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CHAPTER XXIX.

A PARLIAMENTARY DINNER.

It was part of the programme that
Luke should invite his brother priests
to dine. He was one of the few curates
who enjoyed the privilege of * separate
maintenance ;' and the privilege en
tailed some responsibilities, and,
smongst them, the initial one of giving
a * house-warming,”” He had some
pervons qualms and dificnlties about
it. His prim, cold, English manner
bad not made him a favorite with the
brethren, whose quick, breezy volatile
ways he disliked, and whose attempts
at eavy familiarity he rather resented.
Bat, he felt he should come down from
the stilts, if he were to get on at all
in this strange country, where every
one seemed to live ina kind of indolent
and easy undress. )

¢ I hope, my dear young friend,
sald the gentle and kind old pastor, in
that tone of urbane and deferential
triendship which characterized him,
“ ghat you will not go tc any extremes
in this little entertainment. Your
revenue here will be extremely lim
ited ; and, in any case, it is always
well not to be singular.”

0, no, sir!’" said Luke. ¢ [ shall
attempt nothing beyond what is usual
on these occasions. To be very can-
did, indeed, I should just as soon not
be obliged to hold these entertain-
ments. I don't care much for them ;
and I have a lively horror of a dining-
room and all its appliances.”

¢ Yon know you must command
everything you require here,’’ said
the old man. * If you would kindly
send up your servant, my housekeeper
will be most happy to send you any
glass, or table linen, or cutlery you
require.’’

+.] am sure I'm most grateful, sir,”’
said Luke. * We shall say 5 o'elock
on Thursday.”

The dinner passed off well. Kven
the stiff formality of the host could not
subdue the vitality of his younger
guests, which ¢ffervesced and bubbled
over in jest, and anecdote, and swift,
subtle repartee. Nowhere on earth is
there is such wit and merriment as at a
clerical dinner in Ireland. May it be
always so, in this land of faith and
frolic ! -

John was waiter ; and John was_ gor-
geous in white front and swallow-tailed
coat. This idea of a waiter was rather
an innovation, which some were dis-
posed to resent ; and it palled a little
on their spirits, until there was a
stumble, and a crash of broken glass in
the hall, and the spell was broken.
Luke flushed angrily. John was im
perturable. He explained aiterwards :

¢ Where's the use in talkin’ ? Sure,
things must be broke."

It was the calm philosophy of Celtic
fatalism.

Now, Luke, as he had once explained
before, had made the mest determined,
east iron resolution never, under any
circumstances, to be inveigled into a
discussion on any subject, because, as
he explained, it is impossible to con
duct a debate un strictly parliamentary
lines in Ireland. This, of course, was
very chilling and unfriendly ; but he
thought it wiser and safer. Alas ! for
human resolutions ! What can a man do
in Charybdis, but fling out his arms for
suocor ?

* That reminds me,”” said a young
curate, who had been classmate with
Luke in Maynooth, ‘‘ of a legend of
our college days, of a student, who was
strictly forbidden to enter the rooms of
a professor, his uncle, He tried sev-
eral strategems, but in vain ; for Jack
was as cute as a fox. Then, he struck
on the plan of; dragging up the coal
scuttle, and tumbling over it, just at
Jack's door. And Jack should come
ont to see and help the poor servant in
his emergency. And then—the warm

fire, and the glass of wine.'

T don't see the application of your
anecdote,’’ said Luke, who was very
much put about by the accident in the
hall.

“ Lot me see,” said the other. **1
don’t think I intended any application.
Pat let me see! Oh, yes! I really
would not have noticed that clever
Ganymede were it not for that crash in
the hall, Accidents are required to
develope genius."

“Jt is really interesting,’” said the
old pastor, * to behold how easily our
people fit into their surroundings.
You can turn an Irishman into any-
thing. A skilful alchemist, that is, an
able statesman, could take up all the
waste material in Ireland, and turn it
into all beautiful forms of utility and
loveliness. 1 knew that poor fellow,"
gaid the old man, in his kind way,
¢ when he nearly broke the heart of
the archdeacon by his insobriety and
untruthfulness., 1 never thought that
you could transform him so rapidly.”’

The little compliment made Luke
proud, and broke his cast-iron resolu-
tion into smitherines. He called for
more hot water and coffee, and settled
down to a pleasant academical discussion.

“ Yes," he said, folding his napkin
over his knees, *‘ the Irish are a plastic
race ; but the mould in which they are
newly cast should never be allowed to
run cold. If it is so suffered, they are
stereotyped forever. It is a land of
oast-iron  conservatism. You ecannot
break away in originality without be
coming & monster. It is the land of
the Pyramids and the Sphinxes, with
all the newer races staring at it, and
giving it up as a puzzle.’

“ 1t would no longer be a puzzle,
said the young priest above mentioned,
+ it we were allowed to solve it in our
own way. Bat, it has ever been our
misfortune that & blind man is always
called upon to solve the riddle."”

“ I'm not quite so sare of that,’’ said
Luke, tossing his sontane over his
knees, with the old sic argumentaris
gesture ; ‘‘our ecclesiasticni depart-
ment is not so much meddled with ;
and behold where we are '’

¢ And where aro we?'’ said the
other.
+¢ 1 ghonld say somowhere in medim

val times,” sald Luke. ‘' Compare our
ideas of man's fitness or unfitness for a
certain position, with those which ob-
tain the wide world over. In every
other department of life you ask, Is
this man fit ? In cur department, you
atk. How long is he on the mission ?
So, too, you mnever juodge & man's
actuality by the net amount of work he
bas done, or Is capable of doing, but by
What did he get ? Thé meaning of
which enigma is, what prizes did he
take jin the days of his small clothes
and his seminary ?'’

“ You shouldn’t complain, Father
Delmege,”’ said an old priest ; *° May-
nooth has left its hall-mark upon you,
and you cannot rob it oft.”’

“Thank you, Fatber,” said Luke;
“put it is just as absurd to speak of &
man as a great theologian, because he
gained s prize in theology thirty or
forty years ago, as to speak of a man as
a great warrior, bceause he was captain
in a successful snowball sortie at Kton ;
or as a great artist in black and white,
because he drew a caricature of his
teacher on the blackboard of a country
school.”’

+] often heard that Eton won Water-
too,”’ said the other.

“One of the world's, or history’s
falsehoods,’’ said Luke. ‘It was the
starved commissariat of the French,
and the treachery of Grouchy, rhat
lost Waterloo, and the well filled
wettles of tne British, and the help of
Blucher, that won it. It was the vic-
tory of stupidity and roast beel over
genius and starvation.”

“‘Now, nonsense, De mege ; every one
admits that in the carcer of every great
man his early triumphs are recorded as
indications of his future.”

“I haye not noticed it,”’ said Luke,
“because all the great men of my
acquaintance never cast their heroic
shudows in the halls of a university;
but this is Ireland all out. You at-
tempt to nail the shadows on the grass,
and then believe them realities.”’

Luke had scored. It was a Pyrrhic
vietory, and a dangerous one, for it
flushed him. His cast-iron resolution
was not flung to the winds.

¢ Bat to return,’”’ he sald. ‘‘We are
just passing through ancther transition
stage, where the new moulding of our
people's character is about to take
place. Let us be careful that the new
ideals are right, before the genius of
the race is fixed forever.'

“There are so many artists at the
work now,'” said the young priest,
“that they can hardly blunder.”

“I'm not so sure of that,”’ said Luke.
“In a ‘multitude of counsellors there
is much wisdom," but that supposes
that the counsellors can agree upon
something. I see nothing before us but
to accept the spirit of the century, and
conform to the Anglo-Saxon ideal,”’
This was known to be Luke's pet
hobby ; but he had never formulated it
before. The whole table flared up in
an angry flame of protest.

“Toe Anglo Saxon ideal? A ecivili-
zation where Mammon is ged, and
every man sits with one eye on his
ledger—the other on his liver!”

“The Anglo-Saxon ideal 2’ A nation
of dead souls, and crumbling bodies !"’

“The Anglo Saxon ideal?” The
young priest before mentioned was on
his feet; gesticulating furiously, his
hoarse, rasping voice drowring the
angry protests of the brethren. Luke
grew quite pale under the commotion
he had excited.

*Yee,”' he said, ‘‘you have to face
civilization for good or ill, or create a
civilization of your own. The people
are losing the poetry of the past—their
belief in Celtic superstitions and crea.
tions, Can you create a new poetry
for them ? and can you fight, and beat
back your invaders, except with their
own weapons ?"’

‘‘Better the whole race were swept

into the Atlantic,”” said the young
priest, *‘ than that they should
compromise  all  their traditions
and their honour by accepting

the devil’s code of morals. One race
after another has been annihilated in
this Isle of Destiny for four thousand
years. But they passed away with
bonour untarnished. So shall we!l’

“Oh, my dear dear Father!'' said
Luke deprecatingly, ‘‘if you are pre-
pared to sit down and accept the in-
ovitable, all right! There is no need
for further argument. Let us fold our
togas around us as we fall. But if the
struggle is still to continue, thers is
not much use in kite-flying, in the hope
that we are going to call down the
lightnings of heaven on our opponents.”’

“I suppose 'tis Destiny,”” said the
young fire-eater, resuming his seat.
‘‘But, better be exterminated a hundred
times than turned into money grabbers
and beef eaters.”

* It's only the cyclical movement in
all history, noticed by all great
thinkers, and formulated by Vieo and
Campanella,” said Luke, now victor-
jous and exultant, and forge!ful, ‘‘the
corsi and ricorsi ot all human prog-
ress ; and there is one great luminous
truth runniog through it all—that he
who cannot govern himself must allow
himself to be governed by another; and
that the world will always be
governed by those who are superior
in nature,’”’

It is a little thing that turns the Irish
mind from anger or despair tolaughter.

“Would you please pass down the
corsi and ricorsi of that coffee and hot
water 2"’ said the young wit; and lo!
the discussion ended in a roar of merri-
ment.

Just then a sweet, clear, girlish voice,
just outside the window, which was
raised this warm, summer evening, sang
softly, and with great feeling, the first
lines of Lady Dufferin’s pathetic bal.
lad :—

1'm sitting on the stile, Mary, where we sat,
slde by side.

It was 8o sweet and mournful, there in
that Irish village, with the golden sun
streaming "over the landscape, and the
air warmed and perfumed with the
sweet odour of the honeysuckle that
clambered around the window ; and it
seemed 80 appropriate, that the priests
were hushed into silence. It wrapped
in wusic the whole discussion, which
had just terminated. It was the caoine
of the Banshee over the fated race.

I'm blddin' you a long farewell, my Mary kind
and srue !

But I'll not forget you, darlin,’ in the land I'm

They 8ay there's bread and work for all, and
the sun shines always there,

Buv I'll not forget old lreland, were it fifty
times as fair,

Not a word was spoken at the dinner
table till the singer concluded. It was
the infinite pathos of Ireland !

The girl came to the open window,
and pleaded. She was a tall, slim
young girl, dark as an Italian, the hood
of her light, black shawl scarcely con-
cealing the black curls that hung
down on her forehegd. The plate went
round ; and she hefd more silver that
evening in her hands than she had ever
seen in her life before.

“If Father Meade were here,’ sald
Dr. Keatinge with a smile, **he would
say it was the ghost of Krin—the
graith of a departed people.”

“I'll not forget you, darlin,’ "’ solilo-
quised the young priest ; “‘but they do
torget you, darlin’ ; and what is wore,
they despise you. And there isn’t on
earth, or in the nether hell,” he said
vehemently, bringing his hand down
heavily on the t able, ‘‘a more con
temptible being than he, who, seduced
by the glitter and glare of foreign
civilizations, has come to despise his
motherland."”’

*Now, now, now, that tong has ex
cited you, Cole,”’ said his neighbour.
“I'm not excited,”” he protested;
“put I tell you, 'tisn't English steel,
but foreign gold, we fear.”’

“Never mind, Cole,”’ said another,
“the corsi and ricorsi will swing around
again in their cycles, and Ireland will
come uppermost "’

“Yes !’ he hisced, “‘if she does not
forget her destiny.’’

“ And what might be, Cole ?"
shouted ore or two, lauzhing at his
vehemence,

¢ What might that ba? What would
have been the destiny of the Jewish race
if they had not rejected Christ?”’

* Delmege, compose this fellow's
nerves, and sing * The Muster.’ ”’

But no! Luke had forgotten * The
Muster ’—he couldn't recall the words
—it was many ycars since he sang it,
ete. He sang :—

Oh! doth not & meeting like this make amends!

“ 1 wonldn't doubt him,’’ said the
fire-eater. ** He's the Canon's pupil,
and an apt one.”

The gnests dispersed ear'y ;and Luke
was alone—and uphappy. What was
the reason that he always felt wisera
ble after much contact with men ?
And es ecially, when he returned to
bimself after a temporary dissipation ol
thought, why was he always angry with
himseif and dissatisfied ? Every touch
of the external world made this sensi-
tive nature shrink more closely into it-
self, except when he had something to
look up to and to worship. With all
his professions of practical wisdom, he
was forever craving after an ideal that
was shy and unrevealed.

As he passed from the heated atmos-
phere of the dining room into the cool
garden that was behind the house, he
heard the soft patter of feet in the
kitchen, and a low whistling sound.
Both were faint and mufiled, as if with
an cffort at concealment ; and then the
whistling broke out into articulate lan-
guage:

(Forte) ** Welt the flure, Biddy McClure !

(Andante) * Show_them the right step, Mary
MceCarcthy !

(Fortissimo) * yerra, dance to the music, ye
divils I

(Adaglo) " At—the—widow--McLan—an—au—

ghlin’s pa—a—a—arty !’

Then the dancing ceased.

¢ I'm too warrum,’’ said Mary, ** and
I'm tired a‘ther all the cookin’' and
slushin,’ ”’

“ An ye did it well, Mary,” said
John, the musician ; *‘ I never saw a
betther dinner at the Archdayken's.”’

¢ Wisha ! for the luv of God, stop
the *Archdayken’s,’ '’ said Mary, who
despised flattery ; ‘‘ it's nothin’ but
‘Archdayken’ here, and ‘Archdayken’
there. Why didn’t you sthop wid him,
whin you were there 2’

¢ Take that, John,” said one of the
boys, who had dropped in, with that
easy familiarity which is common to the
country.

¢ ] didn't mane any harrum,” eaid
John, humbly. * But it was a4 grand
dinner. out an’ out; I heard the priests
say 80.""

* You'll have a nice pinny to pay for
for all the glass you broke,”’ s:id Mary.
“ The masther looked like a jedge wid
his black cap.’’

¢ 'Twasn't that made him mad,’’ said
John, ‘‘ but that little red priesht from
Lorrhabeg. Begor, he pitched into the
masther like mad."”’

* He met his match, thin,”” said
Mary. ¢ 1'd like to see wan of 'em,
excep’ the parish priesht, who could
hould a candle to him,”

¢ What was it all about ?'’ said one
of the neighbors, unable to restrain his
curiosity.

“ No sayecrets out o' school. If yon
tell this ‘purty boy,’ he'll have it in all
the public-houses in the parish before
Sunday,’’ sald Mary, the loyal.

* Wisha, 'twasn’t much,’’ said John.
“ 'Twas all the ould story of England
and Ireland. The masther said we
must all be English, or be swept into
the say. The little wan pitched the
English to the divil, and said we're
Irish or nothin.’ "’

* And who got the best of it '’ said
the ** purty boy.”’

“ Hard to say,” s.id John. ¢ They
were all talkin’ thegither, and jumpin’
up, like Jack-in-the-Box, excep’ the
quite ould parish priests. And thin
that girl came, and you'd think they
wor all in their cradles.’

'* Begor, they're a quare lot,”’ said
the purty boy. ‘* They're as like
childre as two pays. Get wan of 'em
into a tearin’ rampage about the dhrink,
or a dance, or a bit ot coortin’ ; and
thin say a word about the Blessed Var-
gin, or the ould land, and you have
him quiet as & lamb in » minit."

¢ The English and the landlords
would have aisy times but for 'em,”
said Mary.

* Thry that jig agin, Mary,’” said
John. ** I'll get the concertina.'

“ No,"” sald Mary ; *‘ 'tis too war-
rum.,'’

% I'm thinkin,’ John," said the purty
boy, ** of gettin’ me taylor to make a
shuit for me, like that. What 'ud it
cost "’

‘¢ More than iver you see in your

lite,” said John, angrily,
* But we could get it secon’-hand,
like yoursel,’ ”’ said the other.
¢ Stop that,’”’ said Mary, peremptor-
ily. She objcoted to a duel, ‘‘Remim-
ber where ye are. Get the concertina,
John. The masther won’t mind.'
¢ Fon, fighting, 'and praying,”
thought Luke. ** The Lord never in
tended the Irish to work."”
He strolled along the village street,
the quiet, calm beauty of the evening
stealing ioto the soul, and stilling the
irritation and annoyance of that dinner
table. The purple mountains in the
distance seemed to contract and ex
pand, as the shadow or the sunlight fell
upou them, The air was heavy with
the odours of roses nnd woodbine, and
yet cooled with the breezes that floated
down from the hills, over whose sharp
ridges were pencilled darker lines, as
you see in the horizon lines of the sea.
The old men sat smoking their clay
pipes leisurely, The old women pondered
and meditated, with that air of resigned
peace so peculiar to the Irish. A
erowd of children were laughing and
playing in the main street, gamboling
in circles, and singing that folkeong,
that is common to the chiidren of half
the globe :
London bridge is broken down,

Grand. said the little dear :

London bridge is broken down :
Faire Ladye !

Bu'ld i* up with lime and sand |
Granod, said the litule dear :
Build it up with lime and sand,
Faire Lvdye !
On the briilge were perched twenty
or thirvy youug men, resting after the
day’s toil ; and listening to the soft
wailing of a flute, played by one of
their pumber.
Luke passed swiftly through all. The
old people arose, and courtesied, the
men taking their pipes from their
mouths. Luke said: * How d'ye
do?"” They did not understand. They
were accustomed to something different
from their kird old priests. ** How are
you, Maurya ? How are the pains ) s
* Cauth, when did yon hear from the
little g'rl in Boston ?*’ ¢ The murph-
ies are gettin' dry, Pat.'’ * To be
sure, man ;send over for the saddle in
the morning, and keep it as long as yon
like."” ** That's the finest cluteh of
chickens I saw this year,”” ete., ete.
“He's a fine man, God bless him,”
said the women, as they resumed their
seats., “‘But he's wighty proud.”

The children ceased from play, as
he approached, and ran to their
mothers, The hoys leaped from the
bridge, and saluted. The player hid
his flute. They all could tell where
the curate lived ; but oh! he was 2
thousand miles away rom their hearts.
He passed out into the country under
the thick twilight of the beeches. The
privet hedges threw out their white
blossoms, heavy with the odours which
the bees Joved ; the sweet woodbine
twined in and out of the hawthorn and
brier ; and the white cluver, stamped
by the feet of the voluptuous kine,
wafted its sweetness to the passer-by.
Far away some girls were singing an
old irish air ; and, as Luke stopped to
listen, 'and watched the blue smoke
curling upwards in a straight linefrom
the cottages, he heard the flute again
wailing out another Irish threnody,
The Coulin. Then, the voices of the
children rose, clear and shrill again :

London bridge is broken down,
drand. said the little dear:
London bridge is broken down @
Faire Ladve!
The problem of the inexorable present;
and the propheey of the inevitable
future strangely blended again.

He went into the village church
again, on returning. There was a
deeper twilight here than without. He
knelt to make his evening visit, and
say his rosary. Here and there were
scattered some of the pious villagers.
You heard only their : whispered
prayers, and the rattle of their beads.
At the altar rails, bowed in reverential
love, was the old pastor, his head
slightly inclined to one side. Luke
envied him,

¢ T wish I were old,”” he sald, ** and
done with these life's enigmas, These
old men seem to cast untroubled
glances into eternity.’”

He stopped a moment at his cottage
gate, before retiring for the night, and
looked down upon the street, the neat
cottages, outlined against the dark,
deep bank of the thick foliage behind.
It was very peacefal.

‘A wise man would make up his
mind to be happy here,”” he said.
“But will it last 2 And what can I do
to preserve and extend it?" The
problem and puzzle again.

¢ Anything that man can do, I'll do,”
he said vehemently, ‘‘to solve this
dread enigma, and save this devoted
people.”’

The following morning two letters
lay on his breaklast table. One was
from Amiel Lefevril. It was one of
many. And it was the old cant.

“Humanity is incarnate in all great
men in a supreme degree ; the true
Shechinah, says Chrysostom, is man.
Every child of humanity is a trans-
figured type of humanity. We are im-
wortal in the immortality of the race.
Seek the divine in man, and help its
development.’’

“There is a hidden element of truth
in the jargon,” said Luke. ‘' Wonder
we were never told it.’’

And Luke forgot that he had taken
First of First in Maynooth, in Dog-
matic Theology ; and that he had held
with vigour and success that ‘“‘the
revelation of God in man, through the
lowly figure of Jesus of Nazareth, had
a far-reaching object, apart from the
immediate purpose of the Incarnation ;
and that was, to confound the pride ot
mortals in the perfectibility of the
race. ”

“It we could only teach these poor
people,’”’ he said, ‘‘that their lofty
ambition : Seek ye the God in man,
was once, and only once, realized, all
wonld be well. But, then, they should
become little children again; and
Niovdemus said that was impossible.”’

The other letter was from Margery,
asking for light andjadvice on a critical
question, about which Father Tracey,
who saild he had no idea of
theology or mysticism, was much
concerned. =It would appear that

one  of their penitents, BSister

Mary of Magdals, who had been
a great sinner, was now developing ex-
traordinary sanctity ; and  Father
Tracey craved light on one or two
knotty points,

“Dear Luke'’ [the letter ran], “don't
throw this aside in petulance or dis-
gust. [ know, and if I didn’'t, Father
Tracey would convince me, that you
are » profound theologian. But some-
how I feel, too, that these thinge are
revealed to little ochildren. Luke,
dear, be a little child, as well as &
profound thinker ; and let me know
all you think on this most important
matter. You have no idea of the
peace of mind it will give us all,
especially dear Father Tracey.
“Mother is not too well. Won't you
go see her 2"’

“‘Well, well,” said Luke ; * is there
“i'{ use in talking to nuns, at all?”’

e wrote his little sister to say,
that the veriest tyro in theology knew
that these poor penitent girls were
either subject very frequently to de-
lusions, especially in the way of super-
for sanotity ; or, were unfortunately
prone to simulation of virtue for the
purposes of deception. He had no
doubt, whatever, that the case sub-
mitted to him came under cne of these
two heads ; and he would advise his
sister not to get involved in any way
in what would probably prove an im-
posture, which might aiso eveniuate in
a grave scandal, Father Tracey, he
understood, was an excellent man ;
but rather prone to take unwise views
about spiritual manifestations, on
which the Church always looked with
doubt and suspicion.

Clearly, Luke had become very prac-
tical. A good many years had gone by
since he vowed his pilgrimage to the
eity to kiss this old man’s fees.

He tcok up his sister’s letter again :
and read it in a puzzled manner.

* It is downright positivism,”’ he de-
clared: ** Margery, too, sees the
divine in man—this time, in a wretched
penitent. Imagine — Amiel Lefevril
and Sister Eulalie arriving at the same
conclusion from opposite poles of
thought."”

TO BE CONTINUED.

THE STORY OF A CONVERSION.

In the last month of last year a sen-
sational surprise was caused in French
literary circles by the news that
Adolphe Retté, a prominent ‘‘devourer
of priests’’ and a leador uf the irrelig
ious movement, had become converted
to the Catholic truth, The event gave
great consolation to many Catholies in
that trying time, to none wore than J.
K. Huoysmzos, who was justifying fully
the sincerity of his own conversion by a
patient and most exemplary endurance
ol the long and painful illness which
carried him off last May. Rettd had
had been among the foremost of those
who attached with blasphemous abuse
the defection of Huysmans from the
anti-Christian ranks. After his con-
version, by the advice of his friends,
Retté retired for a time to write a book
of confessions describing the journey
he had just wade from atheism to be
lief, or a8 he somewh:t seusationally
describes it, from the devil to God.
That this work of expistion bas teen
widely read is evidenced by the fact
that it has already reached its twellth
edition, It is a book cof striking in-
torest. Its author is not one of those
who, like the late F. Brunetiere or
Paul Bourget, bas returned to the
Charch of his infancy after a long neg
lect of its creed and practice. On the
other hand, the Catholic faith which
he now embraces with such enthusiasm
is the only faith he has ever known.
Orphaned at an early age, he was left
to the chances of the world. The ®ro-
testantism which he learned at college
was never a personal religion to him,
and a life of debauchery soon affaced
whatever fragments of Christisnity bad
filtered into his life. He became a sol
dier, then a journslist, and in the
latter capacity the work which he took
upon himself was the extirpation of re-
ligion and moral ideas irom the youth
of France. But Divine grace was seek-
ing him, though he knew it not; it pur-
sued him later even when he knew it
and fled from it. The struggle and the
victory form the theme of his fascinat-
ing book.

It may be that Catholics have learnt
by experience to distrust what may be
called artistic or literary conversious.
Most of us bave known cases in which
sentiment has led people into the
Church, and then either fadiog away,
or turning in another direction, has
led them forth again. Nevertheless,
there is no need for us to be too cyniral
it we bear in mind that & conversion,
while it is the end of a psychological
stage and the culmination ol a process,
is from another polut of view the be
ginning of & new period in which grace
and pature are destined to play their
part. We may rejoice in a conversion
with that hopeful joy with which the
crowds cheer the launching of a ship
that comes newly made {rom the build
ing yard, with every promise of a suc-
cessful passage over the perilous
ocean,

The book before us centers round a
poet. Yet the description it contains
is not in the first place that of the con-
version of a poet, but that of a sinner,
The convert, as we might expect, ex-
presses himselt in the terms of his own
art, he uses poetical language, he has
pages of “fine writing,”” but for all
that, he leaves the impressicn that in
the Church he has found, not merely
the satisfaction of his sesthetic in-
stincts, but refuge and relief from the
corruption and slavery of iniquity. He
gives thanks, not because God has
given him the grace of artistic * self-
realization,”’ but becanse his Creator
has dragged him ‘‘from the way of
eternal dammation.'

His disappointments, his disillusion,
his remorse have brought him ** unto
this peace.”” Stately ritual, appealing
liturgy, the majestic chant of sonorous
Latin have had nothing to do with the
change in him., Not in the midst of
splendid ceremonial, nor in the retired

lemnity of abandoned churches has
he found the faith, but in the forests
with the panorama of nature, it souands
and its silences, his mind has learnt to

step upwards towarcs the sanctury, ubi

habitat justitia, where righte "

S Jsiine, .
The scene opens in a third rate caig
at Fontainebleaun. Retté had just 1.
ished a soclalistic harangue before ap
audience of working men. These hag
filed out, full of the Utopian ideas ne
has been developing., A small group
remain behind with the orstor .4
gather round a table with their b (,-A.
bottles before them. In that dam)
oramped, ball.lighted room, reeki g
with tobacco smoke, the workmey
begin to. occupy themselves with the
deep problem of the age—with science
and religion., They wish to consult
their oracle as to the beginning o 4]
things. There Is no good God, the
world has had no Creater, and .4
science knows everything, the gardener
who was one of the party wishes to

know “ how the univerte made
start, '’
It was a simple question, that of the

gardener, but the answer did not come
readily. The workman waited with cary
pricked, and wide eyes to hear what
science had to say for itsell. Keotte
looked into the faces of these poor (el
lows, and watched their blavk dicap.
pointment and dissatisfaction when
after a silence, ho answered that
gcience had nothing to declare on that
subject. They evidently felt deirauded,

acd one of them made himeeli theip

spokeswan, and told him s0. Ile Lesit
ated, and began to unpack the usual
baggage—the theories which he fclt to
be quite beside the point, of evolution
materialism, determinism. Not ¢ “ry’
during that restless night, but for
many nights the question he had been
80 powerless to answer, presentod jLuelf

to him, not as & mere speculative

D
lem, but as a doubt introduciog itsell

into the very foundations of his philos.
opby. He had been posing as & guide
and teacher, he had reared imposing
edifices, whose harmonies and grandeur
awakened his own enthusiasm, and that
oi the publie for whick he wiovle, The
world of his philosophy was sell-st(lg.
ient, driving itself forward towsard its

own perfection. It was time for hu
ity to look for the sceedy coming of
age of gold. This was the stately edi-
fice of hope he had been building, with
its towers in the clouds. But wiat of
its foundations ? It became plainer
avd plaiver on reflection that it was
built upon a shilting sandbed. Ard
those poor fellows to whom he bad been
an evangelist and a prophet, that crowd
of grown up children, hard worked, so

thirsty for certainties, so undiscipled
and easily duped—how dare he unfold
to them that empty, idle dream, that
Apocalypse of mingled science and un-

reason ? Already he bad abandoncd
the Anarchism which had been his first
ideal, as something both hideous and
visionary. [HHe was beginning now to
suspect foundations. His experience
of the men who wese presidingover the
destinies of France, had caused him
meny a sad disillusionment. Some gen-
uine patriots there were among them,
but on the whole he had found them a
gang of self interested politicians,
party-mongers, pseudc-scientific plag-
iarists, windy orators, all driving the
country in their own way to a state in
which every stable element would be
dissolved. For a time Clemenceau had
been a prophet in his eyes. He be-
came acquainted with him at the time
when the politician journalist was re-
trieving, tlowly indeed, the prestige
he had lost during the Papnama discus.
pions. Rette’'s description of him is
particularly interesting now that he
has attained to his present command«
ing, if somewhat precarious, suprems
acy.

This man exercises a strange fascinae
tion. It is all the more difficult to
understand it, because hard, sarcastic,
often insulting, he treats with brutal.
ity those who admire him and court his
friendship. Perhaps his power over
culuivas d winds comes from his strong
intelligenee, his genuine tas'e and real
understanding in matters of art, and
again from a compariton which one i8
obliged to make be: ween the quality of
his mind and the stupidity of tkte radi-
cal gang. Agsin, like all commanding
temperaments, he dominates you by the
aathority of his manner, He is a Jaco-
bin, but a well educated one, a type by
DO means cOmMmon.

But to return, in the strife of rolit-
ioal fractions, in the ferment of his
gocial ideas, Retté had experienced &
dieappointment, both with men and
systems which had prepared the way
for the mental struggle which was to
follow the incident of the Fontaineblean
café. His moral training, had been
totally neglected, he had had no seuse
of discipline instilled into him by early
education; his passions ran wild.
woman, too, ruled him with a lawless,
sensual sway, of which he frequently
tried to rid himself—not from any
scruple of conscience, but because her
lying, her ill-temper, and her intemper*
ance added to the miseries of a hards
earned and laborious existence. Yol
though he dispised her, and perpetu~
ally quarrelled with her, her fascina-
tion would reassert itself, and leave
him powerless to dismiss her. Thie
mistress (though fortunately she doed
not appear prominently in his confes-
sions) bound him, throughout bis
struggle for his soul, to every element
that was base in his ideals and that
was lawless and outrageous in hié
conduct. His only consolations were
his art and the forest which he loveds
When it was possible he lived away
from the clty at Fontainebleau. He
loved the open air. Removed from the
company of self-seeking publicists and
from the wretchedness of his home, his
delight was to wander in the woodsy
composing his verses, and reciting them
to himself, acquainting himself with all
the moods of nature, whose companion®
ship seemed to provide an anodyne for
the oares and disappointments of life

* Without this love of solltnde with
which God bas been pleased to ecdow
me from my childhood,” he writes, I
do not know what would become of me
For, it is worthy of note, that at all
times in my life, I have only felt happy
in solitude in the fields, under the
trees, or near the waters’ edge.
dream, to meditate silently upon some®
landscape, such have been my deOP"g
and my most salutary pleasures.

bavo folt this cn days when alter heap:
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ing sin upon sin I have fis
yotired that the pack of
could wearcely be let Joos

Iv was to seek the distr
woods that he went, one
in 1905, into the forest a
frighttal dissipation, He
him the Divine Comedy f
the time. He had alwa)
as & beautiful fairy tale, i
by the genius cf Dante,
read the second canto ¢
torio, where the poet
advent of the angel's boa
ol Purgatory—drifting w
wards the place of purific

‘pon the gtem gtood the Cele
Beatitude seen ed written in |
Ard more ‘han a hundred spi
+ In exitu Israel de Kgypto!”
They chanted all together wit
And whatso in thay psalm is ¢

"The word ; came to hin
of grace. As he read tk
passed over him. He
bead to foot, Kemorse
able joy overflowed into
faith of Dante was chall
lay down the weight of ]
begin with sweat and 1
desire, to cliwb the terr
cation.

The impression of grs
was, quickly faded. Ti
noon one of his literary
on him and proposed a ¥
Dnring the ¢
conversation, this friec
Retté his diesatisfact
seientific irreligion that
to lose his adhesion. C
presented itself to his n
sible solution of his doul
ance. Rette was astoun
{ this man was a living

wn troubled self. Her
ppportuaity. Baf the ¢

p him, apd he answere
is friend by a litany of
hemy, a pauegyri f(
ism, and an outrageous
e of hig own prems
Blessed Virgin was revil
His friend was ghaken

i words, and before he
supplied bim with a lis
rere caleulated to cou
pg Christian tendenci
time, however, it is ev
stroggle which was bei
is soul, entered uvpon :
stage. Dante had giver
not only of Christian pe

)i Catholic Faith.

He perce ved that t
salvation lay in the di
Catholic Church. Soc
thuught taking form in |
He went early cne mor
loved forest to tbink ol
and this was the forr

itherto vague gropin
zood tock coherent shaj

From the day when
themselves the questiol
put into the world, a bu
and as many philosopl
tempted to answer it.
have been varions, ac
surroundings, tho ¢
fashions, and above all
the human mind, Be
born, have developed,
ished. Reason and so
erted themselves to g
tion of the universe. !
succeeded in establis
since a theory that was
as a trath is replaced b
esis to-day, and this
to-morrow by anoth
I'hat is the experien
Bat it must be acknow
the midst of this pery
Catholiec Church alone
able. Its dogmas hav
its foundation, They
substance in the Gosp
the Apostles and the
done nothing more th
strengthen them, frami
a liturgy and a dist
while, scholars and ph
given themselves ove
disputes, and hereti
ceased to rend themsel
tude of sects, in which
God in his own fashior
senturies this has beer
Church maintains it
while around it doctrir
whirl like dead leaves
2 cyclone.

Then meditating on |
country, Rette opened
state of mitery to whie
*entury philosophLy, a
applieation during the
reduced it, Ideals, r
ruards of civie and |
been thrown into the o

what had taken their |
and disruption were r
I Gold promised and
the sentimentalists se
A% ever it was.

‘“ What did Balzac «
all? Nothing short ©
Church, which has rer
is alone capable of lig
whose brightness woul
through this fog th
drifted ve:sels.”” He
ing a truth which |
never tired of proel:
beginning, that outsid

v+ Vation could be found.
_ We find our poet
1906 leaving his fores
tapital, whieh, in spi
Vensations, he hearti
W .8 sccompanied thith
with dark eyes''—h
re he was confron
back to his progre
fave kept him in his
the extremists whon
¥ his pen were in po
#ork at their busines
Uhureh from the St
Jad recovered his asc
was questiqn of provic
reward for faithful se
by appointing him to a
department of the Sti
& long time despised
heart, bat the evil
there were many otk
and who yet did not &
good living out of it f
hypocrite more or I
Would make no grea
soon felt, however,
hypoorisy was dema:
these masters,
1. One evening he ¥
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