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THE SHADOW OF THE EAGLE

BEING THE ADVENTURES AND OBSERVATIONS OF ONE
RICHARD BLENNERHASSET IN THE FOLLOWING OF THE THIRD NAPOLEON

By Ladbroke Black and Robert Lynd

I

THE THREE-COLOURED SASH

I
zse(

T is no motive of vanity
that sets me here with a
pen in my hand trying to
arrange in decent order,
like so many irregular
troops, the memories of
all that I have seen and passed
through in my master’s service; nor
have I any wish to obtain for myself
the reflected glory that comes from
being known to have mixed with great
persons. Now that the stiffness is
gathering in my joints, and my white
hairs are falling to the ground, that will
soon be covering up my wasted old
body altogether, I thank God that I can
do my duty without thinking of the
world’s clappings. I write, then, with
no other purpose than to vindicate one
who is dead and who in his life was
very dear to me against that brood of
lies and scandals which has lately been
hanging, like a thickening cloud of
dung-flies, about his memory. Some
will tell you that the late Emperor was
a womanish, mouse-spirited fellow ;
others that he was a right-out knave
and blackguard; and yet more will
have it that he was an arrant moon-mad
fool. Oh, those whispering, cowardly
falsehoods! How I would once have
spilt a man’s blood for less than hinting
at them! I am too old now, how-
ever, and, please God, of a temper too
chastened to deal in bragging sword-
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work. But my blood is not yet past
blazing up at an insult to one whom 1
know to have been the soul of courage,
faithfulness, and honour. And where,
I might ask, will you find a man that
is like to know what Louis Napoleon
was, and what he was not, better than
his trusted companion in shade and
shine, plain Dick Blennerhasset ?

But I will tell you first what was the
beginning of my acquaintance with
Napoleon, and what it was that made
me swear an oath to him, promising
him my hand and heart, whether in
ignominy or Imperial triumph, so long
as a drop of blood moved in my body.
It was in the winter of 1830, when the
Carbonari had finally resolved on the
freedom and unity of Italy. The
Austrians were to be driven from the
north, and the Pope was to be compelled
to renounce his authority over the Papal
dominions. I was young at the time,
and filled with ideals; so you will not
wonder at it that I was chin-deep in the
conspiracy. Rich and poor, lay and
cleric, citizen and man of war, every-
body who had a heart to fire gave it in
those days to the cause of a national
Italy. ‘.

Some of the nobler and wealthier
among us had gathered one night in the
palace of the Marquis di Bellifonti, to
enjoy an hour or two's dancing in the
midst of all our feverish plottings and
anxieties. I had been dancing for some
two hours so hard and wholeheartedli
that I was compelled at length to as
my partner in a new waltz to sit
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through it or go outside for a promenade
in the gardens. She preferred to sit,
and I had just found her a chair when
a hand twitched me by the elbow.
Looking round, I discovered old Trini
at my side, a sleek, wine-faced man,
who had been through the revolution of
ten years before at Naples, and was now
one of our most long-headed counsellors
in the Carbonarist society.

“ Come with me,” he said almost in a
whisper, gliding off towards the oppo-
site side of the room, where was a recess
kept private from the main body of the
dancing hall by rich hangings of
tapestry.

From his tone and expression I in-
ferred that there must be something of
importance in the air. So, making over
my companion with a profusion of ex-
cuses to an unpartnered acquaint-
ance, | immediately followed the wind-
ing course of Trim through the dancers
across the room.

He held back the curtains for me to
enter the recess. Within, at 2 table on
which stood a bottle of Chianti and some
half-filled tumblers, sat a dark, grave-
faced man something under my own age
—and I was only twenty-three—idly
rapping his fingers and whistling a
mournful melody. On perceiving me,
he ceased whistling, and, rising to his
feet, looked inquiringly at Trini.

“Comrade Blennerhasset,” said the
old man, taking me affectionately by the
arm, “I have brought you to introduce
you to our newest associate. Comrade
Louis Napoleon,” he went on, smirking
from his plethoric old eyes at the grave-
faced young man, “ allow me to present
to you Richard Blennerhasset, one of the
boldest, and, despite his hairless face,
one of the wisest workers in our noble
cause.”

At the mention of my name the
Prince gave a start of surprise. While
we bowed to each other, I caught him
observing me keenly, though a frank
smile was on his lips.

“Ah, an Englishman!” he mur-
mured,

“No, your Highness,” I corrected
him, for my nationality was a subject
which I could never bear being trifled
with, “an Irishman.”
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“ None of your ‘ Highnesses,"” inter-
rupted Trini snappishly. ¢ We are all
equals here.”

The Prince continued looking at me,
his brows wrinkled with perplexity.

“An Irishman! An Englishman!”
he repeated despairingly. ¢ But, mon
Dien, what is the difference ? "

I felt my face getting red, for 1 did
not want to insult the man. 1 was
growing angry, however, and came very
near telling him that his noble uncle
had learnt the difference at Waterloo.
Happily, I swallowed the childish
boast.

“ There is no difference, your High-
ness,” I declared, looking very solemn,
“but a drop of blood—the drop,” says
I, very complacently, “that keeps the
heart warm.”

The Prince’s brown eyes were twink-
ling with laughter.

“ But,” he cried, with an amused
shake of the head at old Trini, “your
friend is a patriot, #'est-ce pas? "

“ We have all,” replied Trini gruffly,
“ our weak points.”

Prince Louis then took up the bottle
and began filling our glasses. No sooner
was one of them properly full than Trini
lifted it high above his head and shouted,
“To a free Italy!”

The Prince and I raised ours to our
lips, bowing to each other.

“Italy —and Ireland!”
Prince quietly.

“ Make it a trinity,” cried I, never to
be outdone in generosity, “and add
France.”

We drank the toast with rare relish,
poor old Trini choking in his haste until
the wine spluttered down his fat chaps
and over his beautiful plum-coloured
waistcoat.

Prince Louis looked over at me,
making a brave effort to hide his
laughter.

“You do not love the English?” he
observed in a questioning tone.”

I shook my head, laughing.

“ Here's to the devil with them!”
says [, filling up my glass again.

“To the devil with them!” gaily
echoed the Prince in his queer German
accents, while Trini stood by, watching
us drinking and wagging his old head

said the
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as though we were the maddest
fellows.

From that moment on I was the
sworn comrade of Louis Napoleon.
My feelings towards the English have
gone through a big change in the years
that have passed since then; but in my
young days there was no surer way of
reaching my heart than a good hearty
curse at the expense of the subjects of
the Guelph gentry. Thisis easy enough
to understand, I think, for those who
have any knowledge of my family his-
tory. My father, an Irish landowner,
and an ex-lieutenant in King George’s
army, had been banished from his native
land for siding with the people in the
rising of 1798, when Ireland made her
noblest attempt to be counted among
the free nations. He took ship for
America, and lived quietly for some
time in Boston; but to an old soldier
like him, and to one who was accus-
tomed to the gay life of an Irish
country gentleman, the whole sober,
peace-loving atmosphere of the Yankees
soon became unbearable. Conse-
quently, when he heard by an accident
that there was room for good fighting
men in the Pope’s army, he packed up
his few trunks and set out with a light
heart for Italy. Happily, the estates
which he had possessed in the county of
Wexford, had not been altogether con-
fiscated, but had been made over to his
elder brother Jasper, who had remained
faithful to the Government during the
Rebellion ; and Jasper, with a rare un-
selfishness, contrived every half-year to
let my father have the full amount of
the rents that came in from his
former possessions. My father was
thus enabled to cut a genteel enough
figure in Roman society. He obtained
without difficulty a commission in the
2nd Regiment of the Pope’s Guards,
and by the year 1806 had been exalted
to the rank of captain. About the
same date he led to the altar the
sister of one of his brother officers,
the beautiful Lucia di Galerna. I my-
self was born in the first year after the
union, and three years later my mother
died giving birth to a daughter, my
sister Evelyn. This sorrow did not
come singly on my poor father, for about

the same time he was expelled from his
regiment and the Pope’s service. It was
in the year 1809, you will remember,
that the great Napoleon annexed the
Papal States to the French Empire;
and my father, whose head was apt to
turn at the bare mention of the word
“ Liberty,” hailed him as a redeemer.
In the midst of his enthusiasm he rose
to his feet one night, near the end of a
big dinner at the officers’ mess, and
cried out as a toast, * Napoleon the
Liberator.” Before long word of the
incident reached official ears, and though
a dozen intimates were willing to come
forward and swear that my father had
been deep in his cups at the moment
when he spoke the offending syllables,
his sword was removed from him and he
was degraded to the rank of a civilian.

The grim look on my father’s face,
and the droop in his brave old shoulders
date, I believe, from that moment. Re-
tiring to his fine mansion near the Corso,
he brooded over his private wrongs,
confounding them in the end, as I can
now see, with the larger wrongs of
Ireland and Italy. Evelyn and myself
he brought up in a mortal hatred of
oppression, whether Saxon or emanating
from the Vaticanitself. In the evenings
he would fan our youthful passion for
liberty by reading aloud in his rich
voice passages from the English poets,
Shelley and Lord Byron, or by going
over, with his hands on our heads, the
incidents of the terrible spring of 1798.
Consequently, before we were well into
our teens, neither of us would have
desired anything better than to lay our
heads on the block on behalf of the
emancipation of some oppressed people,
whether Irish or Italian, whether Pole
or Greek, or, for the matter of that,
Hindoo.

You will not be surprised, then, that
Napoleon with his “To the devil with
them!"” found a warm welcome in my
responsive nature. Nor was this the only
link that drew me to him, for was not
he also, like myself, an exile from the
country that he loved? In addition,
each of us was now a conspirator in
the same society, and each of us had in
him something of the hare-brained and
the passion for excitement. In short
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we had so much in common and so
many mutual resemblances, that before
we had known each other a week we
were sworn brothers.

My father did not regard my new
friendship with favour. He would not so
much as hear at first of my bringing the
Prince to our residence. He had come
by this time to look upon all rulers and
the children of rulers as born oppressors;
and in this view he was supported by
my sister, Evelyn. * I will break bread
with no tyrants,” she declared one day
on my proposing to invite Prince Louis
home for dinner. Evelyn had, indeed,
became quite a Charlotte Corday in her
passion for liberty. And, with her fine
blue eyes and purple-black hair which
she had inherited from my father, and
the graceful, pliant figure that my
mother had in life been noted for, she
would surely have made the noblest-
looking heroine in the grandest scenes
of the drama of the world’s fight for
freedom. In her face there was an
earnest look, too earnest, from her youth
up: and she had a proud way on all
occasions of wearing a piece of green
cloth in her breast for the sake of the
old country. This she did, even when
the green did not match with the other
parts of her costume; than which, to my
mind, a woman could give no greater
proof of the strength of her devotion to
an ideal.

Finally, during Christmas week, I
overcame both her and my father’s
scruples, and Louis Napoleon was
allowed to pass inside our family circle.
I shall never forget the first words he
spoke to Evelyn, when I introduced
them to each other.

“] am nearly half your brother,
already, Miss Evelyn,” says he, with
a quiet smile, “ for I am a kind of twin
of your brother Dick’s.”

Little did I think at the time that she
would soon be looking at him in far
more than a sisterly aflection; and yet
I could soon see that she was succumb-
ing to the Prince’s charm even more
readily and more whole-heartedly than
I had done myself. In a week’s time I
could notice the red slipping into her
cheeks at the mention of his name, and
when he came into the room, there was
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a new quick light burned into her eyes
that made me sorry I had ever been the
means of bringing the two together.
The Prince, as you know, had some-
thing of a name for the easy way in
which he would master women. If his
figure was short, it was well-built and
handsome, and his dark, grave look, for
ever jumping from the prettiest melan-
choly to the maddest pitch of enthu-
siasm, was just the thing a poetic young
girl's fancy loves to dwell on. Though
I trusted Evelyn with my whole heart,
I began to doubt before long if this new
intimacy was altogether good for her.
The affair of the Contessa di Vera was
notorious in Rome just then, and 1 did
not like my sister to be mixed up with
a man who made free with his heart to
women of the easy ways of the lively
Contessa. 1 was surprised, moreover,
that in the height of this amour, the
Prince’s visits to our house, instead of
diminishing, became more frequent than
ever; and my astonishment was all the
greater when 1 found good reason to
believe that they were paid not so much
to myself as to my sister, Evelyn.

Often, indeed, he would call when I
was out, and, my father sitting and
smoking most of the time in the library
(for in his age he had become a great
reader of books of a religious character),
the Prince would go with Evelyn into
her room, where she had a harpsichord ;
and there she would play him old French
airs and soldiers’ marches that he loved,
or he would recite some ode of his
country in his sonorous voice, and his
queer Germanised accent. More than
once I tried to give her a warning that
Prince Louis was no man whom a pure
girl could safely make friends with ; but
the way she straightened up her back,
and looked at me from her fine blue
eyes, soon set me stammering and re-
peating other words entirely than those
that my mind intended. In the end, ]
began to stay at home as much as I
could so as to make a third person at
their interviews.

This was a policy, however, that an im-
patient fellow like myself soon grew tired
of. Soone night when, having been com-
pelled to be agroad, I had heard a blacker
story than usual of the Prince, and on
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coming home afterwards had found him
sitting with Evelyn, though it was near
eleven o’clock, my impetuosity altoge-
ther got the better of me. I was marle no
cooler by the fact that my father had just
heard that day the story of the Contessa,
and had met me, when I came in at the
hall door, with bitter reproaches for ever
having brought a tyrant’s son across
his threshold. He had been pacing up
and down the hall all the evening,—
ashamed to enter the room where the
couple were sitting, lest Evelyn might
detect and be insulted at his fears, yet
afraid to leave its neighbourhood.

I was heated and half-mad at the
time, and my father’s fears, added to my
own, set my heart thumping with anger.
«1 will speak to the Prince at once,” I
said to him, and hurned to the door of
Evelyn’s room, while my father in his
old snuff-coloured dressing-gown made
hurriedly up the stairs with his tails
flying.

When 1 entered the room, Evelyn
was no longer seated at the instrument
but leaned over a small rosewood table
on which Prince Louis was turning over
a sheaf of papers and talking rapidly.
On seeing me, he gathered his papers in
his hand and rose to his feet. A red
blotch of confusion showing both in his
and Evelyn's cheeks, my gorge rose
with anger.

“Eh, my good comrade,” he said,
forcing a smile of easy welcome, “ been
laying mines for the Philistines ? "

I looked him in the eye with a bitter
coldness.

“ Your Highness,” I rasped out, with a
stiff bow, « I wish to speak with you in
private.”

The Prince threw his head back with
a perplexed laugh, for since the begin-
ning of our friendship I had addressed
him by no title but that of * brother.”

“ Highness!” he questioned me;
¢ Highness!” He smiled over at
Evelyn. ¢ Brother Dick,” he declared,

“ has been learning a new lingo, for
sure.”
" 1 restrained myself with difficulty
under his trifling.

“] wish to speak to you,” I repeated
in a more decided tone, “ —alone,” 1
added, glaring significantly at Evelyn.

“Dick!"” she exclaimed, coming up
before me and stamping her foot half-
threateningly and half in alarm.

With a grave look on his face, Louis
took her by the shoulders and gently
pushed her from the room.

“ We must not be impolite to brother
Dick,” he dissuaded her.

When he had closed the door behind
her, he turned round to me sharply.

“ Well ?” he demanded, pressing the
sheaf of papers I had noticed into a
breast-pocket.

“ Your Highness,” said I, coming
straight to the point and eyeing him in
a deliberate insolent way, “I have
come to tell you that I do not like
this friendship of yours with the
Contessa di Vera.”

The Prince gave a start, and with a
flash his hand was at his sword. There
was a great lift of joy at my heart as I
saw how quickly he took the insult.

“] am at your service,” whispers I
very briskly.

The Prince hesitated. 1 watched his
face struggling between doubt and fury.
Finally he flung his sword from him and
burst into an uneasy laugh.

“Dick, Dick,” he reproached me,
dropping into a sigh,  there is somethin
at the bottom of this that I don’t know of.”

I ground my teeth in anger at his
slowness to quarrel.

“There is this,” I observed in a point-
ed tone, “that there are some people
that aren’t wanted in a decent man’s
house.”

This fresh insult was water on a
duck’s back to him. Suddenly, how-
ever, a look of comprehension flitted
into his face. His features were con-
tracted with pain and he threw a look
at me, white as death.

“ You mean your sister,” he began in
a quick panting breath.

“ We were talking of the Contessa,”
I broke in on him hurriedly.

“Fool, fool, fool ! he cried, flinging
his arms up impatiently, and prancing
his small body up and down the room ;
“you make me sick.”

I surveyed the restless diminutive
figure with contempt.

“Brother,” I sneered, patting my sword
hilt meaningly, ‘““are you afraid 7 "
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He stopped in his walk, his dark face
hanging with weariness.

«“ Here's a pretty soldier,” I went on
railingly, ¢ that will not wave a sword in
defence of his mistress.”

The Prince walked up to me quickly,
white with anger.

“You are insolent,” he said in a
choking voice.

I laughed, and struck him on the face
with the back of my hand, for I was
now determined to bring on a quarrel.

“ Monsieur,” he cried passionately,
“ there is but one way.”

“Now or to-morrow,” I roared, as
flaming as he.

“ As monsieur pleases,” he replied,
and we banged out of the house.

We were, neither of us, in a mood to
consider the niceties of duelling. Has-
tening down the road, we were resolved
to have it out with each other, seconds
or none, at the first quiet spot we might
chance upon. Suddenly I drew up
with an exclamation, the Prince staring
at me scornfully. It had occurred to
me that there was an old disused coach-
houseat the back of ourgarden, where we
might fight for a twelve-month, and no
one a penny the wiser. On my propos-
ing to return thither, the Prince dropped
another mocking curtsey, and we went
back together. On our way to the
coach-house, I slipped into the house
and contrived without raising any dis-
turbance to provide myself with candles.
There were two great wooden trestle-
beams that ran across the building from
wall to wall, with a lanthorn hanging
from each. The glass in the lanthorns
was all broken, but we fixed a candle
into the socket of each and placed the
two on a ledge that projected high up
the wall. Then, having taken off our
coats, we drew our swords and stood
facing each other. Oh, I laugh now,
though the tears come into my eyes,
when I remember how, in the wan light
of those candles, I fought hand to hand
in the coach-house with him whom I
was afterwards to help to the position of
the dictator of the destinies of an Empire.

It was a strange and, to me, unfor-
gettable duel, my friends. I can still
recall to mind the uncertain light on the
swords, the mad angry lunges with
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which I tried to kill my enemy, and the
light way in which he skipped about the
earthen floor, parrying my every thrust
with a maddening sureness. I had not
made a dozen passes before I knew that,
with all my larger build and my longer
reach of arm, the Prince was more than
a match for me as a swordsman. I had
studied the art under Filippo Ruini in
his school near the Palatine, and knew
his every trick of attack better than
most men. But here was a little frail-
bodied man in front of me whose guard
I found it as impossible to penetrate as
the stone walls of the coach-house them-
selves. At last I thought I saw a clear
way to finish him, and with a wild cry
of joy I made a downward pass straight
for his heart. The Prince stepped aside
like lightning, and before I could recover,
with a quick turn of the wrist he had
struck my sword from my hand and sent
it ringing up towards the ceiling. Witha
clash it tumbled among the %anthorns,
which fell extinguished to the floor.
We were now left in utter darkness, for
there was not even the glimmer of a
moon coming through the windows to
aid us. So black was the night that I
could not see my adversary, however
dimly. I knew where he stood, however,
and giving him a shout of warning, I
leaped at him in anger. He was armed,
but at that moment I would have feared
not God Himself—nor the devil. I
reached his throat as though by instinct,
and tried to wrap my arms round his
puny body. His sword fell to the
ground, and I rejoiced, thinking it a sign
of victory. In a minute, however, he
had slipped from my grasp,and with a
sudden twist had gripped me round
the waist. Before I knew where I was,
I found myself lying on my back on the
earthern floor and the Prince plucking
at my throat, with his knee on my chest.
I strugrrgled for a while to rise, but was
powerless. As the Prince’s grip
tightened, I could hear him laughing
to himself quietly, I felt that I was
being suffocated. I had resigned my-
self bitterly to death, when, with a
sudden wrench, the Prince jumped to
his feet and ordered me peremptorily to
light a candle.

Almost in a daze, I rose up and did
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as he had commanded. In the dim
light which spread through the build-
ing I could perceive a queer smile
breaking through his flushed, excited
features. His lips were shaped into a
whistle as he put on his long blue coat
again. Then he drew a deep sigh and
turned on me with a shake of his head.

“ Dick, Dick,” says he, smiling sadly,
—for his anger seemed to have died
away in the fight—“you have been
making a sore mistake.”

I lowered my face in shame, for the
the tears were coming into my eyes at
having been worsted by a man whom I
had despised.

“You have read me badly,” he goes on,
heaving another sigh. I can only love
one woman—at a time,” he adds, almost
comically. “And my love,” says he,
“isn’t always on the side of the angels.”

My head was now swimming in a
great dream. The music of the Prince’s
voice seemed to be lulling me into
a kind of intoxication. While a thou-
sand conflicting thoughts were chasing
through my brain, he came over to
me and clapped his hand on my
shoulders.

“ Dick,” he told me in a hushed voice,
“] had it twice in my power to have
killed you to-night. But I spared you
for a friend’s sake.” He rested on the
word “friend ” in a meaning way. He
must have seen from my face that I un-
derstood him, for he suddenly broke off
ina tender voice. “ Can you not believe
that even a Napoleon may have a kind
of honour?”

My heart throbbed painfully. A great
cry of sorrow came to my lips as it
dawned on me what a wrong I had done
to the man whose hand I had clutched
but a day before in a Judas-friendship.
A poor(]udas-friendship I now saw that
it was, tor I was persuaded that all the
Prince had just spoken to me was the
truth of God. The tears rushed into
my eyes, and, dropping on my knees, I
caught his hand and covered it with
passionate kisses.

He patted me kindly on the head.

“Can you forgive me?” he said,
gently.

“Forgive!” I cried, brimming with
tears ; * for what?”

“ For giving you any cause for sus-
picion,” he replied.

Then he raised me up in his arms,
and, when I was standing up, he kissed
me on both cheeks. My breast was
stabbed with misery and shame at the
sight of the generous love that I had so
basely betrayed.

“There is no reparation that I can
make,” I said, sighing with the weariness
of despair. *“ But what I can, ] will.
Take me—take my life itself. I will
follow you to the death.”

I got this out, not plainly and con-
tinuously as it is written down, but
sobbing it in broken syllables. The
Prince took a step along the coach-
house, his sword clanking dissonantly.
He gave a nervous kind of laugh, and
looked at me oddly.

“Death!"” said he, cocking his head
to the side. “ That’s an ill-omened sort
of word.” He came up to me again and
put his face very near my own. ¢ There
are words,” he declared, * that I like far
better.”

He pressed his mouth to my ear and
whispered. I started up and stared at
the man, doubting if I had heard him
right. His eyeslooked into mine fixedly
for a few seconds.

“ Your Highness!” I gasped, while a
half-realization passed through my mind.

“To the throne!” he cried, flinging
his arms into the air with his eyes
gleaming.

After that, he took his sword from the
sheath and, laughing quietly to himself,
as though he were acting in a play that
pleased him, held the hilt towards me.
I, bent on my knee, and put my lips toit.

“I will follow you, your Highness,”
I declared, “if God wills it, to the
throne.”

I did not laugh, my friends, I can tell
you, nor did Louis, when I had finished
speaking. There was a quick catch in
his breath when he opened his lips
again.

“ Dick,” he said, gently raising me,
“I find I have been making another
friend to-night. I will let you see how
I trust you. Come.”

Lost in a splendid dream I followed
him as he led the way down several side
streets and a number of twisted alleys.
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Almost before I knew where 1 was, I
found myself standing by his side in the
garish entrance-hall of one of the palaces
in the neighbourhood of the Vatican.

Linking his arm in mine, the Prince
brought me up a stair and down a long
gloomy corridor, at the end of which a
door was thrown open, half blind-
ng me with the blaze of light that
issued from behind it. Then I had an
dea of words vaguely spoken and a
vision of faces casting strange looks at
me. Dazed though I was, I came
gradually to realise that I had been
ushered into the presence of the Napo-
leon family. I could feel the searching,
cunning eyes of Cardinal Fesch probing
me like a sharp instrument. Queen
Hortense, the mother of Louis, glanced
at her son for an explanation. Prince
I[]erome, on the other hand, jumped from

is seat like a man afraid.

Though I continued in my stupor, it
soon became clear to me among the
humming voices that the Prince had
spoken my credentials, and that I was
accepted as a probationer in the Napo-
leonic service. Oh, it is with a rare joy
that I look back on that treasonable
midnight meeting, where crowns were
tossed about like tennis balls, and the
map of Europe treated like the changing
face of a chess-board! How far away
the talk seemed! How pitiable were
the efforts of my poor brain to grasp the
ideas which that wonderful family dis-
cussed with so everyday a calmness!
Why, I was for all the world like a man
trying to catch the wind in his hands.
This much, however, I dimly gathered.
The Duc de Reichstadt, the son of him
of Waterloo, was to be restored to the
throne of France: Napoleon Louis, the
elder brother of Prince Louis, was to
have his father's kingdom of the Nether-
lands ; and to Louis himself was to be
given the task of leading Italy to liberty,
and, afterwards, of sitting in her throne
to guide her united destinies.

I remember some time or other kissing
the hand of the Queen-Mother,and pour-
ing out my heart in a bagful of big
promises. The next thing I rightly knew
was that Louis had hold of both my
hands at the outside door, and that I was
breathing God's free air again.
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Before he let me go, he squeezed my
hand affectionately.

“Nick,” hesaid under hisbreath,draw-
ing himself up so that I might take a
square look at him, “what kind of a
looking manam I? Do you think "—
he made a shy pause—¢*“do you think
I am any way built like a—like an
Emperor ? "

I lifted my eyes to his quizzing face,
for I did not understand him then.

“ An Emperor?” I smiled question-
ingly.

“ Ah!” he said, putting his hands on
my shoulders and gazing as if he would
read my soul; “I dream things at night.
France is a restive horse. One day she
may want the reins to be held by a man
that loves her.”

The Prince turned quickly away from
me and into the palace. The sigh and
the glow with which he had just spoken
stayed in my mind as I reeled home,
drunk with 1magination. They stayed
with me through the night and kept me
tossing on my bed in a wondering fever.
It was long before I could sleep for
thinking of thein.

It was later than ordinary when I
opened my eyes on the following morn-
ing. When I got downstairs I found
Evelyn waiting for me in the breakfast-
room and whiling the time away over
some coloured stuff she was sewing.

As she looked up at me anxiously, I
saw that her face was even more worn
with care than mine must have been. I
stopped the questions that were clearly
on her lips, by telling her where 1 had
been visiting on the previous night.

I sat back in my chair and looked up
at her tantalisingly.

“\What would you think,” says I sud-
denly, “of a king for Italy ? ™

Evelyn did not so much as look up,
but went on with her sewing, a quiet
smile flitting into her face.

« Dick,” she says, with a pitying sigh,
“ijs there no news you could give
me?”

“News!” I cried, starting up in my
chair. “Why—"

“ Dick,” she interrupted me, *“ how is
it a man never learns anything till some-
body tells it to him? ™

I confess I sank back with a flattened
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kind of feeling. I had been looking for-
ward to a tasty quarter of an hour,
chuckling to myself at the way 1 was
going to astonish the girl. I had en-
joyed in advance the very kisses she
would give for satisfying in the end her
woman’s curiosity. Yet here she was
sitting as complacent as could be, and
showing that she thought me the
stupidest blockhead for my pains.

Her face brightened up now, for she
saw that Louis had let me into the
secret, and inferred from it that the
night before had ended better than it
had promised. With that air of modest
pride, which is the prerogative of
women, she let me know that she had
long been familiar with the Napoleonic
schemes of Empire. At the very
moment when I had broken into the
room on the previous evening, she said
Prince Louis had been going over some
papers with her in which the success of
those schemes was shown to be abso-
lutely certain.

“The papers!” 1 cried, bringing
down my fist with a thump on the table.
Evelyn looked up at me in surprise.

“My God!” I groaned, recalling my

suspicions with a shiver ; I thought
for a time Napoleon was in love with
you.”

Evelyn began her sewing again, ply-
ing the needle hurriedly.

“In love with me?"” she murmured,
in a low voice. “What a silly
notion.”

I could have bit out my tongue for
the words. The tears brimmed into her
eyes, and, though her face was lowered,
I could see it going red and white by
turns. Suddenly, she mumbled an
excuse and left the room. There was
a look on her face that set me wonder-
ing painedly where the point was at
which friendship ends and love begins.

I rose from the breakfast table, too
gloomy to think of eating. Tramping
aimlessly about the room, I came to the
scarf on which Evelyn had been work-
ing. Taking it in my hands, I dis-
covered with a start that the colours of
which it was composed were the red,
white and blue of the French tricolour.
While I was still staring at it, my sister
returned to the room, her face burning

with its accustomed beauty; and close
on her heels, in a riding-coat, came
Prince Louis who had called—he told
me afterwards—to enquire after some
jewel that he had dropped the night
before in the coach-house.

The eyes of the Prince were down
like a hawk on his beloved colours,
With an exclamation of delight he took
the sash from my hands and unfolded it
to its full length.

“I am working it for a friend,”
Evelyn put in hurriedly, with her cheeks
blooming.

The Prince still held the sash in his
hands, unable to remove his eyes from
it. He swayed it endearingly, as though
it were an infant, laughing to himself
quietly, and his face was shining with
rapture. His fingers moved restlessly
as under a temptation. One long last
deciding look he threw at the sash.
Then, with all the laughing deliberate-
ness in the world, he began to wrap and
fold it round his waist.

“Your Highness,” entreated Evelyn
reproachfully, ““it is a woman's garment.”

The Prince sidled away with his face
beaming.

“Lord!"” said he, with a chaffing look
at her, “it becomes a man none the
worse for that.”

Strutting as proud as a girl that has
pinned up her hair for the first time, he
trod up and down the room, keeping his
eyes fixed in a pleased way on his middle.
Suddenly he paused opposite a long
mirror, and drawing himself up, sur-
veyed his figure critically.

‘“If I were to ride through Rome with
this round me,” he nods to his reflection
in a comical way, “there are those that
mightn’t like it.”

“As well wear the red cap at once,”
says I, with a laugh.

The Prince slowly turned a pair of
twinkling eyes round on me.

“ Dick " says he, with a sudden hitch
at the sash, “I'll doit. By heaven,”
he cried, prancing about the floor like a
boy from school, “I'll do it!”

Now, I never was one of your timid,
calculating sort, but here was a proposal
that made my very ears doubt their
hearing. I did my best to restrain the
Prince, for I felt that this throwing

B
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down of gauntlets to the Vatican would
only be the maddest play-acting busi-
ness. Evelyn, however, was captured
by the man's wildness, and gave him
her whole backing. His horse was
waiting for him at the front door. With
an oath that he was not ashamed of his
colours but would show them down the
Corso itself, he hurried out and up into
the saddle. Anxious as I was to see
what the outcome of it would all be, I
put on my hat and made by a short cut
for the place he had fixed on, Evelyn
laughing at my heels. In that year
there was no greater resort for patriot
discontents than the Corso. At the
time of our arrival it was clamorous, as
with a mob of wild animals. Shaggy
men in red caps from the Sabine hills
and hollow-eyed peasants from the Pon-
tine marshes mingled with the quicker-
faced crowd of towns-folk, a muttering,
angry mass. A sudden hush came over
them as a whisper spread down the
pavement. Then there wasa distant roar.
Nearer and nearer it came, and the
crowd massed itself densely along the
walks, clearing a way for the figure of
a horseman that was riding towards us,
his head thrown back and laughing.
My God! I shouted myself, that day!
No man's hat was on his head, for the
sight of the tricolour, the emblem of sal-
vation, had set us mad. “Give us
liberty,” we shouted. * Long live Napo-
leon!” came the cry on every side. In
his gallop past us, the Prince's eye fell
on Evelyn and myself. With a gay
wave of his sword at us, he rose in his
stirrups and called out, “ God save
Italy!” Lord, how those sansculottes
bellowed in their joy and ran after him,
roaring! Then he was away and away
—out of view. It was the grandest
bit of play-acting I had ever seen.
When 1 turned round to speak to
Evelyn, I found that the tears were
streaming down her cheeks.

We made the way home in silence,
dazzled with our thoughts. Prudence
bad now been drowned in me in a storm
of hot exulting blood, and Evelyn, I am
sure, was happy to the heart at the share
that was hers in the grand heroics of the
day. The sash was of her making : that
was a thought of Spartan joy to her! A
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thought too joyful, alas! for a heart
that beat mere Irish music. 'When we
reached the steps of our house, I felt
her hand laid leaningly on my arm.
Looking down at her, I saw that her
eyelids were sinking and her face
whitened. She began to sway weakly ;
so, sliding my arm round her, I all but
carried her up the steps. Had it not
been for my hold, she would have
dropped to the floor when we had
entered the hall. Evelyn had fainted !

The strain of the ﬁl)ve tied up in
her heart, and the constant burning
excitement of the past weeks, had indeed
proved too much for a frame that was
weak beyond our most anxious guessing.
It soon became clear that her case was
one of utter break-down. The doctor
came and went, balancing our hope
with fear, driving out our fear with
hope. Evelyn, in the meanwhile, lay in
her bedroom like one dead. The ache
still comes into my heart, and the mists
gather in my eyes, when I let my thoughts
travel back to those anxious far-off days.
How vividly 1 recall every detail and
circumstance of the room where my
sister lay, for all I knew, dying! I can
still see the old hollow-gummed nurse
that sat by Evelyn’'s side, knitting away
the hours. I can see the tricolour sash
hanging like a memorial over the bed-
foot, and Evelyn’s eyes bent on it think-
ingly, as on the thing that brought back
to her the sweetest memories. Then
the picture shifts, and shows me my old
father tip-toeing up and down the floor,
hissing out curses at the head of the
Prince and all his foolishness, till turn-
ing and finding a wet face watching
him from the pillow, he would throw
himself on his knees at the bedside and
take back all he had said in tears.

My father, I sometimes think, was
moved to these outbursts against Prince
Louis by a kind of jealousy. Ever
since my mother’'s death he had been
wrapping his love, like arms, round
Evelyn, and it was natural that he
should feel a pang at the realisation that
his hold had become but a secondary
support to the girl’s being. For even
he could no longer continue blind to the
influence which the Prince had won
over Evelyn’s heart.
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For myself, I encouraged the Prince
to visit the sick room on every possible
occasion. His presence, I could see,
was the breath of life to Evelyn. When
he entered the room, her face, which
had before been grey and spiritless,
warmed intoa glow, and her lips, which
had almost lost the power to frame a
word, shaped into smiles of the tenderest
beauty. From morning till night, the
Prince was constantly coming and
going. He would sit silent by the
bed while she slept, and, when she
woke, would cheer her with a quiet
flow of child’s talk about what they
would do together when she was up
and well again.

The condition of Evelyn, however,
was not the only ground I had for
anxiety. The Prince stood in as real if
not as serious a danger. The Vatican,
I knew, had come to hear of his escapade
in the Corso, and schemes were on foot
to get him packed out of the city, bag
and baggage. He himself was heedless
as ever, and only laughed when I hinted
at the perils which surrounded him. He
was to find an early confirmation of my
fears.

It was some three evenings after the
affair of the Corso, when a sudden
message called me to the palace of the
Napoleons. On my arrival I found the
house in a condition of great excitement
over the extensive rising which seemed
imminent just then in the region of the
Marshes. A hot discussion was waging
as to how the leaders of the rebellion
could be persuaded to work in the
Napoleonic interests. I had barely
gathered this much when a manservant
rushed into the room with a white face
and stammered out that the palace was
surrounded by military. The Queen
jumped from her chair and ran to the
side ot Prince Louis. Cardinal Fesch
sat, his fingers playing with his cunning
lips, as though he were hatching a plan,
when a loud knocking came at the en-
trance door. Before we quite realised
what had happened, a cordon of soldiers
was standing in the doorway and an
officer in the Pope’s uniform advanced
into the room.

“ Madam,” says he, bowing ever so
politely to Queen Hortense ; “ you must

forgive my intrusion; but the business
of his Holiness presses.”

He turned his eyes slowly on Prince
Louis.

“ Louis Napoleon,” he said, with a
queer smile playing on his lips, ¢ His
Holiness will have it that you need a
change. I have a carriage outside with
a safe escort that will show you into
Tuscany.”

Louis took a quick look down at his
sword belt. His features twitched with
despair.

“I wish to God I had my sword on,”
he exclaimed, throwing his angry eyes
at the Pope’s officer.

“Your Highness,” I broke in, ripping
out my weapon with a flash.

The Cardinal stepped forward and
jerked my arm back.

“Come,” he commanded, putting on
a stern, grave air; “ none of this heretic’s
work. It is the Church that commands
— it is for us to obey.”

The Prince was red hot with annoy-
ance and despair. Ringing for his ser-
vant, he ordered a trunk to be got
ready. He bent down on his knees to
kiss his mother’s hand, but she raised
him up, and put her arms round
him and kissed him on the mouth
tenderly.

I walked by his side as he descended
the stair, the escort clanking behind us.
Out in the street, with a half-moon of
horse soldiers around it, a close carriage
waited. The Prince paused at the
step and kissed me warmly on the
cheeks.

“I wish,” I said, with a deep sigh, « I
was going with you.”

The Prince’s eyes flamed round on
me abruptly as though he had not heard
me.

“ Let nothing of this get to Evelyn,”
he warned me in a quick breath, and with
that he tumbled into the carriage and
the horses plunged forward down the
road.

It was with a start of surprise that on
turning away I caught sight of a cloaked
figure standing at my side. The face
was suddenly whisked away from me.
A leering face it scemed to e, shining
with a devihish satisfaction. On find-
ing that he was observed, the figure

B 2
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waddled off in a guilty, startled way. I
peered after him for a moment, racking
my brains over the identity of the
fat, mufled form. With a flash the
name of Trini was on my lips. I sent
another long look after him. It was
then that the first suspicion dawned on
me of the treachery of the old man that
was afterwards like to cost many of us
so dear.

Perplexed in my thoughts I walked
slowly homewards taking a melancholy
pleasure in the caresses of the evening
wind that played about my temples. On
returning to the house I was like a man
suddenly struck in a dream. The
servants were running to and fro with
the aimlessness of women in terror.
The doctor crawled deliberately up
the stairs, my father running on in front
of him, crying out to him to hasten. I
was not long in discovering the cause
of the confusion. The rumour of Prince
Louis’ arrest had spread like wildfire in
the city, and increasing as it spread had
at last enlarged into a tale of how in
the midst of a stout resistance he had
been ruthlessly shot dead by those who
had not the power to take him captive.
Some fool of a servant who had been
taking the nurse’s place at Evelyn's
bedside had come out plump with the
whole story, the result being that my
poor sister fell back with a cry.
Critical as was the condition she had
been in before, her life now hung by a
single thread.

Hurrying to the bedside, I explained
the horrible mistake that had been
made. But Evelyn only tossed there,
moaning * Louis, Louis,” with her poor
eyes burning. I swore to her by her
faith in me that the Prince was alive
and safe, but her nerve was broken and
her reason wavering. “He is dead,”
she repeated to herself in a monotonous
kind of cry, “I know it. He is dead.”
I gazed at my father stupidly and he re-
returned my look from eyes filled with
agony. Evelyn moved her arms under
the bedclothes as though she wished to
speak to me. I bent my head near her
lips.

“ He is dead,” she was murmuring as
though quietly arguing with herself.
« If he is living, bring him to me.”
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My breast was contracted with pain.
I caught my father’s look again, and he
nodded to me.

“Yes, bring him to her,” he uttered
in a toneless voice.

I held my brows, while mad, impossi-
ble thoughts tumbled through my
brain, and almost dazed me. I trod up
and down the room trying in my soul to
bargain with God for a ray of light
on a path that seemed all darkness.
Suddenly, it was as if a glimmer had
come into my mind. With a growl of
resolution I rushed over to the bedside
and kissed my sister impulsively on the
forehead.

«“ With the help of God, dearest,” 1
promised her, ¢ you shall see him before
another sun goes down.”

Her eyelids closed in utter weari-
ness.

“It is so long,” she sighed, *“—so
long,” she kept repeating the phrase
sadly.

It was with a bursting heart that I tore
myself away from the room. The need,
however, of bringing into shape the idea
that had taken hold of me forbade me to
nurse the eating sorrow that would not
leave my heart. Now my plan was this.
I knew the road by which State suspects
were carried into Tuscany, and resolved
to get a passport for two and go in pur-
suit of the carriage in which Prince
Louis had driven away. I might, I
thought, obtain the passport on the plea
that the services of a famous herb-
doctor, Andrea Vinelli, who dwelt in a
Timon-like seclusion in the country near
Grosseto, were necessary to save my
sister's life. And disguised as the
doctor the Prince would be able to re-
turn with me in comparative safety
from detection. With the help of a
high official at the Vatican, with whom
I had been on terms of the closest inti-
macy at Ruini’'s fencing-school, I
readily obtained the passport. Run-
ning home I ordered a carriage to be
prepared, packing, in the meanwhile, a
suit of black solemn clothes in a small
bag. In another hour I was rolling
along the Via Borghese in mad haste
after the Prince’s escort.

There was nothing to be gained I
knew by overtaking this until the
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boundary of the Papal dominions had
been crossed, and that was more than
sixty miles away. Twice along the road
we had assurance, however, that the
carriage had gone in front of us, and
the very tidings seemed to put new
heart into me.

Oh, the long agony of that night!
Miles that seemed as if they never
would pass! Hours that stretched in
the imagination into days! Darkness
that seemed to hold no hope that the
dawn was ever coming! Never did I
experience the same dragging monotony
that I felt on that weary, weary journey.
[ welcomed it as a change when on two
occasions I was pulled up and my pass-
port demanded, once at the base of the
hills that you can see so clear from
Civita Vecchia, and the second time
when I was all but over the border.
On the latter occasion my disturbers
were the very escort that had been sent
to “ protect ” Prince Louis. They were
now returned into Papal territory, and
were looking about for an inn at which
to rest. I feared at first I was dis-
covered, but happily the officer in charge
was so wearied out with the long drive
that he sent a stupid sergeant — too
stupid, by the grace of God, to recognise
me —to see that my papers were in
proper order. Meantime, I obtained a
peep into the carriage which convinced
me that the Prince had been dropped
behind in some not very far off village
over the Tuscan border.

I bade the coachman put the horses
to a gallop. On and on for ten miles
we travelled, the carriage swaying and
straining as though at any moment it
might smash itself in pieces. Then at
last we were across the border. Two
miles further in the flush of daybreak
we reached a hamlet where we had word
of the equipage that had passed through
an hour or two before. Another mile
and we were in the small town of Gicia.
There was only one decent inn in the
place, for which I made directly. I was
lucky in my shot. The first man I
clapped eyes on in the hall was Pierre,
the Prince’s valet. On hearing that I
was in the house, Louis immediately
sent for me to his room. Jumping from
his bed on which he had lain down

clothes and all, he met me with a look
of alarm.

“Dick!” he exclaimed, stopping as
though his tongue were chained with
fear.

As rapidly as I could I acquainted him
with my sister’s condition, relating how
she had cried out for him and beseech-
ing him by the Mother of our Saviour
to return with me to Rome.

The Prince put his fingers on his lips
meaningly.

“No, Dick,” he declared in a loud
voice, “it can't be. I must be in
Florence to-morrow."”

He beckoned me over to him and
pulled my head close to his mouth,

«“Walls have ears,” he said in a
whisper. ¢ Talk low.”

Then he told me with an earnest look
how ever since he had been carried out
of Rome his mind had been set in a
determination in one way or another to
get back to the city. There was an
appointment it seemed with the Con-
tessa di Vera that he felt in honour
bound to keep. The name of the woman
hurt me, but I was ready to bargain with
the Prince ; provided he came and ful-
filled the wish of poor Evelyn, he might
afterwards be free to flutter round every
Contessa that lived within the bounds
of Rome. Then we sat down quietly to
arrange matters.

When we had decided on our plan, I
ordered my coachman to put fresh
horses in the carriage. Soon I was
driving along in a northerly direction as
though passing on towards Grosseto.
About a mile along the road we drew up
and waited, fussing about the horses as
though something in their feet had gone
wrong. We had not been long standing
until the Prince, who had quitted the
inn on the pretence of wishing a quiet
walk, came quickly up tous. He got
into the carriage, and I jumped in after
him. Then with a sudden swerve down
a side lane we were soon on a road which
curved backwards, and at about five
miles distance rejoined the main route
to Rome.

The Prince changed into the black
suit of clothes that I had brought with
me, and indeed he looked so gloomy 1n
his new dress, and so unlike himself,
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that even I could not forbear smiling.
When our passports were demanded, he
lay back in the carriage with his face in
shadow, and, no one recognising him, we
were frec from all attempt at interrup-
tion. An agony was smarting in my
bones from my long journey, “and my
heart ached ail the way with thinking
of Lvelyn. As the night fell, my mind
was filled with an even darker boding.
There was a disheartening wet sheet of
rain coming down when at last we
breathed in Rome again.

We almost tottered with fatigue
as we climbed the steps that led to
our house. Our coachman fell as he
dismounted from the box. Stepping
into the hall T was met with a silence
that seemed ominous. The haggard
face of my father pecred down from the
stairhead, and he beckoned us to follow
him on tip-toe.

Evelyn now lay in her bed, with a
dry blaze on her face and her lips,
mumbling. I could hear no words
uttered, but I knew from the shape of
her mouth that she was calling on Louis.
Her eyes were closed as with a weight.
I heard the Prince’s breath catching as
he moved ‘to the bedside. The next
thing I was aware of was that he had
laid his hand on her hot brow and that
her eyes had slowly opened. She
showed no surprise—I always thought
it strange afterwards—at seeing him.
She only smiled sweetly, her eyes fixed
on his face as though they could never
have enough of looking. She moved
restlessly in a kind of struggle to get
her arms free from the bed clothes.
The nurse arranged her as she desired ;
the Prince, keeping a smile on his
face, though I could hear the sobs
working in his throat, gave her his hand
so that she could cover it between her
own. She played with it as though in
a delightful dream.

“ Louis,” she whispered, as though to
herself ; “my Prince!”

My father turned away his face with
the great beads trickling down his
cheeks. I was about to hide my tears
in the same way when I heard the voice
of Evelyn calling me.

“ Dick,” she said, as she stretched out
*one of her hands to me; “this is going to
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be your King.” With her weak fingers
she showed she was trying to join my
hand to the Prince's. *You must—
never leave him—or—for—sake him.”

The lids fell on her eyes again, and
she sank back with a weary sigh. The
Prince stooped reverently and kissed
her on the lips. With a struggle she
revived again. She contrived by a ges-
ture to point our eyes to the tricolour
sash which was hung over the foot of
the bedstead. The Prince, himself,
with a quick glance lifted it and brought
it over to her. She fingered it tenderly,
muttering incoherently. \Vith a sudden
nod she made him know that she wished
him to wear it again as he had worn it
so gallantly but a few brief days before
in the maddened Corso. As she watched
him tying it round his waist her eyes
burned with a ficrce joy.

For a moment her eyes grew fixed as
she turned them towards Louis. She
uttered a quiet, happy laugh.

“My Emperor!"” she murmured, with
the dream falling on her eyes again.

The Prince moved up close to her
with the sash round him, and placed his
hand on her forchead again. Again her
eyes were bent on his face as if drinking
in a delicious draught. Then the ex-
pression changed. Her eyes blazed in
a fierce stare, and her features became
rigid. She looked out into space as at
some vision. Suddenly she sat up
straight in bed with her arms stretched
in front of her.

“A Versailles!" she cried, as though
shrieking on a mob. “A Versailles ! "
There was a pause during which her
breathing came thick and deep. She
seemed to gather all her strength for
one last triumphant call. “Long live
the Emperor!” she said in a firm voice,
and sank back, exhausted, on the
pillow.

The Prince bent forward to catch her
as she fell. We saw her head lie back
and heard a gasp of pain. Louis laid
his head beside hers on the pillow sob-
bing. Evelyn was dead.

My father's hand slid into mine
silently. The knock of pain had dazed
us, preventing tears. I do not know
how long we stood in that supporting
grip. It was as part of a dream to me
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when my father loosed his hold and,
going over to the Prince, tapped him on

theshoulder. The Prince did not move
at the touch: I doubt if he had even
felt it.

“If T had known ! " he was repeating
to himself piteously; “if I had only
known !”

My father shook him so as to awaken
him.

“You must be gone,” he muttered
sharply. “You are in danger here.”

It was a stained face that the Prince
turned up to us—vacant and uncompre-
hending. I put my arms under him
to raise him up. He allowed me to do
with him what I would.

“ Remember,” I chided him gently ;
“you have a lady—a friend—a duty—"
I began to stammer, for I could frame
no honest ending to the sentence.

The recollection of the Contessa
brought a pained smile to the Prince’s
lips.

«“ Dick,” he reproached me, “ do you
think I could go and see her—now ? "

I could have died for the man—just
for that word alone. It was Evelyn's
great reward—after death. My father
broke in on my exultation with a call to
present duty.

“You go with the Prince,” he said,
forcing himself to matter-of-factness.

I bowed, for I had intended as much.
With a flush, Prince Louis declared
that I must remain behind for my sister’s
burial.

My father answered gruffly, “ Let the
dead bury their dead ;" and, as his
chin fell on his breast, I thought I
could perceive a double meaning in his
words.

The Prince was still unpersuaded.
Conviction came with a flash when
my father nodded his head towards
the bed and urged, “She would have
wished it.”

Our parting was wordless. The
“God bless you' was conveyed in the
closeness of our embrace.

My father’s back was turned, as the
Prince and I slipped from the room.
We hurried down the stair as though
under an effort to get away from that
which we loved too much. Outside
there was still the hush of rain.

Fresh horses, with our coachman'’s
son behind them, waited in readiness.
The Prince bounded into the carriage,
I following him. Above the gate of our
house lamps burnt dimly. As we
rolled out into the road, their light fell
on a fat cloaked figure. It was Trini,
and, as we were whirled past, it seemed
}o me there was an evil sneer on his

ace.
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A MOOD.

iND and sun and the smell of the sea,
And the spindrift flew like a soul set free,
But the breakers were harsh and loud;
And the keen air quickened a secret pain,
And a white fear woke in the watcher’s brain
As the sea-gull flashed on a cloud.

£ 7

It is one of the curses of the industrious man that he cannot be properly idle.
This arises either from inborn incompetence or want ot practice. The possibilities
of idleness as an art are still insufficiently appreciated.
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A FREE WAY

HERE grows a hedge by the dull wayside,
And for no sweet reason or artful sense,
But just as a landmark, rises a fence,
And a gate in the fence stands wide.
Close—on the farther side of the hedge—
To the ditch’s brink is the oozy edge
Of a shoal and torpid pond :
A random footway falters beyond,
Its narrow track in the woodland screening.
The hedge is ragged, the hedge springs high ;
Through its gaps and rents you can see the sky,
But I doubt if even a dreamer’s eye
Could clothe it with secret meaning.
Nor seems that twig, from the hedge-top rising
Twelve inches straight in the air or more,
A finger-post to some unknown shore
For a good stout heart’s emprizing.

Yet on certain nights—when the moon is late—
In front of the moon’s disc dark and straight,
With a single leaf will the twig stand clear,
Swayed by the night-wind’s hand unseen,
And a still small voice in the dreamer’s ear
Each soft wind-murmuring croons between.
Very softly there, very softly here,
Swayed south or north by the viewless hand,
The leaf says: “ Here it is fairyland 1"
And then, more plainly :
“ He that looks further is searching vainly:
Near, near, never so near:
The gate is open, the path is free ;
It is now or never to hear and see!”
And 1 see for one—through this message coming
In the midst of the dusk night’s drowsy humming—
That to him who can hear and understand
Why this is the entrance to fairyland,
May even a twig and a leaf impart
The secret hidden in Nature’s heart.

Whence 1 conclude that the end of things
Exceeds not the sweep of an angel's wings;
And if these spread widely from base to marge,
We know He has given His angels charge.

w'

It is a sublime and solemn sight to observe how persons who have reared
for themselves an ingeniously constructed edifice of trouble and anxiety,
modestly disclaim all credit for their work, and ascribe it to Nature.
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THE AUSTRALIA OF TO-DAY

==\ Colonies, as in clothing,
2l there would seem to be
modes and fashions. What
is esteemed to-day, may be
regarded with but luke-
warm affection ten years
hence, some newer colony, with all the
charm of the unfamiliar, having mean-
while sprung into favour. To-day it is
Canada, yesterday it was South Africa,
and the day before it was Australia.
The stay-at-home Briton receives cer-
tain impressions from his daily paper of
each new favourite, and these must per-
force do duty until the turn of the wheel
brings that colony once more before the
public eye. And so it comes that the
average man at the Heart of the
Empire may be well posted on the sub-
ject of one of the great Dominions
beyond the seas, while his information
concerning the others lags sadly behind
the times.

It must not be forgotten that history
marches quickly in a new country, and
that the Canada of 18qgo is as far behind
the Canada of 1903, as the Middlesex of
1800 was behind the same county a
century later. In 1895 there began in
Australia a series of dry years which
have reduced the great pastoral industry
of Australia to a sorely stricken condition,
and in 1903, when the lean years had pre-
sumably ended, the yellow press of
London discovered a great Australian
drought, and hinted at the possible in-
solvency of a Continent, and the repudi-
ation of its National Debt. Some years
ago the perfecting of the refrigerating
process, and the almost universal equip-
ment of ocean-going steamers with cold
chambers, rendered the export of rabbits
from Australia a profitable business, and
is now converting a pest into a valuable
asset. It is still the fashion of the
London writer of Australian books to

speak of the rabbit as the worst enemy
of the selector.

If concrete facts like these about our
great Colonies obtain so slow a recogni-
tion in Great Britain, the unseen deve-
lopment of colonial public opinion must
be still more obscurely hidden. Here,
in Great Britain—and it should be
stated that these observations are made
by a Colonial—public opinion is a quan-
tity that is very easy to come at. Public
opinion on the fiscal question, for in-
stance, was manufactured by Cobden,
who must have been a very moving per-
son to have been able to mould a
material so little plastic. Conditions
have altered since that time, but the
Cobden-made opinion survivesin a very
presentable shape, in spite of some bat-
tering and hammering bestowed upon
it. Public opinion in the Colonies is
not made of such stolid material. Ten
years sufficed to convert Australia from
a collection of antagonistic provinces
into a nation, and Great Britain has still
to learn how the change came about.
That part of Britain which is at all
interested—probably a very small part
indeed—prefers to regard the mutter-
ings of a discontented majority as
Australizn public opinion, and to fear
that « Federation has come too soon.”

For these reasons—lack of interest
and lack of information—the picture of
the Australia of to-day presented by
Mr. Percy F. Rowland, in his lately-
published book, *“ The New Nation,”
will probably not command the atten-
tion in Great Britain that it deserves.
Mr. Rowland’s own account of the
book is that it is an honest attempt to
record the impressions collected, and
carefully corrected from time to time,
during a period of seven years spent in
Australia. The result may be compared
with the outcome of the Australian
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opinion of that period, as revealed in
the acts passed by the various Aus-
tralian Legislatures, both State and
Federal ; and it will be possible to see
that Mr. Rowland's impressions ex-
plain, to a very great extent, the trend
of Australian legislation. It is not
unreasonable, therefore, to assume that
Mr. Rowland’s impressions are, in the
main, correct ones.

The essential part of Mr. Rowland’s
account of the Australia of to-day
begins with the Australian himself. We
are accustomed to hear a great deal
about the Labour Party and the undue
influence it wields in Australian politics.
The unit of the Labour Party may
rcasonably be supposed to be the Aus-
tralian workman, of whom we find a
sufficiently lengthy account given. To
begin with, he is reasonably content,
and when disputes between capital and
labour arise, does not display that in-
tensity of fecling which characterized,
for instance, the great London dockers’
strike. He is temperate and good
humoured, as compared with his British
equal, and subscribes heartily to the
doctrine of “Live and let Live.”
Finally, heis only now beginning to
learn the immense political power which
he might wield, and to employ the
weapon of manhood suffrage in the
place of his worn-out bludgeon of Trade
Unionism.

The professional and middle classes
Mr. Rowland found were too exclusive
in minding their own affairs, and too apt
to regard the business of politics as
something rather contemptible and be-
neath their notice. The same complaint
has often been made of the American
classes, and the same rebuke adminis-
tered as occurs to Mr. Rowland,
namely, that if the public men of a
nation are unworthy in the eyes of its
middle class, the fault is largely the
fault of that class, and the remedy an
obvious one. Money, education, influ-
ence and talent must count for much
even where every man has a vote, and
the intelligent man who neglects the
privileges of citizenship is worse than a
passive offender.

The « upper classes ™’ in Australia are
the people with money. The more re-

MAGAZINE

fined of these spend the greater part of
their time in London, and upon the
Continent ; the remainder are summed
up in a convenient epigram, * The
people with money have no taste, and
the people with taste have no money.”
The most noticeable effect of this state
of affairs 1s that Australian art of all
kinds languishes for want of patrons,
and the Australian artist or writer finds
his Meccain London. ¢ Australia,” said
one artist to Mr. Rowland, “is a mag-
nificent country for an artist—to get out
of.” There is no Australian monthly
magazine worthy of the name; arnd a
well-managed and intelligent dramatic
company, which has presented in Aus-
tralia many of the better British dramas
of modern times, has had a painful
struggle for existence. Only the
cheaper parts of the house are well
filled at such productions; and
similarly the crowds which fill the
public picture galleries are composed
of people unable to buy pictures of any
sort. The “upper classes "’ of Australia
have not yet learned the virtues of the
British “leisured class,” which class
they would like to imitate.

At the present time, however, these
aspects of Australian life have little in-
terest to the Briton, when compared with
the economic aspect of Australia. Aus-
tralia is Britain’s debtor, and has some-
how succeeded in over-running the
constable to such an extent that the
public debt, estimated per head of the
Australian population, is the heaviest in
the world. It has probably never
occurred to anyone to reckon the debt
per head of sheep, or per acre of land,
although it is through these things that
interest on debts, and the debts them-
selves, are paid. Mr. Rowland is not
alarmed by the portentous aspect of the
Australian debt, when allotted in indi-
vidual shares to each inhabitant, but
points out the great and solid prosperity
of the individual Australian as a counter-
balancing consideration. If they owe
more per head than other peoples, the
Australians also earn more per head,
spend more per head, and yet own more
per head. They reap the advantages of
the State ownership of railways, run for
the benefit of the people and not to pay
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dividends; and retain the railways them-
selves as an earnest of the money spent,
and an asset that would, if realised, go
very near to wiping out the whole debt.

Further security for the National
Debt, Mr. Rowland writes, may be
found in ¢ the gigantic territory in pro-
cess of development, and its immense
natural resources.” Such security may
be considered potential rather than
actual, but Mr. Rowland might have
referred to the actual wealth of Aus-
tralia with good effect. 'Who in Great
Britain realises that Sydney is the
second wealthiest City of the LEmpire,
judged by actual rateable value, and
yields pride of place only to London
itself!  Melbourne is not far behind
Sydney in this respect, and ranks fifth
on the list of Empire Cities. Then
again, in value of trade, Sydney is the
fourth port of the Empire, its trade
being exceeded only by London, Liver-
pool and Hull, while Melbourne is the
sixth.

The ties that bind Australia to the
Empire are considered by Mr. Rowland
in two chapters which are among the
most interesting and suggestive in the
book. The case for separation is put
clearly and concisely and without any
exaggeration. The time may come when
the young Australian will have to decide
between loyalty to England and loyalty
to his own country, and what then?
Mr. Rowland is correct in representing
that the Australian, rightly or wrongly,
sets no high value upon the protection
of the British arms. * No nation is likely
to attack us as an independent nation,”
say the Australians in effect. * But as
a part of the British Empire we share
Britain’s universal unpopularity, and
are in danger of being drawn into all
her quarrels.” Outside this matter of
protection what advantages does Aus-
tralia gain from her connection with
Great Britain, that could not be enjoyed
equally as an independent nation?
“To be self-reliant,” concludes Mr.
Rowland, “is to be brave, to be
cautious, to be strong ; and for my part
I cannot pretend to view, except with
sympathy, the national aspirations of
the young Australian party, who for
this bravery, this caution, this strength,

are ready to sacrifice the advantages of
the Imperial connection.”

The case for Imperialism is urged
with the same clearness and force. On
the Colonial side there still remains the
strong bond of sentiment, stronger
than the desire for advantage, as al-
ready proved. Does the same senti-
ment exist in Great Britain? The
Australian, at any rate, has too often
good reason to feel that the Englishman
does not regard him as a brother of
Empire, but rather, as is sometimes
implied, as a bastard brother. A real-
isation of the Imperialism of which so
much is spoken involves 2 much closer
connection than at present exists. Mr.
Rowland declares there is no altera-
native between separation and Imperial
federation—and to effect a closer con-
nection, the Englishman must display
some of the sentiment he professes to
admire in the Colonial. The speech
lately'delivered by Mr. Chamberlain at
Birmingham, lends additional interest
to this section of “ The New Nation,”
and its reception in Australia is signifi-
cant in the light of Mr. Rowland's
contentions.

To conclude, here is a picture of the
Australia of to-day, as drawn by Mr.
Rowland :—

“ From this republic—the nearest the
modern world has been able to devise to
the ideal republic of Plato—the old
world hopes much. From the Austra-
lian character, from the sanity, good
humour, sincerity, and uncommon good
sense which are the birthright of the
Australian people, England especially
has much to learn and to expect.”

Perhaps it may seem bold to say
“to learn,” and yet what can we say ?

Here in England thousands of children
are daily driven fasting to school, and
underpaid and overworked school-
masters toil themselves out in the
hopeless task of superimposing full
brains on empty stomachs. Australians
have their faults, but children do not
starve in the new nation.

“Here in England thousands of
wretched men and women are kept as
paupers in prison barracks, known as
workhouses, a patient life of toil re-
warded by separation of husband and



HORLICK'S

20

wife, parents and children, and comfort
inferior to that of felons in many county
gaols. Australians have their faults,
but they do not force such degrada-
tion on their old people. The States,
by awarding modcrate pensions to old
age, do away with the necessity of the
poor-house, prescrve family integrity and
national sclf-respect.

“Slaves of the counter still faint in
English shops, senselessly tied to their
work for fourteen hours a day. In
Australia, shops close at reasonable
hours; all employés have hope of
reasonable leisure.
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“In England, we have journals
annually degenerating to the American
gutter type. In Australia, the daily
papers have learned the art of being
popular without the tricks that mark the
decay of English journalism.

«“ Lastly, in England we have a popu-
lation, five-sixths of which is miserably
poor. . . . In Australia, the poor are
still with us; but the doctrine of the
living wage has been taken from the
books into the workshops.”

And so, Mr. Rowland contrives to
express the spirit of the new nation.

».
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SPEECH IN SEASON

F that was thy voice in the morning,
Wherever thou wast, I know
What fill'd the world in the morning
With melody sweet and low:
A harp where the breezes blow,
A bird unseen in the coppice,
And down, where the waters flow,
A ripple, a flute, a singing, an echo through all the day,
Which, out of the dream and the distance, called to me far away.

If that was thy voice in the noontide,
I know why there fell for a space
A hush which is rare in the noontide,
A spell full of langour and grace;
And out of some wonderful place
Whence the glory of heaven flowed over,
But sight is too feeble to face,
Came a rumour, a whisper, a message, a secret indicible note:
And I know what it meant in the noontide—that word from the zenith remote.

And hence in the light of the evening
Thy voice in all 1 hear:
Dost thou sing far away in the evening?
Who knows? But the voice is near,
And, far or at hand, how clear!
While, soft as thine eyes’ own lustre,
In the lilac of heaven appear
The stars which have borrowed thy beauty, and every star on its throne,
To utter its nightly watchword hath taken thy voice and tone.
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SOME LETTERS

From Miss Lalage Scott, Beechcroft, to
Captain Bellairs, Aldershot.

&aosT DEear,—I am really
8| bhaving a charming time
here with Ida and Jack:
the place wants nothing
but your dear person to
render it the antechamber

to Paradise.

Ida sends you many messages and
hopes that you will be able to run down
on Saturday.

Lord Snobtown is staying with them
at present—such an antique piece of
humanity who hobbles about with the
air of a person who has heroically made
up his mind to endure scenery for a few
days.

He has a glass eye and wears a toupée
that gets dreadfully out of curl in the
salt atmosphere, not to speak of other
accessories which make great demands
on one's curiosity; when he is got up for
the day he is probably the choicest ex-
tant masterpiece of cosmetic science,
marred only by the evident influence of
too many schools.

He pays your correspondent much
attention, which leaves her ungrateful ;
for when he speaks, he breathes not of
Araby the blest. Jack says it's sudden
death to see him when he is taken to
pieces.

Mamma writes me that they think of
taking a small house in Kensington
West, from October, if they can get it
cheap. How I hate that word, and yet
you and I will always have to do every-
thing on those lines when we are
married! Ah, how often I echo your
wish that we might be freed from the
sordid and disagreeable realities of life,
and dwell together on some island
swept by the purple and many-voiced
Mediterranean sea.

Mammagoeson tosay that papa is once
more engaged in some speculation or
company in the City, and is again con-
vinced that he is on the eve of a colossal
fortune. Poor mamma is as sceptical
as I am on these matters, though she
says that on this occasion there is
actually a scheme, vague and intangible,
but still a scheme; and there is also an
earl ; what shareholder could ask more?

One cannot expect profit and the
peerage.
Good-by, dear heart.
Come on Saturday, and
Believe me,
Ever to be your
Lat.

From the same to the same.

Cruel, unkind Harry, not to come to
me when I had looked forward to seeing
you all the week through !

Nothing but a long letter full of peni-
tence and promises of amendment will
satify

Your deeply oftended
Larace.

Two hours later.

Dear, darling Harry,—Thanks so
much for your letter and the charming
bracelet : it is beautiful, and I am de-
lighted !

I am sure you need not be in the
least alarmed at Lord Snobtown’s atten-
tions—it is paying yourself far too poor
a compliment.

It is iniquitous that you cannot
get leave; no wonder there is so much
talk about the mismanagement of affairs
at the War Office.

Ever dear love,
Lat.
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From Isaac Scott, Esq., Austin Friars,
to Miss Scott.

My Dear Child,—I hasten to take up
my pen to impart to you the gratifying
intelligence of the great compliment
that has been paid to me and to your-
self.

Lord Snobtown has written request-
ing the honour of your hand in mar-
riage. To quote his own beautiful
words, he offers you “a lovers's devo-
tion with paternal solicitude and care.”
Could anything be more admirably ex-
pressed ?

Your mother and myself are com-
pletely overwhclmed at the brilliancy
of such a future for our beloved
daughter. Though we would never
counsel you to make a merely mercen-
ary marriage, I may as well say that I
feel sure your mother—you know her
heart weakness—would not survive the
disappointment of a refusal on your
part; but I feel convinced that a girl
so admirably trained and of such pure
and simple tastes as yourself would
never dream of such a course; so I
have already written Lord Snobtown
my heartiest approval. Heaven cannot
fail to bless such a union.

As you know, the imminent failure of
my hopes in the City has left us in
sadly straitened circumstances.

Your affectionate father,
Isaac Scorr.

From Lalage Scott to Captain Bellairs.

Dear, dear, darling Harry,—Please,
please forgive me for what I am about
to do.

Your Lalage, my own, is going to
sacrifice herself on the altar of parental
affection.

Papa has lost everything and will be
reduced to the workhouse unless I marry
Lord Snobtown.

Dear love, what can I say—what can
I do but obey ?

Your heartbroken
LaL.

From the same to the same.

Dear Captain Bellairs,—To say that
I was astonished at your letter would be
to give you but a very faint idea of my
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feelings! Such a tirade of preaching
and reproaches I could not have thought
anyone could have penned.

Your remarks about Lord Snobtown
are in something worse than bad taste.

I am quite sure that I never said that
he had a glass eye and wore a foupée,
or that his toilet showed the influence
of too many schools; you must have
dreamt these weird and wonderful
things.

I had no notion that you had such a
bad temper; it makes me feel quite
thankful that I am going to place my
future elsewhere.

In conclusion, I can only advise you
to marry some good girl who will reform
you.

Yours sincerely,
LALAGE ScoTT.

From Mrs Scott to Miss Scott.

My Dearest Lar,—I can hardly
hold my pen, so excited and pleased am
I. Who could have dreamt that Pro-
vidence had such a delightful surprise
packet in store for us!

Indeed, I don’t believe that I shall
ever quite realise it.

I met the Davises in the High Street,
yesterday ; their faces became like
moulds of lemon ice when they heard
the news. I had no idea that there was
such an incredible amount of moral and
mental support to be derived from the
discomfiture of one’s friends.

I think I shall wear purple at the
ceremony; the colour, I fancy, will so
admirably meet all the demands of the
occasion.

Your affectionate
MOTHER.

Extract from the Times.

SNOBTOWN—SCOTT,—On the 10th inst. at
St. Margaret’s, the Rt. Honble. Lord
Snobtown to Lalage, only child of Isaac
Scott, Esq.

Eighteen months later.

From Lady Snobtown, Snobtown
Towers, to Captain Bellairs.

My very dear Harry,—A year ago
to-day, Lord Snobtown died; I cannot
be hypocrite enough to add regretted
by nie.
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Ah! Harry, I have suffered in such
wise as words are powerless to tell,
though perhaps not more than I de-
served ; but still greatly.

Now I am free and rich—such dearly
bought riches—and I long so much for
a little sunshine, a little love.

Harry, dear Harry, if you care as
you once cared, as I have always
cared, will you come to

LaLAGgE.

His reply.

Dear Lady Snobtown,—Thanks for
your letter, which, however, grieved me
much ; you certainly ought to have
found the philosopher’s stone.

I am afraid you have forgotten a
certain piece of advice that you gave
me, but I have not—I have never for-
gotten anything connected with you—and
I have paid you the greatest of compli-
ments—I have followed it—I am married
to “a good girl,” who has “reformed me.”

Yours very sincerely,
Harry BEeLLaIRs.

‘Ri\?);‘.ﬁ

GHOST’S HOLLOW

veERr the bridge and athwart the stream
In a land that I call my own

Is another land that I visit in dream,

And dreamers term it the world unknown.
The paths are clouded, the hollows are dim,

And a pallid and misty host
Is moving there with a vacant air,

For this is the Land of Ghost.

As a Land of Ghost is the Land of Soul,
O Wraiths of the viewless bourne !
Do you hear, as I hear, the waters roll
In the rain of the tears of those who mourn?
The darkness deepens, the darkness spreads:
We shrink from the downward track
Which far through the hollow takes those who follow,
For who that descends comes back?

But there dawns a day or there falls a night
When a hand unseen lays hold

And into the hollow we slip from sight,
Over the grey lawns shrouded and cold.

Over the brook by the bridge we go,
Sorrowing voices still'd behind ;

But dole or laughter, who knows what after,
Or what of the end assign’d?

Who knows?

Who knows?

From the further side,

Perchance, on a spectral host,
Far over a resonant, splendid tide,
Back we shall gazeon a Land of Ghost;
For a Land of Ghost is this land of life,
With its phantom joys and woes;
From a great pure dream upon pomps which seem—
We shall gaze at that last—who knows ?
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THE SWING—A VILLANELLE

HROUGH the air with a sound of wings,
And a sea wave’s glistening risec and fall,
In the apple tree Marian swings.

Like a skylark she soars and sings,
Almost as high as the tree-top tall,
Through the air with a sound of wings.

Life is a vision of elfin things,
Light as the cirrus that floats o’er all,
In the apple tree Marian swings.

Bees with their drowsy murmurings,
Shadows like sprites on the sunlit wall,
Through the air with a sound of wings.

How like a parasite flow’r she clings,
Tight to the cords with a laughing call,
In the apple tree Marian swings.

Hair in a tangle of silken strings,

Feet coiled roguishly, dainty, small,
Through the air with a sound of wings,
In the apple tree Marian swings.

(X
o N D g
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The man who, sitting apart from his fellows, congratulates himself that
he is not a sharer in their follies, may prove in the end to be more foolish
than the people he despises.

AFTER THE RAIN

(A VIGNETTE.)

Hs through the cloud-drift steals the tender blue,
And the drenched leafage gleams with rainy lights,
The clustered pools along the avenue
Seem silver patens set for holy rites.
Blue mists uprise : the setting sun, the while,
Shines like a monstrance down a lighted aisle.
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THE LEGEND OF THE
HOLY GRAAL

IN 1ITS CONNECTION WITH TEMPLARS AND FREEMASONS

I

SKETCH OF THE CONNECTION

,;':_:Ls e+ deeper pitfalls are laid by
' g8l anything more than by
the facts of coincidence,
it is perhaps by the in-
timations and suggestions
of writings which bear
the stamp of allegory or concealed
allusion on their surface; as in the
cases of coincidence, so in these it is
necessary for the historical critic to be
very much upon his guard, and not to
accept correspondences, however plau-
sible, unless they are controlled and
strengthened by more substantial evi-
dence.

But the fact of the correspondences
remains ; they are important within
their own sphere; and it is often
through indirect lights of this kind that
research has been led into new tracks
from which unexpected and indubitable
results have ultimately followed. It is
the purpose of the present paper to
indicate certain analogies which are at
least curious and to stimulate further
investigation along the lines which they
appear to indicate, without attempting
at the moment to press any definite
conclusion.

Some slight general acquaintance with
the Legend of the Holy Graal may for
the moment be presupposed in the
reader, though the legend itself will be
made quite clear as we proceed. It is
proposed for the first time in the history
of the subject to institute a connection
between the knightly quest of the

Graal, as undertaken by the chivalry of
King Arthur’s Court, and the allegorical
quest which is undertaken in Free-
masonry, as the candidate progresses
from grade to grade. The connecting
link between the two things, to all ap-
pearance so widely divergent, must be
sought outside of each, and it is found
in the Ancient Order of the Knights Tem-
plar who, according to a well-known,
though by no means universally accepted
view, are the ancestors of the modern
Freemason, and, as it will be sought to
shew, were possibly the originators or
conservers of the Graal legend. If such
a view should prove to be well-founded,
two things will follow of necessity: (1)
modern archaology will have to revise
its notions on the subject of the Graal
in medieval and romantic literature ; and
(2) the history of Masonry will require
to be rewritten. This statement sum-
marises in a few words an enormous
complexity of issues to which no justice
can be done in what must at best be
only a preliminary sketch. As much
archazological or masonic knowledge
must not be assumed in the reader, it
may be premised further that he will
acquire without difficulty as he proceeds
the little that is essential for a proper
understanding of the subject. It is not
necessary that he should be either a
literary scholar familiar with the bye-
ways of the medizval romances, and
with their criticism, or, on the other
hand, that he should be himself a mem-
ber of the masonic fraternity. Atten-
dance will be asked in the first place to
the following points, which will simplify
the later considerations.
c
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There are at the present time two
schools of masonic criticism with regard
to the origin of the fraternity. For the
one it is the natural descendant of the
old building guilds or trade unions of
the past, which from a remote period
were in the habit of admitting into their
ranks influential persons who were
neither architects nor builders. At a
certain epoch of time, which it is difficult
to indicate, except within rather broad
limits, but with England as its locality,
some of these lay members would appear
to have found themselves practically in
possession of certain lodges, and they
converted the old mystery or mummery
of masonry into an allegorical or specu-
lative system applied to the morals of
its professors, which new system so
spread that it absorbed or ousted the
original trading element and laid the
ground-work of that vast confederation
which at this day covers the whole earth.
This, somewhat roughly indicated, is the
accepted view, the view taken by the
major part of the educated opinion with-
in the ranks of the fraternity, because it
tends to minimise the element of mystery
and wonder which is inseparable from
subjects of the kind by exhibiting things
which are unknown or dubious in the
aspect of things familiar. By the other
school it is believed that at the suppres-
sion of the Templars by King Philippe
le Bel and Pope Clement in 1307, that
knightly order did not in reality, or at
least utterly perish, but assumed the
disguise of freemasonry, taking refuge
in certain lodges of the building guilds,
and importing into these the secret
speculative and religious doctrine which
it had learned in the east, and on ac-
count of which the Pope and King
combined in the attempt to destroy it.
This view finds expression more parti-
cularly in France and Germany, but it
has had its exponents in England; it
hasrested so far on insufficient founda-
tions from the standpoint of historical
evidence, but it represents a tradition
which it is difficult toignore with justice
and entirely, and it 1s possible that it
may yet receive unexpected substantia-
tion. It will be obvious that one
important step in this direction will be
made by establishing an analogy between
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masonic symbolism and that of the Graal
legend, the Templar connections of
which have been put forward successfully
by scholars, both in England and
Germany, whose decision, if not final,
is at least entitled to the very highest
respect. The connections, moreover,
as will be seen, appear on the face of
the legend in some of its mostimportant
forms.

With a view to the simplification of
an inquiry which touches upon several
fields of research which are all of them
highly specialised, the first considera-
tion will be given to the Legend of the
Holy Graal and its sources in mediaxval
literature ; the traces of Templarism
therein will be dealt with in the next
place, together with a short account of
what has been surmised concerning the
secret doctrine of the Templars and the
alleged survival of the Order; the con-
nection of both with the chief legend of
Masonry will be shown in the last place,
and a tentative inference will be at-
tempted.

II

SOME ASPECTS OF THE GRAAL LEGEND

There are a few legends which may
be said to stand forth among the in-
numerable traditions of humanity, wear-
ing upon them the external signs or
characters of some secret or mystery
within them which seems to belong
rather to eternity than to time. They
are, in no sense, connected with one
another, and yet, by a suggestion which
is deeper than any suggestion of the
senses, they would seem as if each of
them were appealing to each, one bear-
ing testimony to another and all recal-
ling all. They might be the broken
fragments of a primitive revelation
which, except in these memorials, has
passed out of time and mind. There
are also other legends, strange, melan-
choly and long haunting, which seem
to have issued from the depths of
aboriginal humanity, below all horizons
of history, pointing to terrible periods of
a past which is of the body only and not
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of the soul of man, and hinting that,
once upon a time, there was a soulless
age of our race, when minds were form-
less as the mammoths of geological
epochs. To the latter class belongs
some of what remains to us of the folk-
lore of the cave-dwellers, the traditions
of the pre-Ayran races of Europe. To
the former, among many others, belongs
the Graal Legend which, at least in its
purest aspects, is to be classed among
the legends of the soul.

It might seem at first sight almost a
superfluous precaution, even in an
elementary paper, to give an answer to
the question, What, then, was the Holy
Graal ? Those who are unacquainted
with its literature in the old books of
chivalry, by which it first entered into
the romance of Europe, will know it by
the « Idylls of the King.” But it is not
so superfluous as it seems, and many
answers to the question have been
attempted which are altogether different
from that which is given by the knight
Percival to his fellow monk in the poem
of Tennyson.

“*What is it ?
The phantom of a cup which comes and goes?
Nay, monk! what phantom? answered
Percival.

The cup, the cup itself from which our Lord
Drank at the last sad supper with His own,
This from the blessed land of Aromat. . . .
Arimathean Joseph, journeying brcught

To Glastonbury. . ..

And thus a while it bode ; and if a man

Could touch or see it, he was heal’d at once

By faith of all his ills. But then the times

Grew to such evil that the Holy Cup

Was caught away to Heaven and dis-
appear’d.”

That is the answer with which in one
or another of its forms, poetic or
chivalrous, everyone is expected to be
acquainted, or must be classed as too un-
lettered for consideration, even in a slight
sketch of the present kind. But, as
hinted already, it is so little the only
answer, and 1t is so little full or ex-
haustive, that no person aquainted with
the literature wouf?de accept it otherwise
than as one of its aspects, and even the
enchanting gift of the laureate’s poetic
faculty leaves—and that of necessity—
something to be desired in the summary

of the knight’s reply to the direct ques-
tion of the monk Ambrosius. There is
an allusiveness, a pregnancy, a sugges-
tion about the legend in its best forms
which escapes in such an answer; it is
found in the old romances, especially in
the romantic chronicle of Sir Percival
and the ¢ Morte d’Arthur.” It is found
later on in Tennyson’s own poem, when
Percival's sister, the nun of ¢ utter
whiteness,” describes her vision :(—

**I heard a sound
As of a silver horn from o'er the hills. . . .

the slender sound
As from a distance beyond distance grew
Coming upon me. .

and then
Stream’d thro' my cell a cold and silver beam
And down the long beam stole the Holy Grail,
Rose-red with beatings in it.”’

And again:—

‘* I saw the spiritual city and all her sFires

And gateways in a glory like one pearl. . . .

Strike from the sea and from the star there
shot

A rose-red sparkle to the city, and there

Dwelt, and I knew it was the Holy Grail."’

So also in the chivalric books the
legend is treated with an aloofness, and
yet with a directness of circumstance
and a manifoldness of detail awakening
a sense of reality amidst enchantment
which is scarcely heightened when the
makers of the old chronicles testify to
the truth of their story. The explana-
tion is, according to one version of the
Quest, that it was written by Christ
himself after the Resurrection, and that
there is no clerk, ‘“however hardy,”
who will dare to suggest that any other
scripture is referable to the same hand.
Sir Thomas Malory, the latest and best
of the compilers of the Arthurian
legend, suppresses this ascription, and
in the colophon of his eighteenth book
is contented with adding that it is “a
story chronicled for one of the truest
and holiest that is in this world.”

But there is ample evidence in Sir
Thomas Malory’sown book, the “Morte
d’Arthur,” that the Graal Legend was
derived into his great chronicle from
various sources, and that several ele-
ments entered into it which are quite
excluded by the description of Sir

ca
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Percival in the “Idylls,” or by the
colophon of his own twelfth book, which
reads: “ And here followeth the noble
tale of the Sancgreal that called is the
hooly vessel, and the sygnefycacyon of
blessid blood of our Lord Jhesu Cryste,
blessid mote it be, the whiche was
brought into this land by Joseph of
Armathye, therefore on all synful souls
Blessid Lord have Thou mercy.”

It is not necessary, or indeed possible,
to particularise all these elements, but,
as an equipoise to the religious or sacra-
mental side of the legend, it has been
pointed out that the French romance,
from which the English version is
chiefly derived, would appear to have
borrowed from old Irish stories of the
pagan period something concerning a
mysterious magical vessel full of
miraculous food. This 1is illustrated
by the ¢« Morte d'Arthur” in the me-
morable episode of the high festival
held by King Arthur at Pentecost.
“In the midst of the supper there
entered into the hall the Holy Graal
covered with white Samite, but there
was none might see it or who bore it,
and then was all the hall fulfilled with
good odours and every knight had such
meats and drinks as he best loved in
this world.” That is a state of the
legend which has little connection
with the mystic vessel carried out of
Palestine by the centurion of the
evangelists, but the simple minded
chroniclers of the past did not observe
the anachronism when they married the
Christian fable to any parallel history
which came in their way.

ITI
EFOCHS OF THE LEGEND

A minute enquiry into the materials
and their sources of a moving and
stately legend are opposed to the pur-
poses and interests of the general reader,
for whom the Graal has two epochs only
in literature, that of Sir Thomas Malory
and that of * The Idylls of the King,"”
and as Tennyson was indebted to
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Malory, so it is through his gracious
poems that most persons have been sent
back to the old book of chivalry from
which he reproduced his motives and
sometimes derived his words. But with-
out entering into the domain of archzo-
logy, the lettered student, and, indeed, the
literate reader, will know well enough
that there are branches of the legend
outside these two great namecs, and that
some of them are close enough to his
hand. He will know that the Cornish
poet, Robert Stephen Hawker's “ Quest
of the San Graal " has, as Madame de
Stael once said of Saint Martin, *“some
sublime gleams.” He will know that
the old French romance of Percival le
Gallois recently translated into English
of an archaic kind by Dr. Sebastian
Evans, is a gorgeous romance, full of
richly painted pictures and endless
pageants. He will know finally that
there is a German cycle of the Graal
traditions, and that Titurel, Parsifal and
Lohengrin, to whom a strange and
wonderful life beyond all common teach-
ings of nature, and beyond all common
conventions of art has been given by -
Wagner, are also legendary heroes of
the Holy Graal. There are, therefore,
broadly speaking, three points of view
as regards this subject, which are—

(1) The Romantic; and the reversion
of literary sentiment at the present day
towards romanticism will make it unne-
cessary to say that this is now a very
strong point. It is exemplified by the
numerous editions of the ¢ Morte
d’Arthur,” produced not only for stu-
dents, but also in the interests of
children, and in which a large space is
invariably given to the Graal Legend.
Lang's “ Book of Romance " and Mary
McCleod’s “ Book of King Arthur and
His Noble Knights,” are instances
which will occur to most people; but
there are many others.

(2) The Poetic, to which, having re-
gard to what has been said already, it is
only necessary to add that it has done
something to exalt and spiritualise the
legend without removing the romantic
element. In the case of Tennyson it
has certainly added the elevated emotion
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which belongs essentially to the spirit
of romance, and has saved English lite-
rature during the latter half of the 1gth
century. But taking the work at its
highest, 1t may well be that the Graal
Legend has still to receive its treatment
more fully by some poet who is to
come. The literary form of this parti-
cular Idyll of the King, a tale within a
tale twice told, leaves something to be
desired.

(3) The Archzological, and this
has naturally many branches, each of
which has the character of a learned
inquiry calling for special knowledge,
and, in many instances, only of
limited interest outside the field of
scholarship. =~ The archaology of the
legend would include, of course, its
sources, which remain debatable, and
certain problems of authorship in con-
nection with the early romances, as, for
example, whether Master Blihis did
write the first Percival in the latter half
of the 13th century. The Graal in the
musical epics of Wagner has been the
subject of special devotion in the
writings of Miss Jessie L. Watson.
Outside these admitted branches of re-
search there is a fourth point of view
which has emerged more recently, and for
want of a better term may, perhaps, be
called Spiritual. It cares little for the
archzology of the subject, little for the
romantic aspects and as little perhaps,
explicitly, for the poetic side. It would
know nothing of Hawker's ¢ Quest,”
and would regard the Graal simply as
one of the sacramental legends of the
soul; yet it is not confined, nor is it
indeed found, to any important ex-
tent, among those who hold extreme
eucharistic views. In other words, it is
not specially a high Anglican or a Latin
interest ; it 1s found rather among those
who regard religious doctrine, institution
and ritual, as things typical or analogical,
and the Graal as an early recognition
of the fact that such things are
really symbols and not for literal accept-
ance. This view cares, perhaps, only
in an ordinary degree for the evidences
of history, nor can history be said to en-
dorse it. It is a consideration of certain
devout minds. Connected with this,

although really independent, there is a
still more recent disposition to regard
the whole legend as hinting at the per-
petuation of a secret teaching within the
Christian church which is not exactly
what is understood commonly by Chris-
tianity. There is much to be said for
this view, though in the form that we at
present possess it,it may be admitted that
it still awaits demonstration. There is
perhaps a certain sense in which all
these views can be accepted, and in which
all are capable in the last resource of
being harmonized together. Noonecan
read the romances without seeing that
the legend has its spiritual side, but it
has also, and not less evidently, that side
which connects it with folk-lore. Inthe
hands of the compiler of the ¢ Morte
d’Arthur” it is treated openly as an
allegory, and the knighthood of King
Arthur's Court passes explicitly during
the quest into a region of similitude,
where every adventure and episode has
a supernatural signification which is ex-
plained sometimes in rather a tiresome
manner. On the other hand, in the
romance of Sir Percival, there are
assuredly traces of a doctrine or system
which is not quite in affinity with the
Christianity of its period, and there is
also a suggestion of veiled hostility to
the church of that period.

Iv
SOURCES OF THE LEGEND

The sources of the romance-legend
are of two kinds, existing and tradi-
tional, the second class being repre-
sented only by the tradition of a Latin
MS., which is referred to by most nar-
rators of the legend, with the exception
of Sir Thomas Malory, though it is pos-
sible that they have borrowed the refer-
ence from one another. On the autho-
rity, by np means unquestionable, of a
certain chronicle of Helinandus, this
book was entitled “ Liber Gradalis”
and was the work of a British hermit,
whose name does not transpire. More-
over, it had not been seen by the his-
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torian who mentions it. At the present
day it is regarded as mythical by
scholars, but, after making every
allowance, there does not, perhaps,
seem full ground for doubting the fact
of its existence. It is pointed out that
there are no romance works in the
Latin language, but this is not a valid
objection, because it does not follow
that the Latin original was in the form
which we naturally attribute to the
word romance. This word originally
involved a work written in the romance
language, and everything points, as re-
gards the Latin manuscript, to the fact
that it was rather in the nature of an
apocryphal gospel book, as indeed its
imputed authorship would imply, and
as such it is not impossible that it may
still exist among the uninvestigated
treasures of old monastic libraries in the
remote corners of Brittany.

The extant sources may be sum-
marised as follows :—

(1) The mediaval poem of the Graal,
begun by Chrestien de Troyes who died
between 1181 and 1190, and of whose
work there are several continuations
which may have been written at any
time between the close of the twelfth
and the middle of the thirteenth
century.

(2) The romance poem of Joseph of
Arimathea, very nearly perfect, a single
leaf only being wanting in one of the
most complete copies. The author was
Robert de Borron, who wrote it towards
the end of the twelfth century, and died
in 1212,

(3) The prose version of this poem,
which supplies the defect therein ; al-
though in respect of the language it
corresponds, like the poem, to the origi-
nal meaning of the term romance, it is
not of the kind which we understand
by the word—that is to say—both ver-
sions purport to be true histories and
are in fact a species of apocryphal
narrative, somewhat approaching the
canonical Acts of the Apostles, giving
the genealogy of Joseph and all his
descendants with a pseudo history of
his life, travels and imprisonments
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before and after
Christ.

the Ascension of

(4) A sequel to the poem of Borron
by a later hand, known as the Didot
Percival, of which there is only a single
manuscript in existence.

(5) The quest of the San Graal, corre-
sponding in all respects to what the
ordinary literate reader would under-
stand by the romance of chivalry. It
is the most famous of the whole cycle.

(6) The romance of Sir Percival le
Gallois, which of recent years has come
into the hands of many thousands of
English readers in the translation of
Dr. Sebastian Evans. This is an ela-
borate, highly pictorial narrative of the
best romantic kind, and it contains the
presumptive evidence out of which the
present hypothesis has arisen.

(7) Sir Thomas Malory's * Birth,
Life and Acts of King Arthur,” more
commonly known under the name of
“ Morte d’Arthur.” It was originally
printed by Caxton and the modern
editions are numerous. The Quest of
the Graal (see amte, No. 5) occupies
several books of this great compilation,
to the production of which a singular
genius was brought by the compiler,
and it is and will remain one of the great
epoch making books of English litera-
ture. Sir Edward Strachey, one of its
modern editors, has well pointed out
that the narrative is almost epical in its
form, and has so digested the confused
materials on which Malory wrought,
that something of sustained purpose
appears throughout, and it has, so to
speak, a beginning, middle and end.

8. A distinct cycle of the Graal Le-
gend is filled by the German romances,
as already noted. Their place is a little
difficult to settle on satisfactory grounds.
Some French scholars have endeavoured
to show that the source of the Arthurian
legends is to be sought in Germany, but
it is a hypothesis advanced by those who
seek to minimise their merit in favour of
the superior claims of the Charlemagne
cycle, and this does not bear considera-
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tion. The German cycle may be classi-
fied as follows :—

A. The Romance of Titurel.
B. That of Parsifal.
c. That of Lohengrin.

They are all interconnected, and the
order given above is in a sense almost
chronological.  Titurel was the first
knight called to the guarding of the
Graal, and is supposed to have built a
temple in which it was placed during
the period that it abode on earth. Par-
sifal is of course the German version of
Percival, and Lohengrin is the latest
and closing legend, corresponding to

that of Galahad in the ¢ Morte
d’Arthur,” in which, bowever, the
chronological succession is entirely
lost.

9. For the sake of completeness two
other romances may be mentioned : that
of Peredur, the son of Earl Evrawc, a
Welsh legend of the thirteenth century
or earlier, and the English metrical
romance of Sir Percyvelle; but they do
not call for consideration in the present
connection.

It should be added that the above list
is not chronologically arranged.

A%
THE SECRET OF THE GRAAL

Whatever the elements which entered
into the composition of the Graal con-
ception, all the chief versions of the
legend unite in connecting it with the
mystery and power of certain secret
words. These words, in the earlier
romances, are entrusted by Christ Him-
self to the custody of Joseph of
Arimathea. Those who can acquire
and retain them, can exercise at will a
strange power and mastery over all
about them and will possess great credit
in the sight of God. They never need
fear being deprived of their rights,
sufferings from evil judgment, or con-
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quest in battle, so long as their cause is
just. It is impossible, however, to com-
municate these words in writing; they
are too precious and holy, and, more-
over, they are the secret of the Graal
itself, in which a strange power of
speech also resides. Joseph himself was
only permitted to reveal them to asingle
person, a mysterious rich fisherman who
figures continually in the stories,
sometimes following the craft which his
name suggests, sometimes as the lord of
a stately castle, in several instances asa
king. He, in his turn, and by virtue of
some mysterious power or license vested
in him, does appear to have committed
them to writing, together with other
secrets, but they are to be concealed for
ever from the world.

In the prologue or preamble of the Grand
San Graal legend, the hermit whoreceives
the revelations and the custody of the
mysterious book of the legend, testifies
that the greatest secret of the world has
been confided to him, and that the com-
munication took place amidst inexpres-
sible experiences in that third heaven
to which St. Paul was translated. The
description of his ecstasy is written in
fervent language. On the other hand,
in the Didot Percival, the putative
sequel to the poems of Robert de
Borron, the secret words appear as
those which Christ spoke to Joseph on
the Cross. After they have been im-
parted to one of the heroes of the story,
he is translated by angels. It is need-
less to add that the maker of this
chronicle is forbidden to transcribe
them.

In another class of the romances the
unutterable words reappear in a sim-
plified or substituted form, and we have
in this manner tbe legends of a sup-
pressed word, of the sorrow and the
misery which is wrought by that sup-
pression, and of the joy and the de-
liverance which follow the utterance of
the word, whereby great enchantments
are determined, great wrongs redressed,
and the wounds and sufferings endured
through many years are healed and
annulled. This mystery of the word
which is withheld, or in reservation,
would offer some curious points to
criticism if the subject could be pursued
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here. It takes the form of a simple
question which should have been asked
and was not, and as such it is, so to
speak, the reverse side or antithesis of the
old classical legend of the sphinx.
The sphinx asked questions and de-
voured those who did not reply, or
whose answers blundered. Percival in
the romances kept silence, when he
should have urged his inquiries, some-
times through carelessness, sometimes
through false modesty, sometimes be-
cause he had been cautioned against
idle questioning, but in all cases indiffer-
ently, by the working of some apparently
blind destiny, the omission carries with
it the long series of its disastrous con-
sequences.

The higher sense of the mysterious
word or words is of course removed to
heaven when the Graal is itself removed,
the departure of which is described in
many ways, of which the following
from the “ Morte D'Arthur ' may serve
as an example. “And when he had said
these words Galahad went to Percival
and kissed him and commended him to
God, and so he went to Sir Bors, and
kissed him, and commended him to God,
and said, Fair lord, salute me to my
lord Sir Lancelot, my father, and as
soon as you see hin, bid him remember
of this unstable world. And therewith
he kneeled down before the table, and
made his prayers, and then suddenly his
soul departed to Jesu Christ and a great
multitude of angels bore his soul up to
heaven, that the two fellows might well
behold it. Also the two fellows saw
come from heaven an hand, but they saw
not the body. And then it came right
to the vessel, and took it and the spear,
and so bare it up to heaven. Since then
was there never man so hardy to say
that he had seen the Sangraal.” But the
lesser word, the word which can be with-
held or spoken, has performed in the
meantime a certain office of amelioration,
so that it is not by a mere vain obser-
vance that it has been in a sense
substituted by the later romances for
that which could neither be spelt nor
written.

Of such is the Graal Legend, and
those who are acquainted with it in the
most choice of its early forms will agree
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not only that many portions of it are
singularly winning, but that it is indeed

‘* a part
Of the hunger and thirst of the heart."’

It is also a very melancholy legend; it
is the passing of a great procession and
a great sacrament which is destined
never to return; it is a portion of the
loss of humanity; and it is no matter
for surprise that in these late days which
are so full of this thirst and this hunger,
several persons have attempted to read
into it a more profound significance than
could have been consciously intended by
its makers.

VI
THE TEMPLAR CONNECTION

The slight investigation here at-
tempted has proceeded so far solely on
the basis of the documents, though it
must be admitted that, as regards the
last section there has not been any
special attention paid to the subject by
English scholars. The Templar con-
nections of the Graal Legend lie also on
the face of the documents, but these
are recognised by scholarship. Some
are trivial in themselves, but are notice-
able by their continual recurrence
throughout the romances, as, for ex-
ample, the characteristic Templar
symbolism of the white alb and the
scarlet cross, varied by the scarlet cross
on the white banner, or on the white
sails of fairy ships, and so forth. Other
connections are rooted more deeply and
of great significance. There are indica-
tions of a confraternity, partly military
and partly religious, connecting by the
legend of a lineage with a kind of secret
history of Christendom, written under
the guise of knight errantry. This fea-
ture is more especially noticeable in the
German versions. The later adaptations
of the Lohengrin Legend are literally
and verbally Templar, but the German
Parsifal, written by Wolfram von
Eschenbach, prior to 1215, is the
romance of a brotherhood of the Hol{
Graal, strong, mighty and powerful,
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while that of Titurel is the legend of
the building of a Temple. And this
leads to a still more important point,
also fully acknowledged by scholars,
namely, that current through all the
stories we have the hint of the exist-
ence of what has been termed a Graal
Church, that is to say, of a secret doc-
trine which, by the hypothesis, is higher
than the open doctrine which at the
time was taught in Christendom. The
inmost heart of this doctrine is no doubt
typically represented by the Graal
itself, and in accordance with this view,
it will be sufficient to point out the
amazing statement that the Eucharist
was first entrusted to Joseph of Ari-
mathea, that he was the first priest
who ever celebrated the Mass and was
the first bishop of the Church, conse-
crated by Christ himself and the angels.
The book of the Graal also claims
Christ as its author and thus stands
in a position of inexpressible superiority
to the gospels. Behind this blas-
phemous ascription, which in itself
could not have been literally intended,
there could be only the implied exist-
ence of some concealed instruction of
religion, which claimed for itself a
more sacred sanction than that of
orthodox Christianity.  Equally de-
signed to enforce this claim, and signi-
fying equally something which did not
appear on the surface, is the pretence
that among the treasures of the Graal
Church were the crown and sword of
David and the wood of the Tree of Life.
The precise intention of these allegories
may perhaps never be unravelled, but
their general design is apparent, and
this corresponds broadly to the chief
accusations brought against the Knights
Templar at the time of their suppres-
sion. The two centuries of their exist-
ence are also the two centuries during
which the Graal legends were originated
and for the most part developed.
Most of the accusations raised against
the brethren were not so much unfounded
as basely constructed, and after every
allowance has been made, there is
reasonable ground for inferring that
they acquired strange knowledge in the
East, on the basis of which they raised
claims to a priestly and religious pre-

eminence, and these claims found
in the romances of the west, which
seem to have been inspired by them and
to have grown up to some extent
under their auspices, an indirect and
veiled expression.

The specific considerations which tend
towards the substantiation of this view
are of course highly technical, and they
involve issues which have been long
and hotly debated. There is, firstly, so
much light as can be obtained from the
name of the order and from the im-
probability of the pretence that it was
so called because its first house was
situated near the site of King Solomon’s
Temple. Itisadvanced thatthe Knights
were brethren of the Temple in a less
accidental sense, and were secretly
pledged to the erection, symbolically
speaking, of another house of God which
was neither precisely of Israel nor of
Christendom. In this connection there
is a legend of Solomon within the Graal
legend which calls for the elucidation
of scholarship; but there is, above all,
the fact that the Graal heroes were
Temple-builders. Secondly, there is the
use among the Templars of secret words
which did not carry their significance on
their surface, and were therefore, in a
sense, substituted words, by which the
true and more secret words were sup-
pressed and concealed from the lower
ranks of the brethren. In the third
place, amongst alleged Templar remains,
there are examples of fonts or vases
which have been regarded as Graal
vessels, and in this connection it may be
noted, because of the alleged sympathies
between the Templars and some of the
survivals of the Gnostic sects, that, ac-
cording to Epiphanius, the Marcosian
heretics made use of similar vases in
their celebration of the Euchanist. They
were filled with white wine, which was
supposed to undergo transformations of
colour and other magical changes which
recall the marvellous permutations of
the Graal cup in the old books of
chivalry.

But the most important consideration
of the whole is one which so far has
passed entirely unnoticed, and this is,
that about the period when the Graal
romances may be supposed to have
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originated, the Latin Church denied the
Chalice to the laity, and Communion was
limited to one kind. Is it too much to
suppose, that when the most sacred
rite and highest sacrament of the Chris-
tian religion was thus tampered with,
and, in appearance, violated, there must
have arisen a very strong feeling of hos-
tility ? Is it too much to suppose, when
about the same period we find a cycle of
legend springing into existence, the
central point of which was the very Cup
of Mystery which was thus withheld
from the faithful, that between the two
there is some connection corresponding
to cause and effect? And at the back
of this hostility, and at the back of these
legends, is there any class of society at
the period more possible, and even pro-
bable, than those Knights Templar who
were themselves a priestly order, to
whom as such the Communion in both
kinds was doubtless continued, and to
whom the Eucharistic rite seems in some
form always to have been a special
object of veneration ?

As, on the one hand, it is by no
means pretended that this account does
common justice to an exceedingly com-
plex subject, so on the other, it cannot
be affirmed that the fullest analogies
would lead up to a demonstration in
the existing state of knowledge. But
after every allowance has been made
for the greed and duplicity of the
French King, who coveted the Templar
possessions, and for the criminal weak-
ness of the servile Pontiff who acted as
his tool, there is much to be said for the
view, that the Church and perhaps the
State were guided by no mistaken in-
stinct when they regarded the Templar
pretensions as inimical to their own
safety, and so also, amidst much ex-
aggeration and much invention, their
enemies of latter days, the Romish his-
torians, who have connected the order
with the Gnostics, the Manicheans, the
Albigenses and kindred heresies which
overran several parts of Europe when
the Templars were at the height of
their power, may not have been so pro-
foundly mistaken as has been sometimes
supposed.
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VII

THE CONNECTION WITH MASONRY
The theory that Masonry of the spec-
ulative kind was developed somehow
from the Building Guilds, explains very
little of itself, and to speak of its com-
parative simplicity, which is that which
has recommended it chiefly, is not really
to press one of its advantages. Those
who adopt it will have in the end to
admit, as already indicated, that the
operative craft was assumed by persons
who were not operative Masons, and
this is all that is asked for by the
Templar or any other hypothesis. At
present, and after the persistent investi-
gations of many generations less or more
equipped for the purpose, it must be
confessed that speculative Freemasonry
is still in the position of Melchizedek,
without father or mother; but so far as
presumptive evidence is concerned, the
Templar explanation is not in reality
more difficult than any of its competitors,
if it can be shown that the knightly order
survived the destruction which was
attempted by the Pope and the King.
And as to this no two opinions are really
possible, and those who maintain the
negative are doing but little better than
playing with the words. For, in the first
place, the Order in Portugal was never
suppressed at all, but was transformed
into the Order of Christ. In the second
place there was no suppression in Ger-
many in the sense that we attach to
the term, and there the Knights Temp-
lar became the Teutonic Knights, though
there is a break in the succession. In
the third place, there are several
other countries where the proscription
was partial and half-hearted only, and,
lastly, in Scotland there is valid ground
for believing that the quarrels of the
Scottish king with his English neigh-
bour were at that period far too stren-
uous to admit of his interfering with
an Order of Knighthood from which he
had better reason to look for material
assistance. The suppression, no doubt,
in France, and in some other countries,
took the form of practical destruction,
but even there the apologists of the
Latin Church, who also figure among
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those who maintain the complete over-
throw of the Fraternity, are the first to
deny that anything like the majority of
the Knights Templar suffered more
than the ordinary canonical punish-
ments of the period. Now it is pre-
cisely in Scotland that the consistent
tradition of modern Templarism points
to the continuation of the old Order,
and later on to its identification with
the Operative Masonry of that country.
Here, again, the evidences are practi-
cally impossible to summarise, as they
would involve a minute examination
not only of many historical documents,
real or alleged, but also of the Tem-
plar Rituals of Masonry, and of the
literature which has grown out of the
claim. The following statements have
been advanced on historical ground. In
1309, the Grand Preceptor of Scotland
was Walter de Clifton, who subsequent-
ly became Grand Master, and five years
later the Templars joined the standard
of the Bruce, and being instrumental in
placing him on the throne, their former
grants were confirmed by him. The
‘Templars are mentioned in two charters,
one of which is dated 1340, and the other
about a century later. They are now in
possession of the Chapter General of
Scotland. In the reign of James IV,
there was a union of the Templars and
Hospitallers, the evidence for which is a
charter dated October 1gth, 1488, con-
firming grants of lands to the Knights
of the Temple and St. John. After the
Act of 1560 prohibiting allegiance to
Rome, Sir William Sandilands, Pre-
ceptor of Torphichen, and successor to
Sir William Lindsay as Master of the
Temple, gave territories of both Orders
to the State, which were then made over
to him, with the lordship of Torphichen,
in return for a certain payment. The
Knights thereupon drew off in a body
with the Grand Prior, David Seton.
We must turn, however, from special
points to an indication of the wider lines
of the argument, which, to put it as
shortly as possible, takes in the first
place the Masonic legend of Hiram,
which is that of the Third Degree, and
refers it, with the majority of Masonic
historians, to its prototype in the Com-
pagnonage or Building Guilds of
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France; it connects the Compagnonage
itself through Templarism with the
religious sects of the South of Europe, who
drew like the Templars from the East ;
it seeks to show that modern Masonry
deriving, as it is allowed, from the one
is also referable to the other. We are
concerned, however, with an analogy
which is more important for our pur-
pose, and having shown that, according
to the best scholarship of the present
period, the Graal legends exhibit Tem-
plar marks, and possess Templar con-
nections, it remains to indicate that the
Masonic legend is but another version
of what has been termed here the Secret
of the Graal.

The great and chief legend of
Masonry, which is that of the Third
Degree, the head and crown of the
symbolic edifice, gives account of the
circumstances under which a great and
sacred knowledge summarised in a word
of mysterious power was lost through a
deed of treason, since which time, as in
the Graal Legend, a substituted word
only is conferred upon the candidate, to
be kept in his heart until the restoration
of the true word. The latter, also like
the Graal Legend, is one of Divine
power and is actually the building word
of the first Master Mason, who died
rather than communicate it, much after
the same manner as we find it stated in
the romance legends. Inasupplementary
degree, called the Royal Arch, the Lost
Word is ostensibly recovered, but as a
fact the word imparted is only another
substitute. There are also other grades
belonging to various classes and sources,
all passing under the name of High
Grades, being superadded to the original
Craft degrees, and in many of these the
true word is supposed to be found and
joy restored to the seekers, even as in
the Graal Legends the punishments and
sufferings were removed ; but they are
all of the same character, that is to say,
they are merely makeshifts and evasions.
The true initiates of masonry, of whom
there are comparatively speaking very
few, know well the reason, which is that
given by the hermit in the preamble of
the Grand San Graal, namely, that the
last secrets are incommunicable ; but
they know also that they exist. In any



36 HORLICK’S

case this loss and this alleged restora-
tion are the whole concern of Masonic
symbolism ; they are that to which the
profane person cannot penetrate, at
least by the hypothesis. There is,
therefore, from the Masonic standpoint, a
lost knowledge which Masonry assuredly
memorises, and which the Worshipful
Master, in the charge to the candidate
who has been raised to the Third De-
gree, confesses to be lost, even as the
Holy Graal was removed from earth,
and for the same reason, that is to say,
on account of the unworthiness of the
world. The building word of the
Master Architect was removed when he
was slain, and though the Temple was
finished by a species of substitution, it
was not after the original plan. Thus
the Masonic legend, like that of the
Graal histories, has throughout a note
of sadness and of want. The echoes of
the old legend of Eden, so often referred
to by the makers of the romances, the
memory of that loss which is the world’s
loss, reverberate through the mysteries
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of the Building Craft, uplifted into the
sphere of symbols, dimly and unac-
countably.

Such are the outlines of the analogy
which it has been sought to establish.
It is not pretended that it approaches
demonstration, but merely that it offers
an interesting light on obscure fields of
research, and that something has been
accomplished towards shewing that the
mystery of secret teaching hinted at
almost everywhere in the Graal legends,
the mystery which has for centuries
shrouded the inner teaching imparted
by the Templar initiation, and the
mystery which involves the origin of
the great legend of Masonry are not in
reality three mysteries, but rather a
single mystery exhibited through var-
ious vehicles. The further elucidation
of the problem must be left to spe-
cialists of the several branches of
research, which, if even for a moment
only, it has so unexpectedly brought
together.

A. E. Warte.
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BACK TO THE LAND

o silent worlds of music opened up
By audible solemnities of sound,
My soul escaped and traversed endless groves

Of immemorial melody.

A storm

Of choral praise, unprefaced, with a crash

Burst on me then, the language of dead gods,
And drew me back among the Temple's types—
Sign-words and sacraments of mystery.

So to the end it held me, magnet-wise,

Till thyrsis-bearers passed and hierophants;

But when the vacant Temple held alone

The secret god, 1 followed from afar

Behind the veil into the vestibule,

And saw the ashes of the charcoal fire

Shew one faint spark; the open window shewed,
All bent and twisted through the floral wilds,

A woodland path whence myrrh-like odours came,
Low voices came from violets and faint
Song-bursts of birds invisible.
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A HAPPY ENDING

TR HORNHILL's lighters were
W= going down into the Fens
3 for wheat. It was Decem-
ber, and so soon after
dawn that the white fog
still lay thick on Over-
court Ferry, and the sun still showed
red and blurred close to the horizon.
The lantern carried by a boy on the
tow-path made a misty circle of orange
light just before him, and left the rime-
covered meadows and the low mist
which hung over themin a chill shadow
where the grey river was hardly dis-
tinguishable from the grey banks. The
towing-horse had just blundered sleepily
over one of the low stiles which bar the
haling way, when the boy who led him
shouted back to the barge:—

“ There’s someone hollerin’!”

“They ain’t hollering arter us,”
answered the old steersman. Healways
shouted, as is the habit of bargemen, but
in the chill silence his voice travelled far,
and the shrill voice came again in answer.

“It's me callin’! It's Miriam,
Achurch.” After a minute a woman
appeared, apparently wading knee-deep
in mist.

“ Will you take me down to Sutton
Chain House ? "' she asked, breathlessly.
“You'll be there to-day, won't you?
And it can’t hurt nobody if I go along
o' you. George, he’s down there, and I
want to see him.”

Old Goodwin looked doubtful.

“ You'd better by 'alf go by rail, my
gal. You'll perish o' cold in this here
lighter. An' I don’t know as Mr.
Thornhill 'd be best pleased at me takin’
passengers.”’

“] shan't be too cold,” the woman
said, looking round to see whether the
boy was within earshot—“and I hevn’t
enew money not to go by rail.”

The old man knitted his brows.
“ Come along in, then,” he answered.

“You're all right. Don’t stand gape-
starin’ there, boy! The rope’s slack.”

He helped the woman down into the
covered part of the barge, and laid a
flour sack over her knees.

“ Jt's on-usual cold,” he remarked
and then went back to his steering.

Miriam sat still in her corner, and re-
lapsed into a sort of dream. The quiet
after her hurried walk, the smooth slow
gliding of the lighter soothed her, so
that she heard without heeding them
the harsh voice of the boy calling to his
horse, the creak of the steering-pole as
Goodwin moved it, the wash of theriver
through the withered reed bteds as the
barge neared the shore, and the swish of
the towing-rope through the frosty grass
as they swung round a corner.

Twice, when the horses had to ford
the river, Goodwin looked down into the
half darkness where she sat, saying,
“all right, my gal!” Then she woke
out of her musing, and bit her lips, lest
she should answer ¢ He’s dead.” The
old man did not wonder at her silence,
for the IFen folk have few words.

That was what she repeated to her-
self all along, and that was what she
was going down to the Chain House
to say. ‘“He's dead,” she thought
again, and the cold made her shiver.

After awhile she roused herself and
boiled potatoes for the men’s dinner at
the tiny stove in the middle lighter.

She and Goodwin had their meal
while Mike Anson steered.

“ Is ought wrong, as you want to see
him for?” Goodwin asked at last.
“ He were to home a matter o’ ten days
ago, weren't he ?"”

“ He came home o’ Saturday week,"”
Miriam answered. Then, after a long
silence, she realized that the old man
was waiting for some sort of explanation
of her journey, and that he had a right
to know.
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“ Is George working on the dredger
yet 2" Goodwin questioned.

“Yes,” George’s wife answered ; then
she made a great effort—* I've come to
tell him as the baby is dead.”

“ What, your baby as was christened
o' Sunday fortnit?"

“ Yes, he were four months old, come
Christmas week,”” Miriam sobbed ; *and
George were that took up with him, and
I daredn’t write and tell him. I wish it
were me as was dead, an' not my baby.
I don't want to live no longer now I
haven't got him.”

She sobbed breathlessly, but without
tears, as though she had spent many
hours in weeping.

The old man took off his cap, as in
the presence of death. He was very
sorry for the girl, but his sympathy was
not eloquent.

% Give over, my gal, give over,” he
said soothingly ; “me an’ my wife lost
a many babies, first years as we was
married. Frettin’ don't do them no
good, nor it won’t bring 'em back.”

No answer is possible to this time-
worn consolation, and the long silence
oppressed the man. Then, as he rose
to go, Miriam said, with a fierce intent-
ness that carried conviction—

“] wish it was me as was dead—and
George 'll wish it too. I'll go an’ tell
him, an’ then may-hap God will let
me die.”

“ You won'’t die until your time comes,
my lass,” he said sternly. Folk as
hankers to die ain't fit for it. If you
want anythink as strong as that, it ain't
good for you;” he added, with sad un-
conscious irony. For he had suffered
himself and knew the unreason of sorrow
and the insufferable logic of consolation,
which yet prevails at the end.

So the grey day darkened into a still
greyer dusk, the white rime grew thicker
on the meadows, and the wash of the
barges raised a sharp tinkle among the
cat’s ice on the bank.

« Likely the river’ll be frozen afore we
get to the chain house,” Jim Anson re-
marked.

“You keep shovin’ off the bank, it'll
be clear in the middle, while to-morrow.”

Miriam knew that her journey was
nearly at an end, and minute by minute
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the horror of telling George grew upon
her. However she tried to break it,
the terrible words, ¢ He is dead,” must
come at last. The wife who is loved
only for her child’'s sake, suffers a
worse loneliness than any solitary
woman.

She remembered, trembling, how
George’s mother had received the news
of her grandson'’s death.

“God pity you, Miriam, for your
man never more than pitied you; and
he'll lay the child’s death at your door.”
There had been a kind of triumphin the
old woman's voice.

When Miriam had got so far in her
weary round of remembrance, the barge
drew up slowly by the Chain House.
And with the end of the long waiting
Miriam’s courage returned to her.

“ Will you ask my man to come an’
speak to me here, Mr. Goodwin,” she
said. “There’ll, may be, be a many
folks in the chain house.”

She watched him through the grey
darkness to the whispering knot of men
at the door. There was a long silence;
Jim and the boy sauntered up to the
door. Then someone carrying a lantern
came slowly down the path, and stood
by her; and a sobbing woman followed
and held her hands.

“ My lass, you can't tell him,” the
old bargeman said slowly. “ They're
brought him home from the dredger.
He went on the ice and was drounded
just as it fell dark.”

The other woman sobbed loudly, but
Miriam only drew a deep breath.

“Then he needn’t never know,” she

said in an awed whisper. ‘ He needn'’t
never know. An’ he won't be angry.
It would ha’ killed me if he had been
angry.”
Ign the shadow of death she felt the
joy of a reconciliation with the husband
who had never cared for her, but whom
she had loved with a sullen intensity
which no one guessed.

“ She don't make over-much trouble of
losing her man,” Jim remarked tothe boy.

But Goodwin sternly bade him “ hold
his tongue.' He was too old to look on
death as a misfortune, and he under-
stood.

ETHEL M. GooDMAN



A RECOLLECTION OF ROBERT
BROWNING

How A GREAT POET GUIDED A YOUNG MAN IN THE
BUSINESS OF LIFE

a}) JoT so many years ago, there
~(\Ie>) i was a young man, whom
the perception of an in-
telligent reader will not
be backward to identify
with the writer of this
reminiscence, while a further exercise of
the same faculty should enable a sym-
pathetic person to appreciate those
feelings which prompt him at the present
moment to remain unknown. Permit
him, then, to assume a name which is
not wholly unconnected with his con-
ccaled personality, and let him call him-
self LLaban Rewell. Somewhere within
the last decades of the nineteenth cen-
tury, that name did figure in connec-
tion with a piece of poetical writing
which one section of the fallible criticism
of its day was good enough to regard as,
in certain respects, and under some cir-
cumstances, not absolutely unworthy to
take its place among the poems of the
time.

In the year 1876, Laban Rewell
was a poor and friendless youth, not
assuredly of ungentle breeding, but
without substantial prospects, and
having the weakest possible infusion
of educational knowledge. In this iso-
lated and unequipped condition, it would
be pleasant to represent him toiling
nobly—week in, week out—systemati-
cally for his own self-culture. As a
fact, or at least in any planned fashion,
he did nothing whatever of the kind.
True, he devoured books, and might
almost have rivalled Miss Burney with
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a colossal catalogue of half-digested
reading in all species of literature, but
he read for the gratification of a curio-
sity which nothing could satisfy, rather
than with any conscious zeal for his im-
provement. From the ¢ Fundamental
Philosophy " of Balmes, a Spanish
theologian after the scholastic manner,
to Hamilton and Stuart-Mill; from the
ascetic writers of the Latin Church to
the last issue of the National Reformer,
or the last pamphlet of Bradlaugh;

from an antiquated commentary on
Genesis, through Pye and Hitchcock on
geology, with something from the “Con-
nection of the Physical Sciences,” a
little from the ¢ Plurality of Worlds,”
and more from pleasant old Brewster,
so forward to the works of Charles
Darwin and the first criticisms of
Mivart—thus ran the bizarre circle of
his serious reading. Without Greek,
says “ Don Juan,” Keats contrived to talk
about the Gods “much as they mlght
have been supposed to speak,” and
without Greek Laban Rewell might
grapple, as he did, with the “ Nicoma-
chzan Ethics,” though he could not dis-
course like Arlstotle, but to attempt
the “ Principia” of Newton without
having been schooled in mathematics
was an ultra-legitimate folly which is
almost pitiful to remember, and yet cha-
racteristic enough to obtain a word of
record. For higher intellectual exercices
there was material unlimited in religious
controversy, and it would be difficult at
this date to affirm whether a profounder
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impression was carried away from the
“ Protestant converted by her own Bible
and Prayer Book " and the ¢ Papist Re-
presented and Misrepresented,” or from
the thousand and one identifications of
the Scarlet Woman with the Latin
Church and the anti-Popish prophecies
of the « Christian Herald.” It is cer-
tain and easily to be inferred that, as-
sisted by thesc controversial gymnastics,
with here a side-light from the two
Newmans and there a side-light from
Herbert Spencer—Laban Rewell read
himself -speedily into religious chaos.
But that is not a matter of much mo-
ment, for convictions are made and
unmade easily in the morning of life,
and the lad who at eighteen was mate-
rialist not unnaturally turned idealist at
twenty.

Probably every man has some ques-
tion connected with his personal history
for an answer to which he has vexed
himself vainly and often. Sometimes
that question is concerned with some
element of good or evil which pre-
ponderates in his destiny, and in the
case of Laban Rewell, it is, by what
impulse he was first led to make verses,
a trivial speculation truly for those
whose verse-making period is confined
to their period of puerility, but often a
real mystery for the poet. There was
nothing to account for it in the environ-
ment of Laban Rewell; there was
nothing to account for it in his reading;
he did not read the poets till he had
definitely set poetry before him as the
chief ambition of his life; but the fact
remains, that somehow the spirit of
poetry, which bloweth where it listeth,
and findeth “a secret nest” at times in
the most unpromising places, won
entrance into his interior being. And
having once entered, it dwelt with him
day and night; it haunted him in the
city and the solitude; and whileit acted,
less or more effectively, as a purifying
agent; while it redeemed him from
mere earth by a “passionate, bright
endeavour;” yet of him it may be said
truly that «“the fame we seek in sorrow,”
he sought in  something which
approached wretchedness. An inte-
gral part of the suffering was an acute
consciousness — so common in such
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apprenticeships—of a sheer disparity
between ambition and ability.

It was during this period of appren-
ticeship, somewhere before or about the
age of eighteen years, when devoid of all
encouragement from without, and con-
sumed rather than strengthened by his
ideals, that Laban Rewell attempted,
like an unknown multitude of other
aspirants, to obtain something of advice
and assistance from a great poet of the
day, and he had recourse to Robert
Browning. How many times during the
space of his literary career, has any
modern poet of real eminence received,
from an unknown correspondent, a port-
folio of verses in manuscript, with en-
treaties to favour their writer by a
word of candid criticism; to say that
the work shows promise; to estimate
his chances in the race; above all, if
possible, out of justice, and if impossible,
out of mercy, to tell him that he is truly
a poet? Very pitiful sometimes are
these pleas, very earnest the askers, even
when most incapable; but the device is
too common, and is on the one side so
real a nuisance that it is seldom likely
to bring anything but bitterness on the
other. The polite butinevitable answer
is of such a stereotyped kind that it really
might be graven on stone, or set up ina
printed form. ¢ Mr. So-and-so—whose
name is written with indelible ink, and
a pen of men and angels in the book of
the life of poetry—presents his compli-
ments to Mr. So-and-so—whose name
is writ in water—and much regrets
that, owing to a large number of similar
applications received almost daily, he
is obliged to decline reading any MSS.
in verse.”

Perhaps it was owing to the fact
that Laban Rewell did not submit a
portfolio, but asked generally for ad-
vice and guidance, and only expressed
his anxiety to exhibit his wares be-
neath a friendly eye, that his own
experiment met with another result.
Or, perhaps, and more probably, it was
because an acknowledged poet and a
generous man, shrank from administer-
ing a rebuff. In any case this was the
first letter received by Laban Rewell
from the author of “The Ring and
the Book.”
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19, Warwick Grescent, W.
June 27th, ’76.

Sir,—I am sure I have read your
letter with great interest and sympathy;
and, if I thought I could do you the
least good by reading your poems, I
would comply with your request. I
assure you that, even in the event of my
opinion—whatever it is worth—proving
favourable, it would not have the least
effect in procuring you any publisher
with whom I have acquaintance. Every
publishing establishment has its pro-
fessed ¢ Reader,” who reads, or does not
read, but decides on the acceptance or
rejection of a manuscript—and manu-
script poetry has little chance indeed of
finding favour in his eyes.

The preferable course—if you want
remuneration for your work, the only
course—is to send one or more of your
pleces to a magazine. But, if you per-
mit me to advise you, do anything rather
than attempt to live by literature, any-
thing good and reputable, I mean.
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