
PREFACE.

N anecdote appeared some , time ago in the pages of

-à The Crafisman " which gave rise to the ideas embodied

in "Victor Roy." It is not a story of profound depth. Its aim.

is not to soar to Alpine heights of imagination, or to excavate

undiscovered treasures from the mines of thought. It is a very

simple story, told in very simple words, of such lives as are around

us in our midst. It tells of sorrows that are daily being borne by

sufféring humanity, and of the faith that gives strength to

that sufféring humanity to endure seéing Him, who' is in-

visible." AU lives may not see their earth day close in sunshine,

but somewhere the sun is shining, "and all true cross-beariers shall

some day become true crown-Wearers. The following pages have

some refèrences to that Ancient Order which comes down the

centuries, beàring upon its structure the marks of that Grand

Master Builder, who gave to the visible uiiiverse " the sun to rule

the day, the moon and stars to govern the night ; "" àïCOrder which,

like these wondrous orbs, is grand in its mysterious symbolism,

calm. in its unvarying circles, universal in its benefiéence.

We are told of a poor weary traveller who had plucked a flower.

The shadows of a grand cathedral lay before him. He entered ;

its architecture charmed him, its calmness refreshed him. Ap-

proaching a shrine he laid his flower upon it, sayin' It is all I

can give ; it, too, is God's work, althoughgathered"by a feeble,

dying hand." A priest standing neai looked upon the flower and-


