. A bright light
had per vaded dense holy places, and peo ple ea ger for ex cite ment came
from afar. Spe cial mis sion ers came to as sist Don Gio vanni in his work, and
the priests from neigh bor ing parishes ac com pa nied their flocks. Do minic
no ticed that the priests were ju bi lant. No word of doubt had been ut tered.
The old doc tor had passed the crowds in si lence, never ut ter ing a word of
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protest. Ex cited mul ti tudes drank the wa ter, masses were be ing con stantly
said, and money poured into the Church’s cof fers.

For a week these man i fes ta tions con tin ued, and each day the crowds
grew greater. It was urged that ev ery thing was be yond the realm of doubt,
and that a new re vival of re li gion had be gun which would per vade the
whole of Italy. At the end of the week, an ar ti cle ap peared in one of the
Catholic pa pers, giv ing its bless ing on the holy work that was be ing done,
and the mir a cles that were worked.

As for Do minic, he wit nessed ev ery thing in si lence. He was not a priest,
so he was not asked to take any part in what was go ing on. He was a
stranger, and so it was not re garded as strange that he was not moved to en- 
thu si asm.

He read the ar ti cle en ti tled “The New Lour des” with a heavy heart. Still
he said noth ing. He kept his prom ise to Dr. Pecci.

“This is not the Church,” he kept on re peat ing to him self. "It is only a lo- 
cal move ment. Presently the au thor i ties at the Vat i can will con demn this,
and put a stop to it. A rep re sen ta tive from the Vat i can was here two days
ago. He is an in tel li gent man, he can not help see ing the truth.

A day or so later, a spe cial edi tion of the pa per sanc tioned by the Vat i can
was pub lished. It was wholly de voted to the New Lour des. It de clared that
God was si lenc ing the voice of athe ists by a new man i fes ta tion of His
power. That if men dis be lieved, they did so against light and knowl edge.
What God and the Holy Vir gin had done in France, they were do ing in Italy.
In a few weeks the whole of the coun try would flock to San Pietro to see,
be lieve, and be blessed.

Then came a bolt from the blue. Un seen, and un known, the doc tor had
been col lect ing ev i dence and pre par ing a state ment of the truth. He pub- 
lished his ar ti cle in the most widely cir cu lated of the news pa pers, and
proved that the whole “vis i ta tion” was a piece of ho cus-pocus, from end to
end; that there were no mir a cles, no heav enly vis i ta tions, but that in stead
there had been a strange mix ture of fraud and credulity.

“Did I not tell you what Doc tor Pecci was?” said Don Gio vanni. “But
never mind! The Church will tri umph yet. I have no fears. The Church has
ever gained by per se cu tion, and we shall tri umph. The great ques tion now
is, what shall we do next?”

“I know what I am go ing to do next,” said Do minic.
“What, my son?”
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“I am go ing back to Rome,” he said.
Three days later he again reached the Eter nal City.
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28. The Pope’s En cycli cal

WHEN DO MINIC REACHED Rome his mind was in a tu mult. For the first
time he was re ally in a state of doubt. His con ver sa tion with Don Tagliati
had trou bled him some what, but it had not af fected what he re garded as
fun da men tal truth. If the Church was di vine, if it was the de pos i tory of the
truth of Christ, then obe di ence was an es sen tial. What weight or au thor ity
had in di vid u als, when brought into col li sion with the will of the Church? If
the Church were in fal li ble, then noth ing was to be said. Men were but
pawns on the chess-board, peo ple must ac cept its word with out ques tion —
at least this was what he told him self, and in a sense he be lieved it. Yet
when the sug ges tion was made that he should go away into the coun try and
see the work of a priest in his own parish, and think over all he had seen
and heard while un der the care of Don Pe dro, he quickly made use of it. He
re flected that if he once placed him self in a monastery, or sem i nary, where
he would take the first steps to wards the rat i fi ca tion of his vows, he would
be fi nally com mit ting him self. Not but what this was his duty and the goal
of his life; yet he hes i tated. He had promised Mag gie Yorke that he would
be true to the mind God had given him, and al though he had bid den her
good bye for ever, he felt he must keep his prom ise. Nev er the less, he hoped
that a quiet stay in a coun try parish, among the Ital ian moun tains, would
sat isfy all his de sires. Here he would be among saintly priests who gave
their lives for the peo ple; here he would be among peas ants who lived a life
of sim ple faith, and who were made pure by that faith.

But his visit there was not sat is fac tory. Not only had be been dis ap- 
pointed in the con di tion of the vil lagers, but the priests he had met had
placed the priest hood be fore him in a new as pect. In Rome he had met the
elect of the priest hood, and they had ap pealed to him more fa vor ably, but in
San Pietro their ideas and ideals had sim ply shocked him. He and they lived
in dif fer ent worlds. He could not help won der ing what Cuth bert Trevelyan
or Mag gie Yorke would say about them.
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But in ad di tion to all this his many con ver sa tions with Doc tor Pecci had
af fected him still more deeply. The doc tor was, in his way, a cul tured man.
He had ac quainted him self with the best thought of the age, he was a sci en- 
tist, he was a stu dent of his tory. These con ver sa tions had led Do minic’s
mind into chan nels hith erto un known to him. It was true the read ing of the
Com mu nity of the In car na tion was broad and lib eral com pared with that of
the Ital ian priest hood, but even there his read ing had been con fined to def i- 
nite lines. The doc tor’s plain straight for ward speech had bro ken down many
bar ri ers, and led him to look be yond those, which had con fined his read ing
and think ing.

Then the fi asco of the vis i ta tion of Joseph and Mary dis gusted him. He
had been faith ful to his prom ise to the doc tor, and had in ves ti gated them.
How could a man reared among Eng lish gen tle men pay any re spect to the
wretched balder dash which the priests had pro claimed to the peo ple? It was
fraud from end to end, and could de ceive only the ig no rant and the cred u- 
lous. And yet the peas ants were de ceived, and the priests ei ther be lieved in
the ver i est fool ish ness, or they con nived at the de ceit.

Still, he again re flected that this was not the Church. When those in au- 
thor ity knew the facts they would con demn the whole thing as the base less
and harm ful im pos ture that it was, and put a stop to it for ever. He had
promised the doc tor that he would stand by and watch, with out in any way
let ting the priests know his feel ings about the mat ter. Hard as it was, he did
this. He was even silent when the Vat i can or gan re joiced in the Holy Vis i ta- 
tion, and de clared that San Pietro would be come a sec ond Lour des. When
the spe cial edi tion of the pa per ap peared he could stay there no longer, how- 
ever. He must go back to Rome, and tell what he had seen, and the con clu- 
sions to which he had come.

He went straight to the house of Don Pe dro, but Don Pe dro had not yet
re turned to Rome; the weather was too hot, and the house keeper told him
that he in tended to re main away un til the end of Sep tem ber. On the fol low- 
ing morn ing he went to the palazzo of Car di nal di Vinci, but he also was at
his villa among the moun tains. The only other dig ni tary he knew was Car di- 
nal Cor dova, to whose res i dence he next made his way. It was past noon,
and af ter a long, weary wait that gen tle man con de scended to grant him an
in ter view.

“Ah, it is hot, very hot. I am sim ply ex hausted,” said the Car di nal to Do- 
minic. “I heard you were among the moun tains. I would get away my self if
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I could, but im por tant mat ters have pre vented me. Oh yes, grave, very grave
mat ters. But tell me how you are get ting on. Well, I trust?”

“Yes, your Em i nence. I am very well. The air at San Pietro is won der- 
ful.”

“That is well, that is well. You found Don Gio vanni all you could de- 
sire?”

“He was very kind to me.”
“Oh! that is good; and you were es pe cially for tu nate in be ing there dur- 

ing the won der ful Vis i ta tion, It must have been a glo ri ous ex pe ri ence, and
have led you to see how gra cious God still is to His Church. Of course the
lies of that athe ist doc tor will soon be de stroyed. He is ex com mu ni cate, and
ought not to be al lowed to live, but the work still goes for ward, in spite of a
scur rilous press and the god less athe ism of the peo ple who think they have
a right to judge in these mat ters. But you saw, did you not? It must have
been very beau ti ful.”

“Yes. I saw.”
“Ah! it must have been beau ti ful, beautl fuL Tell me, how did the peo ple

re gard it?”
“They are much ex cited, the whole coun try side is moved. San Pietro is

thronged with peo ple.”
“Ah, yes. This will be a great gain for the Church, a gain to piety, a blow

to un be liev ers. You think so, do you not?”
“The peo ple, at least the great part of them, ac cept ev ery thing with out

ques tion. San Pietro is like a fair, and ev ery sort of peo ple have gath ered
there. I can as sure you it is not al to gether a re li gious move ment.”

“Just so, just so. Of course the sim ple peas ants will be amused. There is
no harm in that — the Church has al ways ad vo cated amuse ments; but they
go there be cause of the Vis i ta tion?”

“Yes, that is the cen ter of at trac tion.”
“And did you wit ness any cures?”
“Ye — es, that is I saw what were called cures.”
“What do you mean?” asked the Car di nal sharply.
“Your Em i nence, have you given the so-called Vis i ta tion of St. Joseph

and the Holy Mother care ful at ten tion?”
“So-called! So-called! What does this mean? Of course at ten tion, most

care ful at ten tion, has been given to it. Ev ery test has been ap plied. Why, Fa- 
ther Chi avenna, who has had much ex pe ri ence in such mat ters, was sent
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from Rome, and ex am ined ev ery de tail. He ques tioned those who had seen
St. Joseph and our Blessed Lady very closely, and he is ab so lutely con- 
vinced of the gen uine ness of the vis i ta tion. More over, he took a doc tor with
him, a most em i nent man, and the doc tor de clared there can be no doubt.
Be sides, the Bishop has given his bless ing to the great work that is be ing
done. What do you mean by such a ques tion?”

Do minic opened his heart. He told of what he had seen, and the tests he
had ap plied. He recorded what the best-in formed and most in flu en tial peo- 
ple were say ing, and gave as his con vic tion that there was no vis i ta tion, that
there were no mir a cles, but that ev ery thing could be ex plained by the most
sim ple means.

When Do minic left the Car di nal’s palazzo his heart was like lead; his
brain was dizzy. The Church had ac cepted the so-called mir a cles at San
Pietro, and it was the duty of all faith ful Catholics to ac cept with out ques- 
tion. Un be lief was rife, the Car di nal de clared; they were even doubt ing the
mirac u lous power of the blessed and renowned Bam bino in Ara Caeile. Of
course, sin ful doubters would raise dif fi cul ties, and ex com mu ni cated men
like Dr. Pecci sought to harm the Church, but that was all the more rea son
why faith ful Catholics should im plic itly trust the Church. Did it not cause
the peo ple to come to church and hear masses? Did it not mean the gifts of
the peo ple to the Church? God had worked mir a cles for the Church all
through the ages, and He had given this an other man i fes ta tion of His love
and grace. No, no. All rea son able tests had been ap plied, for the Church ac- 
cepted noth ing on hearsay; but the au thor i ties of the Church had been sat is- 
fied, and a great Re vival of re li gion had been re al ized.

It was in vain Do minic told of what he saw and what he knew. There
was no room for doubt, the Car di nal said, and it was a virtue to ac cept what
was man i festly for the good of re li gion, and for the refu ta tion of un be liev- 
ers.

When he came into the street, he bought an evening pa per. There was an
ar ti cle on the San Pietro mir a cles, and the writer laughed at the whole busi- 
ness, call ing it a pocket edi tion of the Lour des fi asco. It was a flip pant piece
of jour nal ism, and writ ten not with out venom.

“Can ei ther pope or car di nals be lieve that ed u cated men and women can
re spect re li gion when it gives its bless ing to such ev i dent fool ish ness?” The
ar ti cle con cluded: “Italy has been fed for many gen er a tions on lies, is it any
won der that she is now spew ing them out of her mouth? Be cause of this,
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what can the in tel li gence of the na tion do but re gard Chris tian ity as one of
the many worn-out re li gions of the world, a some thing which had mean ing
in the days of ig no rance, but which is but an idle tale in these lat ter days,
when the world is be ing flooded with light?”

A few months ago Do minic would have found many an swers to this di a- 
tribe, but now he could find no an swer. Lit tle by lit tle he had been led to re- 
gard the Ro man Catholic Church as iden ti cal with Chris tian ity, and yet he
could not help ad mit ting that that Church sanc tioned what was re pug nant to
rev er ence and truth.

“But it is only a phase, it will pass presently,” he kept on re peat ing to
him self as he found his way to wards St. Pe ter’s. “I am un set tled, I am not
able to think clearly, I must get away into si lence, and think it over.”

When he reached the square out side St. Pe ter’s, he looked up at the great
Vat i can build ing. Be hind those walls lived the suc ces sor of Pe ter, the
Vicegerent of Christ. When this man spoke ex cathe dra, he spoke in fal li ble
truth. The sim ple Vene tian peas ant who reigned there could speak as it were
with the voice of God! The thought was stu pen dous. And yet Leo XIII, his
pre de ces sor, had de clared that ev ery word of the Douay ver sion of the Bible
was in fal li bly true. Dis crep an cies in trans la tions, in print ing, changes which
the mean ing of words un dergo, were as noth ing. Man i fest con tra dic tions
were noth ing. This man had de clared a thing to be true, and al though it was
false, it was for faith ful Catholics to be lieve.

There the great Church stood. The money to build it was raised largely
by the sales of in dul gences, of par don for sins. These in dul gences were
hawked around as a cheap jack hawks his wares, and an in fal li ble pope had
given his bless ing on this traf fic!

Af ter all, on what a slen der foun da tion the su per struc ture of the Ro man
Catholic Church rested! How could it be that?"

He turned away. The tur moil of his thoughts was driv ing him to dis trac- 
tion. He would cease think ing! He would drive all doubts from his mind.

He walked rapidly by the Castella del An gelo, and presently crossed the
Tiber. He would find his way to the Corso, and get a cup of tea. He had had
no lunch, and he felt faint and him gry. He had barely reached the Corso,
how ever, when he felt a hand upon his arm.

“Sig nor Wildthorne,” said a pleas ant voice in his ear.
“Fa ther Ty rone!”
“No, no. Call me no longer Fa ther Ty rone.”
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“Why?”
“Be cause, my friend, I am ex com mu ni cate.”
“Ex com mu ni cate!”
“Yes. I told you it might come. It has come. I with drew my book, but I

would not with draw it as a whole. I with drew my state ment that I be lieved
the Church could be suf fi ciently Catholic to em brace all truth but not the
rest. I could not with draw what I knew were at tested facts of his tory and
sci ence.”

“And?”
“I was ex com mu ni cated. I asked to be re futed. I pleaded to be told where

I was wrong. I de manded that it should be pointed out wherein I was un true
to truth. The re ply was that I was un true to Catholic teach ing, and so––”
The Ital ian shrugged his shoul ders with a laugh.

“You had bet ter leave me, my friend,” he went on. “I am a marked man.
I am watched wher ever I go— so will you be, if you as so ciate with such as
I”

“Let us go in here to gether and have some tea,” said Do minic. At that
mo ment he cared noth ing for the opin ions of oth ers. What did they mat ter
in the face of the great black clouds which were ris ing be fore him, grim and
ter ri ble?

“It does not mat ter,” went on Fa ther Ty rone, when they were sit ting to- 
gether in the comer of a tea room.

“I could not have re mained a Catholic.”
“Why?”
“Be cause I had lit tle by lit tle to con fess that no man could main tain his

in tel lec tual, and there fore his moral self-re spect, and still be loyal to the
Church. Ah, it has been a bat tle, Sig nor, and as I faced the fu ture I was of- 
ten tempted to play the cow ard.”

“But are you se ri ous in all this?” asked Do minic.
“In what?”
“That a man can not keep his in tel lec tual, and there fore his moral self-re- 

spect while re main ing in the Church?”
“Ask your self, my friend. Is there any room for a man in the Catholic

Church who will be true to the dic tates of truth? Is there any room for the
can did stu dent of his tory, for ex am ple? Just re mem ber this — the teach ings
of the Church are un al ter able. It main tains, in spite of the ad vance ment of
truth, all that it main tained a thou sand years ago. This ap plies to ev ery thing.
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Don’t you see where this leads? This means that God made the world in six
days, that Moses wrote an ac count of his own death, that Eve was made out
of Adam’s rib, that the Flood cov ered the whole globe, and so on, and on. If
you say you don’t be lieve in this, you are damned. This is A B C talk, but it
shows what I mean; when the hon est stu dent faces these el e men tary things
the Catholic Church says you must be lieve in what is man i festly myth.”

“But is not yours a tremen dous con dem na tion? Do you mean to say that
there are no hon est schol ars in the Church of Rome? Are all Ro man ists ei- 
ther ig no ra muses or dis hon est men?”

“Just think, my friend. How many times have you heard of a Catholic
who has writ ten an hon est book? Then comes pres sure from the Con gre ga- 
tion of the In dex. He is com manded to with draw his book. For a time he
holds out, but in the end he gen er ally with draws. He obeys. Truth must al- 
ways be found within the lim its of Catholic dogma, he is told, and there is a
so-called vic tory for the Church. But then’ truth is not al ways found there. I
speak what I know’ The Church will not al low free in ves ti ga tion, in de pen- 
dent thought.”1

“Be cause it is Di vine, be cause it is the truth,” urged Do minic.
“Is it? The text books of the chil dren in the day schools are dis prov ing

that ev ery day. I speak what I know, my friend. Many years ago I said, I
will, prove that the Church is the friend to truth, to light, to in ves ti ga tion, to
sci ence. I was en thu si as tic for the Church, and I de ter mined to be true to the
truth. Well, you see where it has led me. I am cursed with all the curses of
the Church. That is the re sult of try ing to be hon est.”

Do minic was silent.
“Oh! I tried hard. I fought my doubts, but they rose again and again, and

when I asked ques tions I was told it was not a priest’s duty to think, but to
obey. You can be lieve in ev ery child ish su per sti tion, you can wal low in sto- 
ries about the Bam bi nos,and the Wink ing Madonna, the Holy Coat of
Treves, the mir a cles of Lour des, and San Pietro, yon can be lieve in the ef fi- 
cacy of relics; but be a truth-seeker, and then comes ex com mu ni ca tion.”

“Then what have you to say con cern ing Lib eral Catholi cism?” asked
Do minic. “There is a move ment in that di rec tion spread ing all over the
world. Think of the class of minds which Mi vart rep re sented.”

“Mi vart was ex com mu ni cated.”
“But there are many more who be lieved as he be lieved, and yet they are

not ex com mu ni cated.”
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Fa ther Ty rone hes i tated a few sec onds be fore he replied. “Ask your self
two ques tions,” he said at length. “Where will what is called Lib eral
Catholi cism lead you? At present its real is sues are hid den in high-sound ing
phrases. But how are its teach ings com pat i ble with Catholic dogma? To
those men the sacra ments have no real mean ing. They are not facts, re al i- 
ties, they are only sym bols of hid den truths. Work that thought out to its
log i cal is sue, and then ask how long Catholic dog mas can re main.”

“Yes, but these men ex ist. How, then, can you be right when you say
there is no room for lib eral thinkers?”

“That leads me to the sec ond ques tion I want you to ask your self,” said
Ty rone. “It is this. How long is the Church go ing to al low these men to oc- 
cupy this at ti tude, even al though they cloak their words, and protest their
loy alty. A week longer?”

“What do you mean?”
“Wait a week,” said Ty rone, “a week, and then we will talk again.”
For the next few days Do minic scarcely ate or slept. He was fac ing what

was to him the great est prob lem of life. In the past the things that trou bled
him were mainly mat ters of millinery. They did not touch the heart of
things, but now it seemed as though the foun da tions of life were torn up.

Again and again he re viewed the his tory of his life. He thought of his
early boy hood with his drunken fa ther, he re called his death, and then he
thought of his meet ing with Mag gie Yorke. That was the be gin ning of the
new era. He had gone to the Com mu nity of the In car na tion with Fa ther
Trou ville, and had, af ter a long pro ba tion, been ad mit ted into that or der. The
Fa thers there were very kind to him, and they were doubt less sin cere, good
men. They wanted to de stroy the Protes tantism of the Church of Eng land,
and to claim for it that it was a branch of the great Catholic Church. All his
early ed u ca tion had gone to as sure him that the Ref or ma tion was, in the
words of the Pres i dent of the Eng lish Church Union “a black, and in some
re spects a damnable spot in the his tory of the Church.” Thus it was the duty
of all good Chris tians to be come again united with the Ro man See. It was
all plain at length. The Church of Eng land was pro fess edly a Protes tant
Church, and there fore ho Catholic, as he had be come, could hon estly stay
within her fold. She was only a schis matic sect, and there fore a men ace to
the true Church. Ev ery thing had led him to see this. Chris tian ity and the
Catholic Church were iden ti cal. The Com mu nity of the In car na tion had
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done its work. It had been a bridge whereby he had gone over to the Church
of Rome.

In or der to do that he had been obliged to sac ri fice the woman he loved,
to sac ri fice hu man lib erty. Still, Mag gie Yorke had in flu enced him; she had
made him prom ise that be fore tak ing the fi nal step he would in ves ti gate, he
would be true to the mind God had given to him. He thought he had done
this be fore he had been re ceived into the Ro man Com mu nion.

But since! It seemed to him as though the foun da tions of faith and life
were slip ping away from be neath his feet. The talk with Fa ther Ty rone, with
Fa ther Tagliati, the ex pe ri ences at San Pietro, the in flu ence of Ro man life
and thought! What was true? If Ro man Catholi cism was iden ti cal with
Chris tian ity, then it was di vine. But what of its ghastly his tory — what of
its tawdry su per sti tions, what of the fet ters it placed on the mind? What had
he to say to the fact that the very supremacy of the Pope rested on the
forged dec re tals of Isidore? Was this di vine? Was it the Church of truth?

He was told that to doubt was to sin; but did not blind credulity mean
greater sin? Did God give him his in tel li gence to stul tify it at the com mand
of a Church which had again and again con tra dicted its own so called in fal- 
li ble judg ments? Ay, and which had for ages put fet ters on the mind and
soul!

But what could he do? What was right?
He talked with two or three ed u cated Ital ians with whom he had met.

They had been born in the Church, nursed in the bo som of the Church, and
yet when they had reached ma tu rity they had cast aside its teach ing as an
out worn gar ment.

Hour af ter hour did he fight and strug gle; day af ter day seek the light. He
vis ited many churches, and prayed for guid ance. He went to Con fes sion,
and asked for ad vice, and the ad vice was, “Crush your doubts, ac cept, be- 
lieve, and obey with out ques tion.” But this he could not do. When ever he
said he would cease to ask ques tions, his own self-re spect arose and con- 
demned him as a cow ard, and one who for a false peace would stul tify the
no blest pow ers of his be ing.

Then one day there was a bolt from the blue, and Rome was in a state of
wild ex cite ment. The suc ces sor of Pe ter spoke, and the fact was ad ver tised
ev ery where.
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THE POPE’S EN CYCLI CAL. MO MEN TOUS PRO NOUNCE MENT. FREE DOM OF
THOUGHT CON DEMNED. SUS PECTS AMONG THE CAR DI NALS. THE HOLY FA- 
THER DE TER MINED.

So ran the head lines of the news pa pers.
Do minic ea gerly bought the pa pers, and then, not sat is fied, he made his

way to a pur veyor of Ro man Catholic lit er a ture, who was also a friend of
Don Pe dro.

Yes, he could let the Sig nor have a copy of the Holy Fa ther’s en cy di cal.
It was in Latin, but doubt less that did not mat ter.

When Do minic had ob tained this fate ful doc u ment he went away alone,
so that he might read it in si lence.

1. The Abbé Loisy, one of the ablest of the schol ars and thinkers in
France, has been ex com mu ni cated dur ing the present year (1908), be- 
cause he re fused to deny the truth of his writ ings.↩ 
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29. Chaos

MANY HOURS LATER Do minic rose from his chair with a strange look in
his eyes. He had read the Pope’s en cycli cal over again and again. It was an
un com pro mis ing at tack on the free dom of the mind. It was more. It was, to
Catholics, a pro hi bi tion to think ing. It was a care fully thought out scheme
to en force or tho doxy, it was in very truth a con dem na tion of all hon est
study of his tory or sci ence. It set up as an eter nal stan dard of truth a worn-
out me di ae val scholas ti cism, to which ev ery priest, ev ery pro fes sor, ev ery
teacher must con form. The Catholic Church was to be come more than ever
a huge ma chine to crush out all ad vance ment, progress, and free in ves ti ga- 
tion. Those who did not con form to the most un be liev able of her dog mas
were to be, if they did not re pent, ex com mu ni cated and ex com mu ni ca tion
meant eter nal fires in hell.

The per sonal in struc tions of the Pope at the end of the en cycli cal sim ply
ap palled him, for ev ery one of them was framed with the ex press pur pose of
crush ing all in de pen dent thought, all lib erty of speech or ac tion. There were
seven in num ber, and the spirit in which they were con ceived re minded him
of the Mid dle Ages. They were, briefly summed up, as fol lows:1

First, the ed u ca tion of the clergy was to be based ex clu sively on scholas- 
tic phi los o phy, and thus the clergy of the fu ture would go forth to evan ge- 
lize the twen ti eth cen tury in ut ter ig no rance of its prob lems and dif fi cul ties,
speak ing only in the lan guage of a past age.

Sec ond, that no per son sus pected of the sin of think ing for him self, or in- 
ves ti gat ing truth on in de pen dent lines, should be ap pointed as teacher or
pro fes sor in any Catholic sem i nary or uni ver sity, and any such per son who
held a po si tion of this na ture was to be im me di ately ex pelled from it.

The third and fourth of the in struc tions re lated to the re pres sion of books
and other pub li ca tions tainted with the foul thing called Mod ernism. These
writ ings, the Pope de clared, were worse than im moral books; and this was
also true of any books which tried to rec on cile faith with mo dem phi los o- 
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phy. This be ing so, ev ery stu dent in the sem i nar ies or uni ver si ties was to be
de prived of any book in this cat e gory.

The fifth in struc tion was to the ef fect that free dom of speech was to be
de stroyed in a sim i lar way. All con fer ences for the free in ter change of opin- 
ion were to be sup pressed.

The sixth in struc tion was that a sys tem of es pi onage was to be es tab- 
lished. A vig i lance com mit tee was to be ap pointed with out de lay, and its
mem bers were to dis cover and re port any sug ges tion of in de pen dent think- 
ing on re li gious mat ters. They were to see, more over, that there were to be
no dis cus sions on “pi ous lo cal tra di tions and relics.” Thus all free dom of
speech and ac tion would be checked by this sys tem of spy ing.

The sev enth and last in struc tion laid down that a year from the time of
the pub li ca tion of the en cycli cal, and sub se quently ev ery three years, all the
Bish ops through out the world were to send to the Holy See a state ment con- 
firmed on oath con cern ing the way all these or di nances were kept.

This, then, af ter the Pope’s con dem na tion of all lib erty of thought, all
free in ves ti ga tion, all ef forts to un der stand truth in the light of sci ence and
his tory, was his method for re press ing free dom. It was a sys tem of a gag, a
sys tem of shut ting out light, of con demn ing men to live in dark ness.

There could no longer be any doubt about the voice of the Church. The
Pope had spo ken, and doubt less his word was cor rob o rated by those of the
Car di nals who had been daily vis it ing the Vat i can. It was an of fi cial state- 
ment, it ex pressed the mind of the Catholic Church.

Reared even as Do minic had been, in the at mos phere of ec cle si as ti cism,
it stag gered him, it struck him dumb. For a long time he could not re al ize
the full pur port of what he had read. But af ter a while it came to him lit tle
by lit tle, and this was how it came:

The Church, ac cord ing to the Pope, was a great Jug ger naut to crush out
all in di vid u al ity, all in de pen dent thought. It would have no mercy on those
who dared to think out side the beaten track of Me dieval ism. This was the
Ro man Catholic church.

What it had been in the past it was still. In the dark ages it had en deav- 
ored to check and pun ish free in quiry and re form by the thumb screw, the
rack, the dun geon, the fag got. The spirit was still the same. Now it at- 
tempted to si lence these same things by threats of ex com mu ni ca tion and
curses. This was the Church.
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It en cour aged, nay, even com manded, be lief in the must child ish su per- 
sti tions; it pleaded that the most man i fest frauds were helps to piety, and
nec es sary to the Church’s ad vance ment. It en cour aged the wor ship of relics,
the me chan i cal process of mak ing saints, and the up hold ing of so-called
mir a cles, like those at Lour des, or San Pietro, while it damned all un fet tered
ad vances into the realms of truth. This was the Church.

It was true that holy men had ex isted within her bor ders, saints had lived
pure and holy lives, and mil lions had drawn com fort and strength from her
breast. But this was not be cause of her dis tinctly Catholic doc trines. This
was in spite of her dog mas, in spite of those things which had made a great
part of the in tel li gence of the world leave her. Be sides, peo ple had ob tained
com fort from ev ery re li gion. Bud dhists, Mo hammedans, Sun-wor ship pers,
all could tell of their saints, and their mir a cles. But had the race ad vanced in
honor and truth be cause of a be lief in the mass, and the ab so lu tion of the
priests? If so, why was it that Italy and France and, above all, Eng land be- 
gan to ad vance di rectly they had cast from them the power of the priest?
Why was it that the stan dard of Protes tant coun tries was higher than that of
Catholic coun tries? And yet Ro man Catholi cism cursed Protes tantism as
vile and dev il ish heresy. Even now, if the Church knew, the Church would
damn him for the thoughts he was en ter tain ing. This was the Church.

But more, were not Ro man Catholi cism and Chris tian ity iden ti cal? He
had be come con vinced that it was. It was not Ro man Catholi cism sim ply
which had hid den truth and light; it was Chris tian ity. The thought burned it- 
self like fire into his brain. That en cycli cal which Pius X had just is sued, the
en cycli cal which, if uni ver sally obeyed, would mean death to the progress
of the world, and which would make ev ery na tion a na tion of slaves, was
the edict of Chris tian ity. If the Ro man Church and Chris tian ity were one,
and this had be come a con vic tion to him through years of train ing, then all
this op pres sion and cru elty and fraud and slav ery and ig no rance were
wrought by Chris tian ity. In con demn ing the Church, he was con demn ing
Chris tian ity! In giv ing up his faith in the Church, he was giv ing up his faith
in Christ.

And he had vowed loy alty to the Catholic faith. In the name of God he
had vowed to give up all for the Church. He had vowed to give up hon est
love for a woman. He had vowed to obey!

What was the God he had been taught to wor ship? It was a God made in
the im age of man. What was the Church? It was a huge ma chine in tended to
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cre ate a mis er able uni for mity, and to ter ror ize men into obe di ence! And all
the while na ture, truth, his tory, and the eter nal long ings of man laughed at
its claims. And yet the Church bound him, body and soul!

He thought he was go ing mad. His brain seemed on fire!
Then sud denly, as if by a mir a cle, he felt a change come over him. It

seemed to him as though he were like one of the fa bled genii in the “Ara- 
bian Nights.” The think in which he had been con fined ceased to ex ist. He
felt strangely free. The shell in which he had lived had bro ken. The death-
gar ments in which he had been bound had gone! He was free. He did not
be lieve!

It was a tremen dous shock. All the foun da tions of his life were bro ken
up. All the su per struc ture which had been built upon it was shat tered into
atoms. The Church was noth ing but a tis sue of fa bles, Chris tian ity an out- 
ward creed, re li gion it self only a vague long ing of the heart. Priestcraft,
masses, sacra ments, prayer, faith, all were as worth less as this tle down.
Noth ing seemed to re main. God, if there were a God at all, was a great eter- 
nal force at the back of things, un known and un know able. Je sus Christ was
sim ply a man who lived nine teen hun dred years ago – if he ever lived at all.
Chris tian ity was a mis taken en deavor to ex press man’s vague yearn ings af- 
ter God, which men had forged into an un be liev able sys tem. It was sim ply
the relic of some other faith.

He felt him self strangely free! His vows had lost mean ing, he laughed at
them. Noth ing re mained but the fact that he had his life to live. No, that was
not all. He still loved. He re joiced as he thought of it. He still lived, Mag gie
Yorke still lived. He was young, she was young, and he still loved her with
all his heart and soul. The foun da tions of faith had noth ing to do with the
foun da tions of love. And he be lieved that she cared for him. Else why that
sob as she bade him good bye?

It seemed to him that he had noth ing to trou ble about. Why should he
trou ble? There was no truth in all he had been taught. It was a mere phan- 
tas mago ria of the mind. But life was real; love was real. In spite of ev ery- 
thing, Mag gie Yorke had saved him. She had made him prom ise to be true
to his mind-pow ers, true to his con vic tions, and that he would not stul tify
his rea son in be com ing a Ro man Catholic priest. Ah, how he thanked her!
But for her he would have been bound by chains of steel; but for her he
would have given all he pos sessed to the Church. But he had not. The old
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house at Wildthorne was his. He would go home a free man. He would
again ask her to be his wife.

He went out into the street. Peo ple were talk ing ea gerly about the Pope’s
en cycli cal, they were de bat ing the prob a ble re sults. He knew what it had
done for him. It had knocked down his cas tle of cards — it had bro ken ev- 
ery tie by which he was bound.

He was an athe ist, or, if not an athe ist, an ag nos tic; but it brought him no
sor row. It only meant free dom, life, love. Death! he would not think of that;
it was too far off. He was young, and, in spite of all his soul tra vail, he was
healthy and strong. Let who would trou ble about the millinery of re li gion,
he had bro ken with it for ever.

The air was hot and sul try; but he did not heed it. His step was buoy ant,
his heart beat with joy. He be gan to make his plans. He would leave for
Eng land the next day, and in forty-eight hours later he would see Mag gie
Yorke again.

As he wended his way through the crowded streets he saw the priests or
var i ous or ders; he saw peo ple find ing their way into the churches. He
shrugged his shoul ders; what had any free dom-lov ing soul to do with a sys- 
tem that meant slav ery? He was free from it, free for ever. It was for him to
re joice in this new found free dom. The re ac tion had not yet set in. His heart
was light and buoy ant. No marks of his claims were upon him. He nod ded
to a few ac quain tances whom he hap pened to meet, and laughed with the
gayest.

Presently he be gan to feel tired, and he found his way back to the house
of Don Pe dro, where he was still stay ing. He found a let ter ly ing on the ta- 
ble for him. It was from Fa ther Rit zoom. At first he read with an amused
smile on his lips, then his face grew pale even to the lips. This was the pas- 
sage in Rit zoom’s let ter which caused the change:

“You will be in ter ested to hear that Miss Yorke, of whom, I am given to un der stand, you
saw a great deal in Rome, was mar ried yes ter day to Trevelyan, but whether it is Trevelyan
the mem ber of Par lia ment or his brother, I am not sure. At any rate, I sup pose the af fair cre- 
ated quite a sen sa tion. She is said to be one of the rich est girls in York shire, and is a great
fa vorite in the dis trict where she re sides. Fa ther Mullar ney saw the wed ding guests com ing
out of the dis sent ing chapel where the cer e mony took place. He says that the build ing was
crowded.”
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It seemed to him as though his heart grew cold, a film came over his eyes,
while he thought the fur ni ture acted strangely. Then there was a sound in
his ears like the sound of many wa ters, ev ery thing be came less and less dis- 
tinct, af ter wards all be came dark.

When he awoke to con scious ness, it was to feel a pain in his head, and a
great gnaw ing at his heart. He asked him self why he was ly ing on the floor,
and why he felt so strange. The past was an ut ter blank, he could re mem ber
noth ing. He had a vague feel ing that some ter ri ble calamity had hap pened,
but he did not know what it was.

Then his eye fell upon the let ter that lay on the floor be side him, and he
re mem bered ev ery thing. He slowly rose to his feet.

“I am gong to be ill,” he said, “I must get away from here.”
He groped his way to the wall, and pulled the bell han dle. Don Pe dro’s

old house keeper ap peared.
“Sig nora,” he said, “some thing has hap pened. I am com pelled to leave.”
“But the sig nor is ill,” protested the old woman, “he can not go away.”
“No, I am all right,” urged Do minic. “Look, here are twenty lire. I want

you to pack up all my things and send them af ter me.”
“But where, Sig nor?”
“Where? Ah yes, I for got. Send them to the Ho tel Quiri nal.”
“But Don Pe dro? He will be home in two days. He has writ ten to tell

me.”
“Ah, yes. Tell Don Pe dro I was obliged to go. That is all.”
The old woman watched him anx iously. She had grown to like him dur- 

ing the few weeks he had lived un der the old priest’s roof. She had been
given to un der stand that the young En glish man paid her mas ter hand- 
somely.

“The Al bergo Quri nale,” said the old woman at length. “Yes, I will tell
him — but the sig nor ought not to go.”

Do minic tried to col lect his scat tered senses. Yes, he would need money,
and he must col lect his pa pers.

He stag gered around the room like a drunken man, but at length he was
ready. He found his way to the street, and called a cab.

“Ho tel Quiri nal,” he said. He was only half con scious of what he was
do ing.

“I want a room,” he said to the man at the of fice of the ho tel. “A back
room where I can be quiet, and where the sun does not shine.”
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The young man re mem bered him, and se lected a room with out hes i ta- 
tion. “It is the coolest and qui etest room in the ho tel, Sig nor Wildthorne,”
he said.

A man led the way to the lift.
“Let me take hold of your arm,” said Do minic. “My head is whirling.

Beastly hot, isn’t it?”
Presently he found him self alone. He threw him self on the bed. Noth ing

was quite clear to him, but he had an idea that noth ing mat tered.
When the porter brought up the port man teau which Don Pe dro’s house- 

keeper had sent, Do minic’s strange be hav ior fright ened him. He com mu ni- 
cated what he had seen to the man ager, who, af ter vis it ing the room, sent for
a doc tor. The doc tor looked grave.

Three days later he was bet ter. His mind was per fectly clear again, but
he was very weak and lan guid.

“A nar row es cape from brain fever,” the doc tor said, “but he’ll do all
right now.”

“I’m all right, doc tor,” said Do minic, " I — I think I want to get out of
Rome, it is very hot."

“We’ll talk about it in a week. Mean while, you are well off here. The sun
does not get here, and the room is cool and pleas ant. Keep quiet, and you’ll
be all right. By the way, an old priest was ask ing for you yes ter day. I told
him he could not see you un til to mor row. Do you want to see him? He gave
his name as Don Pe dro some thing.”

Do minic hes i tated. “Yes, I’d bet ter,” he said.
The next day Don Pe dro came. At first he could not be lieve his ears.
“An apos tate! an athe ist!” he cried.
“Just that!” said Do minic. “Look here, I don’t want to ar gue — it would

do no good: I sim ply don’t be lieve, that’s all. I tried as long as I could; but I
had to give it up. The whole thing is a tis sue of fa bles.”

The old man ar gued, en treated, scolded, threat ened, in deed he used all
the weapons in his ar mory, but to no ef fect.

“Come back to the Church,” he pleaded as he left, “it is your only shel- 
ter, your only friend.”

But Do minic only laughed bit terly. He hated the Church, hated it be- 
cause it had robbed him of his boy hood, robbed him of life’s sun light,
robbed him of the only woman he had ever loved, or could love. It was an
en emy to progress, an en emy to light. No one would ever have lis tened to
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its claims even for a day, but for the fact of the world’s mor bid fear of what
would come af ter death. And this was the bo gey which the Church had held
up be fore the eyes of the world. It had tried to frighten the world with the
tor ments of ev er last ing hell fire.

Oh, what a fool he had been!
“Can I do noth ing, say noth ing to per suade you?” asked the old priest.
“Noth ing. Faith has gone out of me. I do not be lieve, I could not if I

would.”
“Then be ware of the Church’s anger.”
“What can it do?”
“What can it do? It has power to bless, it has power to curse.”
“Let it curse,” said Do minic.
“But think. Do you not be lieve in God?”
“No, you have killed God for me. What is your God? A lit tle pal try vin- 

dic tive crea ture who nar rows down truth to an un be liev able sys tem. A thing
that’s cruel, ig no rant, hate ful. No, no. If there is a God who cares, the
Church has done its ut most to kill faith in Him.”

“Then I must leave you to your fate.”
Two days later Ty rone came to see him. He had sent a mes sen ger to Don

Pe dro’s house, and had learnt that Do minic had re turned to the Ho tel Quiri- 
nal.

The ex-priest lis tened ea gerly to Do minic’s story, and as he lis tened
there was a look of pity in his eyes.

“And what are you go ing to do now, Wildthorne?” he said at length.
“What is there to do?” asked Do minic
“Is there noth ing left to you?”
“Noth ing. Yes there is, though. My youth is left; and as it hap pens, I

have enough for the ne ces si ties of life. My eyes were opened be fore I made
that over to the Church.”

“But you have no faith?”
“Not a scrap. That day af ter I had read the Pope’s pre cious doc u ment,

and I saw what it re ally meant, some thing seemed to snap. I emerged into
the light, I saw. The whole busi ness of the Church is a man made thing; a
poor lit tle bo gey which lost its mean ing and ter rors in the light of eter nal
truth.”

“It is a tremen dous in sti tu tion.”
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“A huge, cruel ma chine. A ghastly thing which crushes out the best life
of man.”

“I can quite un der stand you, my friend. I have felt what you feel now.
Ev ery thing is chaos to you.”

“Ev ery thing.”
“And ev ery thing in which you have be lieved seems like lies.”
“Ev ery thing.”
“Nev er the less, the world has not lived on nega tions. There is some pos i- 

tive truth in the world.”
Do minic shrugged his shoul ders.
“Look you, Wildthorne. What has lived through the cen turies has lived

be cause of the truth there is in it. The Ro man Church has truth in it, or it
could not have ex isted for nine teen hun dred years. It must have met the
eter nal needs of man, or it must have died.”

“You talk like this!”
“Oh, yes. I can quite un der stand your scorn. And I feel that the Church

as an in sti tu tion is pretty much what you think. But there are el e ments of
truth in it; in a very real sense it was built on eter nal truth. But as the years
have gone by, lies have hid den the truth; ay, and lies have taken the place of
truth. But there is eter nal truth buried be neath the heaps of lies. There is
some thing eter nally di vine in Chris tian ity, even al though what we call the
Church has hid den it. It has hid den it in its creeds and dog mas. All this talk
about the Im mac u late Con cep tion, Vir gin Birth, priestcraft, masses, tran- 
sub stan ti a tion, ab so lu tion, hell-fire, and all the rest of the para pher na lia of
the Church, has just hid den the eter nal truth which lies em bed ded.”

“Eter nal truth. Bah!”
“Yes, my friend, eter nal truth. When your eyes were opened the other

day, when the great shock came, ev ery thing be came chaos. All was lies. I
know the feel ing. But it is for all truth-lovers to sift the grain from the chaff,
to re move the rub bish and find the thing that is eter nally true.”

“I am sick of the whole busi ness, my friend. Never again will I trou ble
about this in flated bo gey called Chris tian ity. I am free of it, and I am go ing
to re main free.”

“And yet the heart cries out for the liv ing God!” said Ty rone.
“My heart is dead,” said Do minic.
“It has only been numbed by what you have gone through. Presently it

will awaken again. The liv ing spirit in you will cry out for the great Eter nal
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Spirit from whom you came. There is the eter nal truth of re li gion. Back in
the early days of Chris tian ity it was fluid, it was a liv ing spirit. Then it was
a power. It swept over the na tions like wild fire. But when Chris tian ity be- 
came a sys tem, a the ol ogy, a set of dog mas, an in sti tu tion with laws and or- 
ders and reg u la tions, then the lies be gan to heap up like moun tains.
Priestcraft, traf fic in the for give ness of sins, lim i ta tions to re search, weights
upon the mind, bo geys to frighten the ig no rant, sen su ous per for mances to
ap peal to man’s child ish ness, to his love for tawdry dis plays, all this came
to be. Just as pa gan ism de i fied the pas sions, un til it had a god to whom ev- 
ery part of man’s na ture could ap peal, so the Ro man Church sought me- 
chan i cal con trivances to meet hu man needs. This has led to abuse, to lies, to
slav ery, to all that has made the Ro man Church what it is. Still, there is eter- 
nal truth at the heart of things, and it is for hon est men to sift, and sift, and
ac cept only what is eter nally true.”

But Do minic only laughed bit terly. Noth ing was true to him, the dust
which rose when his dun geon walls were bro ken down still blinded his
eyes; and al though Ty rone talked wisely and well, he made no im pres sion.

“What are you go ing to do?” re peated the Ital ian at length.
“Live my life,” said Do minic. "I have al ready writ ten for more money. I

am go ing to travel. I shall re turn to Eng land by way of Berlin and Paris. I
am go ing to give my na ture lib erty. I have lived in chains too long.

“Re mem ber, there is a dif fer ence be tween lib erty and li cense,” said the
Ital ian. “In your new-found lib erty you will be tempted to for get this. There
is no such thing as ab so lute lib erty. There are eter nal laws of right and
wrong; there are the higher and lower parts of a man’s be ing fight ing
against each other. And if we al low the lower to gain the vic tory, we curse
our selves, and we pay the penalty. Shall I give you a piece of ad vice?”

“If you wish,” said Do minic, and his voice was hard and un invit ing.
“Go home to Eng land. Go to that quiet old coun try-house of which you

have told me. Read those old books which that far-off re la tion of yours had
gath ered to gether. Let your soul rest. Let na ture do her own work, and re- 
mem ber that there is an Eter nal God who lives.”

At the end of ten days Do minic’s health was re stored, and with the re turn
of health came the de sire to carry out the pro gram he had men tioned to Ty- 
rone. He would live his life, he would not be trou bled about man-made con- 
ven tions and moral i ties. He would lis ten only to the voice of na ture. He
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hated the Church and its laws, and this made the de sire to defy them all the
stronger.

He talked with young Ital ians, who lived free, loose lives, and whose ac- 
tions were bounded by no moral laws, but who fol lowed whither plea sure
led them. Why could he not do the same? There was noth ing to re strain
him. He had youth and health and money. Re li gion, with its man-made
creeds, he scorned.

One thing saved him. He loved a good woman. True, she had mar ried
an other man; but if ever he met her again, he wanted to meet her as one
who had not sul lied his life with the world’s filth.

To wards the end of Sep tem ber, there fore, he set out for Eng land, and be- 
fore the Eng lish sum mer had passed away, or the leaves had fallen from the
trees which sur rounded Wildthorne Bar ton, he was on his way from Lon don
to the old house amidst the Cum ber land hills.

1. The “in struc tions” here sum ma rized are in ex act ac cor dance with those
given in the en cycli cal of Pius X is sued in 1907.↩ 
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30. To wards The Light

DO MINIC AR RIVED at Wildthorne Bar ton as the shad ows of evening were
gath er ing. He had tele graphed from Lon don, an nounc ing the time of his ar- 
rival, and when he reached the sta tion he found David Wagstaff await ing
him. It was more than six months since he had left Wildthorne Bar ton, and
yet he felt a changed man. The last six months had rev o lu tion ized his life.

“This is all your lug gage sir?” said David, touch ing his cap.
“Yes, this is all. Are you quite well, David?”
“Quite well, thank you, sir. I hope you are well, sir?” And David looked

anx iously at his young mas ter’s face.
“Yes. I have been ill; but I am quite well now. Do you think I look ill,

David?”
“No, sir; but you look dif fer ent; and you look older, sir.”
Do minic laughed in spite of him self.
“I ex pect,” went on David, “it is be cause you are dressed dif fer ently.

When you were here be fore, you wore par son’s clothes, and now ––”
“I wear grey tweeds,” laughed Do minic.
“Yes, sir; per haps that’s it.”
“I am no longer a par son, David.”
“No, sir?”
David looked as though he longed to ask ques tions, but he felt he had al- 

ready gone be yond what a ser vant should go.
“I am very glad to see you, sir,” was all he said.
“And I am very glad to be back, David.”
“Mr. Perkins was in quir ing for you yes ter day, sir. He wanted to know

when you would be home.”
“Yes?” said Do minic ea gerly.
“He’s com ing again to mor row, sir. He said there were im por tant pa pers

to sign.”
Do minic heaved a sigh of re lief. He feared lest there should be dif fi cul- 

ties about the es tate.
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How quiet, how rest ful ev ery thing was. Al though Sep tem ber was nearly
at an end the coun try side still re tained its sum mer glory. Hon ey suckle
climbed along the hedges, the birds twit tered in the branches of the trees,
the cat tle lazily chewed their cuds in the mead ows.

At last he reached the lodge gates. A trimly dressed woman opened
them, and curt sied to him as he passed. He gave her a smile which made her
curtsy again.

No, Italy had noth ing like this. The moun tains above Amalfi were
grander and more rugged, but Italy did not pos sess the rus tic love li ness of
Eng land. Its trees were not so green, its air was not so life-giv ing.

“Wel come home, sir,” said Jonathan Wagstaff tremu lously.
“I am glad to see you, Jonathan.”
“And I think this is the proud est day of my life, sir. Wel come home, and

may God bless you! Please for give an old ser vant, sir. I hope you are well,
sir; al though, if you’ll for give me for sayin’ so, you look pale and tired, sir.”

“Do I, Jonathan?”
“You do, sir. But never mind, sir; we’ll soon get you all right again, sir.

It’s the na tive air of your fam ily, sir. I hope you are pleased with the way
the grounds have been kept, sir.”

“They are very beau ti ful, Jonathan; as for the coun try side, it looks heav- 
enly.”

He heaved a deep sigh as he spoke. Oh, if he had only known; if–if, but
the woman he loved was mar ried to an other man. His home com ing was
robbed of nearly all its hap pi ness. But for those fool ish, mad vows, but for
the fact that–– But he would not think of it. It was too late now, and he
would drive her from his mind. Oh, but his heart was very sore; there was
no other woman in the world for him!

Dur ing the next few days he was deeply en grossed in law mat ters, so
much so that he had but lit tle time to think of other things. He felt very
glad, they saved him from fool ish brood ing.

Then, when all for mal i ties in con nec tion with the es tate were set tled, his
neigh bors be gan to call on him. But Do minic did not re ceive them en thu si- 
as ti cally. He was also in vited to many of the fes tiv i ties of the coun try side,
but he never went. This caused great dis ap point ment. It was un der stood that
he had ceased be ing a cler gy man, and that al though he took vows of some
sort in his youth, he was not free to seek a wife. But when he de clined in vi- 
ta tion af ter in vi ta tion, match mak ing moth ers be gan to gos sip about him.
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But Do minic knew noth ing of this; and if he had known he would not
have cared. He was too en grossed with other mat ters. He re mem bered Sig- 
nor Ty rone’s words: "There is eter nal truth at the heart of false hoods, and it
is the duty of truth seek ers to sift the truth from the lies.

He had de clared that he had given up re li gion for ever: that it was a curse
to life, and a bo gey to frighten ig no rant peo ple. Nev er the less, he found him- 
self con stantly think ing about it. His was a na ture which could find no rest
in a blank nega tion, or in blind ma te ri al ism.

Some times he found him self al most shud der ing as he thought of the
days when he was on the brink of moral ruin. It seemed to him that only a
gos samer thread stood be tween him and a life of sin. He had lost all faith,
and all his be ing cried out for ex cite ment, for grat i fi ca tion. What was there
worth liv ing for, but a life of the senses?

Then he re al ized that Mag gie Yorke had been his saviour. Wed ded to an- 
other though she was, her pure wom an hood, and the love which for years he
had borne for her, stood like an im preg nable bar rier be tween him and ruin.
Then, as he cast his mind back over the years, he re al ized that she had al- 
ways been his saviour. He had thought her an en emy to his soul, and yet she
had ever been an in flu ence on the side of lib erty and truth. She had been al- 
ways point ing to the hills where the sun shone. He had lost her, lost her for
ever; but she was his saviour still. Even now, as in the dark days of temp ta- 
tion, she had led him to look to wards the light.

He pos sessed one of the finest li braries in the coun try, and as the short
days came on he grew fond of read ing again. In the morn ings and af ter- 
noons he ei ther went rid ing or took long walks, but at night he read and
thought.

One book in flu enced him greatly. It was writ ten by old Tim o thy
Wildthorne. He had never heard of it, al though he found it had passed
through three edi tions. It was called “The Heart of Things.” It was a strange
med ley of a book. Mainly it was au to bi o graph i cal. It de scribed many of the
con ver sa tions which took place be tween the writer and New man, Pusey,
Man ning, Dar win, Ten nyson, and Hux ley. Ev i dently Wildthorne Bar ton had
been vis ited by the fore most thinkers of the nine teenth cen tury, and they
had had long in ter course to gether. Old Tim o thy Wildthorne had an a lyzed
the po si tions held by Man ning and New man on the one hand, and those of
Dar win and Hux ley on the other. The plea of the book was iden ti cal with
that of Sig nor Ty rone. At the heart of things was eter nal truth. Ec cle si as ti- 
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cism had hid den this eter nal truth by its un be liev able sys tems, and its claim
to ab so lute au thor ity. Ma te ri al is tic sci ence had also hid den it by seek ing to
find the ex pla na tion of ev ery thing in mat ter.

Thus Do minic found there could be no rest for him in a neg a tive po si- 
tion. The se cret of all progress and ad vance was pos i tive truth. As the
months passed away, he found that Ten nyson had de scribed his own po si- 
tion in de scrib ing that of his friend, Arthur Hal lam:

He fought his doubts and gath ered strength, 
He would not make his judg ment blind, 
He faced the specters of the mind––

But be yond that he could not go. Some times he felt that a “larger faith” was
be com ing his own, but only rarely. The ex pe ri ences through which he had
passed made him afraid to be lieve any thing.

He un der stood now why the think ing men of Italy and France dis carded
re li gion. The only re li gion of which they knew was Ro man Catholi cism, a
re li gion which at ev ery turn con tra dicted their rea son. Thus they turned
their backs on it as an idle tale.

He also un der stood what a doc tor had once said to him in Rome, and this
doc tor was an ar dent Ro man Catholic.

“If I were to fol low my rea son,” he said, “I should cease to be a
Catholic. But re li gion has noth ing to do with rea son. It is a mat ter of faith. I
ac cept it, and refuse to ask any ques tions about it.”1

But Do minic could not be con tented with this at ti tude. He must ask
ques tions; and he could ac cept noth ing that did not ap peal to him as eter- 
nally true.

As the win ter passed on. Signer Ty rone kept him well posted in news
from Rome. The Pope was en forc ing his en cycli cal. He ex com mu ni cated
the ed i tors, pro pri etors, and print ers of a re view which ex isted for the pur- 
pose of show ing that re li gion, rightly un der stood, was in har mony with the
truths of his tory and sci ence.

One lib eral thinker af ter an other was cursed by bell, book, and can dle.
Do minic laughed as he read. It did not mat ter now. Ec cle si as ti cism of any
sort had lost its hold on him. If there was any truth in re li gion, or in Chris- 
tian ity, that truth was above and be yond the creed-bound thoughts of the
Churches.
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As the win ter passed away, he passed into a sort of neg a tive peace. Pos- 
si bly there was a spir i tual in ter pre ta tion of the uni verse, pos si bly, too, the
Man Je sus came nearer the truth than any thinker in the world. Af ter all,
there was but lit tle con nec tion be tween the sub lime teach ing of the Galilean
Car pen ter and that huge hi er ar chy called the Church. The tran scen dent
glory of His death was hid den by the dog mas of men. But He did stand for
truth.

With the com ing of the spring a great yearn ing came into Do minic’s
heart. He had not heard a word from the Com mu nity of the In car na tion, nor
in deed from York shire; and he wanted to see the old place again. He wanted
to go to his fa ther’s grave. He wanted to be brought again into con tact with
the scenes of his boy hood.

One morn ing, there fore, he started for York shire. He left by an early
train, so as to be able to make ar range ments for a tomb stone to be placed
above Barn abas Wildthorne’s grave. He was not a good fa ther to him, and
yet his heart went out to his mem ory.

He stood by the place where he had first seen Mag gie Yorke. Even now
she was Mag gie Yorke to him. He could not bring him self to call her
Mrs. Trevelyan. Away in the dis tance he saw the House of the In car na tion,
while in the other di rec tion was Bar stone, the house where the woman he
still loved was reared.

A thou sand mem o ries came flood ing back to him. It seemed ages since
he had stood by those ceme tery gates, a ragged boy, his heart bleed ing be- 
cause his fa ther was dead.

He went into the ceme tery, and found the grave. He re mem bered the
num ber. There could be no doubt about it.

“He loved me in his own way,” he said. “Yes, he loved me. I won der
where he is now?” The ques tion which faced him long years be fore had not
been an swered, in spite of all the ex pe ri ences through which he had passed.
And yet, deep down in his be ing was a kind of con scious ness that all was
well. Hell fire, pur ga tory, masses for the re pose of souls – all that had
passed away like so many child ish fa bles. But yes, per haps –.

He had got so far.
When he left the ceme tery it was still day light; and again he found him- 

self look ing at Bar stone.
“She does not live there now,” he said to him self. “I won der where she

is? I have never dared to make in quiries as to which of the Trevelyans she
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mar ried. But I shall not see her if I go that way.”
Un con sciously, al most, he found him self walk ing in that di rec tion, un til

presently he found him self near the lodge gates.
Yes, it was a March day when he first en tered those grounds, and now it

was March. But long years had passed since then.
He saw the path he had climbed when he saw Mag gie on the day he first

re al ized that he loved her. He re mem bered that it led to a point from which
he could see the golf links.

He be gan to climb, his heart beat ing wildly – he knew not why.
He reached the top, and cast his eyes to wards the spot he had seen her

that day, but she was not there. How could she be, when she was mar ried,
and liv ing with her hus band?

He heard a foot step near, and turned his head; his heart ceased beat ing,
his head be came dizzy. He must be go ing mad. He passed his hand across
his eyes, so that he might see clearly. Be fore him stood the woman he
loved, and she was alone.

To Do minic she came as a beau ti ful vi sion. Her cheeks were flushed by
ex er cise and the keen March wind. Her brown, glis ten ing hair was a lit tle
di sheveled. A re frac tory curl hung on her fore head. Her eyes shone with ex- 
cite ment. She was still the same. A pure woman, whose very pres ence
meant health and sweet ness.

“Mr. Wildthorne,” she said.
“Mag–– Mrs. Trevelyan,” he cried.
She opened her eyes in won der.
“What do you mean?” she asked.
“You — you are Mrs. Trevelyan, are you not?”
“I do not un der stand you,” she replied.
He thought he would have fallen; the hills around him seemed to be

rock ing ridicu lously, he could not see clearly.
“You, you are — not — not mar ried?” he said.
“Why, no. What ever put such a thought into your mind?”
For a few sec onds he was silent. He could not un der stand. But he could

no longer doubt. She stood there be fore him in flesh and blood, and she
who had never told him a lie, had told him that she was still free.

“My God, I thank Thee!” he cried.
It was the recog ni tion which his soul gave to the truth which his mind

had not yet been able to grasp.
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Mag gie’s face be came slightly pale as she heard him. Per haps she re al- 
ized some thing of the mean ing of his cry.

“But–but I heard last Au gust, I think–it was while I was in Rome–that
you were mar ried to one of the Trevelyans,” he said presently.

“Who dared to say such a thing?” she cried. “It is true Mr. Trevelyan
mar ried my old Somerville friend, Jean Win stey, from our house. She is an
or phan, and fa ther in sisted that her wed ding should be from Bar stone. She
was mar ried at our church, too; but– but surely you did no be lieve I mar ried
Mr. Trevelyan? I never thought of such a thing.”

Some how the world was changed to him. The sky was grey and low er- 
ing, with only here and there a patch of blue. The clouds of smoke hung
heav ily on Mere mead ows, which lay be neath him; but to him the sky was
glo ri ous, the green coun try side a par adise.

Do minic knew that his hour had come, but he knew not yet whether it
was the hour of light or of dark ness.

“I want to tell you some thing,” he said at length. “May I?”
“Won’t you come back to the house, Mr. Wildthorne? I am sure my fa- 

ther and mother will be glad to see you, and we dine in a lit tle more than an
hour.”

“Not yet. It shall be for you to say whether I shall go back with you
presently. I want to tell you some thing first; ay, and to ask you some thing.”

It was not only Do minic who knew that hte great hour of his life had
come: for Mag gie knew her hour had come, too.

As if un con sciously they turned and walked along the path; no one was
near, and the evening shad ows were fall ing.

He be gan his story, telling her ev ery thing. Of what had hap pened be fore
his visit to Rome she knew a great deal; but not all, and he told her. He
spoke of one bat tle he had fought be fore he had bid den her good bye at
Rome, and then of what fol lowed. His talks with Don Pe dro, Don Tagliati,
his ex pe ri ences at San Pietro, of his re turn to Rome, the Pope’s en cycli cal
— all.

“Then I read Rit zoom’s let ter, which told me you had mar ried Trevelyan.
It nearly killed me.”

He did not spare him self con cern ing what fol lowed, of his temp ta tion to
cast all moral ity to the wind, and the way she stood be tween him and moral
ruin.
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Mag gie’s eyes be came wet with tears, and her heart warmed as she lis- 
tened.

He told her of his re turn to Wildthorne Bar ton, and of his ex pe ri ences
dur ing the long win ter nights. Af ter that came the yearn ing to see Mere- 
mead ows again, and to feast his eyes on the house where she had lived.

“I have told you all,” he said. “The old faith is gone, and I am in the
dark. I have given up the false, and I am afraid I be lieve noth ing, and yet I
have a feel ing that my face is to wards the light.”

“I am so glad,” said Mag gie.
“I have told you all this,” he said, “be cause I want to tell you some thing

else. I have never ceased to love you. Oh! Mag gie Yorke — Mag gie, Mag- 
gie, may I dare to be lieve, to — to hope that — ’my life will not end in
dark ness?”

He stopped in the path way. The day light had nearly gone; but he saw her
plainly. They stood face to face.

“Mag gie,” he cried again, “can you, do you think you can ever care for
me?”

“I — I thought you knew,” she sobbed.
“Then — then — you –”
“Yes, Do minic.”
“Then you will be my wife? You will come and live with me in my old

home?”
“Yes — if you will let me.”
She half laughed, half sobbed out the words, and they opened the gates

of heaven to him, and made that grim March evening like a June morn ing.
He held out his arms, and she came to him. Closer and closer he strained

her to his heart; it seemed as though the agony of hte past months went out
of his life as he held her there. The love of long years ex pressed it self in the
hot burn ing kisses he rained upon her.

“Oh, Mag gie, my love, my love!” he cried; “if there is a God, I thank
Him!”

Presently they walked to wards Bar stone to gether.
“I felt sure you would come back to me,” said Mag gie, as they drew near

the house.
He looked at her ques tion ingly.
“You had promised me to be true to your self, true to the mind God had

given to you, and I knew that the man I–I loved would never con sent to be
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bound, and live in dark ness.”
“But the old faith has gone with the chains,” he said.
“The faith, the true faith will come again,” she said calmly and joy fully.

“It al ways does to those who keep their faces to wards the light. And your
face it to wards the light, Do minic.”

It is not for me to tell of the wel come Fletcher Yorke gave him, or of
what he said to Do minic when he asked for Mag gie’s hand. All I need say is
that Do minic needed no per sua sion to send that very night to Wildthorne
Bar ton for the things he re quired in or der to spend a few days in York shire.

He met Fa ther Town ley dur ing his visit. The old man spoke very sadly to
the man of whom he had hoped so much, and asked whether he was not
afraid to break the vows he had made. Do minic was tempted to an swer an- 
grily, but he re frained. He knew that Fa ther Town ley could not un der stand
him.

“I be lieve you meant to be kind to me, and I be lieve you were sin cere,”
he said, as he gave him a check to cover the ex penses of his ed u ca tion; “but,
Fa ther Town ley, I pray you to re flect be fore you con tinue fur ther in your en- 
deavor to bring the Eng lish Church back to Rome. Even if it were hon est
for a cler gy man of the Church of Eng land to do Rome’s work, it is a ter ri ble
re spon si bil ity for you to try, ei ther to lead men into the dark ness of su per sti- 
tion, or to drive them to athe ism. I was an athe ist — per haps I am still; and
it was the Ro man Church which killed my faith.”

“But we are not Ro man ists,” urged the old man.
“Are you not do ing Rome’s work?” said Do minic.
“Have you for got ten that scene in the House of Com mons?” And to this

Fa ther Town ley gave no an swer.
Do minic and Mag gie were mar ried in May. Na ture had clothed her self in

her beau ti ful gar ments, and even in Mere mead ows, hill and dale stood re- 
splen dent like a bride adorned for her hus band.

“Where shall we go for our hon ey moon, Mag gie?” Do minic had asked
weeks be fore.

“To our home, Do minic,” she said. And his heart throbbed for joy at the
thought of it.

Thus it was that soon af ter the wed ding cer e mony was per formed in the
church where Mag gie had at tended from child hood, they, amidst shouts of
glad ness, and crowds of well-wish ers, started for Wildthorne Bar ton.
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The sun was just sink ing in a cloud less sky as the car riage drove up to
the door. Old Jonathan Wagstaff stood by the porch await ing them.

“God bless you, and wel come home, sir!” he said, and the tears trick led
down his face. “And you — a thou sand times you too, my beau ti ful mis- 
tress. Ay, and He will bless you, ay He will bless you!” he added as he
looked into Mag gie’s face.

The old man’s voice fell upon them both like a bene dic tion, and Mag- 
gie’s eyes gleamed with joy as she heard him.

They stood on the ter race to gether be fore go ing into the house, she with
her hand rest ing upon Do minic’s arm. The whole coun try side was flooded
with the glory of the set ting sun. Hill and dale, moun tain and crag were
won drous to be hold.

“Oh, Do minic!” said the girl, “it is more beau ti ful than I had ever
dreamed it could be. It is par adise on earth.”

“You will love it, as I have learnt to love it,” he said.
“I love it al ready,” she cried. “Oh! my love, is it sin ful to be so happy?

No, for give me for say ing that. It is beau ti ful be cause God is beau ti ful. And
we are happy be cause God loves us.”

“God,” said Do minic qui etly and thought fully.
“Yes, do you not see Him in — in ev ery thing?”
“I am afraid to say yes — yet,” he replied. “Still, my face is to wards the

light, my Mag gie; I know so much, and I hope I shall be lieve. But if I do,
my faith must be as broad as Eter nal Love.”

“That is why I have no sad ness,” she replied, “I could not be sad, know- 
ing that.”

“And I will keep to wards the light, al ways,” he said, as he looked into
his wife’s eyes.

Then, side by side they en tered the old home of the Wildthornes, the new
home of Mag gie and her hus band, the man who had come up out of great
dark ness, and whose face was to wards the Light.

The End

1. The au thor heard a Ro man Catholic doc tor make this re mark in
Rome.↩ 
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How Can You Find Peace With
God?

The most im por tant thing to grasp is that no one is made right with God
by the good things he or she might do. Jus ti fi ca tion is by faith only, and that
faith rest ing on what Je sus Christ did. It is by be liev ing and trust ing in His
one-time sub sti tu tion ary death for your sins.

Read your Bible steadily. God works His power in hu man be ings
through His Word. Where the Word is, God the Holy Spirit is al ways
present.

Sug gested Read ing: New Tes ta ment Con ver sions by Pas tor George Ger- 
berd ing

Bene dic tion

Now unto him that is able to keep you from fall ing, and to present you fault less be fore the
pres ence of his glory with ex ceed ing joy, To the only wise God our Sav ior, be glory and
majesty, do min ion and power, both now and ever. Amen. (Jude 1:24-25)

En cour ag ing Chris tian Books
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