
CANADIAN COURIER.

A LITTLE CHILD SHALL LEAD THEM
A St range Capture and Hou' Liberation was Brou gbt A bout.

By ALAN SULLIVAN

AS the Bishop mounted his pulpit the con-gregation of St. Cyprian's settled itself ta
hear him. The lights sank into a modulated
glow through which the white altar shone

and amid a delicate tracery of carving the great
organ glearned like a forest of golden shafts. It
was ail a fitting frarning for the magnificent figure
of the prelate whose deep vaice searched the
furthest cloistered recesses of his cathedral.

This day's address was the penultirnate of a series
that had rivetted the attention of a thinking city.
Thse BîiJiop was in arrns. Thse churcis was xnenaced,
as it had never been threatened for centuries, by
a creed that spread with insistent rapidity, striking
at the roots of ail hie held dear; his fighting blood
was up and St. Cyprian's drew as with a magnet
the braîns and power of thse city ta hear hiu. He
was master there, one rnight read it in the waves
of hushed ematian that spread at his feet, in the
tense figures and parted lips that followed him.

Naw he was patent with his message and it grew
in intensity as he neared bis conclusion:

"You may weigh and measure the stars," roiled
the great voice, "yau mnay gîrdle the world wîth
steel and flame and electricity; you mnay salve inys-
teries that have baffled the ages, but for your sotul's
salvation you mnust accept the unseen God. You
Muay conquer thie habitable earth, but you must bie
,conquered by the Spirit.

"The false prophets of a false creed who have
knocked at your doors hold with the Persian poet
who sang:

do'We are no other than a maving row
0f magic shadaw shapes that corne and go.'

"My people, can you believe that if e ends aill?"
L<eaning forward, vibrant wvith eloquence, appealing
and compelling, bis voice softened into a depth
of tenderness: "Ask it of thse worship in your
children's eyes, of the love that bas trans-
formed the world. In thse quiet lapses of
tinle when unutterable questions carne, ask
then if we are born ta meet and greet, to
lave and die, and this alone."

The keen wedge of his argument
had entered the hearts of mnany.
They forgot ail save what lay behind
the chaud; he had set therii face to
face with their own soul1i.

In thse vestry a verger broiight him
;a note. and lie opened it mechially,

"Cultured mentality; somewbat aver concert
pitch," thaugbt thse latter, regarding bum keenly.

Thse Master stood over thse fire and with one ner-
vous band on the mantel, said, "Bisbop, for the
liberty I have taken and arn about ta take, I must
express my sincere regret." Here his listener raised
a deprecating hand and the master continued. "In
me yau behold the leader of that school of modern
tbought, ta which yau have referred within an hour
as pseudo-science." He besitated a little and the
Bishop broke in:

"The subject is rather large ta be disposed of
here and naw, rny tume is flot my awn to-day, but
if there is any way in which I can be of immediate
service, pray cornmand me."

"Your presence is and will be af the greatest
service, 1 assure yau, Bisbap," said thse master, smil-
ing. "Thse main difficulty we have experienced
here, has been the extraardinary influence exerted
by the series of addresses yau have been givîng,
aIl of wbich have been attentively heard by my
brother and. myseif."

The Bishop regarded him complacently and thse
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hall door opened and a man entered. The Bishop
gazed at thie newcomer with a gasp of astonish-
ment. Nature had used the saine mould in fashion.
ing them both. In appearance, in,,hei ht in ex-
pression, hie was the Bishop's doubie. here were
the samne massive shoulders, the saine strang, thicç
grey hairs. He had the Bishop's dea n-cut, farcefuf
features, sa identical that even the Master looked
from, him to the other with wonder in his eyes.
He had the direct penetrating episcopal glance, and
even his manner of standing was that of the Bishop
There was one only difference-hjs eyes were grey,
while the Bishop's were blue.

"You will see that aur guest Iacks nothing," said
the Master, and, turning to the Bishop, "yau will
find same rather unique first editions on the walls.
I trust the days will not hang heavy."

The door closed behind him. It had ail happened
s0 quickly and yet sa definitely, that the Bishop felt
as if every argument, remanstrance and threat, had
been answered before it was vaiced. His eyes
rested on those of lis silent double: "Sir," he said,,,I arn at a loss ta know how your cause can profit
by this."

The brother seemed nat unprepared, and replied
in a vaice, the echo of the Bishop's awn, "I regret,sir, as much as the Master, the caurse we are
obliged ta pursue. We have considered the con-
sequences and the mast seriaus which accurs ta us
is the possible derangement of some of your dia-
cesan affairs. You may, hawever, avaid this, by
,coperatian with us."

"Co-operate with you after this insult? Neyer!"
"Let me remind yau, that sa far as the publicgaes, your diocese need not be withaut its head.""Do you suggest that I should use a pair of un-

scrupulous bandits as my medium ?"
"I anly wish ta say, sir, that any communications

you wish ta send will be farwarded, s0 far as they
do nat tend ta shorten your visit. I suggest that
you send word ta yaur house-keeper, that you have
retired for a f ew days' rest f rom diocesan cares."

The Bishap pandered. There was nothing Vital
ta be pravided for, except the final sermon. Could
the Urne be better employed than in preparatian?
The church militant in the man asserted itself, and,
his face relaxing into a grim smile, hie stepped ta
the table and wrate a short note, asking for fresh
linen and clothes and sayig that he would be accu-
pied for the immediate future. This hie handed to
his double and once again the heavy doors clased.

His rooms were explored with intense curiasity.
The hall doors opened only from withaut. The
bedrooni was replete with every convenience, and
the library was evidently the collection of' a litera-
teur of no mean order. The place was eminently
camfartable, and, not the least interesting was a
pile of papers containing verbatim reports of his
recent sermons, heavily scored and paragraphed.
The sight of thern brought home his extraardinary
position, and as the chimes of St Cyprian's felu
faintly on bis ear, infinitely distant and removed, hiestepped quickly ta the door and threw againat it
the weight of his pawerful shaulders.

It did flot yield a fraction of an inch,' but waîting
for a moment in puzzled helplessness, it swung
open and the brother stood without in. respectful
attention.

"Bishop," he said, quickly, "I beg of you to make
my duties as mutually agreeable as possible.
Your lunch awaits you," and the sanie blank-
faced footmnan appeared with a well-laden

T~he radiance of a perfect winter's day filtered
down through the broad sky-light, as the Bishop
woke, after a night of dreamiesa foretfulness.
That startling Sunday seemed very unrea and very
distant until his surroundings forced themeselves ta
bis attention with gentle insistence-an insistence
that took point when a quiet voice came from
behind thse heavy curtains. ' When you wish,
flishop, breakfast will be served."'

Hie turned on his villow-jt was real then-his
ciariosity, bis pride, his courage, ail were piqued.

"In alf an hour, if you please," lie said, andwithin the time 1left hi e-roon bathed and re-


