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PROLOGUE

“ Can a womai's Llendoer care
Cease lowards the child she bare?
¥Yes, she may {oigeliul be
Yol will I 1omember Uree.”

THE voice was a small mezzoof no 1)’11‘til:u1‘11‘ guality,
and—if truth must be told--a trifle {lat in intonation,
It sounded tremulously through the open window of
the bungalow, across the verandah to the steps, where
a hearer lay curled up asleep.

Save for the woman’s voice the most profout
silence brooded over bungalow and compound.
Beyond, the deseried parade-ground lay, a white
expanse heneath the Indian night--a night made
almost day by the moon, which wag at the full, and
by the myriads of stars which llashed and gleamed
incessantly as if sighalling to the beavens some
universal news, -

Beyond this again lay the sandy, arid country,
here and there greal rocks and boulders rising up
fantastically from tho carth,

Benapuila, one hundred miles north, and slightly
casl of Lucknow, was as dull a station as existed in
the month of May, vear 1857, Mrs, Burney cer-
tainly found it so. She was the only white woman

in the pla%e. Her husband had at least his two
S 2
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lientenants Lo enliven thinges, but bar the reiterated
dinner invitation lo these yauny !«fcnt}uuwn, there
was for hoer no exciteent,

Things would have been worse had (U naf been for
her idol, the centre round whiclt her own wed ey
hushand’s Hves vevolved, who lay bt the eradle before
her, deifting Lo the land of slesp, borne thithere on the
" gomewhal uncertain waves of her Iullaby,

Two litle fists firmly clenched, & most determined
jaw —glso firmly clenehed—and o most determined
little frown on the expansive and puckered bhaby
brow. To Catherine Burney, they all three indicited
witl-power and strength of character of quite an
exceptional kind,  One of the tiny hands grasped a
regimental hutlon which was bung by o slender gold
chain,round his neclk.

She drew the mosqoito curtaing closer, and murs
mured for the hundredth time that she wished Juek
would come i, Babyhatd never lonked so intordgtl
This was her perpetual refllection, no matter whelhi:
vagarics, %,

Catherine Burney had heen marvied two years, and
was now harcly twenty=one,

Captain Burngy, home on leave, driving from (he
station (0 his father’s house, had 1;:1HHL-:I (prirl with
(umbled hair, swinging two grubby little Drothers on
a uslx-barred gate, whilst nenre them stoosd o hage
baskel Tull of blackbervies,  One moment the group
were shouting with merritnent, the next they were all
off the gate grzing ruafully at the hasket, which the
wheels of his dog-carl had wrecked, sending the
results of a diy's Inbour inln the dusty road,

Yon heast 7 squealed Jimmy, the youngest,

“Wonder where you learnl 10 drive ?” shouied
[Tughie.

¥
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Burney, conscious that the face beneath the tumbled
hair was respopsible for the accident, wanted lo go
baclk and apologise, FHis sisicr, who was with him,
wottld not hear of it

“IV's only those rowdy young Tergusons; and por
haps you've forgolten that that’s one of Papa’s gales.”

“Who are the Iergusong ?

“ New arrivals,  They live in that housc at the end
of the village thal was to let (or so long, and that
every onc sald was haunted, Don't you remember?
They've turned the place upside down,”

“'That girl's gol a lovely face.” o

“My dear boy, her hands were as brown as a
gipsy’s, There are {wo more brothers, and they all
nearly got turned out of church two or three Sundays
ago. They drive their father and mother crazy.
They've a disgrace o the place”

The idea of the girl with the beauliful face getting
turned out of church pleased Burney, Therc was
character and atmosphere about i,

“What cver for?'" he asked, .

“[ don't think it was quite-her fault, because Mr,
Cutworth says she’s of grea%use in the parish; but
she's devoted Lo those little imps, ®nd takes all the
blame for whatever they do”

“Do you know her?”

“QOh yes, we've called, and they've called, Papa
likes her——admires her gpirit,” ® -

The next day Captain Burney met Catherine
TFerguson in the village post-office, once more with
her two impish attendants, She appeared supremely
unconscious of his presence, The (wo children
nudged cach other as they recognised him, and,
with venopmous, gnome-like gestures, Lhrealened his
uncc}nscia}n’ﬂ form witll mimic baitle, Their sister,
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uning from the counter, caught them in the act,
andd the three micde o hareied and hysterical exil,

Burney's sistors insisteed on there heing the nsual
entertainments to celehrate his return, and, ot his
suggestion, but much against thebe inclination, invited
Miss Terpuson to tennis,  They had o dewr friend
who was just the partner that Providence and their
superior judgment had selected for him,

“ Ouu good thing, Jack, il we do asde Miss ergusen,
you won't think her so beautiful alter half an hour's
conversation,”

But Jack feld hopelessly in love; and Mins Ier.
guson took to doing her haiv quite nently and wearing
ploves in the afternoon,

In three weeks they were engaged,

The imps wept and gnashed thelr teethy going so
far in the first hitter hours of their redentment as o
discuss Burney's aysassination in a disused well,  But
then their fulure brother-in<law went up (0 Lown, and
brought back such a variely of diverling articles that
they fotgol the villuinous mud double~dealing nature
which they had aseribod to him, and could quite have
forgiven him if he had not made such & ninny of
Kale, &

[Lway only later, when the excitement of (he wed-
ding was over, aned their dipgnity ns the hride's pages
wad i Lhing of the past, that thelr indignation was
[illy roused ; for it afpenrced that Wiy steader of other
people’ gistets was aboul o take their heloved
laymate o Indig, the land of jungles, tigers, and
all »orts of flesh-creeping horrors,

Jimmy, 0 boy of vivid and fertile imagination, had
a dream in which the huge tigor.skin thid lay before
the drawing-room fire, suddenly came (o life, and
immediately it had done so the drawing-room ilself
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vanished, and he was pursulng the tiger, which held
his sister in its jaws, towards an adjacent jungle.
What astonished him most was the fact that Cathetine
did nol scem at all alarmed, but smiled sweetly as she
was borne away, calling oul some directions about
waking up, which stiuck Jimmy as being rather silly
considering ihat he was wide awake and running as
fast as a very refraclory sock—which had'io be pulled
up cvery now and again—would allow him, How-
ever, she never ceased Lo wge him to wake up, which
finally he did, to find his sister ciying bitlerly and
dressed ready to stait for her jouindy,

IInghic, alicady aroused, was clinging 1o her neck
with one arm while he struck” wildly at Buiney with
the other, in a peifect lempest of 1age and gildef,

Catherine Buwney and her husband went straight
away to Benaputla, where they spenl many happy
days in making the bungalow suitable for a~martied
yresidence,

Life had gone on from day to day since their
arrival with the same monotonous routine, The
advent of Jackie had stinied the station as nothing
else had done, since the reappeaiance of Captain
Burney with a wile, *

They made as much of the chuistening festivity as
possible, and the baby's first birthday was almost a
public holiday. Ile mighi have been the heii-
apparent to a throne by the hotage he 1eceived from
hig four while slaves, nol to speak of Lhe adoration of

the nalives, _ -
Mrs. Burney wondered the while she was crooning

to him what had become of his Ayah.

The bungalow was so very still, and except for the
boy who was working the punkah, and the man asleep
on the verandah steps, therevivas not a nalive servant
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nbout, She went oul somewhat Impatiently  and
gazed towards the youny leatenants' quarters, where
her hushand was smoliing i eipa

She hiel been rendered vigruely peyvous by the
rumones of discontent amongat the nitive tronps, which
were already common talh, The affitde al Berhiapar
wis sG] fresh in everyone’s imind, Callers al Benaputtn
(o adjacent stations had brought all soets of stories
of the propaganda which was being carrjed on in the
villngmes, and bazaaes 8F the big towns,  Most of the
Guropean clement refused to believe  thal matiers
were eritieal, hid there were some who, possessed of an
instinctive sympathy with outraged native Gadition,
saw deeper, and realised how (arspreading an agitas-
ton miglil become which had for ity origin o suspeeted
atlicck on the religious system of the nation,  They
radsed warning voices, but Iy vain,  Capliain Durney
was one of Lthese,  TIe was religious by natnre, in n
broader, deeper sense than was admitled o be
respectable in the ffties,  [Tad it not been for his
raputalion as a keen sportsman, a capible officer, and
a (horoughly good fellow, he would have Dbeen set
down as a free-thinking crank ; but “crank” would
have been obvicesly a misnomer [or {1 man whose
brain was 80 cool amd well-balancad, s relipgions
gentiment, however, had naturnlly led him inte o keen
examination of the complex relipiony which sup-
rotuneed him in his Dsvlian Life, and be hoad thus been
able 1o nerive al an umderstanding of the nitives
which scemed to his  connades pure gening,  To
analyse a nation's religion s to put the national
chgraster under & microscope,

Burney had more than once spoken of his fears Lo
his wiley and had snggresied the removal of herself
nnel the child to a place of safely ; bul she would not



The Living Buddha 7

hear of it, partly because she held her Christian faith
unquestioningly, and was unable to follow her husband
through the maze of argument by which he had con-
vinced himsell of the danger,

To her limitations native prejudices werc—well,
only native prejudices, She would no more have
questioned the morality of gospel missionary work
than have turncd Mohammedan,

But to-njght some of her hushand’s fears had
entered inlo her soul, and she felt nervous and un-
happy as she wailed impatiently for his return,

She called aloud to the Ayah, bul there was no
reply,  She went out to the servants' quarters af the
back and found them deserted, What was the matter?

Then she laughed at herself for being a coward,
and, taking 'a book, sut down by her child’s side, Her
thoughts would not concentrate themselves, try as she
might, She was wondering what the imps were
doing—whether they still thought of her, It was
May-time al home, and she had a sudden longing to
be Lthere with her husband and child,

ITer head fell back and she dozed, Half asleep, in
n waking dream, she had a fantastic vision, The
ontire British army in India paraded past her;
cavalry, infaniry, and guns, went by with absolute
regularity, tramp, tramp, ramp,

She could see thal all the met’s faces were very
pale and had a oneness of expression, as if they were
possessecd by a single intention, There was a look
of expeclancy in their straining cyes, as if they were
making for a point alrcady well cdetermined upon,
Then the whole army had gone, and she stood Jl@ten-
ing intently to the horses’ hoofs which still rang in her
eflpsf; HEven when the last horseman was oyt of sight

e .
%{"%%:%Q,md remained.
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she started and woke up, A horseman was gallop.
Inge along the great road which camne from Lucknow,
she listened intently,  Closer amd elover came Uhe
sotinl L the vider conld not have heen more than g
hundied yards away,  ®he rose and wenl oul on the
varandal, and nq she did 50 o man o hopseback
routtded the comner and pulled up in front of the
compouid,

AL the distance she conld wee that 10 was an
Englishmuan In uniform, and she ran dowit the path
anel met him almost as he swange oul of the sacddle,

“Mrs, Burney 1" It was young Draithwaite, 1e
was stationed with the main body of the regriment,
gome Lwenty miles ofl, halfsway belween Henaputta
and [ucknow,

“ M, Braithwaite—what's the matterp”

[le was teying Lo pull himsell together, but great
bengls of swveat stnod on by forchend,

“Don't be alarmed, bhut there's been a horrible
alfair al Mimt,  Where is your hushand 2"

" Ile walked over to Mr, [Tervey's quarters divectly
after dinner”

“Tl go and feteh him, and then we'll come back
hera,  Dlease dondglook so startlad,  TUH be all vight,
you kitow, only the Chiel thought T had betler come
and lell you”  1le was alialed he had fdghiened her
unnecessitily, amd yel he hae not Lold her the whole
truth, e was tying s horse Lo the gate,

“We'll be biek in five minuten,” he sadd,

Catherine Burney returned (o the hungalow with a
sinking hearl, The bearer, who had nlso been rousad,
laoked at her curiously as she passed him, Fron her
he lookud to the fgure crossing the parade-ground,
Then silently and swiltly he stole oul of the come-
pound Lo the quarters of the native troops,
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Besides Caplain Burney and his two lientenants
there was not a single European in the place,

Catherine Buiney took her son out of his oradle,
and held him closely to het, She nofited that the
punkah had ceased working, and, on going lo look,
found that the boy had disappeared,

In a few minntes her hushand returned with the
three young men,

They were all talking earnestly, and as they met
her on the verandah she could see that they looked
white,

“Jack ! what's the matter?”

“Braithwaitc has brought us some bad news,
There's heen trouble at Mirut, The Sepoys have
mutinied and killed everybody in the place, and it
appears the otlier natives helped them., We'ie afraid
the movement is spreading.”

“] hear things look very black at Lucknow)” said
Bralthwaite, IHow black he hardly cated to say hefore
Mrs, Burney. % Can you trust your men?” he added,
turning to Burney,

“ Can’t say, Don’t know enough about them,
They're & new lot, Been in my hands such a short
time” Hevellecled for o moment, aed then said with
decision, * They must be disarmed at once,”

T osmortow————" began Ilervey,

“ To-night. What's that?”

Across the parade-ground, frofh the men's quariers,
came a growl  As they stood listening, it grew and
grew, They went to the verandah,

The native troops were swarming on {o the parade-
ground,

They stond loaking at one another blankly.

Mrs, Bueney drew close {0 her husband, The child

in her arms was still asleep.
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“They're making foe my gquaiters,”

Admost as Hervey spoke s howd of disappoinlinent
testehied them,

sl o cleswnt el Erg Lo stop them,” said Borney,

Fliw wife marde o movement of shaoom and wias about
tor sk Dl By s effort shie evmteothal bernedf,
T wivi pigrht,

Y1 can pnovide cevolvers all eouned ™

T layve one with me” answvered Budthwalte,

Mrse, Buey, anxioos to show the nen thal she
could be of use, wenl insitde and, haying the ehild in
fin eradie, rought the revolvers and earbidpes from
her hushmu™s den,

A shie emerged gradn on W the wemdaly, the men
o the pardesground were being harangued by a
Supey serpeant,

Hurney drew his wife towards him and pal his aem
ronied her reissucingly, Bhe eonld feel that o her
almence they had been talking aboul hers 1L was
the  thouebt  of her and her child  that  was
trotthiingr them,

The muan who was wdedressing the soldiors gons
wantly pointed owards the bungadaw ws if wging
them (o adtack AL,

Hurney was dissuacked frenm poing: on ta the parade-
grovnd, Tt wonkd have been suieide,

The nedvisability of w genernd Dight was pot asdde,
Flight without horseS wonld e fpasadlle, wind there
wivd only one avallable, thit onwhich Bigithwaite had
nerived, the others being n the stabile some distanee
from the bungalow,  There was nothing o be done
but to fage L,

By this time the mutineers were streaming towards
them,  Braithwaite went down amd took his horse
round to the back, out of their sight, regnining the
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verdndah as the mutineers reached the compound.
Led by the sergeant who had been addiessing them,
they came waveringly up the path, Till this moment
the Lnglishmen had kept out of sight,

Hall-way lowards the bungalow the mutineers
paused, and then Caplain Burney stepped from behind
the blinds {o the centre of the steps.

“Is that you, Mir Rao? What is the meaning
of this?”

There was silence for a few seconds, then Mir
Rao turned and spoke to his followers, They raised
their guns, and the words “ Look out |” had hardly left
Burney’s lips when a deadly volley was pouted into
the bungalow,

By a miracle Burney remained untouched, but
though the others were out of sight the bullets pierced
the thin grass blinds, and Hervey fell shot through -
the head, The child within set up a frightened ay,

Mrs, Burncy ran back into the room and placed the
cradle out of danger, Attempting to pacify him she
became aware thal the little white bedclothes were
stained with blood, With a cry of alarm she took
the child in her arms to sec where he had been hurt,
The thumb of the iight hand hadebeen shot away.
Tearing her handkerchiel into strips she bound the
wound sufficiently to stop the bleeding., Though the
child was convulsed with pain and terror she was
obliged to leave him and go Back to the men,

Braithwaiie and Wallace were already carrying
ITervey into the room, As the light fell upon him
they saw where he had been hit, and they laid him
quictly upon a couch and-coveted his face.

«Pui out the lights!” Burncy spoke in a shatp,
quick voice. His wife did as he directed,

Byrncy had not moved from the top of the steps.
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[[is wife hastened out to take hor place by his side,
All this time the child wailed dismally,

“ (ive me the earteidges T will load,” she sadd, as
the men ek their places behind the blind,

“Stand back, Borey, for God's sake!  They're
going Lo fire ngradn,”

Burney stepped back, and they all knelt down,
assuming that the men {n the compound would
aim  high,

Again a bullel found s mark, and with a groan

Braithwaite (ull into the arms of Wallaee, shot through
the heart,
Then, with a yell, the mutineers made for the steps
of the hungalow and bogan to swarm up them, Mix
Rao leading,  Catherine hold a revolver fully loaeded
in her hand, and the wound of her child having
roused the Ligress in hor, ook deliburale aim ot Miv
Rao ag his head rose above the level of the verindab,
Wallace and Burney stepped out (o repel the attack
at the same moment,  Wallace received o hiyronet
theust, and fell headlong among the black, surging:
throng, stretching out his arms with o last, dying
effort (o bear down those beneatl him,

Burney emplisl his revolver ; and cheeled for the
moment, and seized by o sudden panie, the mutineers
full haclk pellemell, leaving thele leader dead on the
verandah steps,

Burney had tme, fvith the assistance of hiv wife,
o g Wadlace back on Lo the verandish, e was
dewd, having been stabbed through and througly after
he had llen among the Sepoys,

[ervey lay in the hangalow with a bullet through
his brain, Drafthwaile was gone also,

"My Goed, Kate 1 he saicd, with a soly in his voice,
"they have killed them,"”
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Thoere was anolher how! {rom the Sepoys.

Caplain Burney and his wife turned and entered
the room, She seized the child, who was crying
. piteously with the pain of his wound, As she did so
his Ayah came through the inner doeor,

"lQuiclc, mem Sahib, the horse ready, You must
go.

They went through to the back of the bungalow,
fastening all the doors behind them.

The Ayal's brother, one of Burney's saices, wWas
holding the mare,

Burney leapl into the saddle, and his wife was
lifted up in front of him with the child in her arms,

The Ayah, even in this dreadful moment of hasle
and lorror, bound her scarf iound the child and
mother together, so that she could carry him with the
smallest amount of difficulty,

By this time they could hear the mutineeis in the
verandah, and the two natives stole away,

There was no gate to the compound at the baclk,
so Burnoy was compelled to put the 'mare at the
fence, which would have been casy had it not been
for the additional burden; bul the animal, seeming
Lo know whal was expected, took ité]ying.

The mulineers burst through ifi lime Lo see Captain
Burney galloping away on the lugh-mad A yell of
fury rosc from them, |

Otie of the Sepoys ralsed hisggun and fired, Tor a
moment Burney swayed in his saddle, struck belween
{he shoulders, Then for the Lime he recovered him-
self, and they were soon oul of sight,

Undoubtedly the mutineers would make for the
stables and pugsue them, Thecountry around afforded
little chance of escape, such as might have been
possible had there been forest or jungle,  Braithwaite's
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mare soon showed signs of fatigue, and althouglh his
wife was still unaware that he was wounded, Burney
could feel the blood soaking through his shivl,

As the moments flew by he realised that his wound
was more serious than he had imagined, and he felt
himself growing weaker and weaker from loss of
bload, < His head began to swim. The mare gave
signs of distress, showing that the spurt was only the
result of the shott rest she had had at the bungalow,
She was beat, and began {o breathe painfully, her
pace slackening,

Thetre was danger in proceeding like this, If the
pursuers were to catch sight of them, it would be all
over. They musl find some cover, They were
approaching a pait of the country where the road
became moie uneven, the rocks more numerous,
Burney drew rein beside an opening between iwo
miniature cliffs of sandstone, - .

“ Kate, we must stop a bit, The mare's done, and
I'm afraid they've hit me.”

His wife gave a sharp cry of alarm, She had not
connected his slight swaying in the saddle with the
shot fired after them by the mutineer, DBesides, ho
had given no sigy,

“Jack, you are wounded |” She slipped to the
ground, and slowly and painfully Burhey dismounted,
Flis face in the blue light looked ghastly, e stood
leaning up against the horse, gasping for breath, his
head sunk on his breast, Suddenly his wile raised
her head in alarm. ,

Some distance off they could hear the sound of
horsemen. The pursuers were upon them,

Luckily they were out of sight, having just rounded
A COrner, :

“Quick, quick | Come, Jack,”
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She tried to lead him to the path between the
roclks,

“ The horse’s foolsleps,” he said in a fainl voice,
“They will see.”

His wife grasped what he meant, If they were o
lead the mare down the path thosc following would
detect, by the sudden cessation of her hoof-prints,
the exact spot where they had struck off.

Catherince took the crop which the saice bad pressed
into her hushand’s hand, and which he now held
limply, She struck the mare with all her strength,
The animal dashed away at a gallop.

With his wife's help Butney stapggerced a few yards
down the path, To the right of them therc was a
little natural basin surrounded by boulders. It was
out of sight of the road ; they entered, and Burney
sank on the bank of sand exhausted,

The child was whimpering piteously, Taking off
the shawl the Ayah had given her, Catherine wrapped
il round him, and laid him on the sand. She then
turned 1o her husband. IHis eyes were closed and he
scemed Lo be hardly breathing, With an effort she
managed to get him oul of his mess-jackel, Ilc
groaned heavily as she did so, ,IIis shirl was
drenched with blood, She tore a flounce from her
muslin  skirt, and endeavouwred to staunch the
wotind,

As she was doing this she heard the hdrsemen
pass on the road outside,

What was to be done? The Sepoys would most
probably ovcrlake the mare and guess thal they
had struck off somewhere on the road,

“Jack! did you hear them? Jack|”

The hand she had seized fell helplessly info the
loose sand, The body gave a long-drawn shudder
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and settled down, The eyesremained staring fixedly
at the stars.

Catherine Burney had seen death more than once,
and even had she not done so there is thal about

death which will not be mistaken.

“ Oh, Jack, Jack "

With a convulsive sob she drew the head and
shouldets across hetr knee, the blood on his shirt
patching her gown with great, sodden stains., Sobs
shook her from head to foot, bul her gyes remained
dry, r

The child’s wails grew louder,

She stretched out her disengaged arm and held

him close to her breast.
Hour after hour she sat on till the burning heat of

growing day conquered her,

They could not remain theie to be scorched and
starved to death, The child was crying for food.

Slowly and painfully she rose.

Binding the scarf round the dead man’s face, she
dug with her hands as well as she could, a irench in
the sand, some two feet decp, and laid the body
in it. Covering it up, and kneeling by the thin layer
that divided thgm, she moaned out his name till the
child’s erles of hunger dragged her away, Something
had to be done to get him food, The wrench of
tearing herself away from wheie her husband lay
was terrible, .

At last she rose, and carrying the child, still erying
with pain and hunger, she went down the narrow
path by which they had come the night before,

It would clearly be madness to wallk along the
high-road.  She returned along the path past the
little nook where her husband lay, After stumbling
for some way over uneven and rocky ground, she
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emerged on a sandy strelch, at the extreme limit of
which——about half a mile off—she could sce a village,
a mere collection of mud huis with thaiched rools,
clustering together bencath a few slraggling trees.
It was, however, the border of a more hospitable, less
buint land., She must ask for food. The villagers
would probably kill them, Ior hetself the danger
was nothing, Werce it not for her chill she would
have welcomed death,

Instead of making straight for the village she
directed her steps to a small clump of bushes some
distance off, almost hidden from il by the growing
undulations of the ground, She fell that she had
not strength enough left to cairy the child so far
She went back a little way until she found some cool
shade in which she could lay her bhabe—a small cave
in the sandstone, sheltered by bushes,

The pain of the wound, and the lack of the neces-
sary atteniion, together with being exposcd lo the
glare of the sun—instead of lying in a cradle cooled
by the swaying punkah—had produced a high state
of fever, and the curly head tossed restlessly from
side to side, while he lifted his little maimed hand
every now and then vaguely and inddfinitely towards
her, as if undoubting that she were able o lake the
pain away,

¢ Yes, Jackie, mother knows, and mother's so sotry,
Mother's going to get Jackie’s hrdakfast,”

She had been stumbling along bencath his weight,
and was obliged to rest before slarting for the village
alone,

To her inlense relief he fell asleep, the liftle body
shaking every now and then with a long-dliawn sob,

She made her way to the nearest Lot Through
the open door an old woman was visible, The hut

3
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itself was more pretentious than the average, and the
people were evidently well-to-do,

The village seemed deserted,  She went and stood
in the doorway, and as her shadow fell between her
and the light, the old woman gave a cry of alarm,
Catherine Burney remcmbered that she had some
money in her purse, and she held up a piece of silver,
asking at the same time for rice and milk,

She could make herself fairly understood, and the
woman consented to let her have what she wanted,
charging exotbitantly,

As she was getting the food there was a shout
outside, and two horsemen galloped up.

Stirred perhaps by pity, or realising that in the
event of the Englishwoman being taken she would
get nothing, the old woman thrust her back into the
gloom of the room. She then went and stood in the
doorway and spoke to the men.

Catherine managed to gather that they Were
scouring the country in search of her husband
and herself,

She had with her the revolver she had used on the
verandah, and which she had since loaded. She
grasped it firmly, determined {o make one effort
to reach her child should the woman betray her;
but the old cteature professed utter ignorance,

The men rode on into the village,

The old worman Taid her finger to her lip, squatied
in the doorway, and feigned sleep, From the corner
where she sat, Catherine Burney could hear shoutis
and cries from many voices, Evidently the villagers
had come in and were searching with the men,

What if they found her child?

No, there were no shouts from the directiol in
which he lay,
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An hour went by—two hours—and still the old
woman kepl her place, For Catherine Burney to
move would have brought about the desiruciion of
both her baby and herself. In her agony she sal
listening with straining cars.

Later, an old man came up to the hul door. Ile
was about lo pass in when the woman stopped him,
speaking earneslly and in an undertone,

The man started, and rveplied angrily, They
argued and she evidently succeeded in persuad-
ing him, for he enlered the hut and handed Mrs,
Burney some, goat's milk, Exhausied though she
was she put it aside. How could she cat and drink
while her child lay oul there, lervified and hungry |
Hour after hour passe,

The old man camc and went more than once, The
woman and he cooked their chappallis over a small
bhonfire outside the door in the brass lotas.

They offered some {o Catherine Burney, and she
again refused.

At last the long day was past, Night came, and
the village was silent, Cautiously the old man went
out and reconnoitred, The couple were touched by
the horror in the stranger’s eyes, ¢

There were streaks of grey in her halr when
Catherine Burney, carrying the food, went oul to
seelk het child, IHer heart was brokcn, and lier very
figure shrunken, There was a mockery in the cons
trasi between her haunted, haggard face, and the
delicate white dress she wore,

The maternity in her kept her strong, but she was
moving as in the unrcalily of a dream,

Like a spirit she sped over the space that separaled
her from her child, The woman had advised her to
bring him back till something could be done. .
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A few yards from the spot where she had laid him,
she paused and listened, She had almost expected
to hear his cry, The silence was so intensc that
horror rose up in her throat and almost choked her.
What if the little life should have given out beneaih
the terror of that day of loneliness? She ran for-
ward and sank on her knees,

“Jackie! my baby! my little one—Ja

There was a terrible pause, and then the woman
commenced hunting silently, awfully ; tearing apart
the bushes, scraping with deadly, almost animal
fingers at the sand, without word or sound--ex-
cepting now and then a sharp-drawn breath like a
sigh smothered at its birth—going over the ground
once, twice, thrice—searching.

A scream cut the night air like a knife again
and again — the heart-sickening cry of stiricken
motherhood,

Then Catherine Buiney was speeding “along,
stumbling, sobbing, over the road she had come
that morning to the little hollow where her husband
lay.

“Jack! our child—our baby—they are killing him
—they are tor#iring him. I want you— I—"

Again the screams rose, till they reached the people
in the village.

L

#* * . % # #

"

Notthward through Nepaul went two Brinjaris
towards the mountains of Tibet, selling to those”
who would buy the trinkets and gauds, of Southern
and Central India,

In the woman’s arms lay Catherine Burney’s child,
tanned deep by the sun, but still white when placed
beside the children of the country,

"
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Far away to the notth they travelled, the child
laughing gleefully al the woman, who kissed and
fondled it. Its right hand clutched playfully al the
bright gold of her earings, and the woman lkissed
the healing wound comfortingly., The child still
wore ils little white nightgown, Round the waist
the woman had bound a bright-colourcd scarf, The
flaxen curls grew unchecked and Iuxuriant, When
they rested for the night they watched his gambols,
and whispeied to each olher that he was of some
better and hrighter world,

One day they weic overtaken by a storm. The
rain came down in cataracts, The (hree were
drenched eie they found shelter in whai was a
meie hole in the face of a hill, a place some
shepherd had made,

The storm passed as suddenly as it had avisen, and
the sun, shining outl before ils finish, made a glorious
rainbow, Leaving their sheller they passed over {he
brow of the hill.

Beneath them lay an encampment,

In the open space suriounded by {ents slood a
gionp of strangely dressed men, and as the three
appeared on the crest of the hill there arose from
them a great shoul. The child laughed and clapped
its hands at the rainbow which encircled it and the
Brinjaris as a frame, and the group began (o move
swiftly towards them., 8

The tents, the men, and their dress, were strange
to the Biinjaris, and they turned in fight, Two
youlhs, clad in weather-stained green woollen {unies
bordered with fur, intercepted them and headed thom
back to the tents, |

Trembling and f{earful, the woman clagping the
child tightly 1o her breast, they were soon surrounded,
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“Two Brinjarls carrying a child white as the soul-
of the Buddha,” said one, as they were borne lowards
the camp by the crowd,

“ The Living Buddha is found | ”
“ And upon the 1ight hand there shall be but four

fingers, and by this ve shall know that it is he, Thus

saic the Qracle”
“ o miracle lilke to this has ever been | ” shouted

another,

With cries of astonishment and admiration Lthey
crowded round the child, bending down and wor-
shipping him, and laying théir foreheads in the wel
grass, *

They admired the delicacy of his skin, the sym-
metry of his build, his eyes, which they compared
to the blue of the heavens, Curiously they examined
the gilt regimental button which was still suspendec
round his neck, supposing it to be a charm. The
child langhed gleefully and fearlessly, stretching out
his hands towaids them, Another shout rent the air,

“ He knoweth his own people | *

“See, he stretcheth ont his hand in blessing to us{”

An old man came forward and, with a gesture of
authority, commnanded the others to sland back,
They formed a semicircle round the bewildered
Brinjasis, the woman still clasping the child tightly
to her bosom,

The appearance,vf the old man was striking in
the extreme, He was tall, clean shaven, with close-
cropped hair and the tonsure. He was dressed in
a red woollen garment, which left one breast and
shoulder bare. In this his costume resembled (hal
of many others of the parly. It was the dress of a

Buddhist monk,
He spoke a word or two to one of those near them
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who disappeared for a moment into a lent, rcappear-
ing with a mantle and mitie-shaped hat, which the
old man pul on, IHe then recited a prayer in a low
voice, By degrees the others joined in.

The scene was {ull of Easlern beauty—the many-
coloured dresses of the kneeling scmicircle of monks,
Tibetans and Chinese, the hackgiound of tents, Lhe
two Brinjaris, and the centre of all, the laughing,
gleeful English child, above their heads the fading
rainbow, far away norlhwards the snows of the
FHimalayas,

After a time the praying ceased,

The old priest spoke gently and firmly to the
Brinjaris, An expression of amazement and awe
came into their faces, They bowed tbeir heads
submissively.

At a gesture from the old man the two youths who
had arvested the flight of the Brinjaris hrought itlo
the centre of the semicircle a small box made of
ecbony and inlaid with ivory., There were also to
strengthen it great clamps of silver,

The old priest himself reverently opened it, at the
same time telling the woman to place the child on his
feel. )

She did so, going down on her kuces and restraine
ing hitm by his sash from moving more than an arm'’s
lengih from hey, '

From the box the old man. produced a book, &
cushion, a’silver tcapol, a steotite cup, and a richly-
warked gold saucer, A youth brought [forwvard
another cup and saucer of commonar mako,

The child was then released,

Breathless, those standing around watched him.
He toddled forward, and sitting down by the steotite
cup, rattled it playfully against the sancer,
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There was an ejaculation of delight.
In turn he examined the teapot and the,cushion,

taking no notice of the teacup and saucer of commoner
make which the youth had placed with tlfe othet,

Ciies of joy arose from all sides. At a-word from
the old man the otheis began to strike the tents, and
in an inctedibly short space of time the party were
ready to start,

“Tsang-Lo!” cried the ‘old priest,

3 Taa:ng -Lo ! " shouted the others.

The Brinjati, dejected himself,was vainly endeavour-
ing to copsole his wife, who Wept bitterly,

‘The old man handed them some pieces of money
which, both 1efusing to take, he threw on the ground
at their feet,

The 10ad northwatds tan some hundred yards from
the camp, and soon the cavalcade, with the child in
its midst, was moving swiftly along it,

The two Brinjaris stood watching ti]l the receding
group weie lost to view, Then the man looked al the
glittering coins on the ground and, unseen by his wife,

pathered them up,
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“TSANG-1LO al last | ”
The speaker looked down upon the lown gl his

fcet, The sedan chairs emptied themselves, and the
rest of.the party joined him,
“ Eminenily picturesque!”

There was a murmur of asseni, and the travellers
stood and {ook in the vicw,

They had the whole city below them, some three
miles away.

I{ was packed closcly on a piece of flal ground al
their feet, which was piactically an island, the main
stream of the river flowing on the side furthest {rom
them, a backwater shutting il off everywhere clsc
from the mainland,

The extensive butial grounds laysaway from the
town beyond the backwaler, belween them and the
city, which was entircly swrounded by a strong
wall,

There were four gates with drawbridges, norih,
south, east, and wesl, The travellers were facing the
north gate,

The south gate led into the courdlry on the oppo-
site side of the river, where, on the right, the Jand
sloped up to a stecp hill, the sides of which were
covered with the cells and femples of what was
evidently a Lamasery, or Buddhisl monasiery,
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“Still another monastery! They cover the land
like mole-hills,” "

David Haviland handed his glasses to his wife, who
stood next to him. She took them and gazed across
the town and the river at the buildings on the far-off
hillside.

“Tt is evidently a very rich one,” she answered,
“One of the largest, I should say, There arc
thousands of cells and three large temples,”

“ Especially important Living Buddha, I suppose,”
remarked a beautiful girl

“Lord | what an extraordinary people! Neverthe-
less, their enthusiasm for their religion sometimes
makes me blush for so-called Christians, What do
you think, Blake ?”

The man he addressed was a small, spare creature
in glasses. He wore a curious, hybrid, Anglo-Chinesc
costume, and his head gave gruesome signs of an
attempt to adopt the native coiffurc, That part
which was shaved had been somewhat neglected, and
was covered with most unbecoming stubble, while the
copse, so to speak, which was the beginning of the
pigtall, stuck out deﬁantly

He moved hjs pince-nez aggr esswely forward, and
answered—

* I nevet sec one of these 01'ganisat10ns of the devil
without a Shudder,” 4

“Come, come,” said Haviland gently, Then, alter
a moment, “ We may as well rest here—the only hit
of ground possible to camp on within slght Y

“1 helieve,” said the youngest man in the party,
“these Chinamen would cultivate the stone pavement
if there wete nothing else to practise agriculture on,”
And he looked round at the Spm&dmg fields of
barley, maize, and rice,
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“You are quite right, Fraser,” said Haviland, and
he laughed—a deep, musical laugh full of sincerity
and .good .humour, His wife, the Catherine Durncy
of former days, put her arm round the girl—her step-
daughter—as they watched the coolies unpacl undor
the directions of their failhful henclmmn,d_'l‘u-Su.

Mr. Blake fussed about, as was his nalure,

Stanley I'raser pulled at his pipe and gazed at
Ruth Haviland, the occupation of his leisure
moments, Not thal he received much encourage-
ment, and at times he regretted the impulse that had
induced him to join the mad missionary and his wile
in this hazardous expedition, He had pretended
professional enthusiasm as the reason for spending
his consular leave in this journey to Tsang-Lo, but
in his heart he knew that Ruth Iaviland was the
cause and that there would be little leisure for
stalistical inquiry,

The Chinese servanis prepared the meal |

“It's perfectly wonderful,” said Stanley Ifraser,
after a pause, “what those beggars can carry. We
couldn’t be better off if we were at a Shanghai hotel.”

“1 somctimes think,” answered Haviland, *ithat
one does Lhis sort of thing a liltle gpo comfortably
nowadays, Il robs adventure of a good deal of its
proper {flavour” |

“You are mare iraveller than missionary, or you
wouldn’t say that,” reforfed [rascr, and Mr. Blake
snorted,

Haviland was silent, In Fraser’s remark there
was a vague reflection on his cloth, and he fell that
just a suspicion of reseniment was veccssary, Il
knew that the accusation held some truth, The
comfort of their travelling arrangoments, however,
was not so much of his secking as his wife's, I wag
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her pride and pleasure that he should feel as
comfortable as if he were still al the Mission Station,

It was twenty-eight years sincce the lhiagedy at
Benaputta, and Catherine was still active and young
enough to travel over Asia with her husband,

There were streaks of giey in her hair, and in her
eyes thete was a deep and abiding sadness which
could not be diiven out. She had schooled hersell
to bear her great sorrow alone, but now and then she
could not help speaking o her husband of her lost
child,

All these yeais she had lived in doubt, and though
those around her had become convinced that he was
dead, she refused to accept it as truth,

Witlr the retinn of peace and order she had gone
back to Benapuita, >She had lived in the district
for over ten years hoping against hope, Then David
Haviland, who was in charge of a Mission Station
near the village where she had lain concealed, asked
her to be his wife, Ide was a widower with a litile
gitl, four years of age,

He was foing to Chma, and he pointed oul to her
the futility of iemaining i the place where the
poignancy of leer grief was ever recurring, It was
a wrong to herself. The story.of her child’s loss
was known far and wide throughout the country,
and she could not help his recovery by staying where
she was,

She had a great affection for Havlland, and she
consented to marry him. They hadt worked much
together, and she respected his tolerance and inex~
haustible energy in the cause of good,

Her sorrow had developed the ieligious side of her
chatacter till she had, unconsciously perhaps to her-
self, become somewhat insistent on her poinf of view
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of Christianity, and would have become more so had
it nol been for the absolule lack of bigotry in her
husband, -

The increase in his {olerance which ycars had
brought with them made her al times a liltle
uncomfortable, IMe scemed tor regard with equa-
nimity heresies which were {o her very rcal and

terrible things,
Ditectly Ruth Haviland’s schooldays were over

she came out to join them,

No two temperaments could have been motce
suitable for deep and lasting friendship than thase of
Catherine and Ruth, They were both without a
trace of affectation, and Ruth's temperament, which
was innately sunny, acted as a check to those gloomy
reflections which were boung at times {o take
possession of Catherine,

On the other hand, no girl could have had a more
sympathetic or sensible companion, ~
David Haviland had looked forward to his
daughter’s coming with somec {repidation, <

Neither he nor his wife had suggested il. They
had good reasons for waiting Lill she expressed a
desire to do so, A girl brought updrom the age of
four till néarly nincteen in Lngland would unaturally
regard them as strangers; at leas{, such was their
impression,

To thelr amazement the gitl's lellers ware {ull of
enthusiasm at the idea of coming out., She wrote (o
Catherine now gnd then. She was too sweet-natued
to do olherwise, bul she held an idealised picture of
her own mother in her heart, and was too loyal not
to feel some hostility towards the nsurper.

In ten minules Catherine had conquered her,

She saw that her stepmother’s characlter was in-
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capable of the least vulgarity of assumption. She
also saw that the sincerest friendship was offered her
and that there would be no fictional stepmother Lo
create a gulf between her father and heiself,

When Haviland saw them together he smiled

happily.
Fiom that day onwards the three were a trinity of

good fellowship.

It was true that Haviland was by naturc moro of
traveller than missioraty, The product of an IKvan-
gelical country 1cctory, his early religious leaching
had been strictly bounded by the high stone walls of
Calvinistic'dogma,

He had no idea of the broader and sweeter vision
which lay beyond those forbidding walls, To throw
the least doubt on the authenticity and literal mean-
ing of the New Testament would in his father's house
have been considered hideous blasphemy, HHad his
son done sugh a thing it would probably only have
been wholesome fear of the law that would have
prevented the gloomy old man fiom removing him
to the plains of hell-fiie—with the prospect of which
he was wont to rouse the pleasurable anticipalions of
his congiegation,

His son was given little or no opportunity of
exercising his intellectual fiee thought ill he had
chosen his vocation, and—to his father’s unspeakable
jop—-announced that he felt a distinct call for mis-
sionary work, He was still a raw, inexperienced lad
when he landed in India under the auspices of the
Asiatic Gospel Mission, That thete were other
religions in the world founded on anything but
suggestions of the ILvi] One he had not the fainiest

conception,
He appeared to himself as a plutocrat, come 1o
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distribule largesse from the illimitable resources of
his own religious riches. But this was a long Lime
ago, and tihe long-legged, awkwardly built Iivan-
gelical youth had become the broadly buill, decp-
thinking man of fifty-five, whose Christianity, in the
eyes of his colleagues, had a somewhat too muscular
character, and whosc beliefs—could they have probed
his mind--would have struck them as being in &

highly unsatisfactory condition,
It was not, however, 1ill he- left India thal his

examination and analysis of the greal religions by
which e was surrounded had gradually undermined
his faith in the sole inspiration of Christianily,

With this Dbelief—and for yecars almost uncon-
sciously to himseli—had gonc his faith in dogmas
which he would al onc time have conceived it blas-
phemy to question ; yet, facing himsclf, he had one
day to admit that he had become a doubter, and it
brought an unpleasant sensation of being slighlly a
hypocrite, Closer study of ihe orvigin and com-
patison of religions had brought him to a condition
of mind in which he was very uncertaln whether he
could still woik as a missionary—mnot o speak of his
misgivings as {o the advisability of theawvork itself,

* Unable to make up his mind, Tsang-L.o had heen
suggested to him; and in the siate of unrest in
which he was, the idea of movement and adventure
was a grateful onc,

Iis looseness of dogma had not passed allogether
unnoticed, and would have stirred his co-workers to
action, had he not some years before become pos-
sessed of a very comfortable privale income. It was
unusual to have a comparatively wealthy man in
their midst, a man, morcover, who was ready to
complete the hideousness of an iron church ont of his
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own pocket, or to rescue this or that Mission school
from financial collapse. More than once some of the
most bigoted had conlemplated testing his beliefs,
but somehow one of their number always slole a
march and rendered the thing impossible by sending
in 4 stbscriptiot lisi.

Had he not inherited his unexpected fortune he
might have given the work up, but il scemed to him
that to do so would be disloyal,

It was perhaps because missionary work in China
had promised a more exciling field that he had left
India, where it was comparatively plain sailing.

Eight hundred miles inland, protected only by the
letters which his own efforts had obtained from the
authorities at Pekin, and relying on the strong and
exceptional individualities of himself and his wife,
life wonld be full of work worth doing.

They had both felt scruples about keeping Ruth
with them for more than a visit. There were none
of the opportunities which a girl of her age has a
right to expect, and Catherine pointed out how much
better placed she would b in London under the
care of some chaperone who would take her into
society. &

“After all, my dear, you are more or less of an
heiress, and one or two rounds of the social whirlj.
gig are your due”

“ As heiress, | can afford to dispense with them,
I know what yon mean: you think I ought to marry,
Well, I shall leave the marriage-market open to my
less wealthy sisters, I like being with you, [ like
studying the Chinese, and so far I can stand the
climate,”

This conversation took place at the Mission House
at Chang-King., Her stepmother added—
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“I was thinking more about this cxpedition to
Tsang-Lo that your father is contemplating.”

“Well, you are going, arcn't you?”

“Of course I'm going.”

“Well,-then, why not [?"
“Well, my dear, the Chinesc im this place have

grown to like us tore or less. Al any rale, they
leave us alone, We none of us have Lhe remotest
idea of what may happen al Tsang-Lo, It's quile
an experiment, They may fall upon us direcily we
show our faces, There arc sure Lo be unpleasant-

nesses of one kind or anolher.”

“Well, and if anything happened to you iwo [
might just as well be under the ground, I dont
want to be left upon the carlh as a remnant of what
has been. Besides, I love adventures,”

Stanley Frascr was disappointed on hearing that
Ruth had dccided to go to Tsang-Lo, [Ie had
contemplated being ber escorl to Shanghbai, bhut he
resolved to change his*plans and spend his consular
leave with the Idavilands,

Catherine had a shrewd suspicion of the reason
which prompted him 1o do this, but although she cid
not lock with greal favour on his atlegtions to Rulh,
she could not put any obstlacle in ?ﬂe way of hor
husband having the company of another man will
whom to talk and smoke, Blake hardly counting,
He was taken because ITaviland wag obliged to have
another missionary and he was the only one available,
having just come out from England,

Their journey so far had been free from dangerous
adventure, although the news of thelr errand secmed
to travel faster than they did, for in more than one
place they had met with discouriesy and abuse.

This, however, was nolhing to hinder them, for

4
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they held the indomitable theoty of the right to go
anywhere which drives the English race on,

Haviland decided n®t to continue their journcy till
the next morning, He mainilained that providing
those with him had healthy constitutions they would
best be kept in order by making fiiends with the
climate.

“ [t is defiance that does the mischief” he remarked.
“If people would only bow to the exigencies of the
climate instead of trying Lo go their own wilful way,
they would soon become its master instead of ils
servant, The gieat thing is not to do too much.
They should take a lesson from the Chinese, They
are a marvellous race in the appieciation of individual
limits, In one sense there is no such industrious race
in the world, Look!” And he waved his arm
around. “J wonder what other people could have
carried agricultuie so far with such primitive means.”

“When I was in England I thought the Chinese
a picturesque people, and likéd them. Now I live
among them I hate the sight of them,”

“ Just as much, no doubt, as they hate the sight of
you,” said IHaviland, tutning to rFraser who had
spoken, .

“I can't help their ignorance,” And Fraser spoke
in perfectly good faith,

The ghost of a smile played round Haviland’s lips.
He did not derive the unmixed pleasure from Fraser's
companionship which his wife had anticipated,

The next morning the whole party set forward
again. As they drew nearer they could sec that the
Buddhist Monastery was even larger than it had
seemed the day befose,

“Dangerous place for a Mission Station,” said
Fraser,
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Haviland did not answer, IL was when he was
brought face to face with some such practical proof
of pious zeal that he began to feel conscious of
officiousness,  What weie they doing in a land
studded with temples, beautiful inside and out as
the art of their builders could make them?

“Idolatry | ” whispered the remnants of a Christian

conscience,
“Rome ~— pigments and tinsel” argued back

Intellect,

“Brutal superstition,” said the remnants of an
Evangelical training,

“What about the doctrine of iiernal punishment
—fairly brutal—eh ?” retoited Intcllect, |

“Rome and Lhassa—corrupt, both. DBui which,
beneath the accumulated dirt of ages of cvil thinking,
holds the truth?”

“ Paith,” asserts the Western,

“ Reason,” cries the pure Buddhist,

Who shall decide?

Haviland’s wife, however, had no doubts as to the
inspiration of their mission, She was prepared to
admit that Buddha, Lao-Tsze, and Confucius were
well-meaning creatures, but without Hvine guidance,

On a nearer approach Tsang-Io suggestied medieval
ILutope,

“ Most unpromising,” Haviland salid,

The passers-by stopped and eyed them with as
much astonishment as a Chinaman's face cever

expresses,
Certainly no such thing had ever been scen in

Tsang-Lo before,

The party held a consultation as to what should
be done next.

“I think we had better remain here tll we see



36 The Living Buddha

what sort of reception we're going to get,” said
Fraser.

“ Quite the wrong thing. W¢e'll make a demon-
stration of fearlessness by going straight through
the town and pitching our camp near that Monastery.
If we show the least sign of fear, they arc safe to
take advantage of it.”

The procession reached the suburbs, or rather
graveyards, of the city DBy the iime they artlved
at the North Bridge they had quite a large following,

“If they show any disposition to throw anything,”
said Haviland, “get out and face them. If they
persist we five had better push forward and leave
the coolies to bring the baggage on, If it’s destroyed
the Governor will have to make it good.”

The Governor was spared the trouble and expense,
for the whole paity passed through the narrow, filth-
strewn main street with ils gaudily painted shops,
its innumerable swinging sky-signs and lanterns, and
its hideous smells, in safety,

The side streets, courts, and alleys sent forth their
contributions of sightseers to walch the barbaflaiis
and their attendants through the city.

As the maif Btieet itself was only some eight or
nine feet wid'é}‘ progress, ihough safe, became
difficult, ’

All was pervaded by the sickening opium smell,
which dwells like a living presence in neaily eveg
Chinese city. 5

As they approached the other end of the town thc
more fashionable quarters lay to their right—the
western side. Some of the houses had balcony-
galleries on the first floor, shaded by blinds; and
here and there an arm, with a sleeve of some
exquisitely brocaded and embroidered material,
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lifted a blind, and the pale, inscrulable face of the
owner peered down into the slreet atllracled by the
noise of the mob accompanying the procession.
Did any realise the significance of the first appear
ance of the barbarian in their slreels after so many
centuries? One or two young Chinamen of the
higher class paused in thelr saunter, and held their
fans so as lo shade their eycs from the sun while
they examined the train of sedan chairs with languid
interest. Some carried gaily coloured umbrellas,
Here and there they passed gaudily dressed soldiers.
As they emerged from the cily through ihe South
Gate, most of their inquisilive followers lailed off.
They had the strongest objection to going to an inn
in the -town, and it would peihaps be a malter of
some difficulty 1o find a placc for their camp, Al
the same time, it was quite possible thal so far inland
the aversion to the Europeans would not be so marked
as it was nearer the sea-board, where the knowledge
of their power and numbers made them a thing Lo he
feared and resisted,
¢ They met many Buddhist monks coming from and
going to the Monastery, These were enveloped in
large, red woollfn scaives, and bore Shemseclves with
an unusual @sterity of manner. They scarcely
paused in their silent walk as they whispered o
salutation, although one or iwo betraycd some surs
prise at the presence of the strangers, They passed
a flight of stone steps over which was a superbly
carved gateway surmounted by a gleaming, gilt, and
dragoned roof. This was cvidenlly the entrance to
the precincls of the Monastery, On lhe slaps were
seated some litile boy Lamas, and Haviland could
not but notice the exceptionally clean and well-cared-
for look of the small ascetics,
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They rounded the base of the hill on which the
Monastery stood, and, crossing a stream, found {hem-
selves in the country beyond, Tsang-Lo hidden from
sight, Monastery Hill, as they called it, lay between
this stream and the river, and was on {his side ex-
ceedingly steep, being a sheer precipice for two
hundred feet from the top, whence the slope grew
more and more gradual till it reached the stream, the
land on the opposite side of which was broken, and
covered with wild flowers, “There were stone
memorials placed here and there, and a small country
house, enclosed by walls, stood aboul onc hundred
yards from the stream. The chairs were put down
on the path, but they looked about in vain for
sufficient space for an encampment., Some distance
off there were some labourers in a field, Tu-Su was
sent to interview them.

In the meanwhile the dozen or so of the mob who
had followed them oul, and who had stcadfastly
refused to answer any questions, continued to starc
at them with the blank, maddening gaze of the
Chinaman. Once or twice, with consummate imperti-
nence, they commenced to investigate the sedan
chairs, and onlylHaviland's decisive manner of throw-
ing the delinquents about like ninepins stopped
further degradations., They evidently looked upon
them much as English villagers would look updn
gypsies,

The progress of Haviland and his party had so far
not been near any town of imporiance, and if the
cilizens of Tsang-L.o were going {o tegard them ag
an exhibition and entertainmoent for their leisure
momenis il would be uncomfortable,

While they were waiting for the return of Tu-Su,
two Buddhist monks hurried up,
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Advancing towards the party one of them fade a
courleous gesture of greeting, and said-—

“I see ye are Lravellers, and strangers Lo this
place.  Perhaps ye do not know ihat in our
monastery there is a Living Sainl ol greal power,
Will ye not return and prostrate yoursclves before
him? He will certainly reccive your adorations
with favour”

Haviland paused for a moment to consider his
veply. It would no doubt offend to refuse, but il
might be better and wiscr {o adopt a bold course
from the first,

Fad he been an ordinary {raveller his inclinalion
would have fain in the divection of doing nothing fo
rouse the religious bigotry of the monls, bhut after all
he was a missionary at worl, and his duty was clear,

Catherine, whose knowledge of Chincse, though
fair for an Englishwoman, was limited when com-
pared with the unusual grasp of the language
possessed by her husband, asked him what the Lama
had said.

Haviland told her, Catherine unconsciously drew
herself up as if with pride al what she knew her
hushand’s answer would be, 0

“Tell 'em we'll come later—much more politic,”
said Iraser.

Ruth made a slight movement of impatience at Lhe
suggestion. Il was not that she shared the con-
scientious desire of Catherine to witness for whal she
conceived to be the truth, but the idea secmed
unpatriotic,

Daily contact had reduced Catherine to the con-
dition of not listening to what Fraser sajd,

“l1 have a Chincse tracl,” said Blake, looking
dublously al Haviland, If you think—e-"
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“ We worship one God who is above all other gods,
We cannot do as you ask us.”

The monk who had spoken, and whom, by his
physiognomy, Haviland had at once concluded to be
of Tartar origin, flashed indignant fire from his ceyes,
He looked about keenly, taking in every detail of the
party,

“Why are ye here? ” he asked,

“ We bear letters 1o the chief Mandarin of this
. district from Pekin.”

The monk was aboul forly-five years of age, and
was (reated with the greatest i1espect by his com-
panion, Some five foot ten in height, he bore him-
self with a dignity which made him appear tallei,

He wore a yellow robe almost {o the feef, with
hanging sleeves, fastened at the iight side with gilt
buttons. Round and round his waist was wound a
long, red scarf, Over all was a red jacket with a
collar of purple velvet, IHis head was clean shaven,
and he wore a yellow, mitre-shaped cap,

Iis face bore an expression of the greatest de-
termination, and there was an aggicssiveness in his
manner which suggested religious intolerance,

Whatever awd he may have felt al the mention of
the authorities at Pekin, there was certainly no sign
of it in his face, ;

“Ye have no doubl a purpose in (ravelling so
great a distance p”

Again Haviland thought it best that there should
be a perfect undeisianding from the first,

“1 have been sent by my superiors to see if this is
a suitable place in which to practisc the great religion
to which I belong,”

“We have come to speak the truth about the onc
living God, to lead you out of darkness into light.”
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It probably never struck Catherine thal to the man
before her she appeared much as a Salvalion Army
ranter might have done (o herself,

The monk looked at her inquiiingly, almosl cone

temptuously.
When Stanley Traser undeistood what had been

said he was wrathful, but could hardly express his
i1ritation before such a virile character as ITaviland,
As he said afterwards, everything was the resull of

this tactless beginning,
ITe moralised on the more cffective subllely dis- .

played by the missionaries of Rome,

He ventuied at the time to express some of his
misgivings to Ruth, who explained that they were not
out entirely on a pleasuie trip.

Having given another comprehensive glance around,
the Buddhist monk {urned and leflt the place without
any parling salutation. They watched him down the
path and saw him disappear round the bend that led

to the Monastery,
“I am afraid we shall have our work cut out,” said

Haviland,

“"L'hese millions of Chinese souls—they weigh upon
my conscience” Mr. Blake looked the though he
longed to possess a magic tract which would conver
them all,

“ I have never seen a Living Buddha,” said Ruth,

“A great many of them arc of such exlremo
sanctity that they aie seldom seen outside the inncr
places of the monasterics,  They aic, however, soma-
times to be metl with in travelling.”

“What is a Living Buddha?? asked Fraser with the
ignorance of his surtoundings which distinguishes the
Englishman in China, They all looked towards
Haviland,
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“ Tt is very difficult Lo say exactly what he ts. He
is the Spiritual Head of a Monastery, supposed to be
of great saintliness and to possess miraculous powers,
In a sense, he would be a fragment of the perfected
spiritnal substance always reincarnated as the Head
of a particular monastery, When a Living Buddha
dies, the Augur is consulted, who says that the soul
of the dead saint has migraled to the body of a child,
An expedition to go in search of him is then organised,
The place and person are usually very definitely
described,”

“ It sounds like the story of the wise men journcy-
ing to Bethlehem” It was Ruth who spoke, and
Catherine looked at her with a slightly shocked ex-
pression, Such an analogy almost amounted to bad
form.,

“The soul of a Living Buddha, by the way, ncmly
always migrates to some part :::})Z Tibet,”

“But there are exceptions,” said Catherine, And
then *ah%j;ded, “It is dreadful to think of pcople

living igguch idolatry, A man worshipped as a
saint!” e shuddered at the idea, and her face
grew sad, 1{.’l;‘f:r her the conversion of the heathen was
a ‘very real, pﬁhsslng work, t

They Iﬂﬂls’:ﬂd up at the precipice, which was crowned
by a Buddhist temple of unusually majestic propor-
tions, IFrom where they stood they could sce that it
bore the impress of newness, and the gilt roof flashed
back the rays of the sun, On one side of it was a
pagoda tower rising some five stories, on the other a
large building, which from where they stood would
have Imnked bare but for ihe sinuous grace of the
100f, '

“Let us be thankful that we were born in a
Christian country,” said My Blake.



CHAPTER I

TU-Su returned afier a prolonged absence, with the
owner, nol only of the ground on which they slood,
but of the country house, This, it appeared, was
uninhabited and to let.

Tremendous and exciled bargaining took place
between “Tu-Su and the owner, who hegan by asking
ten times the amount he expected {o get. Ile only

came down to a reasonable figure jugizas the patience
of everybody was begoming nearly c%%ed. Tu-Su
absolutely refusedto glve an inch, financially or argu-
mentatively, and having won the day and secured
the place on quite reasonable terms, led the way to it
in triumph. They proceeded to inspect the house,

It was built in an oblong, and consisted of a main
building and two wings, forming a courtyard, Opening
on {o the courtyard was a verandah which ran round
the three sides of the house, The other sides of the
house which faced the open country had neither
wincdows nor doors. Al the olher end of the oblong,
facing the main huilding, was a wall with a gale st
mountecd by an ornamental arch,

IL was built, as most Chinese houses ¢f any pre-
tensions are, with great msibetic beauty, "The red-
tiled roof curved downwards to the eavts, which
terminated in gill dragons, the reptiles each seizing

one of the four corners of the house with its claws, as
13
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if intent on pulling it to a different point of the
COMmpass,

Beneath these decorated eaves were little pictures
in black and while. Solid wooden piliars supported
the verandah beneath,

On two sides of the courtyard were what would
serve as bedrooms for Blake and Fraser, There was
also a 10om for Tu-Su and the boy Lo-IFen—the only
pther Chinese servani they intended to keep. The
house was in a very fair stale of repair, the plaster
being singularly clean, The carved, ornamental
screens on which the portieres hung .were quite
elaborate. To complete their good fortune the housc
held a certain amount of furniture. There were of
course no wooden floors, There were no glass, but
only paper, windows, through which the sun found its
way, but with nothing like the glare and intensity
with whicli it shines through the glass windows of
the West., The light came-through the yellow and
red medium with a soothing and harmonious effect.

After the long, tedious, and scorching days in the
sedaf?” chairs the cool shadows,of the house were
heaven, L. e

Tu-Su explained that the proprietor’s gteat disin-
clination to letting it had been caused by th;;%&bablc
objection of the Chief Mandarin to foreigners gettling
down in this district,

Haviland told him to explaih to the man that he
would see the Mandarin himself, and that after that
there would be no difficully, ot that if there should
be, and the action of letting the house to {hem were
likely to get him into trouble, they would at once
vacate it o

The man was evidently not at all easy, for he hung
around, and more than once gave symploms of a
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desire to change his mind and cancel the bargain.
At length, however, he disappeared and left them to

set the house in ordcr,
They paid off their coolies, whe, wilh the ceaseless

industry of their race, immediately secl off on their

return journey,
Tu-Su and his asmstant produced a meal as il by

magic,
Catherine wag fascinated by this house set amidst
such pleasant surroundings, To Haviland, with the
cessation of ihe movement and busile «of travelling,
returned instanlaneously the state of feclifig which had
caused him fo welcome change so cagerly, Lilerally,
he no longer had any stomach for the worl, Ide was
willing to go in amongst the people, and 1o be an

example to them by trying to live a higher life; but
the mission of distributing the tidings of the Gospel

had ceased to impress him with its regencrating in-

fluence,
The Chinese have heen surrounded for thousands

of years by that in religious thought which is as
beautiful as anytlnng we can give them, »

Personal probily, is the only ml:gmns example
which can teach them,



CHAPTER II!

Tu-Su and Lo-Fen weie from Shanghal, and knew
little of the country in which Haviland and his party
now found themselves. Tu-Su, unlike his namesake,
the celebrated lyrical poet, was by no means of a
romantic temperament. IHe had been with Catherine
and her hushband ever since their arrival in China,
He had become devoted to their interests, and was in
evely way reliable,

At the Mission House his word had bcen law, the
domestic arrangements being almost entitcly in his
hands, He had an absolute genius for anticipating
every wish of his master and mistress, 1

As a Chinese Christian he felt none too comfortable
so far away from the spheres of British influence, for,
as he well knew, the dislike_of the Chinese for the
barbaiian is as nothing to the resentment and pre-
judice for their own counirymen whoe have * found
salvation.” The austerity of his religious principles
was, however, such that he was prepared to stand by
them to the bitter end, .

Hig\ assistant, .o-Fen, was a smart boy of his own
training, also a Christian, but prepared to deny the
fact whenever it {hreatened danger., The weakness
of his faith caused considerable disquietude to Tu-Su
and his mistress, These matters did not affect
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Haviland so keenly, and if his wife and the devoted
Tu-Su could have ascribed a fault lo one whom they
held to be so eminently perfect they would have said
that it lay 1n a too liberal endurance of Chinese un-
belief.

Tu-Su was not Haviland’s conversion, or he might
have shown a more {olerant spirit.  Ile was a bequest
from the former tenant of the Mission ITouse; and,
though fecling for his second masicr a devotion
which the flist had never inspired, he held firmly by
the doctrines of his first sphiival guide, who had
assured him that the whole three hundied and sixty
million of his conntrymen were destined to contribute
materially lo the final bonfire,

Tu-Su's English was in a very backward condilion,
and it was a source of the greatestirritaiion to him to
hear his godless assistant overcoming by leaps and
bounds those difficulties which he had never bheen
able to suimouunt.

When Lo-Ifen was refraclory—and that was not
seldom-—theie was only one person in the party who
could bring him to reason, and thal was Ruth, He
was devoted to Cathetine, but she lacked that im-
perious touch which wnade Ruth worshipped and
feared by him,

He got on fairly well with Tu-Su cxcept when
they played, morra—a game in which onc of the
players raises both hands with a certain number of
fingers exiended, instaniancously lowering  Lthem
again, ‘The other player endeavours to guess the
number of fingers extonded., Wlhenever Lo-Ten
played this game he lost his temper.

Ruth was as delighted with the house as hor
stepmother, and decided that they would be exceed-
ingly comfortable, till—~as she laughingly remarkec
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to Fraser—the natives acco‘rﬁﬁﬁ‘lﬁdalec]i{ them with
permanent quarters in the river, N

Fraser thought this attitude unnatural., He scerelly
wondered why a git]l with good financial prospects
should be ttamping about China in such a way as to
be mistaken for a dowdy missionaty, Ide used the
epithet in its esoleric sense. Her worst enemy could
not have accused Ruth of being anything but the
peifection of grace and style,, IHe sinceiely hoped
that she would allow him to take her home Lo some
nice fox-hunting couhity and civilisation,

He 1ealised that it would be highly impolitic to
put the question now, as in the event of a refusal the
position might become 1idiculous—{or himn, at any rate,

ITaviland, true to his instinct for research, was
already considering the ways and means by which
he might pay an exhaustive visit to the Monastery,
First of all it was nccessary to call on the Chief
Mandarin of the district, who was of the Sccond
Class and woie the red, carved coral button,

It was above all things essential to conciliate this
individual, and Haviland, in his letters from the
Imperial Court, had credentials such as few mission.
aries could show,

He naturally left Catherine and Ruth behind,
going alone with Fraser, It was unnecessary, in
fact, impossible, to take Blake, whose appearande
grew more and more weird every day., Wilh the
tuft representing what was to be his pigtail he bore
a startling likeness toja crested and anmmic bird.
He implored them to send a barber to remove the
stubble, ’

Haviland had a supeilative knack of getting on
with the Celestials, If the sense of superiority was
innate in him, as in most Westerns, e was not so
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sute of its logical basis but that he could suppress
the evidence of it when in their company. Not thatl
he had any- exaggeraled notlons of the Chinese
character, He quite realised thal with them the
barbarian is a person to be fooled to the fullest
extent possible.

He was somewhat sorry thal he had senti the
coolies away so scon, as il would not have done
any harm to pay the first visit in slale,

Fraser was already bracing himself up for a course
of professional inquiry, the resulls of which should be
embodied in a 1eport that should shed glory on him-
self, 1evealing the supetiority to his fellows which aty
but an obtuse-minded Home Government would have
perceived long ago.

Haviland, despite his letters, could not expect too
much active protection, as missionaiics do not bribe,
neither did his superiors permit its being asked for,

He and Fraser entered the town the next morning,

They were soon attended as before by a large
mob, who accompanied them io the ouler gales of
the Mandarin’s official residence, Wilh cxquisite
Chinese incivility they crowded upon them, mauled
their clothes, came and stood [ull in their path, while
the children walked on ahead, much as the ragamunffing
accompany the band in St James's Park, The l{ttle
girls, pale and languid, forgol for a moment their
aching fecl, and a faint look of excitement came Into
their cyes as the foreign devils went by,

The house stood in the cenlre of aboul three acres
of ground, surrounded by a six-foot wall, surmounted
by tiles, They passed up the steps of the main
entrance through porlitres on which were magnifi-
cently embroidered life-size figurcs, looking a little
way off, in the gloom of the hall, like live things.

5
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They.were ushered into the presence of a young
man of aristocratic and languid hearing, He was
. Blegantly dressed in richly worked bluc salin with a
hiack silk bordering, and fluttered a small blie fan.
He was a secrelary, and proposed to receive them in
his Chief’s stead ; but Haviland, who knew what an
effect the report of such scant courtesy would have,
insisted on seeing the greatl man himself.

After one or two petfectly courteous objectiong
to which Haviland answered thal, considering the
influential quarters from which his credentials were
derived, it would hardly be etiquelle to present them
to an inferior official-—they were shown into the
presence of the Carved Coral Button himself.

The reception-room was similar to those which
Haviland had $een elsewhere; the floor was stained
and varnished, the 1ich carvings of dark wood, the
formal chairs placed stiffly in the manner of our
carly Victorian falhers, HMere and there was a
ceramic of exquisite design and workmanship, The
walls were hung with strips of painted, embroidered
silk,

At the other end of the room was the high, narrow
seat of honour, uncompromising in its discomfort. It
was covered with two hard, flat cushions of scarlet
cloth, between which, on the seat itself, was placed a
miniature table, about the size of a large foolstool, on
which were cups and pipes,

The Mandarin received them with civility, and
without betraying the facl that an actual meeting
was what he had wished to avoid, They were offered
tea and pipes. A perceptible smile ran round the
brilliantly dressed and picturesque group in atlend-
ance, The appearance of the two Englishmen was
to them comic in the extreme,
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“ Very indecent | ¥ said a middle-aged man standing

on the right of the official.
«Poor things! There was nol cnough cloil to

finish their clothes,”

To their confusion ITaviland showed that he under-
stood perfectly what had been said, and laughed
heartily, whereupon every one preseni became pei-

fectly grave and courieous,
Hearing that he was a missionary, the Red Bulion

asked—

“T'o what sublime religion do you belong?”

Haviland explained that they weore Christians,

“ Ah well,” replied the Mandarin, as if bidding him
to cheer up, “religions are many, reason is one. We
are all brothers”

Haviland devoutly hoped that he might carry the
theory of brotherhood into practice,

He stated perfectly straighiforwardly his intentions
in coming to the neighbourhood,

The Mandarin looked thoughtful,

Behind him stood a young mililary officer with a
curiously interesting personality, Ile turned and
macde some remark {o him in a low voice, which
Haviland failed to catch, and the young man howed
in acquicscence,

The Red Butlon was a man whase {ace spoke of
contradictions in character. The upper part was
singularly intelicctual and concenirated, the lower
suggested weakness, He was cvidently one [rom
whom decisive conduct musi not be expecled,

He looked at the missionary keenly and with
interest, certainly nol antagonistically.

“You may have heard,” he said, “that Tsang-
Lo has become the cenfre of a great Buddhist
revival,”
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Haviland nodded his head, as if in courteous request
for the Mandarin to explain himself further.

“The movement is the rasult of the exlraordinary
z}nd saintly personality of Attava, the Living Buddha
who rules the Monastery at Tsang-Lo, IMe draws
men to him as a magnet the needle. The people in
this district relate the most marvellous stoties of his
extreme sanctily and miraculous powers,”

The eyes of all in the room were hent on the
missionary to see the elfect of the Mandarin’s words.

Haviland, as usual, dominated the situation. Praser
seemed to have no personalily for them,

The Mandarin continued~—

“His influence grows daily, and truly I believe
they begin to fear his displeasure more than the
Law. Not that I can complain, for—so far—he has
made my task easier, and the people of Tsang-Lo
have increased in obedience {io the Law.”

“That should be the result of all religions,” answered
Haviland, .

“Still, it is not a favourable spol for your under-
taking to preach the religion of the Lord of Heaven,”

“Why so?”

“You might tome in coniacl with his followers.
There might be trouble.”

“You say yourself religions arc many-—reason is
one.” »

“The vulgar cannol see that. And,” he added,
flashing a keen glance at Haviland, “your own

people do not talk so.” ]
Haviland realised that the subtle Oriental alrcady

foresaw difficulties and possibly very serious compli-
cations,

“What is your own opinion of this Saint?”

The Mandarin smiled, perhaps a trifle disdain-
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fully. He helonged to the aristocracy, and naturally
his deity was Confucius, the god of manners:—
although the Chinaman ncither worships Confucius
nor his ancestors in the sensc that a European under-
stands the word worship, Il is a glorified reverence
for tradition and ils chief exponent,  °

With reference to the movement which was the
subject of conversation, and as a follower of Con-
fucius, he entertained a profound contempt for whal
seemed to him the hysteria of religion,

““Is he a greatl teacher?” Haviland contlinued,

The Mandarin fanned himself thoughifully for a

moment,
“It is difficult,” he answered, “to judge of a man’s

face half aninch from his nose. You must be some
distance off, That is my position as rcgards the
Living Buddha,” °

~ “We shall look to you,” said Haviland, as he
rose to take his leave, “{o make it known that
we are undler the protection «f the Imperial Govern-
ment,”

The Mandarin, who had been secretly astonished
at the powerful credentials which IHaviland—a mere
missionary---had been able to produce, gave a
courteous assent, and to the Englishman’s astonish-
ment, asked Fraser and himselfl 1o dinner,

They were escorted back through a courtyard,
where rugged, attificial rocks surrounded a pond
strewn thick with lotus leaves, into a gavden ablaze
with rows of resplendent camcllias, fuchsing and
azaleas,

Two young men, evidenily colleagues of the
languid secretary, were strolling up and down the
paths, the brilliant embroidery of their jackets
heightening the feast of colour., Some distance off,
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from behind a wall, a vermilion shuillecock rose
spasmodically into the air, intervalled by the re-
sonant {apping of the baltledore-and bursis of treble
laughter,

Figures of mythical beasls and birds catved in
grey granite were placed here and there amongst
the brilliant blossoms in such a way as to give
them a strangely real personality, Round the garden
were pavilions with elaborately carved roof-ends-and
cdoorways,

The two Englishmen paused to take in filly a
scene so essentially Chinese

“Yor all his civility and his invitation to dinner,
that Mandarin,” said Haviland as they reached the
street, “ would have been delighted to bundle us out
of his district. His instinct tells him that two
encrgetic and proselytising religious parties mean
trouble, He concealed his irritation very well,
though”

“ Not the least maddening trait,” answered Fraser,
“of an absolutely maddening people is their beastly
secretive natures.”

“You think,” said Haviland with a dry smile, “it
means national dishonesty,”

“Oh, my dear Haviland, don't use the word
dishonesty—it's too mild, Of course the Chinese
are dishonest.”

“I, wonder what a Chinaman would think if he
took a holiday tour round the IEnglish hotels!?®

This ambiguous line of argument in favour of the
Chinese always annoyed Fraser, He thought he
would have a dig at his companion, .

“That man is quite right, you know, There'll
probably be no end of trouble. Depend upon it this
Living Buddha chap is some beastly ignorant,
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fanatical, bloodthirsty creature. We shall all be
murdered in onr beds before we can wake up.”

“Hope so,” answered Iaviland serencly,

“What do you mean ?”

~Well, I prefer to be murdered hefore waking up.”

Fraser’s temper was getting a little out of hand.

“You must admit that religion is the whole
troyble.”

“Of course it is,” answered Haviland promptly.
“T believe there are people in England who say that
missionaries creale no trouble at all, and, in fact, that
the Chinese like them., [ suppose” he continued
with a grim smile, “that's why ihey murder them,
Not that that’s a point against the missionaries.
You can’t bring about good without a struggle, and
a struggle involves trouble. I’'m not a bigot, you
know, Fraser, but it’s no crime to give offence in a

good cause,”
Fraser was silent, and after a minule or (wo

Haviland continued-—

“Of course the most irritating thing is the igno-
rance of people at home of where the real grievance
of the Chinese lies, If there had been nothing clse but
the Foo-Chow massacre by the French in 1884, or
their conduct in 1862 when they massacred ninety-
six ‘Chinese men, women and children at Canlon, or
the Roman Catholic Cathedral at the same towin-—
built in all deflance of Feng-Shuj-—"

“It's difficult to kcep pace with unreasonable
prejudices like that,”

“What?” said Haviland almost hotly, * A good
deal of supersiition has crusted round the {dea, but
its basis—that everybody should have an equal share
of air, light, and water—is something, the social
sublimity of which Europe has never come within



56 The Living Buddha

a hundred miles of Besides, the land ilself was
practically stolen, If you rob a people, and strike
at iheir religious prejudices you've done the, two
things to rouse thelr worst passions; and, when
these happen to be accompanied by an cxtradrdinary
indifference to pain which brecds brutality, you've
got something you didn’t bargain for—and it's absurd
to cry ont.”

“But what would you do?”* asked Frascr, “ Lcave
them in guilty impunily ?” .

“ Decidedly not. And, that’s just where the
grievance comes in, We are neither one thing nor
the other, We never push our retribution home. We
take up the attitude of a strong mian, and' to the
Chinaman have only the resources of a weak., As
for the other nations of FEurope—especially the
French, German, and Russian—it may seem insulay,
but I think that if ever nation had cause of complaint
the Chinese have against them. So she has against
America. I think a good deal of the supineness of
English Governments is due to an exaggeraled sense
of justice.”

Fraser listened hopelessly, FHe felt that it was
much better to believe your country absolutlely in
the right, no matter what she did. At any rale he
was quite certain this was the ounly policy possible
when abroad,

“I suppose it's all Confucius,” hé said, sighing,

“ Nothing of the kind. 1t i3 convenient for other
sects to say so, Confucins only wanted people to
take what was good in tradition, and live up to it ;
and crowned his teaching by advising all ‘not to
do unto others what they would not others should
do unto them.”

“But that’s in the New Testament,” said Fraser,
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“Tt shows” answered Haviland, “how truth is
eternal, for Confucius said it 300 B.c. It's a tremen-
dous question, this problem of how to cradicate the
Chinese prejudice against us. Take onc Instance,
I believe that—apart from their conscrvative dislike
to everything foreign—ihe doctrine of transubstantia-
tion has had much to do with rousing the anger of

the ignorant,”

“How so?”
“ Well, with all respect, this is the way a Chinaman

at Hankow put it to me, I give his own words,
He said, ‘They tell me that in your Church the
priest takes a piece of bread, pronounces incantations
over it till it becomes the bady of your God, and
then eats it. If he eats his God will he notl surely
eat our children?’ You see, it's difficull for the
average Celestial to realise ihat, though Christians,
there is such a striking difference belween {he
I otestant and Roman Calholic. You might as well
catechise the average Englishman on the intricacics
of Buddhism.”

Fraser knew from experience that it was impossible
to rouse anything approaching fanaticism in Favi-
land, but this capacity for gazing at four sides of a
question at once confounded him,

“A great Buddhist lcader might do wonders for
this country.”

Fraser gave il qup. [llaviland’s characler iwas
beyond him, more cspecially as he knew no man——
for all his breadth of view—more capable of coming
to a swilt decision when it was necessary., I1le had
an uncomfortable sort of feeling that Haviland did
not entertain the very highest regard for his abilities.

In one sense he was right—in another he was
wrong, - Haviland recognised in him the superlative
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quality of his 1ace: the capacity for pegging away
till the thing {o be done was accomplished, " He
admired his courage and his honesty, butl he did
wish at times for somelhing which could be dignified
by the name of intellectuality.

The Philistine may be an excellenl work-a-day
creature, but he is poor company as an assistahl
in extracting the sweeiness and beauty of a slrange
land.

There was a certain resemblance helween Catherine
and this young ILnglishman in their nuncompromising
Anglo-Saxonism, but Catherine took the keenest
delight in beauty. Perhaps she drew a rather hard
and fast line as to the moral in beauty, but the love
of it was there, as strong as it could be,



CHAPTLER IV

TIEY were accompanied as far as the gale by the
same crowd, ever following, ever gazing wilh the
usual immutability of expiession, which—when taken
in the aggregale of mobs and crowds—sctiles on the
brain, a nightmare piclure of numberless ycllow faces
ever staring, staring, staring.

The crowd, however, displayed the greatest good
humour—not that it was any sign on which to build
a permanent sense of security.

To the Furopean therc is no mob so {reacherous
as the Chinese. This is merely because of their im-
passivity, It is the quality of the race to conceal the
passions and emotions which may be animating it till
they find vent in action. The rising of the storm is
not the sudden phenomcnon ihat forcigners who
have suffered from the unexpected imagine. In
some ways they are indeed a nation of Chesterficlds;
in others nothing can exceed their vulgarity.

Haviland’s methods, even In his most zealons days,
had never been to rush the work of proselytising,
Before anything clse was done the people must got
accustomed to the sighi of them,

Some hundred yards after they had passed through
the South Gate and over the bridge they met a pro-

cession coming towards them, In [front was a monk
59
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on horseback, then came a number on foot. In the
midst was borne a palanquin, very simple in work-
manship and without any of the gaudy colouring
and devices which distinguish thosc belonging to the
highet dignitaries, yet so rich and chaste were its
appointments, and in so serious and respeciful a
manner did the train accompanying it bear them-
selves, that it was evident they were in alfendance
on some important personage.

“] wonder if this is the Living Saint himself?”
said Haviland, as the procession approached. At
this moment some peasants whom the palanquin
was passing, went down on their knees with their
heads in the dust, “I thought so, [t is the Living
Buddha.” ”

They drew back a little to allow the monks, who
were in sufficient numbers to monopolise the whole
path, to pass,

On seeing them a monk slepped back to the
palanquin and said something to its occupani, The
procession came to a standstill, the palanquin being
exactly opposite the two Englishmen,

“I wonder what's going to happen now,” said
Fraser; and, as if Lo show his contempt for con-
tingencies, he procduced his cigar-case.

“Don'l do that,” said Haviland briefly. It may
offend them.”

“ Better show we don’t care”

“ Betler show that we can be civil.”

Fraser returned the cigar-case Lo his pocket,

The curtain of the palanquin was drawn aside, and
perhaps for the space of half a minute Fraser and
Haviland found themselves being surveyed by one
of the most remarkable-looking people they had ever
seen, A head in shape and pose kingly and beauti-
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ful, The uncut hair, almost flaxen in colour, fell
thick and luxuriant to the shoulders, The beard,
as smooth as the hair itself, curled like that of the
statues of Jove, Bul what caught and held ITavi-
land’s attention most was the absolufely un-Asiatic
cut of the features, The brows werc powerfiil and
concentrated ; beneath them the light blue eyes
seemed almost to glitler with the intensity of their
gaze, The nose was straighl and sensilive, The
face had in it something of the picturcd Gabriel, and
it would have been everr more like had it nol been
for the strong repression and asceticism which were

stamped unmistakablj; on It
Held firmly in his tight lmnd was a long stalf in

the form of a cross.
His shoulders were covered by a purple silk cloak

resembling a cope.

Sitting forward, erect and tmmobile, he gazed upon
the strangers as if to fix them indelibly on his mind.
Then the cwitain was drawn and the palanguin
moved on. Several of the monks cast furious
glances at the Englishmen for remaining standing
in the presence of their Saint.

Stupefied, for the appearance of its occupant had
astounded them both, they gazed after the palanquin
in silence,

IFraser was the first to spealk.
“That man’s not a Chinaman nor an Asiatic,” he

said,

Haviland starled as if waking lrom a dream, Ile
hardly caught the import of Ifrasdr’s remark, but
he felt vaguely annoyed at his [lamiliar way of
speaking of the man they had just scen, He knew
that he had been more impressed than cver before

i his life,
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The one searching glance which had been flashed
from those wonderful eyes into his own told him
that their owner was no mystical Oriental acling as
a puppet in the hands of others, The power and
intelligence of his expression showed thai hc was
dominator of the situation.

The monk who had drawn aside the curtain was
the same who had inviled them {o come and worship
at the Monastery, and even his fanatical, over-
bearing nature had seemed tamed and subdued by
the strengthful gentleness of the Living Buddha's
mapuet,

Apart from the interest which the Saint had
aroused in him as a-man, Haviland could readily
believe that the influence of such a being on the
religious life of Tsang-Lo and its surroundings would
be considerable,

How so unexpected an individuality came to be a
Living Saint was a mystery,

They reached the house without exchanging any
further views on the subject, )

“We've seen him,” said Fraser, as the two women
came out to meet them,

“Seen whom? " asked Catherine,

“The Living Buddha.”

“QOne Living Buddha is very like another,” she
answered, “Hleek and contented-looking most of
them,”

Haviland had sunk into a long chair, and was
already puffing away at his pipe,

“What do you think of him, father ?”

“1 think,” said Haviland, “that he is the most
extraordinary-looking man I have ever seen. In
the first place, he is totally unlike anything one
would have expected.”



The Living Buddha 61

“ Looks a wretched chatlatan,” said Fraser,

“« How can he help it when there is no truth in
him?” said Blake,

They had forgotten his barber, and he found sotme
assuagement for his bitteiness of spirit in gloomily
contemplating the certain damnation of the Saint,
To add to his depression Ruth had, by an uncon-
trollable impulse born of a keen sense of humour,
pulled the incipient piglail, and although she had
apologised abjectly the action had hurl his dignity
terribly,

“I don't think he looked the least hit of a char-
latan, I can only describe him as radiating power
and sincerity.” a

Had he dared Fraser would have said, “ Bosh!|”
He had the soul of a Sadducee.

“Surely you must admitl thal the whole thing was
theatrical ? *

“To the Englishman all studies but those in black
and white are theatrical.”

Fraser held his peace. He hated the abstruse in
conversation, and hardly grasped whal Haviland
meant,

“He is fair,” said Haviland, “with long hair and
beard. I don't quite understand thal,” he added
reflectively,

“I thought all Buddhist pricsts had to wear the
tonsure,” said Catherine,

“So did I. Bul this man doesn’'t, Ile has blue
eyes that plerce one through and through, and he
carries himself like a king.”

“Probably he comes from the Norih, if his skin s
ag fair as you say.”

“Must be something of the kind,” interjecled
Frager,

]
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Ruth stood with clasped hands looking up at the
Monastery which towered above them,

Haviland had been eloquent in his description.

“Wonder where he was going ? " said Fraser, “To
do a little shopping?”

There was an uncomfortable silence, All had
been too much impressed for the joke to sound in
good tastc,

“Going to the Mandarin possibly, - Like some
European medieval bishop he was probably on his
way to bid the {emporal power beware of laxity,
Although I'm bound to say he hardly gave me the
impression of a man seething with bigotry,”

“But I don't suppose the Mandarin cares a bit
about him or his Buddhism. A thousand to one
he's a Confucian and nothing else.”

“And all the more likely as an educated man to
avoid offending what might be a very powerful
enemy, You heard him say that his own power
was becoming almost secondary, You see, although
I've heard there are Mohammedans in Tsang-Lo I
don’t suppose they are numerous enough to count.
And then they've grown used {o them, DBut we aic
a new danger, and ten to one they've heard all sorts
of dreadful stories about us,”

“You mean that this chap will think we wani to
cut him out—to spoil his market.”

“But we do,” said Catherine simply.

“Of course, of course,” answered Fraser hastily ;
“bul there’s plenty of time for that,”

“The great thing,” said Haviland, “ would be to go
and see him---that is, if one could get at him and talk
to him alone,”

“Our duty lies straight before us, We can only
do it and leave the rest to God.”
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Fraser disliked.to hear Mrs, Haviland talk in this
way, [t was, to s&y the least of it, creepy.

Then they sat and mused, Fraser and Ruth after a
few minules rising and wandering away together,

Mr. Blake was looking for Tu-Su. FHe wanted
him to go and find a barber, Ilis head was being
tickled outrageously by ihe wiry shoots pushing their
way up into life,

Catherine’s chair was very close to her hushand’s,
and she put out her hand and laid it on his, Ilc
pressed it gently, There was an infinilc sensc of
companionship betwcen them,

“Do you remember what day this is, David? ”

He looked at her inquiringly for a moment, and
then his face softened,

“1 had forgotien,” he said gently.

“Tackie’s birlhday,” she said, her eyes filling.
“1 have been praying for him all the morning, It
cannot be wicked to pray for a person when you arc
not quite sure——" She paused as if expfecting him
to answer,

Haviland could almost have wept at the pathos of
the theological point,

“Is it wicked P ” reiterated Catherine,

“My dear, of course not.”

“Oh, if one could only have been sure! IL is
always that terible fecling that he may have grown
up in the middle of dreadful surroundings, This
morning when I woke and remembered the day the
same sort of misery which I used to feel at the time
when 1 lost him came over me, Some of the night-
mares Lhat filled my brain during the weeks [ was
lying in that hut with those old pcople returned
stronger than I have felt them for years.”

She paused again, The burning sun shot through
6
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the loose tiles of the verandah like shafts of fire. All
around there was intense heal and a great stillness,

Catherine began to speak again, dropping her voice
a little.

“ I've never said {his to you before, David, but I
want to Lell you that though all these years both you
and others have always told me that my child is dead
I know it is nol so. 1 have never said this before,
because il would have seemed as if I wished to
increase my sorrow instead of lessening it; but {o-
day I feel more sure of it than ever—so sure thai l
must tell you” She paused, and her husband saw
that her cheeks were wet with tears,

“ Catherine, you are wrong, Think!| Everything
was done, Believe me--it is so,”

Catherine made no answer, but her lips moved as
if in prayer,

That night, while all in the house slept, Haviland
woke with a start,

A vague feeling of uneasiness, which he ascribed
{o the newness of his surroundings, drew him from
his bed,

He went outside. IFrom the different rooms came
the measured breathing of the sleepers,

He went to the gate and looked out,

Down by the water he could almost have sworn
thatl he saw the figure of a tall man oullined. The
next moment it was gone,

After a few minutes he faslened the gate and
returned to his room, pausing on the verandah to
look around him.

The house and courlyard were bathed in tmoon-
light, which covered the hillside with a soft, blue
glow. The Monastery towercd above, clearly out-
lined against the sky,
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THE Mandarin’s invitation was probably due—as the
higher classes in China regard missionaries with con-
tempt—~io a mixture of two causes, One was the
impressive personality of ITaviland, and the other the
eagerness with which the Mandarin would grasp at
anything to enliven the tedium of official existence
at Tsang-lL.o,

Haviland had given promise of being a very cnter-
taining guest,

Mr, Blake was not at all sure that it was a right
and proper thing for one who had come out to
convert the heathen to compromisc with their flesh-
pots. Had he admitted the iruth to himself he
would have granted that these stately officials, with
their rustling robes and impassive countenances,
filled him with a cerlain uneasiness not unmixed wilh
awe. The impiessive ceremony of their manner
made him turn hot and cold, having no particular
dignity of carriage, or grace of demeanour, with
which to meet it, It was something which was not
in the contract forgalvation, and worse than martyr-
dom, Haviland had attended too many Chincse
dinner parties for this one to be a novelty, His
object in going was to propitiate and secure the

friendship of the Mandarin, He had no liking for
07
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leaving Cathetine and Ruoth alone in the somewhat
lonely country house without other protectors than
Tu-Su and Lo-Fen—devoted though he knew the
former to be, and was glad that Blake would be with
thei,

Fraser did not particularly appeal to him as a
companion on such an occasion, His Anglo-
Saxonism was too pronounced for anything lo im-
press him bul the fact of his own nationality,

The Mandarin dined al five. They proceceded 1o
his house in chairs, the inevitable crowd accompany-
ing Lhem to their destination,

They were cartled through the garden right into
the inner courtyard, where the camellias and fuchsias
stood in their laige pots, There were already four
or five chairs from which the occupants had just
descended,

Instead of being shown into the audience chambar
where the Mandarin had received them in the morn-
ing, they were ushered into a room apparently more
lived in, where sal their host surrounded by some
four or five guests whom he had invited to meet them,

There was a general introduction and salutation,
and hot tea was handed round, It appeared that
they were waiting for one more guest, a very great
man indeed, who lived, by the Emperot’s orders, on
his huge estate some milés out of Tsang-Lo. IHe
had till the last few yeais been a high Government
official and a great favourite at the Court; but some
glaring peculation, which had consisted in robbing
members of the Royal family instead of the poor,
had very nearly resulted in the loss of his head, and
only the greatest influence had prevailed in securing
a remitiance of the sentence to seclusion on his
family estate, or within a radius of tweniy miles,
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The Red Button was evidently of opinion that the
veturn to favour and power of this individual was not
unlikely, and was consequently doing everything
" possible to propitiate him, >

Later he arrived with a large number.of gergﬂnts.
He was a handsome-looking man of about Afly years
of age, tall and stout, and with great dignity of bear-
ing, The expression of his face was al once cynical
and acute. He certatily was a personage.

He greeted his host in the uswal florid manner,
complimented him on the deeds and viitues of him-
self and his ancestors, and wished him every happi-
ness in all the relations of life—even to his down-
sittings and upisings, After his eye had taken in
the company generally and inclivicluaﬁg he seaied
himself in the midst of his gorgeously embroidered
silk robes next to Haviland,

He evidently fell the heat, and he fluticred a small
fan incessantly. IHe wore one large 1ing on hid
thumb, His finger nails, very long, weie black with
dirt, and formed a curious contrast to the delicacy
and richness of he material in which he was
clothed.,

Haviland had often wondered at Lhis peculiarity,
common even amongst the richest and most educated
Chinese. _

“ The Divine Confucius tells us thal a sad face is
not necessarily a symbol of a virtuous heart, but that
it is possible to be cheerful and virtuous {oo,

Having thus opencd the conversalion somewhat
irtelevantly, and paid a becoming deference (o the
classics, he continugd: “You are well versed in
Chinese, [ am told ?”

+Haviland made some such remark as he thought
would please the man before him, to the cffect that
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he who was thoroughly versed in Chinesc would have
little more to learn. ,

Cheng, for such was the exalted person’s name,
proceeded to.ask him a varlety of questions which
showed considerable penetration and intelligence,

“None of your countrymen, as far as I can re-
member, have ever visited Tsang-I.o.”

“I belicve we have the honour Lo be the firs(,”
replied Ilaviland courteously.

“You arc vely perlinacious,” said Cheng, without,
however, implying by his tone the least discourtesy,
“Undelerred by the expericnces which your people
have endured all over the Empire you come Lo a
town where no foreigner has been within memory.,
It is very wonderful,”

Haviland was surprised al the tone in which he
spoke, Hc had already formed some judgment of
his characler, and concluded that he was an oppor-
tunist, probably not siding with the bigoted Conscr-
valive parly in their dislike of the forcigner, yel not
having convictions or moral fibre Lo jeopardise his
interests by an adherence Lo a progressive policy, A
very able man—a stupid blunder, commitied from a
sense of over-confidence, had relegated him {o
obscurity, IHe chatted pleasantly, and showed a
wide knowledge of mon and affairs,

China always reminded Haviland of the Sleeping
Beauty, Ic did nol pretend to know what particular
agent was likely 1o awake her, and he certainly did
not sharc the enthusinsm of his colleagues who
believed thal doses of Sgriplure teaching would
purge her of her impurities. Idc believed that
the cnigma of their stagnation was an economic
one,

There was once a missionary who had worked it
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out entirely to his satis_{actic:m that it was a question
of the women's feet, "

For theorics as to the inherent barbarity and
cruelty of the Chinese nature he had a profound con-
tempt, From the point of view of history it is such
a very few years since the tortured limbs of horetics
writhed in the open spaces of Madiid and a score of
other great European cities.

In England the mode of hanging was till quite
recent times a barbarous one, The days when
criminals swung suffocating in Tyburn fields, sur-
rounded by a gloating mob of thousands, and pap-
haps with God’s sunshine to add an additional
ghastliness of contrast, are fiot so far distant, nor arc
the times when the almost tender years of childhood
were not secure from this hidecous death, The
Chinese have not anything worse to show than the
Newgate Hannah More discoveicd, The pillory,
too, could be a tetrible death enough, not {o speak of
the marvellous ingenuity with which' our almost
immediate ancestors, and more especially their
priests, designed tortures that turn the hearl sick lo
look back upon, )

And Haviland could not but remember that it was
the 1ise of free thought, not to say atheism, and the
spirit of intellectual enfranchisement brought in their
train, which were mainly instrumental in putling an
end to such horrors, Who will say that Christianity
has not decayed in Europe during the last hundred
and fifty years? Who will deny that this one hundred
and fifty years has been a very day-dawn of sweetness
and light?

Europe has emerged from the bondage of dogma
and authority, or is in a fair way to do s0. Why not

China?



72 The Living Buddha

Perhaps the vastness of its numbers has something
(o do with the slow pace at which the mind of the
nation works,

After all, is thelr dislike {o the {orcigner more re-
markable ithan the inlolerance of the Anglo-Saxon
towards colouy ?

‘The Chincse condition is that of medievalism, butl
wilh cerfainly more of repose and culture than dis-
tinguished our own middle ages,

“1o you propose Lo trade here?”

IHaviland cxplained that he was a missionary, in-
cdicating ITraser as a consular official travelling on
his own account {o gain infoimation of possible
markets,

“There is in your beating,” sald Cheng, * that which
does nol suggest Lthe missionary.”  Ilaviland fell that
there wag-thatl in his brain which did not suggest the
missionary either, “You 1emind me of an English
statesman who once came {o Pckin on a special
mission. Ifave you been to Pcekin lately?”

“Not for two years.”

Cheng sighed, “ L is dull” he said, “this meore
existence, after a busy official life.  One cannot help
sighing for the pleasant society and delights of the
capital,” ]

“The country will not allow so valuable a servani
to dwell in idleness all his days, Your reputation as
o slalesman is Loo secure.”

Cheng's face lighted up. It was plcasant Lo hear
flattery in this far-off corner of the Iimpire. IHe,
however, replied ~—

“One is soon forgolten, one is soon forgotten,” and
he shoolk his head dolefully.

The whole company, which included the military
Mandarin of the day before, being now assembled, the
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host led the way to the dining hall, It was a pleasani,
cool room with an exquisitely caived and inlaid ceiling.
Priceless china bowls containing fuchsias, azaleas, and
camellias stood about, filling the alr with perfume,
The room opened on to a verandah which overlooked
the inevitable lotus pond. Cheng was evidenlly in a
jovial mood, and intendegd to enjoy himself.

Opposite to him was a small, lean old man with &
hungiy eye, to whom he mertily said—

“What says Coffucius— In thine old age bcware
of gieed.”” *

All present laughed,
Hot, wet cloths weie handed {o each guest—a by

no means undesirable attention on such an oppressive
day.

The table was covered with evety imaginable kind
of Chinese dainty in dishes and saucers—{ruits, vege-
tables, minced meats, flavoued seawecd of more Lhan
one kind, soup made from the edible swallow’s nest,
and sweetmeats galore, Into all thesc dishes the
chopsticks descended rapidly.

Haviland was exceedingly skilful in using the
latter, Ifraser only modeiately so.

Samshu, a fiery spirit—a species of ariack-—was
swallowed in liny quantities at biief intervals through-
out the first pottion of the meal. The more solid
dishes followed. Pork, variously cooked, duck—very
high indeed—ham, sweetened with a kind of tieacle,
and mutlon—the latler a great luxury. It being
early summer, there was dog fiied in oil with garlic
and water-chestnuts—which, however, neither of the
Englishmen tasted, even Haviland’s mind finding a
limitation.

Cheng chattered incessantly, and Haviland found
great entettainment in his store of anecdote,
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The youngs military Mandarin conversed quietly
with Fraser and the Red Button,

The wine was then handed round, and every now
and then the hot, wet cloths removed the perspiralion
from the faces of the guests,

The young Mandarin drank little, but smoked’
incessantly,

“This reminds me of old days,” said Cheng, “of my
youtly when life was good and all the world a fait—
a dinner party of choice and sympathetic spirits!
Do you remember, Li Mao-Lin?”

The little old man with the hungty eye gr unted.
Iis host had just extracled a choice morsel from his
own bowl and put it in his,

“You have kept your youth betier tlmn I,” he
replicd,

“Al, when yon were young you werc accounted
Virtuous. I drank deep of life, That is the medicine
that gives one youth, You remember the exquisite
Aleute? She whose fect the poel Lota-ra said were
like little birds?”

‘Ihe lean man mumbled, and took a draught of
wine.

“Well, well,” said Cheng, taking a whilf from the
opium pipe which a boy handed to him, “thosc days
are past and over,”

By and by the conversation drifted inlo other
channels, Jraser could not but admire, the ease
with which Haviland radapted himself Lo his sur-
1mundmgs, and the perfect-laclt with which he managed
to mingle anccdotes, some against himself and his
people, others against their host’s countrymen,

“You say we Linglishmen generally get what we
want,” he said, 2 gropos of a vemark from Cheng, “1I
will tell you of a very clever viceroy who was a match
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for us. He was applied Lo successively by many
Clristian missionary bodies for the right to build on
a certain piece of land. Now there werc weighty
reasons why he could not point-blank refuse, and
others just as weighty why he could not asseni, 5o
one day he called the disputants together and said he
was unable to decide between their different claims,
but that if they would go away and arrange amongst
themselves who was Lo have the land he would accepl
their decision, That .is fifleen years ago, and they
have not made up their minds yet.”

There was a roar of laughter,

“Why not the-first who applied ?” said Iraser, of
the official mind.

“ Because,” answered Haviland, “1those who applied
last had undoubtedly the largest stake in the com-
munity.” |

“Your nation must be exceedingly prosperous,”
said Cheng, to be able to send ut missionaries to
other countries;, We must hope for the time when
the Living Buddha of Tsang-Lo will be able (o return
the complimeni{,” The remark was made with such
perfect courtesy and good humour that it was imposg-
sible for the two IEnglishmen not to smile broadly,

“We Chinese,” continued Cheng, ® will never under-
stand how it is Lhat your different religions, professing
to be one, cannot agree.”

“Perhaps,” answered Haviland slily, “it is because
we are in earnest. Sincerity is the soul of disagree-
ment,” y

“An admirable remark,” said Cheng, whose com-
plaisance grew with tepletion,

“Then we may expect a multitude of sects to arise
in Tsang-Lo, for at present the Buddhists are very
much in earnest,” said the Chief Official,
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Haviland pricked up his cars.

“Is the change then so remarkable?”

“The monastery at Tsang-L.0,” said the little lean
man, speaking almost for the first time, and very
quickly, “is one of Lthe most remarkable facts 1 have
ever come across, but it only shows what the power
of one man’s will can do, I remember, he con-
linued, “ when the present Living Buddha was brought
home, a liltle golden-haired thing like the dream of
an angel. All were surprised al his appearance,
There were some who wondered whether a mistake
had not been made. Dear, dear! you would hardly
recognise the monastery as it was then, The build-
ings were going to wrack and ruin, and hundreds of
Lamas lounging about—very woithy men, no doubt,
but terribly lazy.”

“Ie is responsible for all the present improve-
ments? ¥ asked Ifraser,

The little lean man nodded.

Cheng was getting somnolent. The wine was good,
and before the tea had arrived on the scene he had
certainly diunk too much, He was coniplaining to
Fraser of the ingiatitude with which the Imperial
Govetnment had treated him, his lamentation inter-
spersed with what sounded suspiciously like hiccups,

Haviland and Fraser were beginning to weary of
the hard, high, uncomfortable chairs. The lighi was
dim, and the older of the two Englishimen found him.
self studying the pale, emaciated face of IPao~Tung,
the young Mandarin, which rosc, wraith-like, from his
jewelled dress.

“Such devoted service, such devoled service,”
Cheng murmured, “Never was I anxious {o hasten
the hour of repose and lgisure, remembering what the

«great Confucius said—that he who does so will gain

g
. 3
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neither, Enemies everywhere, and nothing but fair-
weather friends, Twelve months’ meditalion amidst
the tombs of my ancestors have scarce sufficed (o
console me.” Almost a tear stood in his eye, and had
he been other than the aristocrat he was, and a China-
man to boot, he wounld have wept, *The stalesmen
of your countty do nol meditalc amongst the tombs
of their ancestors ?” he asked, wilh a strangled hiccup.
Haviland smiled broadly al the idea of a certain
English statesman noted for corpulence and Ioreign
Policy meditating on the top of his ancestors’ sarco-
phagi.

“ Remember,” said Haviland, “ what also fell from
those inspired lips when he spoke 1o.,lhe suicide of
Tse— while there is life there is hope.’”

The table was a gruesome sight, covered with
débris and food stains, and the atmosphere was full
of scents anything bul pleasing.

They all made a move to thé verandah, where®the
air was cool and agreeable, “

Cheng seated himself in a comer and nodded.

The young Mandarin loocked somewhat uneasy, as
if he were anxious to get away, HHe was probably
hungering for the opium couch.

“That is our grealest -gtievance against 'the
foreigner,” said the lean man to IHaviland, indi-
cating the young Mandatin, from whom they were
standing some distance, “ Opium, the drug with
which the nation is gladually smoking itself into
idiocy and bankruptey.?

“Why should we be held responsible "

“Was it not the Westerns who first brought us the
cursed drug?”

“But they do not make you smoke it,” answerec
Haviland, “Surely we are siot to blame for thallf A

e
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few traders introduce a bencficent drug, The nation
misuses it, It is the latier who creaie the market.”

“You will never make the people of China under-
stand that.”

“I am beginning to wonder whether the people of
China will ever understand us, or we them,” answered
Haviland a litlle sadly, “ Perhaps,” he continued—
his face brightening at the idea—"it is the difficully
of two civilised peoples each endeavouring to per-
suade the other that it is barbarian,

The little man smiled somewhat grimly,

“Tell me” continued Haviland, “how was (he
Living Buddha able to achieve stich a reformation ¢

“When hefcame of age he shut himself away from
the world for many months~ They say that during
that time he was comimuning with the angel-Arhats.
Certain it is that when he emerged from his retire-
ment he formulated doctrines which infuriated the
older Lamas. But he had the youth on his side and
fought his way.”

“What were the chief innovations?”

“The cleanliness of the body, the activily dbf the
body, and the health of the body, as being necessary
to the cleanliness of the mind, the aclivity of the
mind, and the health of the mind.”

Haviland marvelled inwardly, If the Living
Buddha had been able lo enforce habils so alien
to the native mind he must indeed be a wonder for
all ages,

“He reproached them with the condition of their
temples and dwellings, He said thal il was not
enough to lounge about 2ll day repeating formulas,
and thal a life of reflcetion was only possible for
those who had conquered every other detail of exis-
tence, <Of course the monastery is far from being
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anywhere near the ideal that he has sot up, but it has
improved and is improving.”

“Strangely enough,” interposed the Chief Official,
“the people in the whole country round accepled
him at once as a great teacher, It almost scems as
if from this monastery a newer, purer Buddhism were
about to arise, Its fame is spreading to all parls of
the Empire. Then there was Ching-Lu.”

“ Ching-Lu?” cried Cheng, waking from a doze
with a start. “Ching-Lu is a madman,”

“Why so?” asked Haviland, -

“A young man of almost Royal blood, wealthy,
handsome, to put on the rags of a Buddhist monk,
and that right out here, glmost beyond, civilisation |
Though I make ten theusand obeisances to yqu for
saying so much of your district,” " And he inclined
his head sleepily towards the Chief Official.

“What about his wife?” askéd Fraser, convinced
that a Chinaman of Ching-Lu's age and ppsition
must have had a wife—if not wives,

“That is the strangest part of all,” answered
Cheng, “Ching-Luw’s wife is beautiful, She is like
a little figure of ivory stained with the juice of
flowers. He is said to have loved her more than
most men love their wives, and that she shed more
tears when he became a monk than ever she did
when they bound her feet.”

“She must indeed have loved him,” thought the
Englishman simultaneously,

“She came to Tsang-Lo to plead with him, and
when she saw him coming towards her in the dress
of a monk, swooned away into the arms of her
attendants,” e

“What did he do? ”j% asked Fraser,

“They say that he looked at her very leng and
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very lovingly, then {urned and went his way to the
monastery with heavy feel.”

There was silence for a moment, which Cheng hroke,

“] said he was mad,” he cried complacently,
“Now am I right? What an establishment he had |
What a collection of art treasures! I remember the
fitst félc he gave—a thing to dream about, impossible
to desctibe, And the funeral rites of his vencrable
father and mother—magnificent| IHe would thiow
off an ode as easily as he would defeal the most
accomplished wrestiers, Iis convetsation sparkied,
He must be mad, They ought t{o have locked him
up,” Cheng, at the thought of so much wanton
sacrifice of the good things of life, shook his head
dolefully and gradually dozed off again, the folds of
his comfortablé chin increasing in number as his
head fell more forward in sleep,

[Taviland and I'rager began to take their leave,
and were fulfilling the ceremonies considered good
form, and thanking their host for a very pleasant
evening, when a secretary entered hurriedly,

He handed a document {o the Chief Official, at the
same motent indicating that it was for Cheng. It
was a letter fyom the Impﬂrial Court.

When they had succeeded in conveying this fact
o Cheng's somewhal clouded brain he turned pale,
and his hand shook visibly as he undid it,

Haviland wondered whether it was a polife request
that he would come up for exccution immediately,
but on finishing it Cheng's {ace lightened,

“The Son of Heaven,” he said, making a re-
gpectful obeisance at the name of the Emperor,
“cdmmands his miserable, wietched servant to
proceed at once to Pekin and resume office.”

And the misetable, wrelched servant swelled with
importance,

»



CHAPTER VI

ON leaving the house the next morning Haviland
found Ruth again attentively examining the Monas-

tery.
“1s it the building or its chief mmate that interesis

you?” he asked. Ruth started,
He had come up behind her silently, his step on

the grass making no noise, .

“ Both,” she answered, “I was wondering whether
perhaps the new quickening impulse which must
come some day to regeneiate China may not spring
from such a source, Perhaps the day of miracles is

not really past.”
“You think the Chinese want a new prophet?”

Ruth nodded her head,

“] sometimes think,” said her fdather, “ that it is
the people who preach to the prophet, and not the
prophet to the penpla#, Lerhaps it would be more
correct to say he springs from the exigencies of the
situation,” )

Haviland had a habit of embarking on a_sea of
supposition when alone with his daughter, She
understood him,

“I am going to call at the Monastery ta-day.

“ Couldn't we all go?”

“No, I intend going quite alone, 1 wish to see -
. this Living Saint By myself, to-take his rfeasure,”

[ I*
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When Catherine first heard of her husband’s deci-
sion she grew glarmed, The antipathy to ordinary
travellers was great, but against them as missionaries
the feeling woulds be iniensified. If they all went
they would at-least have the satisfaction of knowing
what was happening,

“Tt would not be fair,” said Haviland, ¢ to say that
most Buddhist Monasteries are loosely conducled,
but at any rate I expect to find exceplional discipline
in this one, and I don't want to run the risk of
taking you and Ruth”

“Why not take *Mr. IFraser?” began his wife,
Haviland made an imploring gesture, It was of all
things the one he wished to avoid. IHis wife under-
stood him and desisted.

Fraser was shaving in his room close by, and had
heard Mrs. Haviland’s suggestion,

“Qf course ['ll come,” he shouted,

Haviland gave a comical fook of despaiy, and Ruth
went off into silent langhter.

The disinclination of any member of the party to
be left alone with the young consul was great,

As regards Ruth herself, she could manage 1o
endure him for a few minutes at a time, but his
companionship had absolutely no attractions for the
twa older people,

“My dear Fraser, I parlicularly wish you and
Blake to stay and look afler the ladigs, I want fo
fecl that they are in safe hands.”

It was the turn of Catherine and Rutll tc look
cdejected,

+ “Of course 1 should be delighted to look “after the
ladies, but at the same time I should like to see that
chap again,”

“I think they would be less likely to object if I
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went alone,” Haviland meant to go alone, and there
was that in his voice which conveyed his decision,
Fraser was heard no more, excepting to announce a
minute or two afterwards that he had chipped a piece
out of his cheek, and to demand court plaister.

Mrs, Haviland’s idea of her work as a missionary,

was to commence proselytising wherever she might
be ; but Haviland would not hear of this, and forbade
anything of the kind till he gave permission, It was
as well the people should get accustomed to having
them in their midst first. [He also left directions that
nobody was to venture into the town during his
absence. ,
* Towards evening, the heat of the day being over,
he left the house alone ; and crossing the poppy-field,
rounded the hase of the hill and found himself at the
foot of the steps which formed the entrance to the
Monastery. He passed up them, underneath the
ornamental arch, into the land of soul culture,

The Monastery consisted for the most part of
numberless small alleys and streets formed by the
cells of the monks, with here and there open spaces,

Haviland was astonished at the extent of the
Monastery. Large as he knew some of them
be thisone seemed in comparison colossal, and the
was an air of spick and span-ness which ws
remarkable,

The cells stretched away to the right, cornerways
and some of them he could see from an eminence at
which he arrived, were almost down on the river
brink., Many which he passed were evidantly of quite
recent building, a fact in itself extraordinary, ahd
speaking largely for the galvanised religious life of
the place. | /

Haviland computed that it was quite possible that

i
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there might be over six thousand monks resident.
No wonder the Mandarin had shown such a strong
desire Lo avoid giving any offence o the chief of this
bigot horde,

As soon as he cntered the sacred ground he
almost stumbled across several devotees, young
Lamas, who were doing the circuit of the Monastery,
ptostrating themselves full length al every step.

In the open spaces prayer-barrels were moving
with automaton regularity,

No one objecting, he pursued his path upward,
passing innumerable monks, who by their silence and
mamibers conveyed fto Haviland a strange, wide
sense of melancholy,

As he neared the summit the cells became fewer
and larger, He was evidenily entering the more
official part of the establishment.

Two Buddhist temples, with the umbr ella-roof tiers
of their pagoda towers rising one above the other,
stood about three-quartets of the way up.

Across the evening air came every now and then
the sound of maiine conches blown to announce some
point in ritual,

When he reached the second Temple he paused,
Around it was gathered a laige concourse of
pilgrims, and Haviland, accustomed as he was to
the colour and variely of the East, stood and took
in with amazement and curiosity the motley col-
lection of Mongols, Tartaws, and Tibelans, who
seemecd Lo have come from cvery quarter of
Buddhist Asia to do reverence to this new star {n
their religious firmament,

There were Lamas from the Holy See of Lhassa
herself, as likewise picturesquely clothed Tibelans
from the Border States; the Manchu, haughty and



The Living Buddha 85

supercilious, conscious of belonging to the ruling
race, Chinamen proper from Hainan to Pekin,
Mongol-Tartars, fur-capped and dressed in stained
woollen garments, people from the country of the
Oitous and from the plains of Ioko-Nor, and
Eluiths, There were Lamas of every kind, [rom
the coarse-visaged, filthy monk of some degenerate,
corrupt Lamasery to the delicate-featuied, almost
effeminate, young monk of Central China,

All alike bore on thelr breasts amulets, some in
cases encrusted with turquoises and coral, a few of
the precious jade itselfi There were men ragged
and travel-stained, their half-staived features full of
exaltation and religious fervour, Every conceivable
head-dress was represented, fiom the pig-tail to hair
done in endless, twisted, fine plaits,

It was the custom of all warlike pilgrims to lay a
weapon at the feet of Kwanyian, the Goddess of
Mercy, This was in the Temple on the summit,
It was a symbol of the abnegation of the lust of
blood. A pilgrim to whom Haviland spoke informed
him that there was a huge store of such weapons,

Haviland was natwally the object of much
curiosity.

A Tibetan, richly dressed, with hair and ringlets
like Da Vinci’s John the Baplist, but otnamenied
with jewels, and with gaudy rings on his fingers,
stepped out of a group and altempled to examine
the texture of his dress,

Haviland gave him a look of wounded dignity
which sent him back shamefacedly to his comrades,
Every one catried a rosary and told his beads con-
stantly, bringing to the scene a strange suggestion of
St. Peter’s,

The Temple itself was painted brilliant red and
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vellow, and the motley-coloured crowd in froni
fooked as if dressed with the express intention of
falling in with its colour scheme,

Upon the rich feast of colour-tones the evening
sun fell with an all-mellowing cffecl. IHaviland felt,
as he always did amidst such surroundings—a magpic
amongst birds of paradise.

Numbers were ascencling the steps and entering
the Temple., Haviland followed and found himself
in a large outer hall where holy water and rosaries
wetre being sold,

Round this hall stood images of Divine beings,
The lofty roof was suppoited by ornately carved
and decorated pillars,

Haviland threw into his bearing every rcverence,
as was his custom when dealing with the religions
of other people,

Certainly there was everything in this spacious
and lofty entrance hall—ils groups of I.amas, its
dim, religious light, its statucs and images—to arotse
the msthetic side of a religious nature, u

The variety of types amongst the monks belonging
to the monastery itself was also remarkable,

There was the Manchu, the Tartar, the Chinaman
proper—all three correct, reserved, and dignified—
and the Tibelan from the land of priesthood and
ritual,

The sun came in and striped the place with orange
bars, lighting up here and there the gorgeous robe of
some dignitary,

Scveral boy-Lamas walked throuwgh in orderly
procession,

The scene with its background of painted walls
was rich and subdued in colouring,

Haviland passed into the Temple itself, which bore
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a startling resemblance to Christian places of wotrship.
There was the long nave, bounded on cach side by
the double row of pillars, beyond which were Lhe side
aisles. There were superbly worked gilt and silver
screens dividing the body of the Temple from the
chancel, and here and there, on cach side, recesses
for worship, with burning lights and Buddhistic
images.

Beyond the screens he could see several statnes
of the Buddha, a gigantic one al the exireme end of
the church, jewelled.and glittering, In froni of this
image was the table of offering.

From the ornate and biilliantly painted roof hung
the Temple banners of painted and brocaded silks,
the largest having in its centre the figure of Gaulama
surrounded by innumeiable kneeling saints, cach a
miracle of fine embroidery., It was in its lack of
solidity, such as Westein cathedyals possess, that it
suggested a certain flimsiness, the light woodwork
and delicate decorations increasing this effect,

The Temple was thronged with Iamas and
pilgrims, Four youths, with features of the utmost
Oriental delicacy and hair cutled and waved won-
drously, walked down the central aisle, censing the
air as they went, till the clouds of perfumed fire rosc
in waves tp the roof, producing a grateful sense of
mysticism and devoiion, I'rom somewhere ouiside
came the blast of a trumpet, Then another, and
another, ,

From the hall without, botne alofi, entaied the
Living Buddha,

Haviland, who had never seen a Buddhist service
on this scale, had not expected his entrance, and lost
the opportunity of further studying his face as he
was carried towards the chancel, followed by a Pro-
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cassion of panoplied priests, to the singing of a choit
of boys.

The procession passed through into the chancel,
and from where he sat Haviland could just sec that
all were standing till ihe chief figure had seatled him-
self on a throng, raised high above the floor. Then
all murmured Lhe three Buddhistic forms—

“Y go for refugoe {o Lhe Buddha,
I go for refuge Lo the Law,
I go for refuge to the Order”

The service procecded, and there rose a great
hymn, a cry for the presence of the Duddha,

The boys and young monks swung their consers
till the Living Buddha sal enthroned on the clouds
which hid the roof from sight, A magnificent mirror
held by two priests was raised on high to catch a
reflection of the spirit as it descended.

The trumpets, bells, and drums mingled with the
voices of the singers,

Above the heads of the throng of worshipping
Lamas were raised mystical symbols, Then the
Living Buddha descended from his throne and
poured water, mingled with saffron and sugar, over
the mirror, which an aged priest wiped cach iime
with a silken cloth. Several monks caught ihc
irickling liquid in theit hands and marked their
shaven crown, their forchead, and breast. They
ihen swallowed the remaining drops, as mystically
swallowing part of the Divine Being whose image
has been caught in the mirror over which the water
has passed,

Haviland, with at all times a greater sharc of scif-
possession than falls to the loi of most men, was
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strangely moved, It was such ceremonies, which
he had heard argued with deep theological know-
ledge and conviction by Buddhist pricsis, that had
often raised a doubt in his mind as to the need for
replacing so beautiful a faith, What better had he
and all his missionary brethren to give than this
creed which was based on the samc exquisite story
of sacrifice and renunciation ? .

He could remember landing, a raw youlh, at
Bombay, under the impression that all he had to
fight was ignorance, and yel he met everywhere
priests of other religions before whose lheological
knowledge his own seemed paltry and small,

And now the older he grew the more he had to
confess sadly to himself that his steps had become

less and less certain.
The strain of his meditations was broken by a

voice,

The Living Buddha had come down from his
thione, and was standing outside the gilt screen
talking more especially to the pilgrims, who pet-
chance might never hear him again.

He was advising them to go for example to the
simple facts of the life of the Buddha, and the lives
of all the other sages of the eatth who had founded
themselves on sacrifice and contemplation of the
Divine purpose. It was itnpossible not {0 be thrilled
by the tones of his voice which, never raiscd,
penetrated the most distant parts of the Temple,

He explained that the first battle man had to fight
was with himself, It was not sufficient to burn a
¢ertain number of lights before the figure of the ever
glorious one.  The best illumination that they could
make in his honour would be the sacred flames
arising from the burning oui of their own sinful
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desires, Ile bade them seek sorrow that they might
find joy,

Then he spoke earnestly of the duty of mankind to
the lower animals, explaining thal even the lowest
werc their younger brethren. To inflict pain on an
animal was perhaps worse than doing so to a human
being, because in mosi cases its means of defence
were less, Bul even this could be carried beyond
common sense, and the best way to avoid having to
destroy the lowest kind of life was to praciise
absolute cleanliness in their persons and dwellings,
Cleanliness of mind and body was the highest
worship.

Once or {wice as he spoke the brows of some of
the L.amas grew dark, In preaching the truth he
was attacking much of the orthodoxy which was a
mere distortion of the original Buddhist faith,

His sermon—for such it was—lasted but a few
minutes. In that time the distilled essence of his
inspiration fell from his lips in pluascs that burnt
themselves into the hearts of his hearers,

[He was once more raised aloft on the shoulders of
the monks and borne through the incensc-laden air,
past where Haviland was siiting, into the entrance-
hall,

On all sides the monks prostrated themselves.
His face looked tlired and worn, bul deificd with
spirituality,

Haviland waited ill the procession had had time
to leave the Temple and convey the Living Buddha
back Lo his own dwelling.

He then passed oul through the enirance-hall,
which was now almosl descrled, into the evening
air, and resumed his climb towards the summit where
the Chicf Temple stood,  He had nol gone far hefore
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he became conscious that several of the monks had
forsaken their attitude of indifference {o his presence,
and were shadowing him at a few yards’ dislancc,
Finally he reached an open place at the lop opposite
the largest Temple, the one immediately visible [rom
their house. As he stood looking aronnd him onc
of the young Lamas disappeared into the
larger dwelling which stood side by side with
the Temple,

Haviland had with him his field-glasses, and [rom
whete he stood he took a sweeping view of ihe
Lamasery as it sloped.away and exiended ilself,
gradually atlenuvating, along the river-bank,

Someone touched him on theshoulder, Ile turned
and found himself face to face with the Tartar monk
who had visited tliem on the day of their arrival,
[is manner was even more aggressive,

He greeted Haviland with a forced smile, “Thou
hast come to worship our Saint? ” he suggested in a
voice artificially softened,

Haviland shook his head,

“Itold you before that the religion which I practise
does not admit that men can ever attain fo such
perfection as would entitle them to ithe worship of
their fellows.”

The Tartar monk had spoken to him in pure
Pekinese, a fact which slightly surprised Haviland,
but which made conversation easicr,

The monks who had gathered round them wailed
in silence for Haviland Lo further explain himself,
Had he spoken what was in his mind he would have
said that it was above all a burning curiosity to sce
once again the individual whose saintship hc was
denying; but he merely continued-—

“1 have come to explain to the official heads of
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your Monastery that I wish to live on terms of
friendship and goodwill with yon.”

The smile died out of the Lama'’s face,

“ And yet thou hast come lo preach the religion of
the Lord of Heaven. Thy religion and ours cannot
agree.” -

Haviland was nol so sure of this; but, as servant
of a missionary sociely, he acquiesced,

He ventured on a bold stroke.

“I should like to see your Superior myself”

“ e will not receive a barbarian,”

“Have you asked him ? *

“No, but he will not sce thee—I know it.” The
monk spoke impatiently, and there was something in
his voice which convinced Haviland that he was
himself not at all certain that the Living Saint would
be so intractable,

“ Go and ask him,”

The monk looked furious, and there was a move-

ment amongst those around, who had hitherto stood
impassive,

“It is impossible, Thou shouldst not be here at
all.” He spoke roughly.

Haviland squared his shoulders and frowned.,

His six feet lwo, massive frame, and sweceping
beard were impressive. Those around shrank back
a little.  Still, things might have taken an unpleasant
turn had not at that moment another figure come on
the scene,

There appeared on the top of the steps of the
Temple a young monk. HHaviland was distant from
him some dozen yards, and he could sec that the
gentleness of his bearing and the eminent refinement
of his appearance suggesied Lhe highly bred China-
mar.
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The turbulent Lama seemed subdued at once and
went forward to greet the newcomer as he descended
the steps, _

The young man asked him one or lwo questions,
evidently with refererice to Ilaviland, for after
listening for some seconds he raised his hand wilh a
curious sweetness and dignity as if deprecating further
explanation. He then approached IHaviland, who
had time to notice the earnestness and sacdness in his
face, His movements were graceful, and suggested
the Chinaman more accustomed to Court cliquetle
than the fellowship of the priests of a creed considered
somewhat pleheian,

He was dressed with the utmost simplicily that
Lamanesque custom permitted, IHe looked {aller
than he really was by reason of the litheness of his
figure and the dignily and grace with which he bore
himself,

Haviland wondered how he came o be amonpst
such people. The Monastery promised {o be a
remarkable revelation,

He greeted the Englishman courteously and
listened to his request, Ile was silent for some
moments, evidently thinking deeply over the advis-
ability of doing as he was asked.

“Come with me,” he said, and moved {owards the
building next to the Temple,

The Tartar monk followed them, and as they were
entering the young man turned and said—

“ It is not in the abode of holy men that a stranger
should receive discourteous treatment.”

The Taitar slunk back a little, but followed them
into the huilding..

They entered fitst a vestibule surrounded by images
on pedestals, The young monk ushered Haviland
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into a room on the left, It was absoluiely plain and
almost destitute of furniture,

Asking him to be seated, he left him in the care of
the Tartar, who appearved occupied with gloomy
thoughts and enly glanced towards him once, in
no friendly way,

After some minutes the other returncd and asked
Haviland 1o accompany him, They went out,
followed by the Tartar,

Going to the extreme end of the vestibule his guide
opened a door on the 1ight, and they entered a large
whitewashed 1oom. Like the one they had just left,
it had in it little or no furniture,

Passing through this the young man opened a
small door, and Haviland found himself in a long
gallery open all one side to the air of heaven, with the
landscape spread out for miles, like a framed pictutre,

At one end was another of the innumerable statues
of the Buddha, this one being peculiar by rcason of
the eyes being filled in with rubjes, conveying to the
face a strange, lurid reality of expiession,

The Saint himself was seated on a chair, which
was placed on a small dais at the other end of the
gallery, Beside him was a table on which lay a book,
evidently a volume of devotions., '

His dress, now that the puiple cloak was 1emoved
from his shoulders, was a white woollen garment that
reached to the ground, At his feet lay a couple of
huge Tibelan dogs, savage bruies of almosi uniam-
able natutes,

As Haviland entered they sprang up with a growl.
One had almost leaptl the length of the gallery, but a
word from the Saint brought him back, and he lay
down again submissively.

Flaviland had been told of the extraordinaryypower
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he exerted over animals. Behind his chair were two
ot three elderly monks, He motioned to them fo
stand a little apart and, fixing his ¢ye upon ITaviland
with the same piercing glance as he had done the day
before, invited him to take a chair some few [cet from
his own, on a level with the room,

From where he sat Haviland could sce thal the
gallery looked directly down on to their house. The
Living Buddha waited for him {o speak, The young
monk had taken up his posilion behind the Saint’s
chair,

Haviland saw the glance which he cast upon the
seated figure of the Master, and was irresisiibly
reminded of John, the best-loved disciple,

The Tartar stood away at the other end of the
gallety by the image, :

The Englishman felt himself being largely im-
pressed by the spirituality of the almosphere. The
Holy Father himself could not have conveyed Lo the
most superstitious of peasants a sense of greater
apartness than did this extraordinary being,

All waited for Haviland to speak, He ncver
forgot the picture that was lefl on his mind at that
moment. The long gallery built on the very edge
of the rock, with the sheer gulf beneath, the vast
expanse of landscape where twilight diew her groy
curtain slowly across the tice- and poppy-fields, ithe
silent monks, and the majestic figurc of the Saint
with the dogs at his feet~the extremes, spivitnality
and brutality, After a pause, in which there was
something soletan, Haviland explained that he ap-
preciated the favour of being received, thalt he only
wished to express to the Superior of Tsang-Lo
Monastery how deep a respect he felt for religious-
lite wherever he might find it,
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As he sald this a flash of appreciation crossed the
still face hefoie him. Buf, continued ITaviland,
believing-—as he and those who sent him did—ihat
theirs was the purest revelation ever vouchsafed to
man, they were driven by duty to go forlth and
preach it wheresoc’er they could.

As he spokc he knew that the one before him
understood and was listening sympathetically,

“ Thou att of the religion of the Lord of ITeaven?®”

The voice sounded through the gallery like the
clang of a Dbell. So peculiar was the cffect that
Haviland listened to the dying vibrations as if it had
been a musical instrument.

He nodded his head affirmatively.

“Thou knowest that they accuse those who profess
thy creed of {mpious and brutal practices ?”

Haviland was considering how to answet, when
the Living Buddha—as if speaking to himself—
contlinued—

“But the spiiits of evil clothe themselves in many
shapes and speak in many tongues.”

Haviland found himself gazing at the face, study-
ing evety feature, almost with a purpose, wilh some
design as yet unsuspected even by himself,

“l know that they say these things of us” he
replied, “but our lives arc the best answer, That
which is said {s mere acc{?sation.” ,

“What doclrine dost thou preach?” The Saint
turned witlh stastling suddenness, and fixed his eyes
on the Englishman,

“The doctrine of the one God, Creator of all”

The young monk bent forward and said something
into the Buddha’s cas,

“They say,” said the Saint, “that thou tcachest
that there are three Gods,”
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Haviland felt that they wete on the brink of a
theologicali argument which he was hardly prepated
to grapple with at the moment.

He, however, answered—

“God is Triune,”

“Tiue,” said the Saint, “One day we will speak
mote of this, Thou art the first Lama of the Lord of
[Heaven that [ have met.”

IHe rose and went o the side of the gallery,
beckoning MHaviland to follow,

“That is thy dwelling, is it nol?” [IHe pointed to
the house below.

The rustle of the wings of night could almost be
felt, A few more minutes, and darkness would seltle
on all around. The birds in the trce-tops helow were
indulging in one vasi concert ere they slept. Haviland
raised his field-glasses to his eyes while the Saint
watched him wonderingly. Seeing his quiet curiosily
the missionary handed them to him, explaining how
to adjust them,.

In the field below Catherine, Fraser, and the
Chinese servants were nowhere to be seen., Rulh, a
solitary figure, with hands clasped behind her, and
with eyes upturned to the spol where they were, was
standing motionless by the hank of the stream,

A slight tremor shook thes frame of the Buddha,
Haviland tuined, and as he did so his glance became
riveted on the hand which held the ficld-glasses,

The thumb of the right hand above the joinl was
missing.,

Haviland looked and looked, watching {o see the
fingers move and show him that it was due Lo some
peculiarity of the way in which the hand was held,
e felt himself growing dizzy, and still the Saint

looked out upon the field below.
8
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Then, almost in a moment, the night rendered the
olasses useless and he handed them back,

Haviland watched the hand as it relaxed its grip.

He was right, The thumb was maimed,

Then his eyes stole up to the faiy beard, the
majestic head, the decep, bluc eyes.

Fe found himself murmuring under his breath—

“My God! my God!”

He staggered back inio his seat,

The Saint camec forward {o his assistance and
motioned to a Lama, who brought him something
which he held to Haviland’s lips. Haviland was
himself again in a minute, with what was almost
terror tingling in every nerve of his body, »

When he had quite recovered the Saint made a
gesiure to show that the interview was at an end,

“I try to teach those whom [ lead that love of one
for another is the object of all creed ; but, rememboen,
the love of man for his religion is still a human love
and it has the human weakness of envy and jealousy.”

He raised his hand as if invoking a blessing on the
head of his visitor.

Haviland, bewildered, unable to speak, went out,
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THE young monlk followed Haviland from the room,
conducting him back to the ante-chamber, {from which
the Tartar monk had disappeared.

Here he offered his guest tea, Haviland accepted
it gratefully,

The young Lama who was attending them with-
drew, and they were alone,

“When I was at Pekin I met many Englishmen,
They are an interesting race.”

“You do not belong to Tsang-Lo?" asked
Haviland, . *

“I came to Tsang-Lo on a visit to my uncle, who
was then governor of the province. I visited this
monastery from curiosity, and I have remained here
ever since,” -

A «great desire to solve the problem thoroughly
prompted Haviland’s next remarlk, which was almost
an impertinence,

“You were rich?”

“I am the head of my house, and they are the
Ching-Lu,” -

It was, as Haviland had guessed, Ching-Lu, of
whom Cheng had spoken al the Mandarin’s dinner-
party. .

“But surely you have given offence to all your
friends ? ¥

?
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The young man looked pained, and IHaviland
hastened to change the subject,

“But you must have met my people, the mission-
aries ?? He was wondering if the young man had
ever been brought into contact with the Gospel
preachers, So earnest a sceker after truth would
hardly allow Christianity to pass unexamined,

“] have heard them preach. 1 have read their
books, Il is a strange creed, It asks for the faith
of a little child” IHHe paused for a moment, and then
added thoughtfully, “If that be so, then why do we
become men and women ?”

“That surely is one of the things to fight against—
a vain reliance on“our own power,”

“To rely upon a power which we must not even
attempt to explain is 1o condemn the national
veligious character to incr{ia. No man has a right
to accept blindly what he cannot accept in reason,”
He looked at Haviland carpestly as if almost yearn-
ing for him to answer at length, to cast a light npon
some' yet unseen pathway.

But the Englishman was too astute a man to
suppose that the mere “straight-from-the-shoulder *
(zospel preaching would impress this subtle Oricnial

mind.
“You do not find us as reasonable as Buddhism ?*

he asked,*

“Not as the*rcal Buddhism, the pure Bucdhism
that with my Master I shall preach—which shall
pour new blood into the dry veins of my countiy,
and make her live”

This almost Royal Prince in the simple dress of an
ordinary Lama, shorn of his titles, proclaiming his
Divine ideals, astounded HMHaviland, And all the
time the young man was framed by the personalily



The Living Buddha TOX

of the Saint in the other room, the God-like figure
with the maimed hand and the English blue eyes,

Ching-Lu left him at the entrance of the building,
indicating that the way out of the monastery, though
some distance, was perfectly straight,

ITaviland walked down the hill as in a dream,
What curious chance had brought him and his party
to Tsang-Lo, and how was the problem fo be worked
out?

Was this man with his burning cyes and immense
religious influence indeed Catherine’s child ?

The thought was so whelming that he stopped and
bared his brow to the cool night air, pressing his
hand to his temples,

It was the eminent possibility of the thing which
staggered him,

As he wenl along, the cells on each side were dark
and silent, Reaching a stretch of the road throyn
almost completely into shadow, he became aware that
some one was following him, In his highly nervous
condition he found himself tingling all over at the
mere thought, IHe paused and looked behind him,
peering into the shadows,

At that moment some one touched him og-the
shotilder, IHe turned with a cry.

It was the Tarlar monk.

“Why do you follow me?” asked- IMaviland
shatrply. .

“There is a monk lying sick in my cell, He is
a pilgrim from afar”

“Well ?”

“In Pekin I have seen the barbarian physicians
cure those who were at death’s door.”

“But I am not asphysician.”

The monk looked at him anxiously.
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- But perhaps thou canst cure him,”

It was true that Iaviland knew aomcthlng of
medicine, bul he hesitated to follow this man who
so far had shown no friendliness.

“ Fle will die if thou dost not come,”

Haviland thought for a moment.

What the man was saying might be true,

He made a gesture of compliatice, and the monk,
bidding him follow, wenl on in front, They slruck
off from the main sireet, and after winding in and
out of the rows of cells for some time found them-
selves near the river, They went on for a little
distance, keeping by the river-bank, 1ill finally they
stopped at a cell which was almost at the extremc

limit of the Monastery.
The monk cautiously opened the door and wenti in,

IHaviland followed.,

IFFiom the roof swung a laniern, In a coiner, on a
plain straw mat, with his head supported by a hard
cushion, lay a young mnnl‘., whose dress dilfeied
somewhat from that wotn in the Monastery at Tsang-
Lo. Ile was in a high state of fever, IHis head
rolled from side to side with anlomatic precision.
His eyes were fixed, Idc was evidently delirious,
He was talking aloud, the words coming out singly
like pistol-shots.

Haviland went over and knell by him,

After a few moments’ inspection he shook his head

doubtfully,
“I am afraid,” he said, tuning to the monk,  that

he cannol last very long.”
“ Canst thou do nothing for him?” asked the other

brusquely,
Haviland rose,
“Nothing,” he said,
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The monk went and leant over the delirious figure,
Then he knelt down and placed him in an easier
position,

“ Fle must live—he must live,” he murmured,

The Englishman, unwilling to appear indifferent,
agaln knelt and took the sick man’s hand,

As he did so he gave a cry, loud and deep, which
rang through the cell, bringing the Tartar monk {o
his feet,and even staitling the sick man to momentaty
stillness,

The sick man’s hand, which Haviland had dropped
as though it had been an adder, lay motionless, out-
stretched.,

The thumb was missing above the joint.

Then Haviland looked at the man’s face, and saw
that he was very fair, Not the fairness of a Western,
but still several shades lighter than the average
QOriental,

At the cry the monk looked at him in amazemont,
and drew back into the corner of the cell as il almost
expecting Haviland to attack him.,

At that moment there was a knoclk at the door,

So tense had been the strain, that though it was
the lightest of taps it affected them as if some one
had struck a heavy blow. '

They gazed al one another like criminals,

The Tartar, who had placed a heavy wooden bar
across the door, went and iemoved ft, "

The Living Buddha entered, followed by his
disciple,

“There is a sick man here,” he sald, *“Why hast
thou not sent for me?”

The monk made no reply, bul stood aside.

“The man is dying. He cannot live,” Haviland
found himself speaking in a harsh, strange voice,
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The Sainl hardly scemed to notice his presence;
but, drawing a small stool o the man’s side, sat down
and studied him attentively. Once it scemed to
Haviland that his gaze resied on the mutilated hand
and wandered back to his own; but, if it were so,
the movement was so momentary that il was
impossible to be certain.

Then he placed his hand lightly over the man’s
diaphragm, and remained motionless as a statue,
The young monk closed the door and stood against
it almost as still as his master,

The Tartar watched with hagpard face and a

hunted look in his eycs.
Thus they waited for fully an hour, It seemed {o

[Haviland a century,

Once or twice the sick man spoke vaguely, indis-
tinclly : but the immobile figure, seated there in the
dim light of the cell, never moved or stivred, When-
cver the sick man rambled the Tartar drew near him,
listening anxiously.

By degrees, to the Englishman’s amazement, an
extraordinary change came over the sufferer.

The head ceased Lo roll monotonously from side to
side, the fixed stare of the open eycs relaxed, and
the lids slowly and mercifully veiled the fevered Cye-
balls from the light. A damp sweat broke out upon
his brow, and he slept.

And while Haviland was marvelling al the change,
the hicaler had risen, and he and his disciple were gone,

Hayiland, afier a foew moments’ stupefaction,
crossed to the corner where the pilgrim lay, and
examined him altentively,

Ile was right, The man was well,

Suddenly the night outside became full of strange,
weird sounds,
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He went out, The darkness and gloom of an hout

before had disappeared,
The roof of every cell was illuminated with red

lanterns, as were also the temples.

The monastery, vaguely outlined by the fantlaslic
and restless light, would have looked weird cnough
for that reason alone; but, in addition, on the rows
of roofs which rose like terraces far away up the hill-
side, the Lamas were seated in their slate mantles
and mitres, looking in the red light like countless
victims of a Spanish Auto da Fé in the midst of their

funeral pyves,
Six thousand voices rose to lheaven in one vast

chant,

The effect was stupendous, and Haviland moved
through the illuminated alleys as through the infernal
regions,

Reaching the steps that led outl of the monastery
he was abouf to descend when two huge, ferocious
dogs sprang out of the gloom and barred his way,
They were chained, but had lenglh enough to form a
complete bairier, :

While he was debating what to do, a monk who
cvidently acted as porter came out and held onc of
them back, allowing him lo pass.

Soon after he regained the house,

The others met him anxiously,

They were alarmed at his pale face and agilated
mannet,

In reply to their questions he sank back Ito a
chair and buried his face in his hands,
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T Tavtar, the instant Flaviland had left his cell,
replaced the bar across the door,

Returning to the side of the young monk, he bent
over him, and studied his face anxiously,

He guessed by his dress that his visitor was ftom
Tibetl, but it was the face which claimed his atlen-
{ion,

The Tibetan was some {wenly-nine ot thirly years
of age, e was clean-shaven, but his brows and
lashes showed almost a reddish tinge, as did also
the slight down that covered his limhs, The forehead
was powerful, and the lines of the mouth~-cven in
sleep~—gave cvidence of sirong delermination,

More than once the Tarlar lifled his hand, and
examined the mutilated thumb attentively,

The sleeper’s appearance displayed more and more,
as the moments sped by, relurning vitality,

Finally, having given onc last look round—as if
the events of the nightl had unncrved him somewhat
—{he Tarlay assumed his robes and milre, and leaving
his cell, mounted by a short ladder {o the roof and
joined the rest of the Monastery in their nocturnal
prayers,

After some {ime the prayers ceased, and he refurned

to his patient, who still slept.
100



The Living Buddha * ¥&%

The best part of the next day had gone before he
woke,

The Tartar was not in the cell when first he opened
his eyes,

Slowly the consciousness of his whereabouts began
to return to him, IHe sirelched out his hand feebly,
and took a long, deep dranght of some cooling dtink
which the other had placed by his side. Then he lay
back and his eyes,closed as if he were too weak yet
to face the effort of waking life,

The opening of the door roused him with a slart,
Seeing him awake, the Tartar, who had entered, put
his finger to his lips to enjoin silence, and then,
replacing the bar before the door, came over and
sat by his side on the stool which the Living
Buddha had used the day before,

The convalescent looked at him inquiringly, and
the other said hastily, as if to spare him the fatigue
of questioning—

“ Thou art in the Monastery at Tsang-Lo.”

The blood rushed to the pale cheeks and the sick
man half rose.

The Tartar placed his hand on his shoulder,
and frmly but gently laid his head back on the
pillow,

“I found thee lying by the roadside, Thou wast
unconscious, Thou wast saying that which it was
not good for ears other than mine to hear”

The half-closed eyes opened wide upon him in
terror, and he hastily added—

“Have no fear, What thou hast said is in the
grave of my own thoughts, Be at peace. Thou
must sleep, and when thou art stronger we will talk
more of these things.”

The Tibetan gave a sigh of relief. He was still
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very weak, and almost immediately sank again into
a deep slumber,

oy another day and nighlt the Tariar aliended
him, and nursed him back to strength.

IIe had, as tisual, fulfilled his officinl duties near the
person of the Living DBuddha, bul neither by the
Saint himsclf nor by his disciple had any mention
been made of the sick man in his ecll.

On the cvening of the (hitd day the Tartar enlered
and found his patient almost well.

ITe went outside, and after looking cautiously
roune Lo see that no one was aboul, once more
sealed the door,

The other walched him atleniively.,

He had been waiting anxjously for the moment
when the Tartar would speak,

The gentleness and the care wilth which he had
heent tteated hacd astonished hiny,  In fact, in the
Tartar’s manner towaids him there had been some-
thing defciential, almost humble, which was little in
accord with his harsh, overbearing nature, The
Tibetan noticed that he came and stood at his feet,
a little away, an implication of respect,

“Thy hand {s maimed,”

The Tibetan was silent,

“Thou art fairer than thy countrymen,”

The young man siill made no answer, hut his cyes
grew brilliant with anticipation,

“Thou hgst been a long time reaching Tsang-
LO‘;”

“I should have been here sconer bhad my people
brought me hither,”

The Tartar fell Lo his knees and bowed his head in
the dust,

“Master ! ” he said in a low, tense whisper,
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Then there was silence for a few moments, and
again it was the Taitar who spoke,

“I knew,” he said, “that this was a punishment
sent upon our holy Monasteiry—that this man was
some wandering devil who had blinded the eyes of
our messengers, They said he had the form of an
angel, I knew it was a device of the evil spirits,
Even as he grew to manhood he showed his hatred
for opur ceremonies and customs. IHe talks of purify-
ing, He would lead us all {o our destruction,”

He paysed for a moment, and then continued in a
gentler, more exalted manner.

“ But thou hast come to thine own, to set thy house
in oider,”

“ How shall I proclaim myself?”

The Tartar paused, and thought deeply.

“We must walk carefully, His influence upon
those here is greal, Should’st thou rush out and
proclaim the truth they would laugh even though
thou should'st show them the same pioofs which he
gave. But why has this misfortune been sent upon
our Monastery ? "

The young man bade the other come and sit near
him. Then, having cooled his lips with the drink
whiclh the Tartar held to them, he began-—

“I was, as thou knowesl, the former Superior of
this Monastery, When I died my soul fled Lo its
new dwelling, the body of a child in Southern Tibet,
It had been fotetold Lo me in my former life that the
punishment for a certain sin which I had committed
was that I should wander, disinhetited, for some
years. This has been so. The embassy sent fiom
the Monastery to bring me home in honour was mis-
directed by evil influences, I was brought up in our
faith by an ancient Lama who, dying, told me that I

&
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was the Living Buddha and the rightful Superior of
this Monastery and bade me come and clalm my
place, I was then nincleen, and for ten years I have
travelled, sometimes hoping, sometimesalmost despajr-
ing, of reaching Tsang-I.o, That I am protected by
supernatural power I am sure, for I have been snalched
from death a hundred times,

“Once, when the caravan [ was with was crossing
the pass over a lerrible range of mountains, I missed
my foothold and fell over the side of the precipice.
Those with me thought I must have been dasled (o
destruction ; bui, peering over, they saw me caught
in some overhanging bushes, whenee they drow me up
with much toil and labour. I have been wronglully

“imprisoned for thelt, and have narrowly escaped the
executioner’s sword,”

While {he sick man recited his adventures the face
of the Tartar showed the keenest emotion, even
horror, as if he were hearing the details of some
terrible blasphemy,

“I arrived within a mile of this place when [ was
struck down, and [ remember nd more,”

The Tarlar told him of his cure by the Living
Buddha,

“Then,” sald the young monk, “he must have been
farced to do this by some power stronger than
himself, [ have almost reached the end of my
weary pilgrimage, but from what thou sayest the
most difficull pait is {o come

“There arc those among us who are not over
pleased with this so-called reformer, Those thal he
has gathered round him from afar, and the younger
Lamas, have faith in him; but that is because they
ate inexperienced and see not the danger”

“Little by little,” said the Tibetan, thoughtfully,
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“we musi let the fruth become known, and-—believe
me-—sooner o1 later this cunning devil will give us
reason from which to argue our cause.”

“The most dangerous of our foes is Ching-Lu.”

“Ching-Lu?" repeated his hearer.

“He is the impostor's favourite Lama, a Chinaman
of high birth who—like the Loid Buddha himsel{-
has given up all for what he considers to be the truib,
If we could win him to our side,” he said thoughtfully,
but then added after & moment or two, ¢ that were
impossible. It is the magic of the usurper that has
won him over, He has confused the man and his
doctrine.”

For a long time they talked; the Tartar explaining
carefully in all its defails the body politic of the
Monastery, telling him how up to a certain age the
Living Buddha had listened with avidity to the
teaching of those whose duty it was to educate him
in the ritnal of the-faith and its meaning, How,
sucldenly, having out-distanced hig instructors in
grasp of matters theological, he had shut himself up
for six months and reflected, unaided by book ot
human brain, on religious philosophy, How, on
emeiging from his retirement he had called the
Lamas logether and denounced what he called their
impurities and lack of zeal,

IHow since then he had governed the Institution
with an iron hand, excommunicaling relentlessly
those whom he deemed unfit for the religious life,
and setling up almost a new failh, vainly imagining
himself another Tsong-Kaba—Tsong-IKaba, the
Tibetan reformer of the Buddhist faith, who would
have scorned and denounced his heresies,

“Thou art right,” said Makah the Tibetan, *“ All
this show of wisdom is hut a prelude to the striking of
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some deadly blow al our religion, The time he shut
himselfl from the world was no doubl spent in siudying
wilcherafi.”

The Tartar acquicseed, TFor years he had been in
a state of passive revoll.

Before the Living Buddha had attained his man-
hood the Tarlar had been a person of some cone
sicleration in the Monastery, bul owing (o his
aggressiveness and intelerance he had been shorn
of mosl of his power, Yel, if he had been honest he
could not have said thal the Saint had deall harshly
with him, but the consciousncss of his own incapacity
to fight against this indomitable will—always exerted
with the greatest possible gentleness—-had only
exasperated his narrow, bigoled nature aned yendered
him more than ever blind to the beauty of the
Master's character, )

Makah showed sigus of fatigue, and lay back,

“I will remain here as an ordinary monk,” he said,
“and study the place and its inmates. Sooner op
Jater I will devise some means by which to prove the
truth,”

The Tartar did nol explain at the moment that
there was another and vely cogent rcason for his
dislike of the present ruler,

The Monastery had been formerly noled as onc
where the most starlling, magical ceremonies were
to be seen, but with other reforms Atllava had sternly
repressed the practice of Lhis evil side of occultism,

It was the most dangerous reform which could have
been allempled, and it had taken all Attava’s power
and magnetism {o meel and quell the storm which
his action evoked, "

The place was rich in manuscripts dealing with
such practices, and these the Living Buddha had
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gathered together and placed no one but h“lmself
knew where, ~

To discover the whercabotts of these treasures had
been the Tartar's aim, and it had been borne in upon
him, putting many small evidences together, that they
were concealed in an underground place beneath the
gallery in which the Buddha had received Haviland.

Ignoble himself, the Tartar could not believe but
that the Saint had obtained sole possession of this
store for his own evil purposes.

In the new claimant to the Budda-hood, whose
pretensions he believed in from the depths of his
fanatical soul, he saw a man of a different stamp, and
one moie likely to deal in those things which his
ignorant and mystical mind confused with spirituality,

The fact that Attava had never to the Tartar's
knowledge made use of the treasure he possessed,
proved nothing in his favour, He was no doubt
keeping everything for an emergency,

Thus, whatever the Living Buddha did was twisted
and turned by the Tartar to his disfavour,



CHAPTER IX

HAVILAND'S party, all eagerness to hear what had
happened at the Monastery, were compelled to wait
till the next morning, He refused to tell them
anything the same night, excusing himself on the
fscme of fatigue, '
- He threw himself on his camp-bed, but although |
worn out with the tension of the night's adventures,
it was some time before he could sleep, With the
exception of his inward sty uggles 1 matters religious .
he was accustomed to share Al lufs thoughts with .
Catherine, and there was a strange sense of loneliness -
about having to fight out the problem which had been
‘placed before him,alone, Neither Fraser nor Mr. Blake
wete possible as confidants, Once or twice the idea
ocenrred to him to explain matters to Ruth, but this -
he also rejected,  There was nothing for it hut to'f
-'be:-:u* the straln ofthings himself, =~ = |
- The idea of Catherine being so clase to what mightff'
p1 ove to be her child terrified him, Co =
- His imagination - began -to - yun rmt ﬂmt:ngsf:. "
mntmgencies o : | -
The memory of the 1csembhnce bctwccn Lhc two,
_mutlhted hands came hack to hinm, imparting to the.
gvents- of the evening an additional  strangeness,

mclc:scribably wend and fantastic, IIe cr.}ulcl not put',_
| | I - 3 : .



-_‘-_1t out of' hlS l1ead that it was no mere coinmdence,
" that there was some. mysterimus, esaterlc cc:-:mection
between the two men, s
-~ And then it struck him that the sick xnonk wws_{_'_
every whit as likely to be his wife's son as the other
—that is, if Le were not wmng "in  the mattel‘t-_'
altogether, | * o
 The first thmg to do was tm malc:z: luqumes, and .
find out from which part of the country the Living -
 Buddha had come. It might be quite possible to
trace the father and mother of both, the Saint and.
the other,. He prayed that it might be so. -
. Should it prove otherwise what remedy could be;"ft

applied to so gréat a misfortune? ™ S
" "Commonsense told him that it would be better to
leave matters as they were, to take. Catherine far -

away from the place of danger, and to l{ecap her in-.
Ignarance eval after, | T
- But some mc:ral law, actlng mstxnctwely thhin .
- him, furbade this-. t:aurse.. | L
. He went over again and again th& posmble results
) .Gf the revelation, S | . |
. Then, ds before, he became vaguely conscmus of' a -
~ presence stitring the silence of the night outside ; and,
~rising, went quickly out down the verandah ta the_-
'-*_ga.te to see who was. moving about, S
“>+ This time he distinctly saw the tall ﬁgure, whlch'_f |
. had been only shadowy on the previous occasion, dis- .
" “appear amongst the trees by the side of the stream,.
. 7..Ori'the impulse. of the moment he ran forward, and,
~reaching the spot, walked in ancl ot uf the bushes;'_f
~.and. trees searching, . . w
 Bug, as before, ther& was nothing' and telhng him- -
_'j__.self that. it was the. result of  his’ h1gh]y-wr0ught-f""-
---_'condltmn, he 1eturned to his bec] and fell asleep |
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The next morning ad he lay in a dose, the regol-
lection of the events of the night before slowly coming
back to him, he heard Catherine singing gently to
herself in the verandah outside, the verse of a hymn

that was ofien on her lipge—

¢ Can a motho's tentler ¢are,”

"She sang the verse through, and he raised himsel(
on his elbow to listen. It had {or him, alter the dis-
covery he had just made, a weird, plaintive signifi-
cance. Shehad oflen told him ofspaving sung it to
her baby the night of the Mutiny af Benaputia,

He was obliged to give an account of his visit,

This he did, only suppressing two pointis, the fact
that the Buddha’s hand was maimed, and consequently
the coincldence that the youny monk should have
been mulilated in a precisely similar mannet,

The other three looked alarmed when he reached
that part of his recital which dealt with his being
followed by ihe Tarlar monk, bul when he came to
the malter of the sick man’s restoration theie was a
ory of incredulity,

“You really mecan lo say,” exclaimed Catherine,
“that he was in & high stalc of fever anc that this
Living Saini, by merely placing his hand on lhis
diaphragm, restored him to the normal condition—
that he absolutely grew beller before your cyes? ”

“1 can only tell you what I saw,” said Ilaviland,
“There was no mistake about it, I have been cone
vinced for a long time that there is in these Monas-
Leries a large knowledge of hypnotis scienca,”

“It must be something of the kind,” said My, Blake,
“for ate wc not fold that the days of miracles arc
PEI.StP”
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Mr, Blake fatiered himself that he, at any rate, was
sufficiently versed in the Scriptuies Lo be able fo face
any untoward event

A barber had been found and had arrived with
his’ brass bowl and scarlet stool, and now the hald
part of his head shone in the shadow of the
house. He looked like an infanf, born of immense
age, )

Fraser gave it as his opinion that it was some piece
of preconceived tritkery, carefully designed to deceive
Haviland.

“Ji is just pogsible that it may be so,” answered
[Haviland, “but personally I don’t believe it. The
whole thing was too real, too convincing, There
is nothing whatever of the charlatan about the man
or his surroundings,”

“It may have been a meie coincidence. Perhaps
these people knew when the crisis would occur, and
took advantage of it.”

This suggestion of Catherine’s sounded more likely.
But although Haviland admitted the plausibility of
such a theory he was inwardly persuaded that what he
had seen was not to be explained away by ingenious
cynicism,

In My Blake's ears the whole story sounded a
little blasphemous, and the Living Saint was in his
cyes assuming the proportions of the devil, He was
not at all cettain that it would not be the best way to
rush into the Monastery and hold a praycr-meeting
forthwith—hysterical conversions having great weight

with him.
Let them have faith and nail their texls to the

mast.
His zealous imagination at once conceived a pic-

ture of the Living Salnt, convinced of his own
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imposture, éitting al  hig—Mr, Blake's——feet, anc
studying the Word like a.litlle child-—about the only
porson Mr. Blake was competent to teach,

[t was a sorc subject with him that neither
[Taviland nor any of the rest of the parly would listen
to his Impiromptu disscriations,

As far as he could see Haviland’s visit had been a
mere, waste of time, especinlly as fuither inguipy
eligited that he had not even left.a tract, Ile stood
too much in fear of his colleague to venture an open
ptotest, but he showed that he was pained and not a
little shocked,

These six thousand souls dwelling in organised
heathenism might be fired Lo a convetsion thal would

Eiﬂi’lueruc:f-..’- the whole country,
* 'To Mr, Blake’s idea it was mercly a question of
ignorance, )

Something of this he ventuied to mention to Ruth,
He had noticed her standing in an attitude which had
become a favourite one with hee, her hands clasped
behind her back, gazing up al the Monastery, ponder-
ing over the perstnality which had so impressed her
father,

“] am afraid, Mr. Blake, that we are a little {oo
sure of being on the right path,”

Mr, Blake was more than ever shocked., Such
a gentiment, coming from so young a girl, was
most distiessing. Ile would have pieferred to hear
her swear,

“I cannol imagine,” she continued, more 1o herself
han to the anxious little figure by her side, “thal a
nan al so cailly an age should have atiained.duch
neal influence over these six thousand monks without
ome special Divine inspiration,”

“A Buddhist monk—with Divine {nspiration?”
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Mr, Blake looked for developments of what suiely
must be sunstroke, Haviland’s laxity was evidently
playing havoc with his daughter’s soul. It was all
very dieadful, very dreadful.indeed.

He chafed under the restriction which Haviland
had imposed for the moment as regaid® missionay

work,
It was only natural that Mr. Blake should fall in

love with Ruth. If he"had noticed i her chatacter a
tendency towards missionary zeal he might have
asked her to be his wife, but he felt that her sympathy

with his work was not latge..
At the Mission Station she had been moie than

interested in the school and the childien, bul when it
came to questions of dogma, and its necessity for the,
salvation of the Celestial soul, it was something quite
outside her nature or tempelament,

It was so little convincing to her ifitellect, and her
attitude towards it so absolutely negative, that it was
impossible to diaw her on the subject,

In Catherine he found a more sympathetic lis-
tener, Her faith was undoubted.—~and her degma
uncempromising, '

The whole party were being left cuiiously alone by
the Chinese, -

Tu-Su was 1the only member who was permitied to
venture into the town, and he announced that there
was little or no aniipathy to them ; in fact—so far—
the people did not seem Lo have realised in any way
that it was a missionary expedition.

Groups certainly came out and inspected their
dwelling, but apparently in an altogether friendly
spirit, % e

If they should be in any way attacked the house
was admirably suited to defensive tactics, and



120  The Living Buddha

Haviland had not failed to make such arrangements
as were possible for this contingency,

The barber, who came out to help turn My Bake
into a Chinaman, was quite surprised that they did
not go about the town more freely, ITe was a cheery
little indivicual, and his arl had succeeded in endow-
ing his cuslomer with L small appendage aboul a
couple of inches in length’and about the circumference
of a 1al's tail,

Haviland, although freely admitling the sanity and
common scnse of the Chinese dress, had never
brought himsecll (o adopt i, Ile had an xsthatic
‘pbjection to the dress withoutl the pigtail, and he had
never been able to regard the assumplion of the latler
with equanimity.

Reflecting on the passively civil treatment they
were receiving, they all agrecd that-—ns is very ofien
the case—the fusl forcigners to visil the place
might be {oleraled, il they were 11{::1;, actually
welcomed,

They were rendered somewhal ﬂpplcl'lcnblve hy
veceiving a visit from the young military Mandarin,
who came as 1epresenting the Red Coral Butlon,

[lis manner was even more still and languid than
al the Mandaritt's dinner-table,  The opium was evi.
dently doing its work rapidly,

Apparent as was the influcnce of his vice, it was
yel impossible {o be with him and not to feel thal he
posscased ndtural capacity of a high order; and,
though the degrading habitl to which he was a viellm
had robbed him of much of his vitality, he bore au
unmistakabple air of authority,

[Ic arrived when the whole party were at breakfast,
and at what would be considered in Kuwope an un-
earthly hour—0 a.m.
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IHe was borne into the couityard in a most unmili-
tary-looking palanquin,

Haviland thought it most probable that he pos-
sessed all the bigotry and prejudice against the
Europeans which distinguishes the most intolerant of
his countrymen., His oulward bearing, however, was
one of perfect courtesy and charm., He took the seat
which was offered him, while the soldiers who had
accompanied the palanquin grouped themselves
behind him.,

He had come, he explained, from the Red Coral
Button, who hardly thought Tsang-L.o* would suit-
their health,

This was his chief’s polite way o mfmmgngx them
that their presence was undesirable. i |

Already the people at Tsang-Lo vere mur\puung.
This, he wished to point out, was the work of the
Lamas. The common people*—-ther was jjust the,
faintest e}iplébﬁlqrj of contempt in the\ young atisto-
crat’s voice as he alluded to them-—1 eld peculiar
views about the Christians, For himself, he did ot
knotwwv—and probably if he had been theEt would
have -added, and did not care, But they—the
common people»—-believed that Christians sacrificed
babies and indulged in other barbarous practices,

This part of the young man’s discourse Maviland
took a somewhat mischievous pleasuie in inter preting
to Blake, ’

“ He's accusing you, Blake, of cating babies,”

Mr, Blake nearly bounded out of his chair, He
fixed an indignant glance on the young Mandarin,
who moved not a muscle, i}

Haviland was not as surprised to hear the news of
growing dislike to them as the others. The inscruta-
bility of the Chinese chavacter was altogether too
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well known {o him, Suill, he shared their feclings to
a cerlain gxjent,

ITaviland explained that as yel they had mel with
more than usual civility, and further puinted out that
they had nol even bcgun the worls for which they had
gome to Tsang-Lo,

The young man listencd quictly withoul betvaying
the least symplom of personal inleresi, and answered
that there was necvertheless a growing leeling, and
that—much as he desired to prolecl them-—~the Chiefl
Ofﬁgml could not.be answerable for Lhe ﬁckla {emper
of the ‘mob. ‘

“The Lamas are all-powerful in Tsang-Le,” hic
concluded,

“ But the Lamas are our frignds, I have the Living
Buddha’s personal assurance Lhat his people shall not
create any ill-feeling against us.”

The young man fanned himself gently,

““When did a Lama learn to tell the truth? It is
they who are crealing the mischief.”

He was looking towards Ruth, as thouglh for the
first time her personality had impressed him, The
fan ceased to {luller,

Catherinc noticed the intentness of his gaze, agd—
knowing the opinion one of his caste would have of
foreigy women—f{lushed painfully, Ruili herself was
liftening 1o the conversation almost exmtedly, with
paried lips

IFraser thought she had never looked more beautis
ful, and Mr, Blake felt that in defence of such a being
he would become endowed with the strength of a
hundred Chinamen, They both experienced some
resentment at the keen atiention with which she was
listening lo the decidedly interesting young Chinese
aristocrat,
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“You yourself say,” continued Haviland, “ that his

luence is all-powerful,” SIEN
“Perhaps. So long as he epcourages them in
laticism.” : d

“Yet even hete in Tsang-Lo they have called ﬁm
» reformer,” .
The young man was silent, He felt that it was
e, After a moment he teplied-—

‘Still, there may be bigols whom he has been
able to convince,” .

Uraser, though by no means a cowat'd, murmiyted
t he thought they had better clear out of it
Haviland for one moment was inclined to seize so
d an opportunity,

I'he people, the young Mandarin resumed, might
ak ouf at any moment; and, although the Chief
indarin would of course do all in his power to
tect them, accidents might accur.

Taviland suggested, with a somewhat grim smile,
t in case of violence they would look to the young
n and his soldiery for protection,

A\t this the officer looked thoroughly astonished.
at anybody should iely upon him or his force had
dently never entered his head,

Taviland decided that they would remain where
y were; and their visitor having received his
Wer, mm}wled languidly, after g graceful farewell,
> his chair and was boine away.

‘We shall have to keep a shgrp look-out,” said
viland,

I really can't see whal good we're doing here,”
arated TFraser, for the hundredth time,

"wo days before, Haviland would almost have felt
ined to agree with him, but now the case was
erent,

S

L.
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None of them were of a nervous temperament, hut
they were surprised {o hear, after ITaviland’s descrip-
tion of his interview with the Living Saint, that the
Lamas were working against them,

« [ejther the man was a hypocrite, or he pretends Lo
more power than he really posscsses,” said I'raser,

1 don't think he's a hypocrite, and you cannot
expeel a man o entirely cradicate religious bigotry
(rom six thousand souls,”



CHAPTER X

I'T was the evening of the same day

It had been oppiessively hot, and now a cool bieeze
had arisen which was eminently refreshing to the
Europeans, who had been able to do nothing but
gasp through the buining hours,

Haviland, to Catherine and Blake's great joy, had
given peimission for the missionary work to commetice
forthwith, He had come to the conclusion that they
could not possibly return without trying their luck,
and if a house could be found in the town they would
take it and hold services, and commence such school
work as they were able, taking the risk,

To Catherine the danger was nothing, She had
faced similar peril too ofien,

Blake, who had yet to be tried, was from the depths
of his inexperience enthusiastic.

Fraser thought the whole proceeding needless and
rash,

What conversation there had been during the day
had turned on the subject of the Mandarin's visit,

““ As far as one can make oul,” said Catherine,
“there have never been any Christians in the place at
all, and they will dislike us more and more as thelr
prejudites are fed from other towns.”

Ruth was silent, and wandered away towards the

bank of the stream. Catherine called after her—
125
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“Shall I come with you??”

Bat the givl wanted to he alone, and shook her
head as she went on, .

“1 think,” said I'raser, * thatl I ought to follow Miss
Haviland, We should none of us go about too much
alone——she least of all.”

ALl Traser’s suggestion Mr, Blake also rose to his
feet, but Catherine—who had diviped the girl’s in-
clination for solitude—kept them bolth by her side,

ITaviland, brooding perpetually over the problem
which had arisen, sal and smoked dreamily, sending
clouds of spiritual blue into the quiet evening air,

Ruth gained the trees that bordered the stream, and
was lost Lo view,

She had walked along this path with Catherine more
than once since their arvival at Tsang-ITo,

In places the stream had shrunk (o such narrow
limlis that i was not more than she could bridge with
a slight jump,

With a sudden impulse the girl leapt across at a

_point where the channel was at its narrowest, |

The land on which she now stood belonged-—they
had heen told—to the Monastery, and she began to
climb the bank with a certain feeling of trepidaiion,
Above her the rock, crowned by the Buddhist Temple,
dyed scarlet in the sunset, towered threateningly,

She soon lelt the trecs and undergrowth behind,
and went on till she was ¢limbing the smooth grass
slope which grew steeper at every slep,

Looking back slie found that thic house was lost to
view, having imperceplibly in hor ascent rounded the
side of the hill,

From the grass slope she stepped on to a small
rock platform, which looked away down the big
river,
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The ground beneath her feet was rugged with loose
stones and small boulders,

The gir] paused for one moment tolook out on the
panorama at her feet, It was rapidiy getting dusk,
T'sang-L.oitself was invisible, but the view commanded
an enormous expanse of countty, and the rice and tea
plantations stretched away for miles. Here and there
she could distinguish a peasant labouring late in the
fields, or along the paths that intersected the chess-
board landscape single figures or small groups trudging
wearily to their homes.

Ruth looked out on the scene, Lthe communion with
creation bringing to her a feeling of peace, mingled
with a certain sadness at the greal silence above and
beneath,

Then she remembered that the others would be
anxious if she did not return before it grew dark,
She gave one instinctive-look around ere she com-
menced to descend, and discovered for the first time
that she had nof been alone. .

Seated at {he extreme edge, and at the further end,
was a figure, tranquil, motionless, as if carved out Di
the stone itself, The attitude was one of earnest
contemplation. The eyes looked out over the vanish-
ing landscape with a fixity which was almost solemn,

Ruth knew at once that il was the Living Buddha
himself, She gave one glance around to see if he had
reachéd the place by any other approach than the oné
she had used, but all about the sheer rock rosc above
them, :

Her eyes returned to the motionless figure,
unconscious of her presence,

Her father had been righl, It was one of extra-
ordinary dignity and spirituality,

Then, as the girl looked, her eyes took a new light.
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They shone with brillfance and exaltation, while her
Agure quivercd as the stem of a {lower when siruck
by the breeze,

The Saint neither stirred nor turned his head.

Fascinated, she found it impossible for a long {ime
{o move, and then an intense desire Lo gel away une
seen toolk possession of her,

With an cffoti she turned Lo go.

The loose stone on which she had been standing
slipped, and her ankle gave a sharp twist as she foll
to the ground, The slight ery which the pain forcad
fom her drew the attention of the seated figure.

The girl was on her knees, a mist of pain before her
eyes, as the figure tose,

Seized by a sudden hysleria she stretched out her
arms as the white-robed form, uncertain, mysterious
to her wavering sight, came towatrds ler,

W % e ¥ ¥

In thinking it over aflerwards she could not be
quile sute thal she had nof opened her eyes once o
find herself being carvicd across the stream in the
arms of the Saint,

When next she opened them she was lying on the
hank of the sticam opposite to the Monastery, and
Cathciine and IHaviland were hending over hoer
anxiously, while My, Blake and TFFraser were in the
background,

They had thought her absence somewhat long and,
night coming on, had gonge in search,

They carvicd her back to the house ; and, afler het
ankle had been bathed and bound by Catherine's
gentle hands, she was asked how the accident had
oceurred,

i
Her loot had slipped, that was gll, She did not
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know how she could have been o foolish as to faint
away so thoroughly,

Fraser and Blake were present at the moment, and
a curious reticence came over her, sealing her lips as
to her meeting with the Living Buddha.,

She felt that later, swwhen alone with her father and
Cathering, she would find it easier to tell the story,
She knew that it was not so much the accident {o her
foot which had made her faint as the chaos of emo-
tion which the meeting had aroused.

When she did tell them she found it even more
difficult than she had expected, and stumbled through
the story lamely,

Haviland, remembering the wraith-like figure which
he had seen in the night by the 1iver-bank, connected
the Lwo facts, and wondered whether the Living
Buddha was able Lo reach from above the place where
Ruth had seen him,

Tsang-Lo seemed to breathe the mysterious,

Neither he nor Catherine ascribed Ruth's agitation
in telling the sto1y to the true cause, but put down
the girl's shining eyes and flushed cheeks o a slight
fever brought on by the accident,

But Ruth lay wakeful throughout the night,
though the throbbing pain of her fool was subdued
by the memory of the being she had met, and who
had flooded her life with light and heauty,

10



CITAPTER XI

Tiur Living Buddha had caried Ruth lo the place
where her friends found her, Almaost as he laid hey
on the ground, hie heard their voices approaching and
wilhdrew hastily,

Climbing the hillside he soon rcached the rocky
platfdim on which he and Ruth had met,  The seenc
beneath him was slowly becoming indistinet and
blurred in the gathering gloom, Walking to the
exireme edge of the platform, to the spol where
Ruth had first scen him, he stepped oul on a narrow
ledge which led along by the sheer face of the cliff]
narrowing, and ending abruptly, I1lall-way along
this parapet was a small fissure, jusi large enough to
admit of the entrance of one person al a time
Entering, he turned, and, rolling a huge piece of .
rock which seemed 1o move on a pivot, closed up the
entrance Lo the fissure completely,

e was in a space hewn out of the solid stone,
aboul hall a dozen yards square, 1t was pitch dark,
but be walked as if every,inch of the way were
known to him, Ilc hardly had nced o pause In
order to feel for the first of a f{light of steps which
began at the far end, and which he commenced to
ascend,  Hore and thme a shafl of moonlight shot
through a small opening in the rock, and lit his path

for a yard or two,
130
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After climbing some sixty or seventy steps he
pushed up a trap doot, and, ascending through it,
found himself in a circular place faintly illuminated
by a reddish light from above. He felt at the wall
before him, and, touching a spring, pushed back what
now showed as a panel, through which he passed into
the inner place of the Temple, The room he had
just left was the hollow interior of a pedestal, on
which was seated a huge figure of the Buddha, The
opening was at the back of the pedestal, and had a
small door in the wall opposite to it—about a yard
away-—entirely hidden from the rest of the building.
This opened on a private way to his own dwelling,

‘The Living Buddha gained the gallery where he
had interviewed Haviland,

Millions of stars were by this time scintillating in
the heavens.

The life of this curious personality had been spent
it the acquirement of self-conirol. He had seen the
necessity for it early, if he were not to become one
with the corrupt system around him. His passions
were supremely under control ; yet he was but man,
and for the few moments he had held Ruth Havi-
land’s unconscious form in his arms his whole being
had vibrated with a shiange, new emotion,

According lo the prejudice in which he had been
brought up she was,a barbarian,

ITe smiled somewhat at the description as applied
to the light, delicaie form which had lain in his arms,
a perfumed spray of blossom from the human tree.

He naturally contrasted her with Chincse women,
and, remembering Ruth as he had seen her for one
moment before she fell, poised with the perfect grace
of her freg, untrammeiled physique, the comparison
was all in her favour,
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The manhood was stitring within him,~ Suddenly
he realiscd that the citadel of bis strength—his sym-
pathy for all, and his repugnance Lo special affection
which brings with It the incvitable laint of selfishness
—was belng assailed:

He put from him the memory of the girl's face, and
taking up a book of devotion which lay ncar, fixed
his thoughts upon it

Then almost ere he knew it he had traversed the
[ength of the gallery, and was looking down al the
housc below, still and silent in the moonlight, These
Westeins who had suddenly come into his life——who
were they?  Ruth he recognised as the girl whom he
had seen through Ilaviland’s field-glasses, Ilis
eyes on that occasion had lingered upon her with
wonder,

The man who had visited him had impressed him
forcibly, not so much by whatl he had said as by a
suggestion of a slronger and broader humanity than
Atlava had been accusiomed {o deal wilth, He had
felt hom the very first moment of secing him a gieat
impulse of sympathy., The Iinglishman's creed
might be narrow, bul it was casy Lo sce al a glance
that the real man was full of stiength and toles-
ance,

Fach moment of the interview between them the
Living Buddha had become more conscious of the
supetiorily of type which ITaviland represented, e
had more than once found lhimsell wishing (hat the
Linglishman would repeat his visit, To send and ask
him to do so would be impolitic. e was aware that
already many of the Lamas were hecoming incensed
al the presence of the foreigners, .

The religious cnthusiasm which he had stimulated
among them would, he knew, when il became Hf;
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question of opposing another creed, lend additional
- bitterness to the piejudices of the more nairow.

As he stpod, deep in thought, looking down on the
English dwelling, he was roused by the voice of
Ching-L.u, who had entered unnoticed, and was
standing at his elbow.

The two idealists made a striking contrast, It is
possible that had Ching-Lu not heen bioughi into
contact with the Living Buddha he would metely
have remained dreamily contemplative of the many
Oriental philosophies, It required ihe incentive of
Aftava's enthusiasm to fire him,

“They stretch out their hands fuither and further,”

1t was Ching-Lu who spoke,

Attava looked at him questioningly, and his disciple
continued-—

“This is their way. To-day there are two—three,
perhaps four, To-morrow their numbers may be
doubled, the next day trebled, and so on. By
degrees trouble will arise between our people and
them., Already there is some discontent amongst
the Lamas.”

“ Let it be known,” said the Living Buddha gently,
“that I forbid these barbarians being treated with aught
but couttesy, Why do they bring their creed here?”

“They believe,” sald Ching-Lu “that there is magic
in the woid of the great founder of their teligion,
They preach that the woild shall be 1egenerate only
when all worship their God. At Ki-Chang their
converts have undergone gieal peiseculion. Many
weie tied in sacks and thrown igte the river”

“Fools to think that the way of violence is the way
of truth. If every man in China were to become
Christian to-moriow persecution could not mend it.
How can torture reach a man’s conscience?”
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« With them man perfects not himsell—he s Per-
fecled by the Creator.” ,

« Man himself is the creators—ihe clernal,® answercd
Attava, Ching-Lu bowed his head, thoughtfully
acquicscent, )

“ What think they of the truthg of owr=religion ¥

“ They do not admil that there are truths in our
faith, They describe Wy amongst themselves as sunk
in barbarfsm and superstition,”

- The Living Buddha's cyes (ashed, To him the
point of view was [udicrous,

“ Enow they more,” he continued, *of those worlds
wheie thou and [, my disciple, have walked and con-
verscd with the unhoused souls of men?”

“The belicf in such woilds they also regard as
supeistition.  The inner troths are sealed to them,
They believe that there is one all-powerful Ruler of
the Universe, thal mankind has fallen away into sin,”

“ Thal is true,”

“They bclicve (urther thal the Liternal sent ITis
Son into the world to save man by ithe sacrifice of
Himself”

“ A crude symbol of the truth.”

“] think,” continued Ching-Lu, “from what I have
secn, that it {s the simple promise of their creed
which has convelled so many of our people”

“But they know of the Buddha?”

“ Their scholars, who scem Lo have litlle religion,
know of him. Their pricsts neither know nor care Lo
lknow,  When I spoke to them at Pekin they would
say thal their civilisation was greater than ours, and
that this is because of the superiority of their reli-
giom.”

“And he who came here-—ig he like those of his
race?

1
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Ching Lu replied-affirmatively. =

'« Have they not,” asked . Attava, “a doctrine of
cternal pumslunent?” o

“They believe ‘that theirs is the only way to
Salvation,”

“ Salvation ? ”

“With them.the regeneration of the soul is instan-
taneous, a thipg of faith and not of works.”

“But that would be unnatural””

“ & hay do not argue about their religion,” replied
Ching-Lu, * They have faith*in it, and continually
assert it, It is on account of the way they express
themselves about other religions that there will be
trouble. They are intolerant as the most bigoted
L.ama, except that they have the cmntempt of igho-
tance, and that they biing to the propagation of their
creed the splendid qualities of thelr race—a race
which is not old enough to be tired, but old enough
to feel the stiength of its manhood.”

The Taitar monk appeared at the other end of
the gallety, The office he held was sufficiently
important to give him access to the IMead of the
Monastery.

He advanced towards his spiritual chief and pros-
trated himself,

Though this was pait of the ritual in which the
Living Buddha had been broughi up, it had always
been distasteful to him.

Had he been able to discover a flaw in {he
{heological basis for it he would have forbidden
il; bul as homage to Buddha jincarnate it was
lﬂgiCﬁl.

He raised his hand 'in benediction over the pros-
trate form, and the hypocritical Taitar—who had in
reality made up his mind -that the man before him
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was an impostor, rose Lo his feel and commenced Lo
explain his errand,

o began hy saying that perhaps the Tald-Lama—
one of the Living Buddha's titles—Dhad not heard
that the barbarians, one of whose number had visited
the Monastery some days before, intended Lo preach
their delestable doctrines., If they were suflered o
remain, there was no knowing whal mischicf they
might not do, As the Talé-Lama would admit, it
was thelr duly Lo prolect the more simple-minded of
his followers from evil inlluences, .

The Talé-Lama’s power in the dislricl was in
reality greater than that of the Chief Mandarin him-
self, One word from him and thesc foreign devils
wonld be sent back whence they came. The chiefl
Mandarin could not reluse, sceing that the influence
of their Spiritual ITead with the people was a thing
{o be feared,

The Taitar paused, Ilis plan had been carclully
laid in the interests of the man be belicved Lo be the
irue Living DBuddha, If Attava influenced the
Mandarin by a threat (o slir up the people his moral
power would be gone,

On the other hand, should he refuse to do so it
would help them lo disseminale storles of his
sympathy with the Christians, a sympathy which—at
the Living Buddha's interview with Haviland—-the
Tarltar had been swifl to detect, IIe bad, however,
been witness so frequently of the oceult powers of the
Talé-Lama thal he had an uncomforiable {eeling thal
his designs might not be so hidden from him as he
hoped.

“I can do nothing excepl keep my own house in
order,” -

“It will be easy to drive them out now, Later it
will be more difficult,”
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“Even if I wished to diive them forth by violence,
my power is not secular, I can do nothing.”

“One worg from thee——" the Tartar began again,

“I will not speak that word, They who seek to
destroy others by force destroy themselves, TFor the
secular powers it is different, They may consider
what is expedient, We cannot. Would’st thou have
this Monastery where I have taught, and shall never
cease to leach, that men should love one another, and
that in matteis spiritual all must think and believe that
which seems Lo them best, would’st thou have this
Monastery the abode of bigots who—afraid that the
truth may have moie faces than one—seek to destroy
by foice that which peithaps might share their own
gloiy in the perfecting of mankind ?”

“But they may pervert many as they have done
elsewherg, This will incense the people against them
and their new disciples, and there may be bloodshed.
Qught we not to prevent this? Let us 1emember
Hung-sew-tseuen and the Tae-ping terror,” The
Tartar thought, by rveferring to the Tae-ping move-
ment, to remind Attava of both the political and
religlous dangers of Christianity,

The patience of Attava was becoming exhausted,
The monk was assuming a totie almost of admoni-
tion, and the Buddha raised his hand .to enjoin
silence, IMis authorily over cvery member of the
order was so unquestioned thal the Taitar ceased at
once.

“ven wete I to foresce that the entire Province
would fall under the influence of these barbarians and
embrace theli idolatrous creed, I would not strelch
out my hand to stay them by force. If would be an
orceal designed by the wise rulerg of this earth’s
cycle for the experience and teaching of the people,
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For us we can but speak truth and live truth, As
for these barbarians, let them be al peacc. Those
that stir up sirife between my people and them shall
be punished, It is enough, 1 have said,” ITis face,
which had become rigid and stern with command,
relaxed into an expression of exceeding sweelness,
e looked for some moments upon the Tarlay as if
divining the nature of the man’s inward struggles, as
i to him were visible the untutored soul battling with
its assailants--the demons of ambition, greed and
intolerance. [Iis anger was overcome by sorrow and
pity,

The Tartar had accomplished the purpose of his
mission, He now knew Allava’s slandpoint, and
how lo act, FHe remained, however, with his eyes
fixed npon the ground ; antl, in answer {0 the Living
Buddha’s question as Lo whether he wished to speak
on any other subject, said, “Some days ago thou
gavest back life to a pilgrim who was lying sick in
my ccll. Ile is withoul, and would give thanks,”

Receiving permission Lo present the stranger the
Tartar disappecared for some scconds, returning with
the Makal,

The young Tibelan’s eycs were ablaze with eaper
excitement, and he shook visibly,

This, ChinguLu, who had been silenil during the
pmvious interview, attributed to nervousness at
coming inlo so exalled a presence,

The Living Buddha, who was now™scalgd on the
dats (rom which he had conversed with Ilaviland,
appeared nol Lo nolice anything unustal,

With an effort Makah, who had been well schooled
by his host, made the necessary obeisance,

Cl'imguLu noticed its lack of spontaneity, and
wondered,
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The Saint stlll gave no sign of surprise, but bent
upon the young man the burning glance which had
so extraordinary an effect upon all who came into
contact with him.,

« [t gives me joy to see that thou art well
again,”

The Tibetan was struggling against the influence
of a personality that he felt might overpower him,
He saw at once—and after his many toils and priva-
tions it brought with it a feeling of chagrin—that the
man hefore him was no such vulgar impostor as he
had pictured to himself,

For one moment he wavered, almost ready, under
the spell of this mellow, ascetic personality, to accept
a new suggestion that came into his brain : that this
was & greal spitit, an Arhdt, holding his place till he
should come,

He wailed breathless, almost expecting to hear the
deep musical voice say, *Thy punishment is finished.
Enter into thine own,”

Impressive as was the figure of Attava, a doubt as
to the truth of his own claim never entered the mind
of Malah.

For a space he remained silent, and still Attava's
eyes were bent upon him, 1eading, it seemed, his
inmost thoughts. ‘The Tariar stood by fearful lest
the Tibetan should boldly proclaim his pretensions,
IHe had already discovered thal the, to him, real
head of the Tsang-Lo Monasiery had a peculiar,
uncontrollable and impulsive nature; but to weigh
against this he had also learn!, as the days went
by, of his fidelity to the orthodox tenets of the faith
which were in reality the idols which the Tartat
worshipped. .

Makah answered—
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“I am well, and T glve thee thanks, This holy
brother tells me that by thy miracie I was delivered
from death.”

“Thy deliverance was efleeted, not by me bui by
the fathers of the world through me.”

Makaly bowed his-lhead with as much of humility
as his fiery nature conld assume.

Inwardly he was meditating that he should be sit-
{ing in Altava’s chair, and that to him obcisance
should he made,

Attava spoke again-—

“JTast thou journeyed farp”

“ From the other side of Lhassa.”

' What brought thee to Tsang-I.o?”

% The saintliness of the Monastery; and the repula-
tion of its Head, filled me with a desive to sce those
who people said worship the Buddha in the spivit of
old”

There was just the faintest change in  Atlava’s
cxpression.  Ile knew the Tibelan was lying, and his
brain was quickly seeking the reason for it,

The Tarlar, leeling that cverything was not p;miné
quite as smoothly as appearances stlgguatacl inier
rupled.

“ Tlna young Lama secks Lo join our DBrother
hood.”

Again the merest shadow passed over The features
of the Living Buddha’ Since “boyhood he had been
studying the characlers of those arqund him, and he
knew—Dbetter than words could tell him--thal there
was mischiel against hMmself determined on by these
two.

e spoke to the T1]Jel'm, however, in the same
tones he would have used to any aspirant of un.
suspecled motives,
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“That is nol a thing to be lightly decided on.
To-morrow I will examine thee myself, and if thou
art found of sufficient learning and sainlliness, we will
joy to receive thee.”

He intimated that the interview was at an end, and
Makah and the Tartar monk, after prostrating them-
selves again, withdrew.

As soon as they were gone Ching-Lu said—

“The disconlent in that man’s face grows and
grows, Who is this stranger he has brought amongst
us 7 *

Attava answered —

“ Ching-Lu, disciple, beloved of my soul-ihou who
hast given up all the riches of this world to give by a
saintly life some small example—I have a feeling in
my heart that-we two shall not dwell in peace much
longer, but that we shall be called upon to give up
even more fof the truth,”

He paused for a moment, and Ching-Lu, catching
something of the sadness of his mood, drew nearer,

“The world cannot harm those who have for-
saken' the world—they are above the world,” he
said.

The Buddha rose to his feet, and, speaking with
extraordinary energy and firmness, answered-—

“Though they tear us lo picces and throw us fo
the dogs, thou and I, Ching-Lu, will speak for the
truth always—always” Then, sinking back in his
chair, he intimated that hie would be alone;

The young aristocrat left him, moving down the
long, moonlit gallery with nofseless steps.

Attava paced up and down unceasingly, Some-
thing it the night's events had roused him to a
retrospect of his life since he first came to the
Monastery of Tsang-l.o,

k
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He could recall nothing before that, although he
could sensc a deep, formless past which lay hehind it

The first thing he could remember was sitling as a
tiny boy on his throne, while monks-—sceming (o his
childish imagination without number—came and
knelt before him,

Thete {looded upon him memories of his unnatural
childhood, and how —tired little puppet thal he was
—ii hadl wearied him,

ITe could remember with what intense yearning Lo
be Wwith them he had wailched the little Lama boysw—-
whose spirilual superior he was--al play,

Orice he had run out to join them, and someliow,
although he bade them be merry as they were before,
the whole lifc and spirit scemed o go oul of the
game, and they stood around him, cdubious, and
setfous, The old Lama who was his tulor found
him and upbraicded him for such a lapse from
dignity. :

He had been fond of this old man, who had ruled
the Monastety till he himself was able,lo assume the
chief contiol, . !

With boyhood the instinet asscried itsell which
laughl him to ran, and jump, and gambol, with a
freer, wider feeling fov physical expansion than was .
dreamed of by those around him. e had longed
for human sympathy, but the barrier between himself
and the others of.his age in the Monastery could not
bo broken down,

The sense of apariness was always with him,
wrapping himround LIl began to teach him its lesson,
i to agserl Lo the logical side of him that il must
have a meaning ; and even in early youth was borne
in upon him the conviction of a special mission.

The old Lama—ihe only soul in whem he could
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confide and go to for help—encouraged this develop-
ment of his character with all his strength,

The old man died when he was still but a youth,
and Attava found himself face to face with the -
problem of his own assettion as something higher
and better than the average by which he was sur-
tounded, The horrois and coriuptions around
sickened him.

At the death of his tutor he had suddenly, to the
amazement of all, instituted a purer, more spiritual
régime, enfotcing it on those under him by his own
example and self-reliant potency.

Ie recalled the battles he had fought with his own
superabundant animalism, his Liumphs over himself
—bringing to hig soul a happiness which yet had
something of melancholy and permanent sadness,

The apartness- from. those around him whom it
was his «luly to lead, he had assumed to be the
penaity of his Buddha-hood, He never doubted his
Divine mission, "X

Other len;g Buddhas might neglect their holy
responsibilities ; let them retrograde if they would ;
for him the sense of duly was so strang that he must
stiive till death to show the theaning of the office.

The first thing he had insisted on was that eveiy
one in the Monastary.should take some share in the
work of preservalion and iestoratiop, The decaying
Temples, the anything bul cleanly cells, the condition
of the grounds, all offendeg Lhe sense of fitness and
cleanliness which was racial in him,

By degiees the outer aspect of the whole place
changed, hringing a mood which made discipline and
greater purity,more, possibie, g

The cdycation of the younger monks and boy-
Lamas wag put on a sounder basis, All vulgar feals

"

F



144 The Living Buddha

of magic were florbidden. Ceremonies peculiar (o
the Mouastery and degrading to the faith were put
an end Lo,

At fivst Attava fought the difficult hattle of reform
wnalded, and the appearance of Ching-Tu, with his
wide knowledge of men and affairs, scemed Lo come
as o gift from the Arhdt himself

The orthodox patty, astounded al the swiltniess of
his action, found themselves in a hopeless minority
cre they could collect their powers for resisltance,
Besicdes, they lacked a lever, The Buddha-hood was
an all-powerlul fact, and f(or this reason the Tarlar
hailed Makah’s claims with enthusiasm,

At times, alone, desolate in spirit, especially in
early youth, Allava had cver fell the help of some
unseen, guiding presence,

I was in this very gallery, years before, that there
liad come Lo him the revelation which had convinced
him of the truth of his mission,

e had been sitling alone in the eventido fighting
with e desire for the life of the ouler warld,
strnggling against the temptation 1o tear off the habit
of the order and go whare he might join in the
passions and emotions of man's existence,

That evening he had almost made AP his mind {o"
some such course when, in (he growing gloom, a
portion of the gallery had suddenly become suffused
with a pale, blue light, and in its cenlre thore stood a
being so glorlous that with a cry of amazemente
almost of Lerror—-he had sprung o his feel and fallen
on higs knees. A wvoice absolulely free from lefcet
setic] "

“ Attava !

‘““ Master, whal would’st Lthou > )

He realised thal he had been chosen Lo receive the
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commands of an Arhat, one of those great souls
which, having wtstupped their fellows in the evo-
lution towards good, remain-—out of their own desire
to benefit mankind-—near enough to the human race
{o be of assistance to it

“I have seen thy struggles and I bring thee
comfort, Know that thou hast heen chosen to give
light again to the dying faith in the Lord Buddha.
Great is thy task, but if thy spirit fail call upon me
ancd my brethien, and we will hear,”

“Who art thou?”

“One who has shaken off the first five shackles.
Soon thou too shalt be fies.”

Overcome, Attava had fallen unconscious to the
eartl, and when his senses returned the Spirit had
departed.

But from that day his soul Seemed to have gathered
a new strength dhe visil of the Arhat had con-
wnced im of the reality and truth of his Buddha-
hood, * Henceforth, should he at any time be unfaith-
ful to his mission, he could not plead that its reality
and divinity had not been proved tp him unmistak-
ably.

The promise of the vision was fulfilled, Many of
the temptations by which he had been assailed
relurned no more. .

To-night, however, he had a premonition of a
coming struggle : a struggle greater than any which
. he had yet been called upon to f{ace,

Ile went Lo the edge of the gallery, and again
looked down on the house, far away below,

A passionaie yearning fo see once more the girl
whom he had carried down: the sieep hillside,
throbbed at his heart-strings,

With almost a cry he stretched out his arms
1§

-.-r-,.-
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towards the place where Ruth ITaviland lay, Then
his Laining hrought him up with the ery half-choled
in his throat.

[Ie went back Lo the chalr and sal still, wondeiing
al the now, terrible danger which assailed him,

ITis head bent forward, and he buded his face in
his hands,

Up the hillside, in the long gallay flooded with
moonlight, the son of Catherine Tiaviland wepl,

Below, Catherine was paying for the little child
she had lost thogse years ago on that day of woe
and terror,




CHAPTER XII

ON his deathbed the old monk had told Attava of
that place in the Monastery where the occult docu-
ments and records weie kept to which only the
Living Buddha or his lieutenant weie allowed access.

They were deposited in a cave beneath the Chief
Temple.

He would see there, so the old man said, things
the existence of which he must never divulge to any
but his own chosen ligutenant,

One night, when the Monastefy was wrapped in
sleep, he had descended to examine the place,

He followed carefully the wrtten directions of the
old monk, having been warned by him that any
failure to do so might result in death. ‘

He went down the passage which led to the rocky
platform wheie Ruth had seen him, stopping at
a spot indicated in his instiuctions. At a first in-
spection he could see nothing on either side but the
solid face of the rock,

Lowering the lantern so as to illuminate the line
where the rock and the floor jeined,"he found three
iron rings in a row, To use the centre one meant
death, He freed one of the two smaller rings from
dirt and rubbish, and pulled, without, however, exett-

ing any effort. Immediately the rock before him
147
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seemed to furn on a pivot, and an opening large
enough for him to walk through appeared,

He entered, and almost as soon as he did so started
back with an exclamation of surprise,

In front of him stood a gigantic figure dressed in
a costume of almost pre-historic time, holding in his
hands a huge bow and arrow.

The cave itself was some forty feet in length by
about thirty broad, and very lofty.

A streak of moonlight feli through an aperture
above, faintly assisting the light of his lantern,
enabling him to make out several other lanterns
hung round within reach.

These were trimmed and ready for lighting, and
before proceeding further he lit them,

At first he could see nothing beyond the gigantic
figure at the entrance, Then he saw what seemed
to be a richly-dressed presentment of the Buddha,
seated on a throne in the centre, surrounded
by several smaller figures of acolytes holding
censers,

On going near he saw to his amazement that they
were not, as he had at a first glance imagined, of
stone or wood, but real human forms, preserved by
some process so as to retain a life-like appearance.
The central figure was the first human body in
which- the Spiritual Chief of the Monastery had
incarnated. The acolytes were the bodies of young
boy-Lamas chosen for their exceptional beauty, and
placed around to serve the original fleshly garment
of the Living Buddha,

Attava never doubted but that this enthroned
figure was the same in which he had lived and
moved on earth many incarnations before,

At the extreme end of the cave was a large iron
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chest, and in this Attava found the garnered wisdom
which was his heiitage,

Many nights, when every one else lay asleep, he
had gone to this place and, with the dead figures
round him, studied the secret lore confained in the
volumes which he drew from the fron chest,

He, who never used it to perform a vulgar trick,
possessed immense occult power and knowledge;
but it never occurred to him to use it other than as
a means whereby to acquire increasing self-develop-
ment and a fuller knowledge of the sacred mysteries,

To the cave he brought all those books which he
considered would be dangerous in the hands of the
" more ignotant and fanatical Lamas,

The reasonfor preserving the figures in the centre
of the cave he was unable to understand. Probably
the explanation was lost in the mist of time, Yet,
without showing the least evidence of decay, the
figure and its five acolytes remained undistuibed.

On examining the man with the bow and arrow
he found that should any one enter excepl by means
of the particular ring he had used, an arrow would be
discharged at the intruder, and the first arrow would
be the means of discharging another, the process being
repeated twenty or thirty times,



CHAPTER " XIII

THE Tibetan Lama was with the Tartar in his cell,
He had been admitted to the Order of Tsang-Lo, for
although Attava had by means of his occult percep-
tions been able to see many things in the Tibetan's
character which threatened his oWwn person, he was
unable to use his knowledge to protect himself,

The two conspirators were met to discuss the exact
position in the game they were playing, It had been
considered advisable for Makal simply to perform
the ordinary routine of the Monastery and not to
attempt for the lime being to advance his own cause
in any way. ,

This was to be the work of the Tartar,

“There are many who are ready and willing to
believe the truth,” the Tartar was saying, * Upon
those who remember the days hefore his coming
Attava’s rule proves irksome, and his indifference to
important matters of ritual has scandalised them.”

“1 have heard,” answered his companion, ¥ many
of the Lamas complain of these barbarians being
permitted to remain in the district, They say that
if they will not go of their own will they should be
sent hence by force.”

“ Attava’s tolerance of them is well known, and will
be our best ally.”

150
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“1 have thought of a scheme,” said Makah, “which -
would make his lack of zeal in dealing with them
even more disliked by the people. Let some person
set fire to or damage their dwelling, They will com-
plain to the Mandarin, While they are doing so let
it be represented to the people that the strangers
attribute the deed to the Lamas. There will be a
riot, in which Attava will probably take the part of
the barbarians., + That the people will never for-
give,”

They discussed the plan at length, settling all the
minor details. \

The only difficulty was to find a tool by which the
scheme might be set on foot,

“Surely,” said the Tibetan, “ there are in the city
many ruffians who would think nothifig of so light a
task if they were well paid? We must be careful,
however, not to give the man who undertakes it any
opportunity of betraying us afterwards,”

The Tartar promised to find the necessary instru-
ment, The other, terribly in earnest about securing
what he considered his rightful position, wouild have
been willing to find the man and run the risk of an
after-betrayal should his tool be caught red-handed,
But he saw the wisdom of leaving the task in the
hands of the Tartar, a high official whom no one
would think of suspecting on the confession of such
a man as they intended to procure.”

At this moment there was a slight tap at the door,
The Tartat rose and opened it, admitting two or
three monks,

The Tartar had already added to the number of
Makal's adherents, and meetings had been held to
forward the restitution of his rights.

The new conspirators had by no means been drawn
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from the best classes of the Manastery, In fact, such
a course would hardly have suited the Tartar.

As yet the plans of Makah and himself were hardly
matured, but they realised that the only way to suc-
cess was through some violent and swift stroke, pre-
pared in every detail, which should remove Attava,
and in which the rest of the Monastery would acquiesce
swhen once the thing was done, mote especially when
Makah proclaimed himself.

Already the resemblance between his maimed hand
and that of the Saint had diawn attention and curiosity,

It had been the first weapon in the hands of the

Tartar, and the one by which he had persuaded the
monks present to look into the claim of Makah,
. Makah explained to them the plan which he and
the Tartar had just decided on, He had already, in
the meetings which they had held, assumed the
leadership., The assumption of this position came
naturally to him, and noticing this the Tartar was
mote than ever convinced of his genuineness,

The Monastery had been parcelled out into so
many divisions, which it was ihe business of each
conspilator to canvass, When they had done their
work fairly these divisions wete to be sub-divided,
till all possible adherents had been brought into the
organisation.

It was anxious work. One false move would upset
all their plans,

The working of the riot in its details was explained
to the monks, after which they separated,

Makah and the Tartar calculated that once the
passions of the community had been- roused by the
riot the agitation against the foieigners might almost
be allowed to take care of itself. It would certainly
not decrease as time went on,



CHAPTER XIV

HAVILAND and his party, all unconscious of the part
they wete playing in ihe ieligious polity of Tsang-
Lo, had begun missionary woik, and so far without
meeting any active opposition,

Even supposing they should ultimately have to
abandon their position as untenable it was their duty
to leave some mark of their visit,

It was a great comfoit to Mr, Blake especiaily,
who, though he would have been furious had any one
charged him with being superstitious, firmly believed
that words from the Gospel, dropped irrespective on
ea1s that were unable to understand, would not fail,
as surely as scatlered grain, to bear fruif,

Of course there were the usual number of vaga-
bonds who were willing enough to be converted if
there were anything to be made out of il

Haviland’s wide experience detected them at once,
but theie was no remedy, and My, Blake 1ejoiced
much over these degeneiate converts, and in his
heart of hearts thought Haviland terribly cynical,
and even Mrs, Haviland at times a little hard,

They distributed their picture-tracts; and finding
a house to let in the town eminently suitable for their
purpose, took it and opened their school, -

As the weeks went by the numbers of the converts
153
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began to swell, and the class af the school to assume
quite respectable dimensions, Haviland believed
that one of the great difficulties in dealing with the
Chinese in religious matters was the inability of
Europeans to appeal to their msthetic sense through
music, the two races in this respect starting from
such a different standpoint.

At Tsang-Lo, as everywhere else, the imnete
commencement of a hymn was sufficient to make
even the juveniles display every symptom of having
their teeth set on edge, They did not mind Bible
teaching or the prayers, but directly the singing
began they rolled in agony, while one little podgy
and hitherto happy Chinese infant wept with
fright.

Mr. Blake’s extraordinary appearance was a source
of continual merriment to the people of Tsang-Lo,
but he was under the firm delusion that he looked
eminently Chinese and was entirely conciliatory to
native prejudice,

They came to the conclusion that the military
Mandarin’s visit had been merely an attempt to
frighten them, and that they were going to get ot
famously, Haviland wondered whether this might
not after all be due to the Living Buddha’s influence,

Ruth’s ankle was almost well, but there was a
change in her appearance and manner beyond what
might have been put down fo the accident.

Catherine detected it at once, The girl seemed as
though sometliing alien from her surroundings had
taken possession of her thoughts, making her
strangely quiet and subdued.

The idea crossed Catherine’s brain that perhaps
after all she had fallen in love with Fraser, who was
decidedly in love with her; bui, after carefully noting
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Ruth's behaviour towards him, -she dismissed it as
absurd,

Fraser, however, made all the running he could,
and poor litfle Mr., Blake would no doubt have
suffered agonies of jealousy had it not been that he
was busily occupied with the school,

Fraser, too timid to take his fate in his hands,

appealed to Catherine’s judgment and proposed to
abide by if,
. “If you feel” she said, “that, should Ruth refuse
you, the position from your own point of view would
not be an uncomfortable one, by all means ask her,
If, on the other hand, you are going to make us all
uncomfortable by walking about with the annournce-
ment writ large on your face that your heart is
broken, don’t do anything of the kind; because we
shall be here for some time,”

“l am afraid I shall have to leave soon, in any
case—even if I have to go alone” s

“Then by all means put it off till the evemng;
before you go,”

“ That would be rather awkward,” answered Fiaser,
“because [ thought that if she "—he paused quite
shyly—“cared about me, Haviland could have
married us.”

Catherine gasped.

To converse nebulously on the supposition that
Ruth might be fond of him was one thing, to talk
seriously of the young Consul marching off with her
back to European aivilisation in the neat futwie was
quite another, ”

Ruth was just able to walk when an event occurred
which startled them all,

Things were In an apparently peaceful condition
when the first suggestion of anything being radically
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wrong occurred, One night the whole establishment
was awaked by shouts and cries from the Chinese
servants, ) .

Haviland and his wife rushed on to the verandah
just as Fraser and Blake emerged from their rooms,
The end of the wing where the Chinese servants slept
was in flames, .

By the lurid glare the loyal Tu-Su was seen
struggling on the ground with a burly ruffian, while
Lo-Fen, apparently stunned, was lying in the centre
of the courtyard,

Before they could reach Tu-Su the mapn with whom
he bad been struggling had escaped, and the whole
party made superhuman efforts to extinguish the fire,
Luckily the breeze was setting away from the main
body of the house, and though it was impossible to
save the wing which had caught, they were able, as
the flames were not in their direction, to prevent
further damage, One side of the courtyard, which
they had made so trim and cheerful, presented a
dismal spectacle of charred ruins.

Tu-Su explained that Lo-Fen had opened his eyes
and suddenly become awaie that the courtyard was
full of light.

Calling Tu-Su they had both dashed out and
rushed against two men who were making off,

The first had at once knocked Lo-Ien insensible,
and Tu-Su was attempting to make captive the other
when Haviland appeared,

Who were the incendiaries, and were they actuated
by religious fanaticism, or the idea of loot P

The action was cutiously isolated. Had it been
the wotk of a fanatical mobh they could have under-
stoad it,

An idea struck Haviland. He questioned Tu-Sy,



who declared that he was quite certain the man he
had grappled with was not a Lama.

They all knew that there is more than one secret
society in China whose aims are the persecution of
the foreigner, It might have been the work of such
a society,

At any 1ate, it was imperative to make an earnest
complaint as soon as possible,

As they were leaving the next morning for the
Chief Official’s 1esidence, they received a visit from
the Tartar monk and a younger companion, whom
Haviland instantly recognised as the sick man so
miraculously cured by Attava, There were also
some monks loitering in the background, 7

The Taitar explained that the flames from their
burning house had been witnessed from the hill,
and that he had come to see if there was much
damage,

Haviland thought that they might have come
forward to help the night before, but supposed that
their indifference was due to the frequency of fires in
Chinese dwellings,

Haviland, ever on the alert when the Taitar was
present, felt at once that there was something behind
his solicitude. He eyed the Englishman closely and
asked if he suspected anybody,

This was strange, as Haviland had not mentioned
the fact that it was the work of incendiaries, He
took note of the circumstance, and decided to be
upon his guard,

“ Perhaps it would be wiser,” said the Tartar, “to
leave Tsang-Lo. The people do not like foreigners,
much less when they come with the avowed intention
of luring them from the faith of their fathers”

“We shall not leave Tsang-Lo,” answered Havi-
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fland, “We are not to be driven away by threats of
violence, nor by violence itself”

The Tartar gave a bow of acguiescence which was
almost deferential,

During this conversation the young Tibetan Lama
had stood by, glancing from one to the other
inquisitively, He was evidently unable to follow
everything that was said, and he asked the Tartar
some questions, as Haviland thought, almost sharply,
He detected in the manner of the young man a
something wanting — the deference which should
have been paid by a youthful Lama to one so much
his superior in years and position. The Tartar, how-
ever, as if acting on his instructions, furned again to
Haviland,

“Thou wilt of course lodge a complaint?”

“ Against whom?”

The Tartar Jooked disconcerted,

“I understood thee to say that the fire was the
work of incendiaries,” he answered,

“1 never said so0,”

Again the Tartar looked confused, and murmured
something to his companion.

“It was, however, as you have guessed,” said
Haviland, “and I shall certainly lodge a complaint.”

The Tartar, who had been about to move off with
his companion, paused.

“Is there any one whom thou dost suspect?” he
asked again.

“Whom can [ suspect except those who hate
foreigners and their religion?” _ -

“Thou wilt lodge 1hy complaint at once, of courser”

Haviland had played into the Lama’s hand,

ST am  going to the Chief Mandarin now.”
Haviland had discussed with himself the advisability
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of appealing to the Living Buddha in case the out-
rage should be due to any of his monks. This, how-
ever, might annoy the secular powet,

Haviland’s eyes during this interview had coni-
stantly sought the Tibetan’s hand, and as the other
turped his crippled finger to full view Haviland's
surgical knowledge told him that the deformity was
due to an accident of birth, and was not, ag he had
somewhat hastily concluded, a wound long healed,

My, Blake, during the interview, had been tremu-
lously desirous of thrusting tracts into the hands of
their visitors, There was, however, something about
them which kept him quiet till they had gone, when
he severely reproached himself for a lack of moral
courage,

“The ruffian looks as if he might have done it
himself,” said Fraser., “I'm sure he quite gloated
over the roins,”

“The other young man,” said Haviland, addressing
the party generally, ¥ was the monk I told you of—
the one the Saint cured of his fever.”

“I wish you had told us at the time,” said Catherine,
“ Although, now I come to think of it, he interested
me strongly. His face had more fire and vigour than
one is accustomed to meet with in a Lama,”

They all set out for Tsang-Lo, Haviland having
decided that Catherine and Ruth should go with
them, the night’s adventure having made him nervous
of their being out of his sight,

On their way they noticed that quite an exceptional
number of monks were going from the Monastery
towards the town, and that they were being eyed by
them in no friendly manner.

Catherine and Ruth, as was their habit more Dﬂten
than not, drew the curtains of their chairs as they
were carried through the town,
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They entered the Mandarin’s garden, Ruth and
Catherine seeing for the first time its somewhat
rococo delights, if such a term can be applied to
a place which was a blaze of blossom,

The two young secretaries, who on the previous
occasion had been strolling up and down the garden
palh, were seated in a pavilion, one on each side of a
small, square, carved table, smoking. The Mandarin
received them wilh less circumlocution than befoie,
but betrayed a quaint shyness in the presence of
Catherine and Ruth, He listened to their complaint,
whilst a secretary took notes, promising to make
inquiry, and also to give them the protection of
soldiers if they wished it, In fact, he sent for the
elegant young military Mandarin who had brought
his message to them,

The latter entered the room looking even more
dreamy than before, bringing with him the perfume
of musk with which his garments were aromatic, A
faint colour came into his cheeks as his eyes fell
upon Ruth,

The Chief Official informed him that the foreigners
were to have the protection of soldiers,

This announcement carried with it little comfort to
Haviland and his party, They wondered veiy much
if there were any real soldiers, or if—as was usual—
they were myths existing only for the purpose of
swelling the Mandarin’s income,

The Mandarin, however, pressed upon them again
and again the advisability of removing from Tsang-
Lo, Thete was disturbance in the air, He had felt
it himself, The Living Buddha had bewitched the
people. They seemed to think of nothing but re-
ligion and the Lamas; and, as he knew HHaviland
would readily understand, when religion took such
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a hold upon a community there was certain to be
trouble of some kind. IHe appeared quite depressed
at their refusal to take his advice. THe sighed as if
he resented being asked to do his duty and keep the
towh in order,

They drank tea, and then departed with many
assurances that every care would be taken to prevent
a recurrence of the outrage,

The ladies again entered their chairs, and they
started on the return journey.

Qutside they found that the numbers of the crowd
which had accompanied them to the Mandarin’s
residence had heen doubled,

They had hardly gone fifty yards when Haviland
realtsed that if the crowd should lose its temper there
was danger, He told Catherine and Ruth to keep
the curtains of their chairs carefully drawn, A
retreat to the residence of the Mandarin was ouf
of the question, the mob behind them hecoming
more compact every moment.

Haviland was getting nervous, Mr, Blake was
growing pale, but the lines round his somewhat
expressionless little mouth were contracting with
determination, Fraser kept close to the door of
Ruth’s chair, Haviland and Mr. Blake keeping
guard over Catherine,

Almogt as if at a preconcerted signal the air
became thick with flying missiles, They weie in
the centre of the chief street of the town,

The side streets in front of them poured forth
smaller crowds till they found themselves unable to
go forward or back,

The chair-bearers were already covered in dirt, and
Fraser's face was bleeding,

The anger of the rabble was growing momentarily,
12
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Amongst them Haviland dould see many Lamas,
evidently bent on anything but an errand of
pacification,

Their coolies were beginning to be hustled.
Haviland looked about for a place of shelter, but
during the last two or three minutes the proprietors
of the shops around had huiriedly closed them
up,

“We are in for it,” said Fraser, “I wonder if the
Mandarin will hear of it in time, and send us some of
those soldiers?”

The babel of volces was so great that they could
hardly make themselves heard,

Suddenly a Lama, raising himself above the
heads of the people by means of a shop sign
which he grasped with one hand, his foot on a
window-sill, began to address the crowd, making
violent gestures with the disengaged hand, whilst
he harangued them in an impassioned voice.

The storm was rising every moment, The only
thing was to go forward resolutely and fearlessly.
In this way they managed to push on a few more
yards, the crowd for the morhent cowed.

Then the storm of missiles grew fiercer. The
people in front could give way no more as the
press of those behind became greater.

More than once Catherine and Ruth had atlempted
to leave their chalrs and share in the danger, but
Haviland—who never showed to such advaniage as
in a crisis—bade them sternly remain where they
WEre,

The Englishmen’s hearts grew sick within them as
more than one person in the crowd brandished a
knife, The curtains of the chairs in which Catherine
and Ruth were scated had already been torn away.
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LEach of the men Tcarried a revolver, 'which he
drew,

Then suddenly, while {he crowd behind them
pressed on more cagerly, those in fronl fell aside.
Through the scrried ranks of the mob a compact
body of some {wo hundred Lamas was forcing ils
way, I the midst was borne a palanquin,

A sudden hush fell upon every one as the
procession of the Living Buddha approached,

. The palanquin reached the LZuropeans, and the
Sainl inside it looked round, taking in the silnation
at a plance

Alighting [rom his chair he stood and swept the
crowd with his piercing gaze,

The Lamasg, except those who had come with him,
scemed entirely to have disappeared,

e spoke to his followers and then, tuning to
Haviland, suid that some of them would accompany
the party back to their dwelling,

Whilst he was speaking to Haviland both he and
Ruth were supremely conscious of each other,

I1e looked al her chair coverad with mud, its silken
curlains torn and stained, A gleam of anger shot
from his cyes,

As if the crowd had alinogt expected that he would
himsell lead the altack on the foreigners, they began
o murmur when they saw the {aller moving ol under
protection, but this man’s powerol domination silenced
Lhem,

Ifrom the moment Catherine had seen the Living
Buddbha her cyes had never left him,  Ile startled
her--she knew nol why. She ce~entered her chair
dazed, Xven from Faviland’s description she had
notl expecled anything so magnificent,

ITer sympathy had gone vul Lo him at onee,
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Surrounded by their bodyguard of Lamas they
returned, whilst the Living Buddha wetit on through
the stieet, with its numberless shop-signs hanging
out above liké flags. The gaily-painted shop fronts,
the bright-coloured dresses of the people, and the
crimson robes of the Lamas were vivid in the sun-
light as his unpretentious palanquin was horne
onwards, the people prosiraling themselves as he
passed, Ide sal invisible behind the plain, white
silk curtains which shimmered and swayed with the
rhythmic tread of his hearers,

His brow was dark with righteous anger, Ie
knew at once from which quarter the ol bad
originated, and a wave of grief sliook him as he
realised his incapacity to change the radically bigoted
Lama nature.

Again, the sight of the peril in which the English
girl had been, the picture as she stood by her
wrecked sedan.chair, pale, but full of courage and
determination, had brought with them a return of
those emotions with which he had fought such a
battle the first evening they had metl.

By his side walked Ching-Lu,

On their way they metl the young military Man-
darin, with thirly or forty soldiers: a curious
collection of ragamuffins, one-half of whom looked
Lloo Inverlebrate Lo be capable of any action requiring
courage, the other half villainous enough in appearance
to justify their being frealed as criminals al sight.
The young man had for the moment thrown aside
his langnid, exclusive bearing. He looked caget and
anxious, and—lo emphasise his unusual vigour—le
was on foot, his chair following behind.

e respeetfully saluted Attava, and questioned
some of the Lamas. With Ching-L.u he exchanged
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a strained greeting, Ching-Lu on his side being quite
al ease.

These two had been boys together, and as young
men had drunk deep of the red wine of dlife at Pekin.
To the Mandarin it was strange to see one who had
been an authority on all matters of culture—from the
making of an artist’'s reputation to the setting of his
seal of approval on a courtesan—walking humbly in
the train of this modern Saint, It offended his sense of
fitness. Religion was hardly a pastime for the upper
classes,

The Chief Mandarin received the Living Buddha
with all possible deference,

IHe had only met Attava twice, and retained the
liveliest recollection of each occasion. Impressed as
he had been, it was little consolation for being made
to feel particularly dishonest and undignified, In
thelr discussions he had been outwitted, not so much
by superior subtlety as by the calm, truthful point of
view of his opponent,

The Mandarin also saluted Ching-Lu with extreme
civility, Ching-Lw’s family were powerful at the
Imperial Court, and he was cynical as to how long
his renunciation of the world would last.

He received Attava with consideiably more cere-
mony than he had used towards Haviland, e was
cager Lo conciliate this powerful individual,

The Mandarin was surrounded hy quite a small
court, a large number of pipe-bearers, young-—over-
pald ands underworked—officials, gorgeously dressed
in gold brocade and embroidered silks, holding their
fans in their long, delicate, taper fingers, and gazing
half-inquisitively, half-superciliously at the Lamas
who had entered with the Saint. Not one of them,
however, dared to glance at Attava and Ching-Lu
other than with respect,
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One young Lama, who had seldom heen heyond
the precinets of the Monastery, gazed al the luxury
‘and sensuous swroundings and r;:g;lu:cl They roused
in him a vague desire for the exotic in life,

Atlava raiscd his hand, invoking a blessing,

He and the Chief Official scaled themsclves, while
the othets siood,

The Mandatin had already heard of the riol, and
of the part that cerlain of the Lamas had played in
it. He concluded that Allava had come Lo demand
immunity for his own people, and he was already
preparing to play a little comedy which should
redound to his advantage and place the head of the
monastery of Tsang-Lo under an obligation, ¢
would allow himself to be persuaded after some
argument

He was the more surprised when the Saint said,
“T was warned that therc was 1o he a disturbance
too late to inteifere and prevent it altogether, [ was
permitted to be in time to avert violence,”

The Mandarin assumed an expiession of anger
which, however, he took care nol 1o make personal
to the man beforc him, Ile was not courageous, and
those piercing bluc ayes seemed to see straight
down Into the recesses of his corrupt, job-mongering
soul.

“The people have been incensed againgl these
forcigners, I am iold that thy Lamas, Reverance,
have been going about amongst them stirring them
uPI”

Attava’s brow grew more thoughiful, Ila replied,
“ As Spiritual Head of the Monastery we declare our
hatred and repugnance to persecution, As for us,
these foreigners might live in peace.”

“ Strange, Reverence,” said the Mandarin, #if this
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b so, that it should have been thy Lamas who have
"sowed disaffection,” -

“The corruptions of centuries cannot be ended by
a miracle, The wound is not cured in a day, Wo
can but work on in faith and holiness. I iepcat that”
I will do all in my power Lo save these Christians
{rom persecution.”

A Lama of middle age was listening o Allava’s
ieplies Intently, They were recorded in his brain for
recapitulation to Makah,

Ching-Lu noticed the intent and caget expression
with which the man listened, and wondered.

The Mandaiin was inwardly cursing his ill-{for{une
al being posied in the one {own where there was such
a strong religiousievival, With the entire Monastery
in opposition {o the Christians he would have known
how to act, but here was the Abbol himsell de-
fending them,

e iried a cunning move.

“I hear that alreacy they have perverted some.”

“Then we must 1edouble the saintliness of our
lives.”

“Thou dost not wish them sent away ? "

Alttava looked af him and said—

“1f I did T should show that I have no faith in the
Lord Buddha, Lel them stay, and we will show Lhai
the hearts of thosce who desire nought but the truth
can harbour nought but love”

The listening Lama inwardly marked the reply,

The Saint rose to depart, The atmosphere of the
place he was in sickened him. The evil occult
presences disturbed his soul.  This old man with his
dominant vice—avaticc—stamped on cvery feature,
these indolent, cffeminate, and gorgeously dressed
secretaries in thelr musk-scented, silken, brocaded
garments, roused him 1o anger,
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From the wall hung a priceless piclure painted on
an oblong strip of silk, representing a bejewelled and
painted mistiess of an mperor of the Ming dynasty,
diunken, and suppoited by ladies of her court, with
cup and fan-beatets grovped round her,

Through the window came the heavy scent of the
lotus flower, and he could hear {rom somewhere near
the meaningless, unmusical lavgh of women,

ITis eye rested on the scene in cold displeasure,
The unpleasant spirit-eniities drawn hither by the
deptaved Dbeings around were 1o him visible. Ile
was anxious to be gone, either Lo move amongst the
poor and suffering—where he could relieve pain and
sympathise helpfully with sotrow-—or to be back
again in that gallery, perched high up in the clear
mountain air, meditating on the nature of man, sd as
to understand and assist him the more.

As he passed out into the streets of Tsang-L.o the
poor ctowded 10und his palanquin, the childien with
touching confidence holding out their hands to him,
* The Lama who had listened so intently had slipped
away to Makal and the others,



CHAPTER XV

THE young military Mandaiin atrived al the house
some lillle while aftetr Haviland and his party. The
Lamas who had accompanied them, and who had
been specially chosen by Attava, were examining the
housc—-which had been Euwopeanised as much as
possible-—witlh affability and curiosily,

Their manner was in strong contiasi to the scowls
and looks of dislike to which they had been, jreated
by groups of excited Lamas whom they had passed
on their return,

Mr, Blake’s fingers were again itching to make a
general distiibution of tracts, bul the events of the
day had—In spite of himself—cooled his ardou.

The young Mandarin addressed himselfto Catherine
and Ruth, evidently strongly desiious of hearing the
latler reply to his questions.

Her Chinese was, howevel, a little limited,

I'raser did nol fail o notice the other's atientions,
and was f(urious. IHe would have liked to resent
him as a savage, but he had {o admit that had it
nol been for ithe vacant and weaiy look in his eyes
he was handsome as a Chinaman could be. Besides,
embossed silk robes, jewelled sword and hat had a
pictuiesque advantage over white duck, even when cut

by a Bond Strect tailor, Not that the possibilily of
169
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an English girl so far forgetting hersell as Lo gazc
with even distant favour upon a Chinaman—however
well born or well mannered—entored his head,

The young officer al last look hiv departure,
lcaving behind half a dozen soldiers, who were by
no means an unmixed telief (o ITaviland, lle
determined Lo keep them a day or two and then o
dispense with their scrvices.

He mote than suspecled thal they would boll ai
the first sign of danger. 'The crowd which had
accompanied them to the house had gradually
melied away,

ITaviland smolked and brooded, gazing perpetnally
towards the gallery in which the Living Buddha
was wont to walk,

He had witnessed with something of a panic the
arrival of the Living Buddhn to their 1escue, oppor-
tune as it had been in one respect.

He had noticed Calherine's gaze fall upon him,
anid for onc moment had almost expecied her to
1ecognise what was peithaps her son, but she who
had borne in her remembrance, for nearly thirly
yeats, his image as a child, looking upon him had
seen only a stranger,

For My, Blake the day had been a tragic one,
some humorous Celestial having swifltly and unob-
served cut off three~fourths of his pigtall,

For the first time in his life he agreed with those
who protesl against the unnatural maiming of young
dogs by biting off their {ails,

e sat, the picture of misery, murmuring plaine
tively-—

“It will all have to be begun over again, You
don’t know, Miss Haviland, how fond one can get
of a piglaill  And really il was promising so well”
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He almost wept as he gloomily 1cflected that it might
be lying neglected on some dust-heap

Ruth bade him cheer up, saying—

“You know, My, Blake, you were so sutcessful that
you will easily grow anothet,”

“ Ab, it will never be the same thing, You seg, il
was the first® A sigh heaved him, as it were, fiom
head Lo foot.,

Later Ruth, tired out by the stress and excilement
of the adventure, was lying in a long chaii in a shady
cornier of the verandah,

Fraser looked at the picture of the young girl,
whitc-robed, in the cool of a great, black shadow,

ITe wenti forward to iry his fate.

As he took a seal by her side Ruth greeted him
with a smile of more waimth than she had of late
dealt out to him, The welcome was in all innocence,
she was quite unpiepared for the surprise he had in
store, She tealised that he was more or less in love,
but never thought that it would come lo a formal
proposal,

It was an afflair which would dwindle to mere
fricndship on his part, as i{ had always been on
hers,

Fraser made up his mind {o find oul once and
for all what were her feelings towards him.,

“Don't you agree, Miss Ilaviland, that, if onc
comes to think il over seiously, we might almost
be charged with insanity #”

“Whom do you mean by fwe'?”

“ Why-—all of us.”

“ What makes you say lhat?”

“Perhaps [ nced nol accuse mysell as much ag the
rest, I am obliged to exploit China for a living,
and so is litlle Blake, But your father, and Mirs.
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Haviland, and yourself~you might be comfortably
in England,”

. % I'm very comfortable, thank you.  And il’s much
more exciling where we are, Think of to-day’s

adventure | ”
Fraser’s colourless blue eyes opened in amazement,

and he answered, quite warmly for him—

“« A, thal's just it—you're catching the infection,
Soon you won't be able to do without perpetually
moving on from onc place to another, You'll gel
like those ladies who go tramping aboul wherever
there’s a savage unprovided with a copy of the New
Testament in his vernacular. I don’t believe Mr,
and Mrs, Haviland have any idea of the harm they
arc doing.”

“Harm?”

“QOh, T don’t mean the Missions and schools, and

all that sort of thing. Of coursg that’s all right.”

“It's just what I'm notl quite sure is all right,” said
Ruth, *We bring all the hideous paraphernalia
of the middle-class aspect-of our religion, and weep
over the degeneracy of a race which resenis its lack
of sesthetic beauty.”

S Well, you know, something must be done to
counteract the influence of that mountebank, the
Living Buddha chap”

Ruth’s eyes gleamed., Ile dared to talk like this
of thal almost sublime figure, possibly the one person
in the whole of the province who could have rescued
them,

“The mountebank saved our lives,” she said
quictly,

“1 suppose he gotl frightened, saw the thing had
been carried {oo far. Thought the consequences
might be unpleasant if anything happened to us.”
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“What can you mean?”

“Oh, of course he had instigated it,”

A bright colour came into the girl’s cheek, and she
raised hersell exciledly in her chair,

“IHow can you talk in that way! A man with
such a face and bearing——instigate—he must be good
or the people would not fove him as they do.”

“Are you sure that they do love him? Or don’t
you think il's more likely a superstitious fear p”

“] am quite sure it is not thal, Lo-Fen and Tu-Su
have heard the people talk of him, They say that
nearly every one hias some story to tell of his good-
ness and kindness, They say that he has so much
influence with the Mandarins that he has made them
do all sorts of things to improve the condition of the
poor,” She slopped suddenly, as if conscious thal
she was betraying herself by her ardour,

“ Still, the Chinese can’t remain outside civilisation
for ever,”

“I sometimes think that it is the Chinese who are
civilising us, not we the Ghinese. They have stamped
our national life and tastes far more than we have
ever impressed theits, We call thal their wani of
adaptability and lack of progress. Leil some great
Chinaman come along and bring honesty into the
Government departments and we shall have nothing
to offer ithem bul a few engines,”

Fraser thought such originality was almost
indelicate, The conveisalion was not tending in the
direction he wished it to take, so he hazarded a lead.

“Don't you sometimes Jong to be back in
Englang ?

“You see, England does not mean as much to me
as it does to most people. It means my school life,
All my happicst days have been spent in China,”
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“ Ah, then yow're lucky, You don’t suffer [rom
homesickness,” He hardly knew how else to lead
on, He had trusted to the prospeclt of a return 1o
England to cieate a sentimental atmosphere favout-
able to his proposal,

There was cvidently nothing for il bui the question
point blank,

“] am afiaid I shall have to gel back to Chang-
King in a day or two. My leave is up.”

She tried to say, “ We shall be sorry to lose you,’
but being innalely honest, she merely remarked--

“The journey back will be rather loncly.”

Nothing could have suiled him betler,

For a moment he wondered if she were uncon-
sciously thinking that the loncliness was an evil
which could be remedied.

“If I go alone,” he answered, with a tremble of
nervousness In his voice,

She realised, like a skaler who finds himscll on
unsound ice, that there was danger, and made onc
frantic cfforlt to 1egain the safe shore of irivialitics,

“I woncet how long it will be belore we are
atlacked again,”

He ignored the remark and followed up his
acdvantage,

“It will be loncly if I go alone” he repeated,
“But why should [7 Miss Haviland, [ewew?”

Assured of what was coming the givl hall rose Lo
prevent il, but he was determined, and blurted out——

“Miss Haviland, [ wanl to know if you will be my
wile,”

There ensued that hopeless feeling of unreality
and strain consequenl on a proposal which ought
never Lo have been made, She had notl to speak,
He knew al once that never at any time had she

H



The Living Buddha 173

thought of him as a possible husband, It was his
faull, Ile could see—Dbeing an honest, conscienlious
sorl of fellow—that he had rcad into the smallest
acls of civilily a meaning that they had never
possessed,

The crude manner of his pulting the quesiion
intensified the awkwardness,

His wits, sharpened by the {ension, made a loop-
hole for her escape.

“Please don’t answer al once, if you would rather
nol,” he said, It was al any 1ate a 1emark Lo which
she could reply with some feeling of harmonious
modulation. She liked IFiaser little enough to be
somewhal annoyed at his breaking in upon the
exaltation in which she was living with what seemed
30 commonplace,

“There can only be one answer, [ am very sorry
if I have—-"

But he was {oo generous for that,

“Oh no,il’s my fault, T am afraid one is apl lo
believe what one wants te be true, and then in that
way one delusion helps another.”

She liked him for making this speech, anhd forbore
to put the usual interrogative banalily, “ Can we not
he friends? ”

e hoped they would, but when il is said imme-
diately following the ardour of a proposal it adds
inshitt Lo injwiy, 50 he was thankful to be spared,
[ad it nol been for the individuality of Attava, which
filled up her thoughts by day and hei dreams by
night, she would have been more sympathelic; bul,
truth to say, though she admitted that credit was due
to Fraser for the decided good breeding with which
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There was a panse, and then, to her intense relief,
ITaviland came over and saf with them,

Fraser felt that the best thing he could do was Lo
pet back Lo his consulate as soon as possible.

So, a few days altciwards, he deparied [rom
Tsang-Lo, and was glad to be able 1o give a reason
for doing so which would prevent awkward questions,
Ilis leave was up, and privately he thought that it
had been very badly spent,

Catherine, who gucssed the {ruth, forbore 1o
mention the matter to him,

He iegretted that his deparlure should rob the
parly of one of its defenders, and strongly urged
them all {o pack up and go with him.

Had it notl been for the ever-haunting problem of
Attava, Haviland would have been inclined to do so,
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ATFTER the riot things seemed to gettle down to the
normal, although ITaviland was never tited of im-
pressing on them all that this apparent calm meant
nothing, and thal any moment might biing a recur-
rence of the peril through which they had passed.

Blake, plucky enough himself, regarded with awe
the stalely dignity and courage with which Catheiine
conclucted herself,

Nervousness seemed to her an unknown quantity,
and it was this assumption which impressed the
Chincse with whom she came in contact and obtained

a large amount of respect and deference for her,

As yet she had not thought it wise to take any
steps towards advancing what was her great hobby—
the Anti-IFoolbinding crusade,

She had little girls in her school the condition of
whose poor maimed feet caused her to shed tears,
One mite having stopped away for a couple of days,
inquiry clicited the fact that the corruplion of her
feet had suddenly spread, and that the poor little
thing had died, her lower limbs having mortified.

Catherine knew perfecily well that in a remote
town like Tsang-Lo, which possessed nevertheless a
fair proportion of aristocratic inhabilants, the mere—
to them revolting—suggestion that a girl should grow

I3 177
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up and go through life on her own natural feet would
be in the highest degrec exasperating.

No one was morc ardent in proselytising than
Tu-Su. Lo-Fen, on the other hand, felt distinetly
uncomfortable amongst such dangerous surroundings,

Tu-Sw's admonition to remember the martyrs of
Chang-Tsieng, who were drowned in sacks for their
faith and had carned immoital glory, was no sort of
comfort,

Lo-Fen, who had for a Chinese bay cxceedingly
winning ways, possessed a malerial litlle soul, and
was much less fatalistic than most of his countrymen.
To him the one thing cerlain was lhe discomfort of
drowning, and—for all his affirmation of Christianity
—he could not help feeling that the glory was
problematical, He forbore in consequence to join
his colleague in his gratuitous cvangelicalism.

Tu-Su natutally became a marked man in the
district, and perhaps the spectacle of a Chinaman
outdoing the Chiistians themselves in missionary
work created more prejudice and bitlerness than any
number of European missionaries cotld have done,

Haviland, whose knowledge of medicine was exten-
sive and who had a peculiar facility for acquiring
patients wherever he went, had already quile a large
visiting conneolion ; and, as this form of work appealed
to him most, his conscience ceascd to trouble him.

It was aboutl this time that the houschold received
an unexpected addition,

One night Catherine, lying half awake, heard horne
on thce breeze whal sounded the mere ccho of a
childigsh wail, so small al first that it hardly scemed
as if it were other than Lhe unaided vibration in the
drum of her ear, At last the fact of Its continuily
convinced her of its reality, She sat up and listened,
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There was no house or hut near from which the sound
could come, and yel there it was plain ehough—a
child’s wail from the night outside.

She woke her husband, and to him also it took
some Llime {o convey the reality of the wail, which
was now growing fainter,

At last bhe heard it and hutried on some clothes,
They lit a lantern and, calling to the others, went out
{o secarch,

Soon there were half a dozen lanterns flitting here
and there, unguided by the wailing, which had ceased.

It was Ruth who found il—a new-born child, whose
vilality must have been extraordinary, She caught
it up in her arms and wrapped it round in her thin
cloak,

Soon they were all back in the house, the two
women's eyes full of tears of pity for the inanimate
little form which lay in Catherine's lap,

But it was Tu-~Su, the hard-featured Chinaman, who
restored it, breathing into its nostrils and mouth till
slowly the ebbing life returned.

To discover the parents would have been impossible,
and there was no law to punish them or make them
take the child back could they have been found.

'Ihc two women grew devoted o the foundling,
although to Ruth, who had most time on her hands,
[ell the burden of its care,
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ITAVILAND'S secrel weighed on his mind more and
more as the weeks went by,

I1e had questioned some of the townspeople as to
the district from which the Living Buddha had been
brought, and all agreed that it was somewhere in
Northern India,

He lived in conslant tetror lest this fact should
become known to Catherine,

Catherine had a miniature of Burney in her posses-
sion, and one day he examined it attentively,

He was a very fair dranghtsman, and, taking pencil
and paper, he copicd the face in cvery detail, adding
the long, uncut hecard, He further added a figure
dressed in such robes as the Living Buddha wore,
The finished work was so faithful a portrail of Attava
that he sat gazing at il in amazement, Then, with
nervous fingers, he lit 2 match and watched the paper
till it was consumed.,

The evidence was complele, IHe had sought [or,
and eagerly welcomed, anything which might tend to
show {hat his swmmise was wrong. The casc in favour
of it had grown sironger day by day, and this was the
crowning touch, FHe had turned over in his mind
again and again the advisability of telling Calherine his

suspicions, Of one thing he was certain : should he
180
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do so, no danger, however great, would induce hes to
leave the place where ber son was, Catherine noticed
his unusual abstraction. She was accustomed to his
seeming apathy in dealing with, so to speak, newly
opened-up parishes, 1t usually concealed a wide,
broad purpose,

But here his manner was different to anything she
had seen in him before,

After a time she began to wonder whether the
climate of Tsang-Lo might not have peculiar propot-
ties, for not only her husband but her stepdaughte:
had become singularly quiet and reflective; and,
having pul Fiasetr aside as a possible cause, there
secmed to be nothing else to account for it

The girl was devoled to the little Chinese baby,
and was never lired of amusing it, or making new
and wonderful garments of delicate coloured silks.

The child had been baptized into the English
Chuich, receiving the name of Auzalea, suggested by
the bands of blossom which stiiped parts of the
country round. Azalea was a very good, quiet baby ;
in fact, that night, the greater part of which it had
spent in the field outside, scemed to have saddened
it permanently.

Ruth fell altogether freer and happier now that the
figure of her rejected lover was gone,

She was all tinconscious thal often her movements
were watched from the Monastery ahove, Some-
times she walked along the path by the stream,
half hoping to mect the wonderful being who had
come into her life, so unieal, yet iound whom all the
sense of beauty-—vhich was so strong in her nature—
hacl wound itself,

Catherine was, for the first time, a little hurt at the
lack of interest taken in her new woik by Ruth, who
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secmed to be living in a world of dreams in which
the others had no part.,

LTer .gpare time wag spant in workmg al Chinese,
She was e*:ceptxanftlly fortunate in having so com-
pelent a (eacher as her father, her study of that
seemingly complicaled and confused, yet in rcalily
most orderly of languages, having been prefaced by
his admonition—

“ Keep cool, and you'll be all right, Get Qurricd
anc you're lost, Never take so much as a peep at
the difficultics which lie ahead of you. *Sufficient
unto the day,’ &c, applies very especially to
Chinese,”

Mr, Blake talked incessantly of the school. He
had become a monomaniac on the subject. The
way he harped perpetually on it got on Ruil's
nerves,

Cathetine boic with him because of his sincerity.
Qualities, in her eyes, excused a great deal

But he spoilt for Ruth many of the beautiful,
cool evenings when they were all together on the
verandal, and she would rise and wander away to
the fields around the house to escape {tom the
firitating and monotonous cadences of his voice,

Very often she found herself near the spot which
crew her to il as a magnel.

Thither she went one evening after a long day
spent indoors. Il had heen raining, and the stream
was swollen, The fireflics were darting hither and
thither, leaving luminous {rails against the alrecady
shadowing thicket.

[ere in the dark reccsses of the woods there were
no flowers, though the poppy ficlds oulside were
chenched in scarlet, with patches of white, pink,
and mauve. Near her in a backwater the lotus lily
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drecamed, while the air was so still that not even the
{eathers on the bamboos stirred,

A little way up, on the other side of the stroam,
she saw, just outside the shadow of the wood, a mass
of yellow flowers, She crossed over to gather some.
Reaching the place she looked around and marvelled
at its perfect attunement to the personality from
which to her it was inseparable, She knelt down
amongst the fragrant yellow blossoms, but forgetling
her puipose her hands fell listlessly to her side, and
she dreamed of that incense-laden Temple, perched
high up on the rock above her, where silent monks
processioned in a perfumed misl,

IFrom fay up came the sweel music of Buddhist
bells, and with the scent of flowets in her nostrils
and the music of the bells in her ears Atftava stood
before her,

He had found himself many times lately on the
lower part of the slope, admitting frankly that it was
in the hope of catching a glimpse of the English girl.
He had even, from the thicket on the Monastery
side of the stream, watched her slowly pacing the
branch-roofed path, and each time he had seen her
her peisonality had assumned for him a more magic
spell.

Once she had heen with Catherine, and as they
tallkked the gitl had broken out into a cleai, fresh pdhl
of laughter, It had played on the strings of his
nervous system as the vibralions of one musical
instiument on another, a

There was grief in his heart as he looked down at
the white-robed figure kneeling amongst the yellow
blossom at his feet,

This was to be the crowning renunciation of his
life, yet the faint human colour still left in the clear

a
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almosphcie of his exalted ideal was the irrepressible
yearning to let her know that at least her fellow soul
had recognised her, even although the love that he
bore her should find its expression in the repnuncia.
tion of the physical,

I1e was too greal, too broad, to admil any wrong
in loving her so long as lhere was no possession,
Something of the exallation with which he regarded
her conveyed itself to the givl,

She had heard his voice ithe day he had saved
them from the riolers.

Then it had been commanding and stern. 1le
spoke {0 her and a sympathetic tremor ran through
her being, The voice was low and mellow, as her
father had desciibed it, but for her it lheld a charm
and enthralment which it could have for no one else,

As she looked upon him she remembered the
stories she had been told concerning him which had
fired her imagination and enthusiasm. They illu-
minated the physical index, cnabling her to icad
the traits of chaiacter which had marked the face
so wondrously with their beautly,

Dressed in the red robe of an ordinary Lama, he
greeted her with the exquisite Buddhislic formula—

“The jewel is in the lotus,”

The girl rose to her feet, the blossoms she had
gathered and bound with, grass falling from her
hands, He bent and restored them {o her.

“I fear I have startled thee to-day as hefore.”

The girl, conscious of her faulty Chincse, hesitated
to reply. Iis diction was curiously correct, and
made 1L easy for her Iinglish ears to understand,

She fell like a little child, standing there with a
great adoration in her soul. She stumbled through
same Chinese words as well as she could, saying—
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“You did not frighlen me. [ had no right to be
there.”

“There was no wrong,” he replied.

IHer own agitation prevented her from seemg how

imuch he was moved.
» " To be therc when ecvening falls”—he pointed
upwards to the spol where she had first seen him,
with a gesture spontaneously grand and broad—is
almost to hear the voice of life. Man can only
hear the voice of life when all other sounds are
still,”

ITe spoke without ihe least trace of affectation, in
the manner of one Lo whom religion was the eveiy-
day thing of existence.

“It is nol wise for thee Lo wander away from thy
friends alone.”

She wondered if he were tiying to infer that he
would sooncr strangers did not walk on that side
of the stream, She was pained, and explained as
well as she could that she would not frespass again,
Then seeing that he had conveyed the wrong impres-
sion, he hastened to say thal he was only solicitous
of her safety.

[Te asked after the man who had visited him.
Ruth told him that her father was well,

* But he said he was a priest,” said Altava.

“In our countyy priests are allowed to marry””

He looked amazed. The idea was novel to him,
He half began to speak, then—evidently recollecting
that it was her father they were discussing—stopped
suddenly, Therc was a pause,

In China there are no Sundays, but with those
haunting bells pealing far above her, and the ex-
pressive religious figure standing in the midst of an
extraordinary stillness, there came to her the same
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sense of quiet that an Inglish Sabbath secms to
bring to the very landscape,

“I came here Lo gather some of these flowers.”

A sudden shyness overcame her, and she made a
movement as if to go. He was quick to perccive
it, and inlerpreting it into a sign that she felt cm-
barrassed, bade her a courleous farewell. The girl
was sorry., She wopld have liked him {o remain,
He moved away up the hillside, lcaving her amongst
the flowers,

Then, forgeiling the yellow blossoms amongsl
which she stood, she went slowly down the slope
towards the stream,

As soon as she had disappearcd a head was thrust
cautiously from a thicket some foew yards off. It was
Makah. He gazed upwards at the retreating figure
of the Living Buddha,

“He will come again,” he said to himsclf, “bShe
will come back too, This is indeed a weapon worlh
handling.”” ITe sat down Lo wait till it was dark and
safe for him to steal bhack in the steps of Attava
withoul being seen,

The Tartar had spied upon the Living Buddha till
he had discovered the secrel of the staircase down to
the rocky platform, IHe had even scen him enter the
cave, but had not had the opportunity of examining
the tneans by which entrance was obtained, IIe had
told Malkah of the staircase, but the secrel of the cave
and the treasures which he believed it coniained he
kepl locked in his own lLreast,
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MAKAIl and the Tartar made the most of the action
of the Living Buddha in the matter of protecting the
Christians,

They took care that it should sow the first seeds
of mistrust and bear a rich harvest in the minds of
the people and the Lamas.

Certainly it was entirely contrary to what the
people had expected, and shook the faith of many,

Thetg always remained the hundred or two faithful
disciples who had in the first days of reform, when
the danger to his person might have been great, con-
stiluted themselves into a bodyguard, It was only
these few—the elect—who perhaps really understood
his higher aims,

The others, even those who sympathised with him,
only felt instinctlively that his influence was for good,

The Tartar had dogged the footsieps of Attava
many times, down past the cave where the docu-
ments he so much desired possession of were stored,
to the platform where Ruth had first et him,

He had done so with thoughts of murder in his
heart, being only deterred by the uncertainty as 1o
whether the passage were known to any othess.
Were it not known he could have leapt upon him

from behind and stabbed him, leaving his body o
X8y
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lic for all time in thal dark way. Buol he could nol
be sure that Ching-Lu, or some other near disciple,
was not a sharer in the secret.

Besides, in his heart of hearts, he had a supersiitious
tespect for Altava's supernatural powers, and feared
that against him his merely human hand might slrike
in vain,

Makali, too, had had somc thoughts of murder as
he lay concealed in the thickel watching Alitava's
movements, More than once he had felt the blade
of the long knife which he carried beneath his Lama's
dress. Perhaps some such fears as animated the
Tartar also influenced him,

But then ensued the meeting with Ruth, and his
schemes took an entirely new direction,

He was clever enough {o have detected in the
manner of these two towaids each other an cxtira-
ordinaty sympathy. Ilis instinct told him that
chance might have been the author of the mecling
that he had seen, but that there would be others, loss
unpiremeditated.

Perhaps he would have been right had he beon
dealing with the character of an ordinary man, Ile
hardly took into account the exalled ideals of the
ong he regarded as the wilful wsurper of his own
place.

Direct prool of clandestine meetings helween
Altava and a woman, especially a forclgn womnan,
would do more to shatler his prestige with cleric and
layman than anything else which could be adduced
against him.,

The very clevation on which he was cnthroned in
the minds of the people would prove Makalh's most
valuable ally, The greater the pretention, the greater
the hypocrigy,
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In {riumph he poured forth the story of what he
had scen to the Tartar,

“If this be true,” answered the other, *we have
him beneath our heels, Though,” he added, ¥ it may
be possible thatl what thou hast seen is no more than
a chance meeting, Where should he have met this
woman? How have become acquainted with heyp”

‘:I tell thee,” said Makah, for the hundreth time,
“there is no doubt. There is that about a man when
thoughts of the one woman dwell in his soul, which
speaks of the fever of his heart to all those around
him. This so-called Saint cannot withstand this
foreign woman.”

Makah paced the narrow cell, his eyes blazing like
coals of fire, Though he had recovered from his
sickness, the unrest and burning fever, the result of
his delayed ambition, were sapping his vifality, and
his figure was shrunken and attenuated, He was
mere nervous fension,

“If they met by appointment they will meet
again,” sald .the Tartar, “We must watch, Things
are going very well, It will not do to be precipitate.”

It was night, and at an hour when everty monk
should have been alone, praying in his cell.

As they sat whispering there came a knock at the
door which startled them both {o their feet. They
waited, The knock was repeated,

Darkening the laniern so that any one looking in
should not see that Makah was with him, the Tartar
opened half an inch and looked out,

Qutside there stood a Lama who had lately come
over to the side of Makah, He was an old man with
no position in the monastery, bul about whom there
clung an air of mystery, It was noted that his
influence over certain of the Lamas was great.
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I{c whisperecd in {he Tartar's car—

“There is some onec to sce thee—some one who
can be of assistance to us.”

The Tartar in alarm opened the cdoor a litlle
widet,

“Thou hast told some onc?” he said in a hoarse
underione. *“We are undone.”

“Talk no more, I have made no mistake, Come,
open the door, The Holy Buddha is with thee.
Dost thou think I would bring danger where he is?”

Slowly 1the Tarlar opened the door.

The old monk entered, and with him the strangest
figure—a shott, enormously stout man, Jaw-ling
there was none, and his chin lay in great revolting
folds, FHis small eyes pierced like gimlets, and as he
entlered, his gaze shot round the cell with the rapidity
of a feiret. IHe was so like the grotesque drawing
of some obese creature in a Chinese picture, that his
surroundings seemed to go out of perspeclive at
otice.

His bulk was huge, but there was no indication of
a lack of vitality, LEvery movement scemed to speak
of enormous physical strength and rapidity. Ile was
plainly dressed, although the mateiial he wore was of
the richest,

This was perhaps the most powerful man in China,
head of a secret society, which-—cven in a country
which is honeycombed by such organisations-—was,
remarkable for its influence and power, Not a town
or a country district bui had agents of sufficient
number to do its work, The supreme control of {his
immense human weapon was vesled in the man who
now stood with his hands clasped on his enormous
pannch, smiling benevolently at the two Lamas,

His appearance was ludicrous, yel he emanated an
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extraordinary impression of power and personal
dominaiion. When he spoke his voice was so thin
and small as to be laughable,

e looked from one to lhe other for some
moments, and then made a most respectful salulation
to the "Tibetan,

Makah smiled with pleasure, and, as if he had bheen
receiving obeisance all his life, raised his hand in
blessing,

The man of flesh before him examined him
attentively, taking in every defail of his appearande,

He gtasped at once that Makah might be a fanaltic,
but thal he was not a foolish one, and that there was
enough subtlely written in his face to show that he
would be prepared to buy his triumph by means not
too scrupulous.

“Thou art the victim of a great wrong, Reverence,”
he said,

“The usurper's days are numbered,” answered
Makah confidently, * The metal is in the fire, The
sword shall soon be forged that shall avenge me.”

The fat man nodded his head slowly as if
agreeing,

“When we are ready to strike” interrupted the
Tartar, “it will be either he or cuiselves.”

The other went on nodding his head, but held his
peace.

Makah burst into an excited peroration on hig
causc, The fal man said not a word Lill the Tibetan
had quite finished, Then he spoke,

“I can help to put all this right and place thee
upon the Living Buddha’s throne more easily than
thou could’st by thyself, or with the aid of mere
Lamag.”

The two monks looked at him in amazement,
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The ridiculous voice.had in il a ring—not of the
confidence bhorn of enthusiasm, but of confidence_
arising from the knowledge that he wag promising
that which it would even be little irouble for him to
perform,

The old monk, who had stood back in the shadow
by the door, came forward.

“Perhaps when they know-——" he began,

But Makal interrupted him, and speaking to the
man the old monl had brought with him, said—

“Who art thou?”

The fat man thrust his hand into his bosom,
saying-—

“*May I be permitted o offer the Living Buddha
of Tsang-Lo and his lieutenant a fuchsia?”

Makah was still unenlightencd, but the Tartar
started back with a cry, He now knew who the
visitor was,

“ 1t is ” he began,

“Hush | ” said the other, putting his finger {o his
lip.,

But the Tartar went to the Tibetan and whispered
earnesily in his ear. When he had finished Makah
looked at the visitor willl amazement, and {he head
of the Fuchsia League added—

“To {he Talé-Lama I am a friend in need, To be
crisp: Attava, the vsurper and imposior, sceks 1o
influence the people in matlers other than religious,
His power is becoming a menace to ours—" lic
paused for a moment, gnd then added in an almost
terrible manner, “lo mine; at least, in this distrvict,
And religious movements are apt to spread with
startling rapicdity, To-day it Is a town, to-morrow it
is a province, that is influcnced, Trom inquiries I have
made, I find that there is every reason for his being
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so like the barbarians, e id the son of a foreign
devil, He must be removed.”

“Impossible. He is guarded night and day,” said
the Tartar, ’

“ Excepting when he walks by the stream with the
foreign woman” And the stranger gave a short,
sharp laugh,

The monks listened in amazement. This man
secmed to know everything,

“Worst of all,” he resumed, “he has commenced
to preach against secret socicties, He has caused
cdisloyally and disaffection amongsi our followers.
He must be removed, And [ will show thee how it
can bedone. But first accept a fuchsia,” He held out
the blossoms with an almost malignant expression,

He wailed a second or two, and then frowned,
Neither seemed anxious {o accept his gift,

Makah was the fiist to strefch out his hand and
take the blossom, The Tartar followed.

Both monks were bound by their holy vows not {o
join any secrel organisation., Makah felt that as
Living Buddha he was free of such a vow, and the
Tartar was unscrupulous,

“We have but one rule,” said their now despotic
chief. * The least disdbedience to any one who may
be placed in authority will be punished by instant
death, We have a graduated system of execuiioners,”
he continued, smiling sweetly, as though he were
cdescribing an eniertainment, “and when all others
fail I carry out sentences ifiyself.,” IHe bared a
tevrible arm, on which the muscles lay like smooth
stones,

Makah frowned, There was too little of the
deference due Lo his inspired office,

“ Death to the Living Buddha,: said thc fat man,

14
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still smiling, * would mean so lilile, as he would trans-
migrate immediately Lo a body which was not under
the jurisdiction of our Society.”

Makah realised the cynical calculation of the
stranger’s first obeisance, Bul il was too lale,

#The Living Buddha sees thal power on this carth
must be paid for, and the support of one who holds
five millions in the hollow of hizs hand is worlh
having, Wear the image of a fuchsia in thy hearl,
and thon wilt be Living Duddha till once more thy
transmigralion is made.”

Makah resigned himself Lo the inevitable,

“I should suggoest that bold measures bc taken,
Naturally the foreign woman will serve as an instru-
ment by which to discredit him. Lamas have risen
in rebellion ere now. Remember this: do not fear
{he authorities at Tsang-Lo. They will nol interfere,
Manage this woirk in your own way.”

He moved towards the door, and then, as if re-
membering a ceremony omitted, returned ; and-—for
all his bulk—let himsclf gently down on his knees,
prostrating himsclf before Makah. :
Lyen then the Tibetan flushed again with pleasure
at the empty triumph, and raised his hand in blessing
as before,

“When a game is to be played it should be played
property, with all due ceremony and finish,"

Then with a good-humoured smile he waddled out
into the night, followed by the old monk,

They threaded the alleys of the Monastery till they
reached a secluded spot, where men with shaded
lanterns were gathered round a litter.

+ No one spoke, and the fleshly man was borne away
without other sound than the creaking of the poles
bending beneath his enormous weight,

[ —
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The old monk stole silently back to the cell of the
Tartar, and, cstablishing himself behind it, put his ear
to a hole carefully made, througlh which the conversa-
tion of those within could be heard, The Ifuchsia
Organisation neglected no precautions,

Left alone in the cell the two monks had stood (or
a moment looking from each other to the purple and
scariel blossoms in their hands.

The Tartiar, who had known of the existence of the
Fuchsia Sociely, expericnced a feeling of strong dis-
comfort at finding himself a member of it. He knew
how uncompromising and deadly were its methods,

There had been a young monk in 1he Monastery
some time before who had been slain under mysterious -
circumstances. A fuchsia had been found lying on
his breast. I{ was after {his that Atlava had com-
menced his crusade against secreil societies, proclaim-
ing them immoral in inception and disastrous in
results,

The Tibetan, who had not fully appreciated what
he was doing, listgned to the Tartar’s explanations
with some feeling of counsternalion. Bul there was
consolation in the fact that so powerful a body had
promised thal he should be the Head of the Tsang-
1.0 Monastery.

“Whalt is the secret of their power?*” he asked,

“] have heavd those say who know, that it is
because, whether for good or covil, no promisc they
ever make is broken. When a man who'is of them
says he will do a thing, he must do it or die. At
least, so wiuch {5 known of them by the outside world,
We shall know more, no doubtl,” he added grimly.

The Tibetan was pleased. They had promised to
restore him to his position. What more could he
want?
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The Tartar and he thought over the best means of
taking the nextl step in furthering their interests,
They decided to impress the Lamas by going in a
body to the Living Buddha and protesling againsi
the proteclion he had exlended to the forcigners.
They knew beforehand thal his answer would be one
which would play still more into their hands, and no
single effort which might tend to weaken his influence
was to be neglected,



CHAPTER XIX

TIE day the young military Mandarin had led his
soldiers Lo the protection of the Europeans, he had
on leaving them returned to the residence of the Chief
Official Lo report. As he was borne along thiough
the narrow streets of Tsang-Lo, which had already
resumed Lheir normal aspect, he leant back in his
litter and dreamed with his opium-clouded brain of
Ruth, I'rom that moment he thought of nothing
clse,

He knew the opinion that most of his countrymen
held about European women, and had till now shared
it. DBut here was something different-—exceptional,

As a Chinaman his thoughts were naturally not of
the most exalted where a woman was concerned, His
was a sensuous though cullivated character, his mili-
tary position being merely a question of a job perpe-
trated to give the member of a great family office of
some kind, He had good qualitics, but his dominant
vice had tended to weaken any strength of fibre that
his character might have possessed,

For days he shut himself up, except al those hours
when his duties forbade i, and between heavy
slumbers—the children of his vice—drew mental
pictures of the English girl,

One day, when curled up on the opium couch and
197
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waited on deftly by a boy who arranged the pipes
with long, delicate, nervous fingers, another youth
entered and announced that there was some one oui-
sicle who wished {o sec him.

A shadow crossed the young man’s face. Ile
wanled rest.  FHe asked the visitor’s name, and, on
hearing i, betrayed the fainlest sign of agitation,
bidding the boy show him in,

Thererolled info the 100m the same individual who,
the night before, had been hrought by the elderly
Lama to visilt Makah and the Tartar, Again there
was nothing ahout him to convey the least impjes-
sion of rank or power. “ b

The young man greeted him with cmurt‘esyﬂ];rlqt
hatdly with enthusiasm, IHc bade the servanty
withdragw,

When they were left alone the fiisl thing the
stianger did was {o produce from the folds of hig’
cdress a fuchsia blossom which he handed to his host,
This he did automatically, as if it were an oft-repeatad”

_ cetemony,

" One of the most remarkable features of the organi--
salion was that, although stiong in cohesion and
wielding a teriible power, its objecls were not even
generally known amongst its members, Iis aims had
an esoteric as well as an exoteric side, and ils inner
and vltimate objecls were only known to the few,
IHow much should be imparied {o the particular
member was entircly at the discrelion of s ruler,
The greal majorily of its members were simply the
maticrial with which he worked. The hatred of
foreigners was, however, not peculiar to him, bul was
genetal to every member of the Sociely, their ex-
pulsion a first principle with all,

The young Mandarin poinied to the seat of honour,
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but his guest smiled deprdeatingly, and seated him-
self on a chair more accommodating to his bulle. The
young man look a chair opposite, fiist offering an opium
pipe. The stoul man waved it aside contemptuously,

The Mandarin had never even set eyes on this
despot before, although the details of his physique
and individuality had been described Lo him hundreds
of limes,

“There is work to do here,” f

The young man looked at him Inquiringly.

“Thete ate things going on in Tsang-Lo which are
bad for us and may tuin us.”

_Still the young Mandarin held his tongue.

“ TFirst, the foreigne:s.”

Had lhe been other than a Chinaman the fat than
would probably have spuined the stool at his feet to
indicate his contempt and hatred, but like the ‘men of
his race he simply sat with his porcine eyes blinking
slightly, and a deadly immobility about his massive
bulk, -

“ There are very few-—only four,”

41 was told there were five” The Head of the
Society of the Fuchsia Blossom almost moved in his
chair with anger, .

“There weie five,” said the Mandarin, “now there
airc but four,”

“What has happened to the other?”

“ He has veturned to Chang-King."

“] was not told. Who is the head of our Intelli-
gence Depaitment in the distiict ?” ]

The young man mentioned a name, which was that
of one of the GGovernor’s secretaries,

The slightest suggestion of a smile played round
the corner of the fat man's lips,

“It is not for the sake of four—or even five—
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forcigners that I have journeyed here.  They must of
course go too—into the river perhaps., You have the
military under your control, have you not?" Ile
waited for the reply of assent, although it was hardly
necessary, for the information—as every other detail
of the young officer’s life—was known to him,

The younger man was thinking, with a stiange,
helpless feeling at his fatalistic Chinese heart, of the
wirl with the Westetn face and the glory of yellow
hair, Was this hideous, omnipoient creature in front
of him about {o ask him to lay violent hands on hor?
For a moment he was almosi templed fo tell him he
was no longer of his Socicty, that he would have
nothing to do with any horrible work he might suggest.

To what end?

ITe would be found onc day stietched on his opium
couch, dead, No onie would know how—nothing but
a stray fuchsia blossom to speak of the all-reaching
power which had destroyed him, Or peithaps an
order would come from the Couil itself Lo say that he
was ruined, giving him the chance of ending his own
life,

An accident might happen which would appear
utterly unpremeditaicd, but which would mean his
death, There was no escape, and he knew it
Perhaps by appeating to {all in with the plans of the
Sociely he might save the girl al least,

“There is,” said the visitor, specaking as though for
the first Lime he had really come {o the point, “in the
Monastery at Tsang-Lo one who must be removed.”

“In the Monastery ? ¥

“Its Living Buddha,” he conlinued., “He has
achieved a power in the dislrict which threatens my
own, He has sct his facc against secret soclelics,
and many of our people have fallen away. True,
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those who have done so are not important, but his
influence may spread. IHc¢ has made a follower of
Ching-Lu: why should he not 'make a follower of
any olher young atistocrat who is fool enough to
believe in him? HHe can only be removed in one
way, Therec are members of our Society in the
Monastery itself, You will help them as they may
require.”

The boy brought in tea, cakes, and sweets, The
{at man drank some of the tea much as an English-
man would have enjoyed a glass of old pott. I
can't get lea like this,” he murmured, IHe then rose
to go, declining all further hospitality, He said fare-
well to the young man almost paternally ; in fact,
except when he appeared to be thmking deeply; his
manner was in every way benevolent and gentlec.

He had been two days in Tsang-Lo and had laid
all his plans. By nightfall he was ncaily twenly
miles on his return jouiney, sure that none of them
would miscat1y.

The young Mandarin retuined to the couch and
reswmed his pipe, Barely an hour had passed when
there was a great commotion in the Governor’s
resicdence, Some one had been found lying dead,
murdered,

Immediately his boy told him what had happened,
the young Mandaiin hastened towards the spot,

The victim was the young secietary with whose
diligence in the Society’s service the fat man had
been displeased.

IHe was lying with his [ace across the desk at
which he had been writing some official letlets, with
a dagger, the owner of which could not be iraced,
through his heart, On the table itself lay a fuchsia
blossom,



CHAPTER XX

CiING-L.u, who naturally saw more of the bulk of
tho Lamas than his master, began to grow appre-
hensive,

That the drastic reforms initiated and carried oul
had not met with the approval of the older monks in
the, Monastery he had always known, Thal this
feeling, however, was "likely to find expression in an
organised revoli he did not for one moment belicve,

In the first place, the discontenled ones numbercd
most largely ihe aged and feeble, Besides this,
whereas the Monastery at Attava’s coming of age
had only mustered three to four thousand Lamas, ils
numbers had since been doubled by men attracted
from all parts of China, Tibel, and Tartary, by his
reputation for wisdom and saintliness,

The newcomers would naturally be staunch
acdherents of Attava, and they, {aken {ogcthor wilh
those younger members who approved and were
enthusiastic over his reforms, would always out-
number—and would do so more and more as years
went on—the parly of reaction,

But Ching-Lu’s {cmperament, which was suscep-
tible as only. a subtilec constitution can be, began o
sense the existence of influences which he was unable
to place definitely,

202
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There were, unknown to him, two powerful forces
al work against the supremc authority—namely, a
pretender to the throne of the Living Buddha, and—
what was far more dangerous—tihe whole weight of
the Fuchsid Organisation, He was, of coutse, awatre
how strongly Altava had opposed secret socicties, of
which he knew there must be more than one having
branches al Tsang-Lo, None knew belfer than he,
living as he had done all his youth amongst the most
reaciionary and conscrvative clements of the aristoc-
racy, Lthe power these societics wielded,

While he was in this slate of indecision as to what
the next move of the other paity would be, a stait-
ling event 111ppcned which showed that the roots of
discontent in the Mnnastery had gone deeper than
he had had any conceptlion of, “ .

A powerful and inflnentidl deputation waited
upon Atlava lo say that they, the Lamas, wished
him to use his influence to rid Tsang-Lo of the
foreigners, -

This was of course a device of the two chief con-
spirators. The Tartar had already put practically
the same queslion, and wished to strengthen his hand
by hearing the same answer given to a representative
body of the Lamas,

The move was a bold one, inasmuch as it un-
masked the sirength of the discontent., But these
two had Dbeen walking with more assurance since the
promise of help which they had reccived from the
Fuchsia Lcaguc,

They had both been amazed at the power of this
body., Lamas whom they had ncver expecied to
claim-as adherents came over o their. side, They
were, however, unable to make any impression at all
ont those who stood nearest to the Living Buddha,
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These were the most earncst and highly cducated
of the Lamas, and humbered some eight or nine
hundred, It was casy to distinguish them by reason
of Ltheir sceming, when massed together and com-
pared to the 1esl of their brethren, almost of another
race,

The boy-Lamas—of whom there were not a great
number, for under Atlava’s reign it was considered
questionable to allow a child to {ake on itsclf vows
and obligations the full import of which {t might not
understand—seemed likely io increasc, as they grew
up, this band of chosen brethren, Tor, if it had been
found impossible o entirely abolish the system of
receiving children al the Monastery, Atlava hadl
detgrmined that none but the very promising candi-
dates should be accepted,

At first Attava was disinclined Lo reccive ihe
deputation, Ii could do no good, as his own mind
was irrevocably macde up not to interfere in any way
with the Christians. He certainly could not scheme
against them, It would have been utterly foreign (o
his nature, [le realised the immensc forces of
fraditional prejudice which prevailed with the
majority of the petitioners, and knew that argument
would be wasted, He might appeal io their hearls,
and the consciousncss of its being his duty to do so
cventually made him consent to receive them,

There were cerlain days—~two or three in every
menih — when Atlava was accustomed to hold
audience in a large building, which was Lo the chief
temple as the chapter-house Lo an English catbedral,
Here the pilgrims, who had journeyed many hun.
dreds, sometlimes thousands, of miles—bearing with
exiraordinary forlitude incredible fatigue and suffor-
ing, sometimes accompanied by bunger and diseasc
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~—gazed at last, their journey over, upon him they
conceived to be of the divine race.

From the surrounding country came thither also
the sick and crippled, rendering the place often
piteous to behold,

It was said and believed by many that he had
healing pawer, and cettain it was that more than one
had gone fram his presence made well and strong,

It was after such an audience that the Tartar and
Makah came humbly forward with the request that
he would use his undoubled influence* with the
secular authorities Lo rid the neighbourhood of the
Christian pest, i

Attava listened, his face gathering a majestic
steinness as the Tartar proceeded with the reading
of a paper on which their request had heen formu-
lated.

There were set forth the usual wild stories as to
the secret rites and horriblg practices of the Christian
secl, Their hand was against evety other religion,
They proclaimed the religion of the ILord Buddha
idolatry-——and so on, and so on. -

Ere he could finish, his voice faltered and died
away, Ile found it impossible to continue reading
with those pale blue eyes fixed thus upon him.
Makah, sceing his agilation, snalched the paper from
his hand and finished reading it defianily,

‘Ching-Lu starled, There was no mistaking that
this was the action of a leader, that if the others were
nol in earnest in their hostility to Attava, this man
was, [le noted that{ the hand which held the paper
was maimed, lacking the thumb., He drew ncarer
to Attava, not knowing what mighl be in these men’s
hearts, The reading finished, the followers of
Makah, numbering some thirty or forty—to repre-
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sent the bulk—stood waiting, some sullenly, some
defiantly, for the answer,

“ITow have these Christians harmed ithee?”
Altava said, addressing the Tarlar, and ignoring his
companion,

“ They harm not me incividually, bul they harm all”

“How so?”

“Do they not fatc us?”

“Shall hatred die by the hand of halred? Then
there ics hatred still, Love alone can causc hatred Lo
ceasc.”

It is known,” said the iIlm tar, for with him the
hatred of the Christian was a very real thing, and he
had sucked in from his childheod.poisoncus lales of
thejr blasphemies and crueliies, * that they worship
animals, ancd cause by magic horrible evils o [all
upon the people. Dost thou mnot remember the
Tae-ping who rebelled agaihst the Son of Heaven
himself? ",

All present murmurec, for, apart from the sin of
rebellfon—so deadly to the Chinese mind—there was
the memory of the alrocilies attribuled {o the
Tae-ping rebels, most of them more than doubliul.

“Yet only by violence can they be sent hence
And shall we blame all the servants of a religion
because somc have fallen away (tom its tear*hmgi”’

The Lamas looked atl him in amazement,

“There are those who have seen these very Chris-
tians here in Tsgng-Lo laugh at the respect we pay
to our holy ancestors.”

This was the most telling remark yet made, and a
sure way Lo appeal Lo the passions of any Chinaman,
A low growl went round. Ignoring this interruplion,
which had come from a Lama al the back, Atlava
continuec)-—
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“Surely there is great work to do here, in the
terple of our own hearts, a work of purification and
cleansing, for which untold lives shall not suffice.
Shall we waste our Uime in sowing seeds of envy and
prejudice? No, When it is made clear that these
Christians intend or have done harim we will move,
and not till then,”

“ Thou art allowing the poison from their teaching
to be drunk in by children,”

Almost @ smile played round -ihe corners ﬂf
Attaya’s mouth,

“Are there not poisong here in Tsang-Lo more
cdeadly than any thcy weould brew? What of the
poison of the opium pipe? What of the poison thal
the children drink in as they look at the unclean
sights of the city at our feet and become hardened
to them? Herg in the Monastery itself, the battleg.
I have fought with sin have not been few.” ”

“Thou art no true servant of the Lord Buddha,”

It was Makah who spoke, and he gathered himself
together, ready to face the consequences df his words,

Even the Tartar paled at the daringness of the

insult, as did those who stood behind him; for,
though many of them believed implicitly in Makah's
true claim, the instinct of gbedience {o the majestic
figute before them was sirong.
*There was a cry of anger from Altava's followers,
Ching-Lu’s delicate, high-bred featurcs lost their
usual gentle impassiveness, and the blood of those
ancestors whose names forinore than theee thousand
years had been a synonym throughout the Empire
for courage and chivalry t1ose into his pale cheeks,

Attava raised his hand, and a greal silence fell
upon all.

“ Art thou more his servant than I? Then will
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I learn from thee” The words were said perfectly

~as a matter of fact and not as a sarcasm,

There was again a long silence. All eyes were
bent on the Living Saint. His looked on none,
but were seeking beyond the veil for some symbol
by which he might teach these erring souls the trye
healing power of love,

“Tell me,” he said, bending towards the Tartar,
“were these Chustrma sent {orth from Tsang-L.o,
lhow much better would’st thou be? The triumph
would be thine; but to triumph in the wrong is to
acquire the qualily of vainglory. Then, they being
gone and bearing' with them, as thou sayest, their
poisonous doctrines, we have but shifted to others
the dangef we would- not face ourselves. Are not
all human souls of equal account? If ours be the
light—as assuredly it is—then let them stay here in
the light, and, as we see the feverous mists flee from
the face of the waters when the sun ariseth, so shall
the false teachings of these Christians be swallowed
up in the fire of the true faith of the Lord Buddha”

Not once during this speech had the voice risen
in excitement, but there ran through it a strong,
continuous undercurrent of exaltation.

Malkah, whose mind could hold and reason but
with the one idea as basis——that this man was
usueping his place—was quick to perceive the danger
of allowing Lhe matler to be carrigd thus {o the
fountain-head of truth, The point was to convince
the mob, and with the mob he included the larger
number of the Lamas, that the Living Buddha
countenanced the teaching of the Christians,

“Thou wilt not senc them away, O holy one?”

‘There way just the faintest inflection of sarcasm in
the last three words,
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“In the name of truth I may not—in the name
of truth I will not.”

“Then there Is no power that can,” It was the
Lama who had brought the man by night to Makal’s
cell. Hitherto he had been silent, not even taking
part when the murmurs had become general,

As if in answer to his remark, and as a warning
against its obvious hypocrisy, therg fell thraugh the
hot air of the room what looked like a minjature
crimson shuttlecock.

The next moment a fuchsia blossom was lying at
the feet of the Living Buddha.

Whether it had been thrown, or whether it had
fallen from the roof it was impossible to say ; but it
palpably lay there as a warning, and every cheek in
the room paled a little, save tlnt of the Living
Buddha lumself "

The audience was at an end, and all present
prostrated themselves #s-he passed out, serene and
undisturbed. .
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CATIIERINE was, to a certain extent, living in a
state of illusion. She had tio conception of the
distance her husband’s freedom of thought had
cariied him, No suspicion of what was a fact—that
he intended, should the present complication clear
away, to throw up his missionary work and 1etugn to
'England—ever enteied her head,

He believed that it would be iime enough for the
siruggle with her principles when the day for their
return attived.

In the meaniime, he could conilinue picaching
with a good conscience., IL was not ihat {he
eternal truths of Itsoteric Chiistianity failed still to

~gonvince Him,
- They had not been deterred from pursuing thelr
work by the riot, They were allogether too accus-
tomed to the sudden rise of Chinese mob-~slorms,

They knew nothing of the exceplional circum-
stances which had procduced this one, and certainly
had no conception of the volcano on which they were
lving,

Those who had {aken part in the riot under the
impression that they could be deiven away by fear
were disappointed, This, however, oilly made them

the mote biite:,

The Luropcans werc conslanily on thelr goard,
2ia
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not deceived by the fact that the townspeople seemed
to have grown accustomed to their presence.

The crowds which followed them about whenever
they appeared in the streels of Tsang-Lo wete not so
large, bul the very people whose feclings were being
wotked on by the Fuchsia Society had giown
strangely quiet, content to bide their time.

Amongst all the people concerned in the evenis
which were hastening to 2 culmination, Catherine
and Mr, Blake wete the least disturbed. True, there
had been riots, but then these were pait of the
missionary’s buiden, and as far as they could see—
having nothing to indicate the contrary-—matters had
settled down-most comfortably, ‘

The days weni by one very much like another,
Catheiine worked incessantly at the school, She
took the girls, Mr. Blake the boys, and Haviland
superintended the entire concern,

Catherine’s class consisted of half a dozen little
girls who came regulaily, limping in painfully,
supported by a big stick, or borne thither on the
baeks of men and boys—the whole .half-dozen with
pitecous little faces, and a curiouys pallor, ,whigh
some say is never seen except in connection wﬂ:h
foot-hinding.

The sight was of course not new to her, but to see
some pathetic mite holding its tortured feet in siich
a posilion as would ease the throbbing for a time, and
vainly endeavouring to stop the tears which the
ceaseless, gnawing pain would bring, made her heatt
ache,

My, Blalke was about as competent to manage the
boys he had under his care as he would have been
to ricde a buck- Jumpcr. At times the noise they made
was deafening.
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In the missionary work Ruth {ook litile part, and
althongh Catherine’s disappointment at her indif-
ference (o that which she herself considered so
important hardly diminished, her trust in God was
too complete and the sweethess of her nature too
greal for her to feel resentment,

To Catherine a nature like Ruth’s, on which dogma
could take no hold, was incomprchensible, Rulh
was perfectly willing to help in awakening the
intelligente of the children in Catherine’s charge,
but she failed fo sce the necessily for regarding
intellectual food as subsidiary and only assistant {o
the proper aunderstanding and reception of the
Christlan faith,

she could not quite explain it, even to hersclf.
She had had a most excellent Christian training,
anc was not prepared lo asserti that the effects were
other than beneficial ; but she felt that there must be
a way to regencration for the Chinese apart from
what the missionaries held to be the only way.,

A great deal of her time was devoted to litlle
Azalea, Somelimes, after a day spent in the cool
verandal with the baly lying on cushions by her
side, she would go down wilth her father and bring
Catherine back by the paths that led across the
paddy fields, into the clouded shallows of which the
setting sun threw gorgeous reflections.

At times she went accompanied only by her chair-
hearers and Tu-Su or Lo-Fen, The Chief Mandarin
regretted their disinclination Lo accept military pro-
tection,  Tde was really anxious thai nothing should
happen‘to the parly in his district. TTe had been a
subordinate in another part of China when several
Europeans had been murdered, and retained a lively
recollection of the absurd fugs made by their
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Governments, They had not been English, certainly,
but even in that case there might be trouble,

¢+ Catherine worked late, and it was often only the
approach of sunset, and the prospect of being shut up
in Tsang-Lo for the night, that got her into her chair
and on her way home,

On some of the few occasions when her husband
had nol been with her this had very nearly happened,

Neither of them liked leaving Ruth during the
lang days al the house outside the town ; but she
insisted that she was not in the least nervous, and
the place had been left so severely alone since the
day of the great riot that their fears by degiees
subsicded,

It was after a fong day spent with a Chinese book,
till the characters became positively acrobatic to
her tired eyes, Lhat, accompanied by Lo-Fen and her-
chair-bearers, she set out to meet Catherine, walking
till she reached the bridge outside the wall. Here
she got into her chair, having no fancy for walking
through the dirty alleys round the Mission House,

The day had been oppressively hot, and in these
narrow and partly covered-in sireets, some of them
only six or seven feet wide, the atmosphere was
poisonous, Ruth felt stified, \ “

Stripped to the waist, the small shoplkeepers sat
in the gloom and shadow behind their wares, The
Chinese boys ran shrieking pasl. The girls, ever
sorrowful and suffering, watched their pranks from
the steps,

Here and there a Mongolian “morsel of humanity
with bright, beady eyes, cooed in a doorway,
Women called across to each other from the windows
above,

With the extraprdinary, patient slavery by which
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the exquisile embroideries of China are accomplished,
men worked with ceaseless care al thelr frames,

Iere antd there was a bookstall with several parch-
ment-gkinned men of advanced years poring over
its conlents,

Once or twice her chair met that of some Chinese
lady returning from a visit. Ruth caughil a glimpsc
of a jewel-bedecked head and carmined checks, the
exquisilcly shaped hand, with its tapering fingers
and filbert nails, holding back the curlain to catch a

- glimpse of the occupant of the other chair, A street
preacher with a small crowd round him was reading
from a book, A man carrying a huge crimson kite
stood aside to let the chair pass. Pervading every-
thing was the close, opium-tainted atmosphere of. the
city,

Arnived al the Mission House she knocked, The
Chinaman who was left in charge appeared, He
secined surpriscecd {o sce her,

The chair was set down in the courtyard, and as
the coolies closed the gate the inevilable crowd
which had been following her surged up against it,
She went on into the house,

It had been pul into a fair slale of repair, The
paper windows were new and the ceiling had been
made dustproof, Kakemonos shared the wall with
Christian {exts, the laiter requiring all their saintli-
ness and wisdom to compensale for their comparative
ugliness of design,

Ruth looked around, There was not a sound,
Theie were several rooms, and she wentl [rom one 1o
the other withoul its dawning on her (ill she had
tiied them all that Catherine had left, ,

Her consternation was greal, It was one thing to
come down alone in{o the cily and to relurn with
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Catherine, and quite another to do both journeys by
herself. Thete was no time to be lost, and she at
once returned to the courtyard, The caretaker, In
answer Lo her questions, said that Catherine had left
some five minutes befoie her own arrival. It was
inconceivable how they could have missed each other,
There was by this time a dense crowd outside the
gates, Clearly the rabble had heard that the English
gir]l was alone, and as many yellow faces as were able
were peeting with the eteinal Chinese stare through
the wooden bars, Some of the faces wore expressions

which were by no means pleasant,
Ruth knew that the worst thing she could do was

to display any sign of fear,

~he re-entered her chair and bade the coolies open
the gates, They made eveiy objection. Directly
that was done, they said, the crowd would surge in
and probably destroy everything it could lay hands

o1,
At last Rulth commanded them to do as she told

them. They refused point-blank,

There was greater danger than she knew of, they
told her, A council of war was held, and it was
decided to slip out of a little side cdoor. This being
opened, however, very nearly resulted in the mob
gaining access to the building,

Ruth began to feel frightened, Time was getting
on. It would soon be too late for her to leave the
city al all that night,

An idea struck her, She would send Lo-IFen to her
father. It was just possible that he might arrive in
time, At any rate it was the only thing to be done,

The coolies held the side door, and Lo-Fen slipped
out, A howl arose, but there was no attempt to hurt
him in any way, a result no doubt of the fact that
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,ﬁ
Lo-Fen had invariably repudiated any Christian
leanings in his own conversalions with the Lowns-
people.  Ruth retarncd o the deserted schoolroom,

The coolies brought in her chair, and, seeing no
particular danger threalening to themselves, gambled
in the corridor outside.

A painful sense of helplessness and isolation ovet-
look her, She wondered—and at the thought the
hot blood surged up to her cheeks—whether her
father would invoke the aid of the Living Buddha,
should he he loq late to gain admittance to the city,

Later, the noise ouiside diminished somewhat, and,
hoping that the crowd was dispersing, she ventured
ouf info the now darkening courtyard,

A terrifying howl arose as soon as she appeared,
The picture left in her brain as she retreated
was that of a dense mass of faces, rendered ghastly
in the growing gloomm by swaying lanterns, The
slieel, which slretched! away in {ront of the Mission
House, was full from end to end with a shrieking,
foaming mob whose blood was up.

It was not a pleasant picture, I{ might live in the
memory as picturesgue, but held al the moment too
many hideous possibilities, All the tales she had
heard of murdered missionaries rose up in her brain,

It was in just such a way thal an IEnglishwoman
had been caughi and massaced near them, some six
months befote,  She remembered the details of how
the poor mangled body was found, Though not a
coward she rose willh a shudder, Tears crowded
upon her fast and thick.

Each additional sound scemed Lo assure her that
the mob had at lasi broken in.

As it grew darker her excited imagination peopled
the room wilh yellow-faced Chinesc specires,
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Peflmps the crowd were even now climbing the
wall whiclr surrounded the house and was her only
safeguard, She grew fearful of having any distance
between her back and the wall, against which she
put a chair, opposite the door, so that nothing could
enter without her seeing it.

She remembered, with a certaln sense of relief, that
the danger of the place being set on fire was not
greal, They had thought of this when taking it, and
had deduced its immunily from the fact that such an
event would resull in the desiruction of the whole
quartier,

In the coolies she placed no reliance, In fact, they
constituted an addilional danger,

They might at any lime, to save themselves, let
the howling mob into the house,

All thiough her terror she thought of Attava, and
found herself praying to him as if to a god,

How long she sat she knew not, bul at last it was
quite dark,

Opposite to her had gradually faded with the light

a fext printed in LEnglish, ® The Lord is my refuge
and my strength,”

To her amazement she found herself wondering At
ihe hopeless colouring of some gaudily painted
{lowkers with which it was garlanded.

Then the words began o repeat themselves in her
brain, as if endeavoutling of their own will to bring
some comfost,

There came a baftering al the side door,

Could it possibly be help?

One of the coolies rushed in to say thal the crowd
had commenced an assaull upon the building, and
that the other coolie had climbed the wall and was
mingling with them,
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Then a great sense of courage camc over her, a
form of palriotism, The greatness of the danger, the
certainty of the end, numbed all fears,

The baltering continued, and she heard the door
give way,

A repugnance to dying in that unnatural Chinese
dwelling drove her into the courtyard, where already
there were men and boys sitting asiride the wall
shouting cncouragement {o thosc benecath on the
other side,

The crowd surged through the house. The court-
yard was thronged in a minute, The lanlerns shed
a2 lurid glare over all, rendering particularly terrible
and loathsome the figure of a man, stripped to the
walst, and brandishing an ugly knife,

Bizarre, fantastic, the creature advanced towards
her in the uncertain light,

The end had come,

She faced him resolutely, He paused, and there
was a diversion, made by the big gales giving way.

Then for a momenl a dead silence came over
everything. The light flickered, and the whole
crowd looked at the man with the knife, poiscd before
the girl, who stood pale as death, but tense wilh
pride and delerminalion to dic worthy of her race,

A distanl grow! from those who were nol near
enough to sece actually whal was going on rosc and
fell almost like a dirge.

Then she saw the hand with the knife raised above
her head, even as it was seized and ihe knife
wrenched from il, a space swept clear around her,
and the young Mandarin, quivering with rage in
cvery limb, standing belween her and her enemies,



CHAPTER XXII

OF late the young Mandarin had grown paler and
more languid, ITis vice was making terrible inroads
upon his constitution.

The Chief Official, who, apart from his ruling
passion, avarice, was a good fellow enougl, and took
a kindily and paternal intercst in the young men
attached to his office, shook his head sadly, and
murmured-—

“A dead man moving among the living,”

He and all those about him were addicted to the”
same habit ; the comparison, however, between them
and the doomed young officer amounting to the same
as that between a drunkard and a moderate drinker,

The fdelity and devotion of a foster-brother
arresied the too rapid progress of the disease, and
prevenied the effects, which would have been notice-
able cnough in a victim of less exalted rank, from
becoming too obvious,

There were periods in which, aided by the vigilance
of this servant, his will-power reasseried itself for a
time; but his surroundings, the luxury and inactivity
of this petty provincial Court, and the deference due
to his bicth, were none of them circumstances con-
ducive to his being compelled-to abandon the habit

for mere exislence sake,
210
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That Ruth ruled bhis dreams was an amazing fhet
which he thought best to keep to himself, Ilis own
doll-like wifc was as nothing to him, She was, of
course, of cxceedingly good birth, and toddled
through life on lher ~ twisted, gill-shod little hoofs
with a chronic laugh full of emptincess.

There were othey women in his houschold, pretty,
taken from good families, and occupying a position
of most respectable sccondary wifchood.  They
smiled on his life from bchind masks of paint and
blackened ecyebrows, IHe was rich, and these silk-
clad little ivory dolls had everything that Chinesc
women might wish for. There were children too, little
things that crawled about their nurseries like coloured
beetles, ,

None of thesc women had ever touched his soul,
probably because they were withoul soul themselves,

Mad thoughts of falling in with the schemes of the
Socicty, conniving at the murder of Haviland’s party,
and preserving the life of the English girl flitted
through his clouded brain, _

Cut off from all Luropeans, who would there be Lo
say thal she had not perished with her friends?

The idea almost roused him 1o the necessary
energy for carrying it oul.

The fale of the Iinglish parly scemed s0 corlain
that he asked himsell why he should not derive some
benefil, Aftler all, he would he her saviour, and
would surely have some right o reward,

It would most likely be impossible for him lo
preserve her from the Fuchsia League, but, at the
same time, he would try.

The young exquisites of Tsang-Lo flulfered their
fans and drank perfumed tea as they talked
mysterionsly of some great “event which was
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impending, and which would strike terror to the
hearts of the Lumpe&ns at the seitlements,

The emissaries of the Fuchsia League were every-
where, listening to everything., Corrupt and sordid,
the Chief Official, regarding his district as a mere
milch-cow from which to extract wealth, took no
serious steps to avert a movemenl of which he
received warning in a hundred little ways, e was
fearful, but apathetic.

He had given these foreigners the prolection of
soldiers, He had expressed his own wish that they
shouid be well trecated, and was, in his heatt, a little
annoyed that they should insist on coming to disturb
the smooth course of official life, He had done his
best. No man could do more,

Ching-L.u’s conversion was a favourite topic at the
Mandarin's Court, and a fact which had never ceased
to rouse wonder and amazement

It was realised by the Iuchsia Brotherhood that it
was highly undesirable that anything should happen
to him, and there was a sort of tacit agreement among
them to this effect, Information cametto them that
not only in Tsang-Lo had the little stout man made
arrangements for driving out the foreigner, but that
all over the empire there was a great movement
impending,

This person’s power of travel and endurance was
enormous,

Once again he appeared in Tsang-Lo, and the
young officer, hearing of his arrival, almost feared
that he knew of his secret passion for the Inglish
girl,

He knew that this man had only to give the
signal and the trap would close,

If death were certain he had a great desire to be

i
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for a space of time alone with Ruth, and (o make
her understand some of the passion and adoration he
{ell for het,

The idea of sacrifice never entered his head, There
Had been nothing in his training and bringing-up lo
suggest such a moethod of thought, [Ie knew that
his own cloom was sealed in any case, and ihat the
junice of the poppy was gradually lulling him to sleep,
[Te would, atl auy rale, know this one greal happiness
before the end came, while he still had cnergy to
cnjoy it

And so, as the days went by and the heat of the
summer grew more and more oppressive, he walked
by the lotus pond thinking of her, or dreamed in the
pavilions in his garden, while the heatt of his foster-
brother grew - heavier and heavier as he saw his
manner becoming more languid, and noled the
pathos of the strangely humid “eyes,

By this time mosti of the {lowers were gone, except-
ing the lotus—that still drew life from the cool waters
—and the flaming sunflowers that faced the cloud]ess
sky insolently, daring an all-powerful sun to burn
away their glory,

[His foster-brother he trusted as himsclf; yet, so
complicaled was the registration of members of the
Fuchsia Society, thal very often two brothers were
members of differciit lodges in the same town without
being awarce of it.

Still, if he were Lo carry oul his scheme he must
trust some one, and so he told him his vague plans
and askecd him to cast aboul in his mind for a way in
which Llley might successfully be carried ou,

The impassive features of this man betrayed not
the leasi astonishment at what must have been an
amazing fact, and, to him, a very shocking one,
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The difficulty was to koow how and when the
Fuchsias were going to act. So far the only instruc-
tions the young man had received wefe to keep his
soldiers quiet, and not to allow them (o interfere
officially to repress any disturbance, L

Ile must by some means or other find out when
a movement was to be made, He had been lrying
to do so for some time without success,

His foster-brother was eager to help in the scheme,
[t came to him as an inspiration that perhaps the
forefgn woman might be the salvation of his
master, '

Every plan that either of them could think of was
eagerly discussed, only to be thrown aside, The one
that seemed possible of execution was that at the
firsl sign that a disturbance had begun and that
the Fuchsias were at worlk, his soldiers should be
instructed to surround the girl and convey her to
a chair which would be in waiting.

Yet even this would require the gieatest care and
caution in catrying out, There were, he had not the
least doubt, members of the League amongst the
soldiery. When he reflected on this fact he became
—even though he had been broyght up in the midst
of official corruption—sad at heart at the impossibility
of vestoring anything like healthy government to his
country. Ile realised how honeycombed the whole
fabric was with dissentient elements.

Then one evening there was a great noise without,
The people were running past all bent towards the
same quatter of the city,

IHe was at the moment going over a colleclion of
rate pictures which had been made by his ancestors.
An addition which he had that day purchased had
led to his examining the whole collection cursorily.
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They were conlained in a magnificent inlaid pross
of pinewood, and were hung in rows onc on the top
of another,

The subjects stretched away back intq the con-
furies, Onc represented 1he three sages studying
the symbol of the IMing and the Hang, which lay on
an exlended cloth held by two slaves.

Another was that of & woman, her hair bound with
red silk and ornamented with silver filigree work,
She was standing on an enclosed terrace or piazga,
several men in monochrome dresses in the back~
ground, Beneath her, in a garden divided into
parterres by tiny watercourses, “over which ran
enchanting and fancifully built bridges, walked a
crane painted in subdued grey and bluish black, the
woman herself in a daisy-bordered robe, with beauti-
fully moulded hands, leaning on the rail in front of
lher, It was the masterpiece of a well-known arlist
of the sixieenth century, and the young man sal and
drank in the mellow, modulated colouring with full
apprecialion of a thing beautiful,

[1is foster-brother entfered, and spoke (o him
hurriedly beneath his breath,

In a second the young man was on his feet and
calling for his sword, This, a large, two-edged
weapon,/ was broughi, and, summoning scveral of
his retainers and bidding them arm {hemsclves, he
hurtied oul and bent his way to the more crowded
parts of Tsang-Lo where the Mission Housc slood,

He arrived just in lime to save Ruth from the
uplifted  knife. Another moment and she would
have been down, and the crowd, with thal brulality
which is the anomgalous characteristic in any highly
cultivaled people, would have swepl over her.

The young man secmed like one possessed, For
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thé first time he was worthy of those ancestors whom
he worshipped with all the fervour of his race.

The crowd of demoniacal, frenzied men and boys
shrank back., Those on the wall dropped into the
street below,

It seemed as if some other influence had come to
his aid, for here and there men were seen persuading
the crowd to disperse.

Of Lamas there were none. It was {oo late an
hour for them to be in the city,

Strangely, almost like a dream, the crowd melted
away,

With exquisite courtesy the young officer led Ruth
back into the schoolroom. She was faint, and placed
her hand upon his arm. At the ftouch his whole
being vibrated with passion. The swoid which he
held fell with a clang to the ground and was picked
up by one of his followers,

She sank into a chair in the schoolroom, wonder~
ing at herself for having remained so calm and con-
trolied,

IHe went out and saw that all the doors were made
as safe as possible, and placed a guard at each,

Remnants of the crowd looked on in amazement.
As he gave the necessary Srdmrs he realised -the
dangerous course he was %Etmg&ing. This open
championship of the Christianii] would give deadly
offence ; but, with the fatalismi*6f his race, he was
unable to cxamine thgmeonsequences too keenly,

T

He commenced tosdce the iolurtyard with that

rocking motion cau"SBCL by the@hinese shoec.

I£ was an hour when™ he wessaccustomed fo be
under the influence of the drug,fnd a wild hbeast
began to tear at his vital§; yet"‘% gave no sign of

pain, and though the angyish grew momentarily he
S

-,
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stifl pmsued his monotonous walle in front of the
room in which she was,

Ruth sat and waited, although she (eIt her strangth
and power of endurance ebbing from her. The
danger was over now, and at intervals a slight,
pitcous sob broke {rom her.

She yearned with every moment to hear the voice
of her father without; or if only He—tio whom her
heatt had instingtively turned in the hour of danger
—would come,

Perhaps they werc even now sl;mc]mg ouiside the
city gates wailing for morning, )

Not that the prasence of her defender did not give
her a sense of security, She fell no further fear as
to her safety; and after a time, worn out, her head
leancd back against the wall bchind her and she
dozed,

She was awoke by the sound of her father's voice,
and opened her eyes lo find the room full of Lamas.

Her father and mother were standing by her, whilst
in the background were the young Mandarin and
Ching-La.
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HAVILAND had been a little annoyed on discover-
ing that Ruth had gone without him to call for
Cathetine,

e, however, apprehended no danger, and if was
not till Catherine retuined to the house alone that he
became at all uneasy.

As sunset appioached they grew more and more
anxious, and had decided to go in search of her when
Lo-Fen arrived, withethe terrifying news that she was
shut up in the Mission House, and that the building
was surrounded By a howling, murderous mob.

Leaving Lo-Fen to take care of the little foundling,
they hurried down to the city, to find the gates
closed,

They battered and shouted, but the walls above
them showed no signs of life, nor did the four-storied
tower, hanging top-heavily over the gates.

From where they were they could hear the distant
voayr of the mob,

Their hearts stood still within them.

At last a couple of guards appearad on the
walls above Lheir heads, but flatly refused to admit
them,

Catherine and Haviland were distracted, and Mr.
Blake wepl with giief,

234
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They tried entrealy, command, and bribety ; bul
all Lo no purpose,

Tears of helpless rage ran down [laviland's cheeks;
and, maddened with the obduracy and insolence of
the guards, he hurled his weight against the wicket,
which refused Lo give way cven before his prodigious
strength, Tu-Su, in Haviland’s name, offered sums
Loo colossal in the eyes of the sentries Lo be credited,
They demanded thal the money should be produce
firsl, and jecred at mere promises, *

And 'ever the distfant roar of the crowd rose and

fell,
From Mr, Blake came the most valuable sugges-

tion,
“Perhaps the Living Buddha would help vs. He

did so before,”

Ere the words were well out of DBlake’s mout,
Haviland had turned and fled up the hill towards the
Monastery, leaving Catherine and Blake standing in
helpless miscry,

The distance o the Monaslery secmed inteimin.
able. As he neared the enlrance he remembered the
Tibetan dogs, and revolved hastily in his mind how
he should elude them, Ile passed through the arch
and, neither seeing nor hearlng any evidence of their
presence, made a dash past the place where ihey had
been on the former oceasion, escaping by the firngtion
of an inch the closing of the powerful jaws, as the
huge brutes leapt at the spot which he had {hat
instant passed.

[Te went on haslily, Ide could hear the Lamas
who acted as gate-keepers talking to the animals and
pacifying them, Ii was now dark and they luckily

had missed secing lim,
As he ascended the hill he hardly dared to look
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back down upon the city for fear that flames rising
from the Mission House should assure him of too
hideous a truth,

His child, his little girl, was alone, defenceless, in
the midst of those howling thousands, and nothing
bul a miracle could save her.

Of the humiliation of having to appeal to the
Living Saint he recked nothing, He would have
humbled himself to the dust for a little help.

The horror of a refusal never entered his brain,
Somchow, from the first moment Blake had made
the suggestion, he had felt that in the Living Buddha
lay the certainty of help.

‘The climbing of the hill he 1emembered afterwards
as if it had been a nightmare, 2 dream in which he
was making for a place which seemed to grow further
and further off as he moved- towards it, A cold
sweat broke out on his brow as he conjured ap the
scenes which mightat the moment be taking place in
the city.

Ever and anoii the moon shone out hetween the
driving clouds, illuminating with pale biue light the
deserted spaces and pathways, a beam here and there
falling upon the fantastic shape of a praying-wheel,

Quiet lay all around, save that from far below came
the baying of the Monasiery hounds, IHe went
swiftly on, breathing heavily,

The monks had retived to rest, and the long rows
of cells stretched away, ghostlike, on either side,
Flere, high up on the hillside, he could hear nothing
of the yells of the mob, and thought it strange that
so short a distance should baffle hearing, For one
moment he was filled with hope that they had
abandoned their attack, Then the other terrible -

possibility gripped his heart,
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Once as he ascended he paused. In front of him
he thought he saw several Lamas.ereeping along by
the cells in the shadow, as iIf anxious o avoid
observation. 5

They were membBers of the Ifuchsia League, going
to a meeting in the Tartar's cell, at which his own
destruction was to be part of the plans for consider-
ation,

When he reached the place where he had seen
them, he concluded thai they musti cither have been
phantoms of his imagination, or that they had dis-
appeared with incredible silence and speed down onc
of the many paths that led to the river,

Farther up he passed a watchman, who failed Lo see
him, .

At last he reached the open space at the top.

Through the doorssof the Temple he could sce a
dim light burning, There were no doubt watchers
there before that light which was never extinguished,
e went on to the dwelling of Lthe Saint,

The Larha who answercd his knock was unable {o
take in his meaning, and he went to feich some one
else.  The newcomer grasped that Haviland wished
lo see the Living Buddha, and shook his head
vigorously, IL was impossible. Bul Haviland had
made up his mind that whatever happened he must
see the only man who could save his daughter, o
would nol be denied, and bade the Lama in a tone of
absolyte command take his message.

Evidently impressed by IHaviland’s manner, he
returned into the building, reappearing shortly afler-
wards with Ching-Lu, who was amazed to sce the
Englishman,

Haviland explained matters as briefly as he could,
Ching-Lu took his message to the Saint, although he

+
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felt even at the moment a perhaps natural irritation
that this alien sect should appeal to them for help.

Haviland guessed something of his thoughts, for
he himself felt humiliated at the fact.

Ching-Lu hastened to the Livig Buddha's cell and
knocked, There was no reply. He enlered. It was
empty.

IHe passed out into the gallery, The Master was
sltanding atl the further end, his face upturned to the
sky, where the moon was breaking through a fabiic
of clouds,

“ Master—master|? He had to spedk iwice ere
the Living Buddha realised that he was not alone,

Ching-Lu explained Haviland’s errand, and noted
with wonder the sudden change that came over
him.

Haviland’s distress was not more marked than his
own,

For one momeént-he thought decply, and then bade
Ching-Lu give the order to have the Monastery bell
rung, which was only sounded in mements of
einergency, or at a sudden and special call to
prayer,

He went out and- saw Haviland, promising him
help, Haviland, even in the midst of His own gyief
and suspense, marvelled at the agilation” of this
usually reserved and dignified fHigure,

“The maiden is alone?” he asked, “Alone in
Tsang-Lo?"”

Haviland murmured an affirmative,

From the cells that ran round the side of the hill,
from those stretching away east and west by the
water's edge, the Lamas swarmed up, The sound
of the bell reached the conspirators in the Tartar's
far-off cell, and startled them into a fear that perhaps
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all had been discovered, Swifily they obeyed the
summons, going singly, and losing themselves amongst
the hastening throng,

Atlava having chosen such of the Lamas as he
could depend on, bade (he others return to their cells,
and set out with Ifaviland to the town,

Ching-Lu and Haviland walked by his swiftly
moving chair. It was now quile dark, the moon
being hidden. A drizzling rain had begun {o fall,

They found Catherine and Mr Blake looking the
picture of misery and woe,

Attava, knocked at the gate of the cily and
demanded entrance. It was an ancieni privilege of
the Head of the Monastery to go in and out as he
pleased.,

The man, who at the summons appeared on the
wall above their heads, went down on his hands
and knces at the sight of the Saint; but, Lo the
astonishment of all, at firsl refused to open the
frates,

.Lhe lanterns lit up the Living Buddha’s majestic
countenance as he again demanded entrance, this
titne in a voice which teriified the man, threatening
to bring the six thousand Lamas down from the hill
and storm the city if necessary,

The man was cowed, and threw the gates open,

Attava, followed by his Lamas, was about to enter,
when suddenly he realised what he had dong, He
had threatened 1o use force, and if need be (o shed
blood. IHe had been false to himself, {o the glorious
principles which he {aught and by which he had ever
endeavoured to live,

He instructed Ching=Lu {o take the larger number
of his followers and proceed to the girl's rescue,
With a deep sense of humiliation he re-entered his
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chait and bade them take him back to the
Monastery,

While he had stood commanding them to open the
gates by right of his ancient privilege, Catherine had
been siudying his face for the first lime,

The lanterns catrigd by his attendants rendered it
only fitfully apparent in detail, Calherine, scarcely
conscious in that moment of excitement of the
extiaordinary effect thal was being piroduced upon
her, was roused in evety nerve by lhe sympathetic
vibrations of this man’s being,

F'ascinated, she walched his every movement, and

hung on his words,
As he enlered his chair their eyes met foi one brief

moment,

Catherine fell the blood leave her heart,

Then the sedan-ehair, with its bearers and swaying
lanterns, moved away up the hillside; and she, her
husband, and the Lamas, went on into the city,

But a voice within her was ci1ying—

“Where~—and when?”
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ATTrAVA's intention—the first impulse of the man
within him—had been, as soon as the gales were
opened, to go in and with his own hands deliver
Ruth, or—and a shudder shook his frame at the idea
—if the worst had happened, to take a terrible
vengeance on the perpetrators of the outrage,

Moved as never before, all the instincts that he had
fought against and suppressed played upon by the
unexpected problem of sex, his habits of sclf-control
yet 1easseiled themselves, and he went sadly hack,
anguished with suspensc, as a punishment for the
undighieousness of his impulse,

He stretched out his arms in an agony, calling on
the Fathers to save this being, ihe one thing which
had made him weak, Each tiny incident of the
short interviews he had had with the girl came back
to him, Ilis love for her had come upon him so
suddenly, as a gift, something {o compensate for the
cold spirituality in which his human soul, in spite of
itself, cried out at times for sympathy of its o¥Wn
king,

There had been something in the girl’s uplurncd
faos when he surprised her kneeling upon the carpet
of yellow flowers: a frank trust—-almost adotation-—
adding fucl to the fire which the first sight of her had

lit in his soul, Iler face had obtruded {iself through
334
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his prayers. He had seen her form, wraith-like,
defined amidst the incense clouds as he worshipped in
the Temple, She had stolen into his dreams, and at
night, when the Monastery slepl, he had found him-
self—he knew nol how-~bending from the gallery
towards the place where she lay,

Fe had yiclded more than once to the temptation
of secking the spot where they had met, unaware
that on each of these occasions he had been spied on,
He kuew that sooner or later he would have to tear
her image out of his heart,and as yet this very image
had only grown stronger and more vivid day by day.

That she was bound to him by ties invisible to
human eyes, formed in lives remote from his present
ong, he had no doubt,

IHc iealised—and his inspired vision into the
elernal justice of things accepted—ihe impossibility
of their ever coming together in this world,

Ile had lived so remote and apart from human
passion that he had imagined himself free from the
danger of if, The one humah prejudice—for such it
was when viewed from his exalted standpoini—was
that in favour of Ching-Luw, the spiritual enthusiasm
and friendship for a character that had shown itsclf
so lofty and capable of sacrifice. ITe admitied sadly
ihat the slrengih of the passion was nccessarilys in
proportion to the strength of the pride which had
made him, conceive himself free from the possibility
of it.

Inn the midst of these reflections his mind flew bacl
to the oily., DPerhaps at this moment ihey .wert
bearing that exquisite {leshly tenement from fhe
accursed slums, all its beauty distorted and marred.
If thal were so, he had his soul’s assurance that she
would l;:e neatr him, Ilis religion forbacde him to use
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his occult power—in which the secrel dacuments of
the Monastery had instvucted him—for the purpose
of ascertaining this, or for any other selfish motive,
In one momenl he could have so scparated his
carthly from his inner vision as to accomplish Lhis,
As his hand sought his throat Lo loosen his 10be, a
small round metal substance came away in il, The
fine gold chain which had secuied it had snapped.
It was the firsi time it had been off his neck since he
was a boy-——in fact, he never remembered being
without il~—and as il lay in the palm of his hand he
examined it altentively,
It bore the impress of a crown and threc figures,
When he alighted at the door of his palace—it was
etiquette to call it so, although no Lama was more
humbly lodged-—those around him drew back in

amazement,
His face bore terrible t1aces of the struggle he had

jusi passed through,

The Tartar, who was standing by, called the atten-
tion of thosec ncarest to him, murmuring—

“It is an agony for the safety of the loreign woman,”

“Yet he did not enter the city to save her,”
answered another.

Makah's subtle brain al once twisted the circum-

stanice Lo his own inierest,
"~ “That was his cunning,” he relorted, It was
safer for the girl thal he should nol go.”

“And yel,” said the other doubifully, “we have
watched many cvenings, and they have nol met as

thou saidst they would.”
“Patience, patience,” whispered another voice

behind them, It was thal of the older monk—ihe
one who had brought the head of the Fuchsia I.eague

to the Tartar's cell,
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Some time after Ching-Lu returned,

Altava fell the words die away in his throat as he
triec to question him about the girl’s salety.

Ching-Lu forestalled him,

"She is safe, Pao-Tung came to her 1escue,”

Altava gave a great sigh, and he repeated-—

“Paoc-Tung?”

“Ile commands the military in the district.”

The Living Buddha remembered. IHe had seen
him once in the Temple, a blaze of gor geous silk and
fur, with jewelled sword and cap.

“IHe was keeping guard over her when we arrived,
Strange—one of his birth should be so anxious about
a barbarian’s safety.” Ching-Lu was so accustomed
to speak of all foreigners as barbatians that he did so
as a matter of habit, and not of contempt, which he
was far from feeling, A

Attava had never given Ching-Iu, the friend of his
soul, the least clue to the tiuth,

He had been so accustomed to fight his soul’s
battles without any other earthly aid than his own
strength, that it never struck him to seek sympathy
and consolation from his friend. More than once
young Lamas had sought his help and advice in
keeping their vows of celtbacy, I.ove never having
come to him he had wondered al the o’cimasiering
passion which secmed to have talken possession of
them and to be sweeping them away., Yel he had
thought that he undeistood, and perhaps he had
done so more than apy other man would have been
able who, l{ke himself, had not met with some definitg
temptatmn

As Ching-Lu stood relating to him the details of
what had nearly been a hideous tragedy, Attava was
arguing with his conscience whether it was not pethaps
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pride~—a mere desire not to part with the least shadow
of his spiritual prestige—~which kept him [rom con-
fiding in his friend, Idc was too accustomed Lo judge
swiftly and rightly in matiers of conscience nol to
decide al once when il became necessary Lo do so,

But what could he tell Ching-Lu?

A woman lhe had met {wice in all his life, who
hardly understood when he spoke t{o her, who pro-
bably looked upon him as he ought to look upon her
—as something apart. Their paths could never by
any chance lie together, IHe would make an end of
L, face it as he had faced many other struggles, and
pul the memory of het away from him,

There were lights moving far away below in the
dwelling of the Europeans.

In silence he and Ching-Lu stood W'ltChmE‘ them
as they flitted about in the darkness,

“It would be as well,” said Ching-Lu at last, as onc
by one the twinkling points in the abyss wele
extinguished, and they locked down upon im-
penetrable darkness, “if these people wenl away
while there is yet time, If they do not there will
be serious mischief.”

“They will never go while they conceive it their
duty to remain—whilst they think they are doing the
work of their Godi Il is strange, though, thal il is
we—whom they talk of as idolaters—who should

* have saved them twice from death.”

There played round his mouth for a moment a
smile which belrayed a sense of humour in the
highest things only possible to a fine intelleet,

There was a pause, and when he spoke again he
put into words exaclly the thoughts which were in
Ching-Lu’s mind,

“Qur people will not be pleased with to-night's

-
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work, If I could only teach them that on each
occasion when we have stood between the Christians
and their persecutors it has been a triumph of our
own holy religiont”

“1 heard those who had notl returned to their cells
murmuring. There seems,” said Ching-Lu, thought-
fully, “to be a spirit of unrest and discontent amongst
the Lamas, the reason for which I am unable to
fathom.”

“We must have patience” returned the other,
“Think what this Monastery was, and what it is,
We have restored some of the outward semblance
of purity and holiness, To cleanse its heait will
take longer. We have endeavoured to change the
old ways of sloth and corruption. We have planted
the good seed, We must not look to see the tree
grow, pul forth branches and leaves, and bear rich
fruit as we gaze upon it.”

“It is often difficult to bear with ingratitude and
ignorance.”

“Were it not for these very things there would be
little need for our work,”

“Yet my spirit fails me when [ think of the millions
spread over this pleasant land, all of them with their
eyes looking downwards to earth, none of them
towards heaven.” ,

The Buddha laid his hand aflfectionately on the
young man’s shouldet, &

“Patience always-—nothing but palience,” he said,
" Each wandeting soul shall be gathered in in good
time, IL is part of our trial to live, in what is the
mere flash from eternity, the sorrows and griefs that
malke our lifelime.” IHe looked down on the young
man gravely and sweetly, The other returned his
glance with an affectionate smile. Never since the
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day he had first cast from him his rich apparel and
high eslate, and acknowledged this man Master, had
a word spoken in that mellow, musical voice failed to
sustain and congole him,

They were interrupled by an imporlant message
from the Chief Mandarin, It was wrillen in the
stilted Chincse officia] manner, and ran

“To IHis Horingss T ILIVING BuUunDDIIA OF
TSANG-LLO MONASTERY,

“I Lrust thy health is good, and I congratulate thee
on thy many virluous deeds.

“Thou well knowesi-—for we have talked together
on the matler—that there have lately arrived in
Tsang-Lo several barbarians, professing to feach a
religion which cannot but be regarded as a heresy
most dangerous to all. They have already been the
cause of much disturbance and annoyance in the
city, and I am credibly informed that on each
occasion they owed their safety fo thy sheliering
protection, They may therefoie be inclined {o listen
to thy reverent and exalled advice, and deparl from
the city ere further mischief has oceurred.”

The Buddha having read the leiter through handed
it {o Ching-Lu, who said-—

“Poor manl Idc is awarc that the necessary
soldiers for kecping order exist only on paper, and
that i a more than ordinary disturbance were to
occur he mighl have {o disburse large sums for
compensation, Ilowever, il these foreigners are wise
they will leave Tsang- Lo without further watning
than that which was furnished them to-night."

Atlava raised his hand in blessing, and Ching-Lu

retired.,
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AsS Ching-Lu left him the Master resumed his cease.
less pacing,

The eyes of the Image at the end of the gallery
had always troubled him. As he walked away from
it he fell them following his retreating form, and
when he turned he was startled, so alert was the
gaze with which il confronted him, The almost
fantastic, weird impression that it produced on him
was a legacy of his childhood, for in the Monastery
there was a room round the sides of which were
ranged long rows of these {mages Interspersed with
those of other gods,

They had seemed to him, ow,ing to the way in
whicl childhood magmﬁes famﬂla,g objects, to be
gigantic and menacing.

In those days he used to receive pllgnms in that
room, and he recalléd hi,msféif as he was, a Iaughmg,
golden-haired child, still uhsaddened by the conscious-
ness of the COl"l‘uptiDH amongst which.he was living,

There was one of these figures, that of Kwanyian,
Goddess of Mercy. It was very gracious, and the one
“he loved most {o contemplale.

She bore in her arms a child. f

"Once, in his early boyhood, he ﬁ::uncl lis eyes
blinded by tears as he looked updi her,

1'7 241
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F

Was it the suggestion of motherhood in the
sculptured woman and child that roused in him
the yearning desire for an influence and affection
which he had never known?

It was in after 'years that this suggested itself as
an explanation of the sudden wave of sorrow, in-
tangible and mysterious, which had swept over him.

Above the rows of figures hung Temple banuers
and flags, On some were piclured, surrounding the
single and larger figure of the Buddha, innumerable
kneeling Lamas, On others were the figures of the
different deities, or rather saints, of the Buddhist
faith, '

The celling had been a wonder and a delight to
his childish eyes. There were extraordinary, twisted,
gilt dragons leaping from the heart of the wodd.
There were wonderful” birds, beasts, and {lowers
painted in resplendent blues and greens, with herc
ancd there a violet splash, The doorway was a
fascinating tower of porcelain, and used to risc
before him, pagoda-like, as he sat at the other end
of the room through {he weary hours of cercmonial,

Inconsequently these memories crowded in upon
him as he continued his weary walk to and fro.

The night had by this time become gloriously
light, The desire to be out in the air, {o hear again
the voice of life, seized him, Conscious of {he losd
of balance that his mind was at the moment suffering
from, he thought communion with the immensely
silent might give him back lhis calm and courage.

Ie went down to the Temple, and as he passed
through the base of the image a figure stole out of
the shadows and followed him,

Ilc was soon on the rocky platean where Ruth had
first seen him, and sat down to reflect,

-
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One thing was certain, e must persuade these
Christians (o leave the place, Once away from
T'sang-Lo she would by degrees become an ahstrac-
tion which might even be a’spur and an incentive,
He felt almost mortified at the suffering which
he was enduring for the sake of mere earthly
passion,

Bathed in moonlight the landscape lay spread out
before him, and its great serenity brought comfort to
his soul.

From the wide stretches of the rice fields beyond
his gaze travelled back to the slope beneath, on which
the dark patches showed where the fire of the flowers
would flame up again when the sun arose,

Then his heart grew still and every limb became
rigid as if he had been turned to stone,

A white fipure was climbing the hillside,

At the distance he was unable to recoguise her, yet

he never doubted for one moment whose form it was
" that was coming towards him over the silver ridges
of the mountain-slope. Neither did any other thought
occur fo him than that she was asleep, betraying in
that sleep the secret of her waking hours.

Nearer she came, and, fascinated, he rose to his
feet,

Tor a mdment she disappeared from view, and he
stood waiting breathlessly for her form to rise ahove
the sharp edge-sicde of the plateau,

The time in which she was invisible seemed an
eternity., Then, just as he was going forward, wonder:-
ing whether it had not been all a dream, ghe stepped
oh to the flat surface where he stood,

She came towards him and almost brushed his
robe as she passed.

She was now standing by the stone where he had
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been sitting the first time she had seen him, She
stretched out her hands and murmured—

“ Atlava, Lord—Master | ”

An exquisile and intangible perfume floated to
bim from her halr. The night seemed {ull of the
exhalations of flowers and the perfume that intoxis
cated him. It was somec delicale Chincsc gcent,
become love-laclen incensc through her use of i,

She stood for a moment by the vacant scat, a
moment in which he suffered an eternity of {empta-
tion, Then she {urned her unsceing cyecs towards
him, and he could see that there were tears glittering
on the lids.

Again and again the faint, indefinable scent stole
towards him, bringing with it all that had ever
appealed to him of female charm,

Her throat was very white in the moonlight, and
she moved away, going over the side of the slope
like a silver star,

He could hear her sighing as she went, and, seized
with a sudden fear for her safety, he followed her.
Onee or twice on the way down she stumbled and
his hands had almost touched her. She paused by
the patch of ycllow flowers and then went down on
her knees, groping about as if scarching,

She crossed the stream and walked back, he ever
following.

They reached the field and finally the group of
mulbetry-trecs around the dwelling,

Catherine, restless, uneasy, had risen from her bed
and had gone to sec if Ruth were sleeping peacefully
after the night's terrors,

The room was tenantless, and in her highly-strung
state anlicipating some fresh horror, she had hurtled
out to call her husband,
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To her surprisc the gate of the courtyard was wide
open, and, going to i, she had seen the two figures
'1clv'ummg across the field,

As ihey drew near the Living Buddha put up 1115
hand to enjoin siience, and Cathmme saw that Ruth
was asleep.

She looked at the girl and then again at the
upraised hand of the Saint,

She staggered back as if she had been shot. The
eyes that were looking out at her from the growing
daylight were the eyes of the lover and husband of

her girthood,
The hand that was raised was maimed, as that of

her child had been,

As she gazed, fascinated, he turned and went
swiftly away,

A wail, an echo of that of neatly thirty years
before, met the first breath of dawn and was borne

by it, throbhing, over the silent fields,



CHAPTER XXVI

CATIIERINE’S first impulse on sceing the figure of
the Living Buddha standing before her was to cty
oul for Haviland, but she remembered Ruth just in
tite,

The girl had walked past her, up the steps of the
verandah, and was now entering her room.

Catherine followed her swiftly, and, having seen
her safely asleep in her bed, went out and sped
down the field, She looked aroundl

There was no one, 1

The morning had almost come, but the curved and
gilded roof of the Temple far above looked heavy
and dull, lacking the illumination of {he sun,

She went back and paced ihe verandah, now and
then holding her hands Lo her head, which felt as if it
must burst,

She was sure thatl she had notl been mistaken, and
as the sun (lashed like a sheafl of fiery blades above
the horizon her being was also warmed with the
gladness of the tidings which it scemed to celehrate,

She (clt the tears wel upon her check,

Later she and Ilaviland would go up to the
Monastery, and when her child heard from her lips
the truth, Nature herself would teach him {o recaive it,

Then, one by onec, all those difficultics which
: 216
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Haviland had gone over so wearily again and again
during the last fow weeks came to ftrouble ler
gladness,

The single idea of explaining the truth had seemed
at first the simplest thing in the world.

Now all manner of complexities began to present
themselves, She remembered thal this child of heis
had notl been brought up in another faith as a layman
~—in which case she would have looked forward to his
conversion with at least hope—but that he had
hecome the very soul of an alien religion ; and she
had heaid enough to convince her that there were a
large and increasing number of disciples who believed
that there had arisen in their midst another Tsong-
Kaba, who would do for Buddhism in China what
that Saint had done for it in Tibet.

Carefully, with tense brain, she went over all the
possibilities of the situalion,

She tiied to cohceive things as they would be when
the truth bhad been told, With the training he had
had he would probably say that if it were so, it was
part of the scheme of those who rule the destinies of
this planet,

His mission, her instinct told her, would be an
infinitely more important thing to him than the
recovery of a parent, Iiven in thinking il over she
shuddered at the idea of her son being the High
Priest of such idolatry,

[f only a miracle would happen! If only the light
of Christlan faith could descend upon him instantly,
as it had done to Paul of Tarsus, illuminating the dark
corners of his soul, showing him that the phantoms
of heathenism were noi, except in the terrified imagin-
ings of superstition !

The chaos of doubt and difficulty into which her




248  The Living Buddha

mind was thrown produced as a result an act nafural
{o her. She sank on her knecs, and bent her head in
humble submission (o the Saviour who bad ever hbeen
to her the nearest and most sympathetic of friends.

She prayed long and carnestly for her son—prayed
that the prayers of nearly thirty years might be
answered ; and then-—overcome with gorrow, mingled
with a certain relief {hat her doubts had been sel at
rest—she wept,

Rising Lo her feet she gazed long and earnesily at
the Monastary above,  She was striving Lo veconstruct
the life her son had lived in these Temples with their
tinsel and gaudy decorations, which had always bheen
such abominations in her eyes.

Then she remembered, and it brought some degree
of consolation,that even there he had done a great
work., She herself had never heen inside the Monastery,
but her husband—with whom she had visited any
others—had spoken of the extraordinary comparative
cleanliness and order,

Was it possible that she might be mistaken? The
very simplicity of the proof roused a passing misgiving,
Almost as the doubt entered her mind she put it
aside, Those eyes had been loo startlingly like her
husband’s, The maimed hand |

The coincidence would have been too extraordinary,

In the first moments of wonder at the marvel of
her son's appearance the mysleiy of lhis advancing
across the field with Ruth had hardly occurred to
her,

Whence had they come?

She looked up at the frowning, overhanging rock,
and, ignorant of the fissure by which the Living
Buddha reached the Monaslery, the matler became
more and more incomprehensible,  Ruth  had
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wandered ont in her sleep. It did not strike *
Catherine that she had gone further than the field ot
the path by the stream.

How had the other come across her?

Al any rate, it would be difficult to tell her husband,
e would think that, overcome by the excitement of
the evening, she was the victim of a hallucination,

When he awoke the words with which she tried to
explain matlers died upon her lips.

Ier obvious nervousness Haviland pul down to the
terrors of the previous nighi, IHe refused to allow her
or Mr, Blake {o go to the school, declaring that lack
of judgment and tact was the bane of all missionaty
work, and thal they must wail till things had settled
down somewhat. They could not be sure thal any
moment would not bring an attack on the house,
He posted look-outs on the road to the town, and at
the first sigh of a rising he determined to retire, if
there were Lime, further into the country,

ITis mind on the main point, however, was made
up,

The incidents of the night before had convinced
him that it was necessary to inform Cathetine of his
inal decision, He might have let the matter drag on
for some Lime longel had it nol been for the greal
danger involved in so doing, ;

After many years of doubi and of inward stinggle
he had pul himself a straightforward question—
Was he justified in going forth and offering the dogma
of Christianily as the only means of salvation?

He had beenobliged to answer-—No.

Iis study of the entire system of the world’s
religions had taught him that it was a poition of the
truth, but he felt that even though he could preach it
as such 'he had no longer any right {o remain in a
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communion with-which he had ceased to be in
sympathy, ,

His early doubts had brought great sulfering, the
final step only a sense of enormous spiritual refresh-
ment,

In cutting himself adrift from the Church, he felt
that he was enlering religion for the first time. e
would no longer be a Christian as a sectarian, but a
Christian equally as he was a Buddhist, Taoist, or a
believer in any other faith warmed by the rays of the
truth,

e could not go about preaching that he believed
in the Trinity but denicd the Church's interpretation,

To attempt to preach the spbtletics of verities
would be to pour out his strength upon the un-
fructifying rock.

There might still be great, useful work for him
to do, and though the missionarics might do well
in proclaiming that beyond which their intellectual
limits had not gone, he felt that he himself would
be more useful perhaps in even building a railway
where it was wanted.

The worst part was that he had ever concealed
his doubts and misgivings from Catherine,

Fle had not becen able to reconcile it with his
conscience to drag another soul out upon the
tempestuous sea of question and speculation which
he himsclf was navigating. To his wife he had
simply seemed to be growing more and more Broad
Church every day. The aliitade which could at once
reject and accept Christianity would be incompre-
hensible to her,

They were together, seated in the covered verandah
when he told her,

Ruth, whose health and spirits made them feel

f
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more uneasy day-by day, and who was hardly likely
to benefit by the shock of the night before, was
sitting somc distance off with a book in her lap,
her cyes looking drcamily. out bqfére her,

Catherine had been commenting on her lack of
spirits, and Haviland eagerly .seized.at the idéa of
her returning to England, |

“I am afraid,” saicl Catherine, “that it was very
selfish of us to bring her here at all. We should
bave sent her down Lo Shanghai as we were advised.”

“You remember I suggested it and she refused,
And when Ruth makes up her mind it is difficult
to move her,” IHaviland would have liked to come
straight to the point, and to tell Catherine that he
had decided to give up his missionary work and if
possible to return to England.

Asfar as the Living Buddha was concerned, he had
fought the matter out, and had come to the con-
clusion that he would make all preparations for
their leaving, and then tell Catherine of the suspicions
he entertained as to his being her son. IHe could
never reconcile it to his conscience to leave Tsang-
Lo without having done so,

If on hearing the truth she absolutely refused to
go, then Ruth must he sent by some means or other
along, ahd he would stay with her till perhaps as
time went on she would be content to leave the
position as it was. Catherine would probably deem
it her bounden duly to make a great effort to
bring her son lo Christianity, although she would
have to admit the absolute undesirability of trying
to persuade him of his real identity. Haviland
had been {oo strongly impressed by the Living
Buddha’s conviction of his own sacred personality for
him to believe that he would ever consent to aban-
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don his position as Head of the Monastery, He
was one with his work, and that alone would i1ender
such a thing impossible,

“Why not take her oursclves?” said Haviland,

Catherine looked al him in surprlse,

“ How could we possibly do that? Do you mean
that we might take her as far as Chang-King, and
let her go down with somebody who is about to
start ? "

“No; I propose that we should return ourselves,”

“I don't understand.”

“My work as a missionary is ended.”

Notwithstanding the agitation from which Cathe-
rine was suffering she was dumfounded. She turped
and looked at her husband as if expecting to sea
the outward and visible sign of some ailment
necessitating his relurn home at once.

He continued,

*You remember I have often told you thai when
I fist came to India as a missionary 1 was very
young, Looking back I doubti whether they had any
right to send a man so young, one whose primitive
Gospel faith had never been tried in the fire of life,
expeticnce, and knowledge. 1 have drifted further
and further away from any Christian Church, although
I cannot say lhat [tom my point of view I have
deifted away from what I belicve to he Christian
teaching,” Ile pauscd, as if half expecting a reply,
Catherine making noneg, he went on, “One of my
reasons for applying for permigsion to come as far as
this was that I mighi think out the matler for mysclf,
away from influetice oh one side or the other,”

Still Catherine was silent.

“ As a maller of fact,” Haviland continued, “J am
just as much prepared to preach pure Buddhism to.
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mortow. To attempt Lo replace Buddhism or Taoism
by Christianity is a work I will no longer have any
part in, That sainlly young man up yonder is, I am
inclined to think, on the right path, He is reforming
the religion which is most suited to the.needs of these
people.”

“Bul,” faltered Catherine, “do you no longer
helieve ? "

“ Not according to your definition of belief.”

“But il is terrible |”

“ No, for it has not shaken my belief in an all-just
God for one moment.”

“ But how can you reconcile that statement ?”

This was the point where Haviland felt it would he
so futile to attempl to explain matters to his wife,
What had taken him years to arrive at could not be
put before her in a few minutes, or even a few hours,
The whole process of thought which he had been
following for so long would have to be traced hack to
the beginning. He wondered sadly whether this
avowal would make a great diffeience between them,
It seemed impossible that it should do so after so
many years of true companionship,

“QOf course,” he said, * you must not think that I
have been playing the hypocrite for years. As is
the case with most great convictions, they scem to
come suddenly, although the soil from which they
spring has been unconsciously turned and turned,
and made 1eady for the harvest,”

She was looking at him sadly, and she pul out both
her hands and held one of his belween them. IHer
own faith was so pure and strong that she was sony,
very sorry for him, She was thinking that at any
rate he must regret the inability to hold any longer
so beautiful and exalted a belief, To her, who had

uikir
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worked so Jong in the Lord’s vingyard, the cuiling
away of all the lifc and inferest in which he was
centreth would be a terrible blow,

But worse than all was Lthal this confession of hor
hushand’s should come at a momemt when Tsang-IL.o
seemed Lo hold so much that was precious Lo her,

She must tefl him of her suspicions, but somehow
the first words that came were nol concerning
her son.

“Why did you not tell mep*

Affcctionately he answered the pressure of her
hands,

“At first there was nothing Lo tell, Everylhing
scemed to reconcile itself to the Christian Church
teaching. Then when I had gone a little further I
could not sece why I should call you out inlo the
struggle and {urmoil of doubt.”

He appreciated her ienderness the more that he
knew what a blow it must be to her

It was worse than if he had been dead, dying a
Christian according to her lights.

She was, however, not of the stuff of which per-
secutors are made, She was anxious Lo be of comfort
to him. Iverything was in God’s hands, and IHe
knew best.

“] somelimes think,” said Ilaviland, looking
towards his daughter “that Ruth is perhaps more
like, in her atlitude towards religion, what I should
have been had my boyhood’s bringing up been less
narrow. It seems thatl creed and dogma are outside
her life, and yct she is eminently religious,”

“Da you wish to relurn o Eungland at once,
then?” *

IHaviland rose to his feet and 1ook a hugried {urn
up and down the verandah.
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His wife watched him in surprise, He appeared to
be undergoing a greal mental struggle.

At last he camte and stood before her.

“ Catherine, have you noticed a change in me
lately ? ”

“1 thought you were very preoceupied, but now 1
understand,”

“ There's something that I feel 1 ought 1o tell you
~-gomething that I've known for weeks,”

Her eyes blazed with expectation. She rose to her
feet with a cry.

“David !

Ruth, sitling some way off, looked 1ound,

“Hush | ” said Haviland, He drew her into the
dark shacdows of the house, out of sight.

“You remember the cay I first visited the Living
Buddha p

“Yes,” answered Cathering, het voice hardly under,
her control.

“Well, directly I saw him I madec sure he was a
Furopean, and I secmed to have seen his face some-
where before. It puzzled me so much that I could
hardly ix my thoughts on what I was saying. While
we were talking of this house, I pul up my field-glasses,
and then handed them to him. As he took them I
noticed that his right hand was maimed. The thumb
was missing.”

Flis wile was standing before him, drinking in
every word, lier eyes dilated,

“The possibility flashed across me al once—and
then onc day an old Lama told me that this Living
Bucdha had been brought from India”

Catherine’s bosom was heaving convulsively, Hey
breath caught and almost choked her,

“Then you knew [
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“I.knew?” he repealed questionfngly. ¢ What
do you mean?”

She told him of what had happened the night
befote, and he gazed at her stupefied,

“What can it mean?” he murmured, “Vou arg
sure they crossed the ficld together?”

“Quite sure  David, what is to be dene?”

“It Is your boy, Kalg, it is your boy.”

Then Catherine sank into a chair, sobbing and
trembling.

Fe took her in his arms soothingly.

As her sobs subsided they heard, borne {o them
from above, the sweet, musical sounds of the
Monastery bells.

Any doubts Cathering might have had were now
cleared away. It was an immense relief to hor to
find that there was no possibility of her having been
mistaken,

They sat for some minutes in silence,

At last Catherine said, laying her hand pleadingly
ot her husband’s arm-—

“1 could not leave Tsang-l.o now, David.”

“Yet Rulh musi be gotl away,” IHe thought for a
moment, and then added—

“Why not lel us all four go down together? We
can send Ruth to England, and you and I can return
here, In fact, I can come up with my successor, [
shall be another Iuropecan in the place in case of
frouble.  You can conlinue your school woik, and
there will no doubt be heaps for me {o do.” And
perhaps by degrees things may come right to a
ceriain extenl.” Tlec wished al once to assume the
absolute futility of going to her son with the truth,

“ Nothing,” he continued, * would make him leave
his work. Ilc is wedded to il, and your being near



The Living Buddha 257

him after hie is in {ull knowledge of the relationship
belween you could only embairass him,” -

“Yon are very good," said Catherine gratefuily.

“1 am afiaid,” he continued, *that we shall have
endless trouble here,- The whole district seethes
with Buddhist revivalism, and will more and more
engender fanalicism and intolerance, You see” he
said, making an attetmpt to tracg for her his own line
of thought, “religion in the hands of the generally
uneducated (s always fanatical-—witness Christianity
in medieval hands,”

“ David, I want my son, You remember how sure
I have always been that he was alive, I knew il as
if a voice from heaven had told me 86,

“We must study him as %@ﬁ%ﬁ‘@;ﬁ@lm& Think
—after all, you have found a soh tggéﬁ@’pl ud of, It
seetns as if it were all the work? f “§drde unseen
master-mind, as if he had been ﬁﬂeﬁ}%mt . et
West to reform the beautifuli Stead, whiglif*these
people have distorted. "Think =0f what®jiidging by"
that which he has already done—may be his %estin}r.
The Chinese nation is in need of a great teacher.
Perhaps you are the mother of such a one”

Talking to her in this manner he sought to lead
her away from the contemplalion of any sudden action,

The mystery of Ruth crossing the field (n the early
dawn with him still remained, obviously {ncapable of
being solved with the evidence at their disposal,

Unless he had the power of ascending the sheer
rock he must have come round by the path from the
town, or across the fields,

How came he to be wandering there at night?

As they were speaking of the matter Ruth came
up to them, o

Both noticed how pale she was and how languid

18
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her step, but put it down to the reaction [rom the
evening before.

Haviland told her of his delermination to send her
back to ingland,

At the idea of leaving Twsang-Lo the girl turned
white, and a look almost of terror came into her eyes,
She managed to ask them calmly if they were going Loo,

Haviland did not think it nccessary to tell her that
his missionary work was over, bul explained that he
and Catherlne intended to return Lo Tsang-Lo.
Hearing this Rulh  absolutely declined to leave
them, :

Catherine polnted out that it was her health they
were thinking of, adding that it was not right that
she should spend the best years of her life cut off from
companionship with those of her own age and yace,

The girl declared almost exciiedly that she was
quite well.

“ Let me stay wilth you,” she pleaded, kneeling by
Calherine, and leaning her head upon her shoulder,
“I ghall never be as happy anywherc else as I am
with my fatherand you, You want {o send me away
because you think I don’t take an interest in the
schools and the mission work, but [ will—al any rate
in the school,”

“ My datling child | proiested Catherine.

“We can’t he selfish about you always,” added
[Haviland,

“There. ‘must be something,” said Ruth, ¢ I's
because I was 50 carcless last night, and nearly got
you all into trouble” She was nervous and over
strung, and the tears rained down her cheeks.

Catherine, with a woman's instinet, saw that there
was somcthing troubling the girl beyond the events
of the night before,
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She began to think she had been mistaken, and to
wonder whether Ruth had really cared for Fraser;
but this supposition seemed improbable, inasmuch as
she shrank from the idea of going down to Shanghai,
in which case she would most likely meat him,

50 keen was the givl’s distress that Haviland said
no more aboul it then, neither was it possible, as at
that moment the young Mandarin arrived to convey
the Chief Official’s regrets at the violence of the mob,

The organisation of the missionary hody to which
Haviland belnnged expressly forbade any deliberate
complaint in the capacity of British citizens, ‘The
attention, therefore, gratified him, He and Catherine
both thanked the young Mandarin warmly for his
bravery.

Although Ruth hardly 1ec0gnised the galvanised
man of the previous night in the languid personality
before her, Haviland thought he detected a change
towards grealer vitality in his appearance,

He expressed a desire to see Haviland alone, and
Ruth and Catherine withdrew,

The eyes of the young man followed tha girl’s
retreating form, fascinated.

Haviland asked him into the house, but he cour-
tcously declined, explaining that what he had to say
had better be said where there was absolutely no
chance of listeners,

e therefore took a seat on the verandah, as far
away from the house as possible, .

Very cautlously he told Haviland that, though he
cdid so at great personal danger to himself, he must
warn him that, however much the city might appear
to settle down, there was no intention of allowing
thein to live at Tsang-Lo in peace,

He tried Lo convey to Haviland the extent of the
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movement which was (aking place against the
forcigners, hinting that it was not alone at Tsang-
Lo that the attack on them would be made.

Haviland unfortunately had heard this sorl of
report before, and was unable {o comprehend the
reality and extent of the danger which the Mandarin
was endeavouting to imptess on him without abso-
lutely disclosing the seeret of the Fuchsia Organisation.

Ilaviland explained that they intended shortly o
leave, al any 1ate for a timc,

On heaiing this the Mandarin hardly knew whether
to .be pleased or not. The fact of their returning
later on did nol tioubler him, as he expected any
r.?isturbance would be over by then.

Haviland further explained that it was for their
daughter’s health they were taking this step, and that
they intended to leave her behind when they them-
selves came back Lo Tsang-L.o,

The young Mandarin, belng himself absolutely
ignorant as to what day would be chosen for the
outbreak, could not guarantee their getling away in
{ime, and therefore allowed the preparations for
saving Ruth for himsell to hold good should they
not leave hefore they were attacked.

Flaviland could notl be al all sure thal this warning
was not a device of the Chief Official's, an atiempt to
frighten them away. Al the same time, the Man-
darin left behind him a sensc of insccurity, and
Faviland could not bul feel thank{ul that they had
decided to go away al least [or a time,

Refore he left, Ruth, afraid that she had not
oxpressed sulficient gralitude the night before,
thanked him carnestly for his help.

Her voice fell like music on his cars, and hor
difficult Clinese sounded wondrously quaint and
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attractive, She rouscd an extraordinary tempest of
passions within him, All ihe other women whom he
had met and by whom he was surrounded became
as nothing,

After she had thanked him he said that the best
recompense he could have would be her wealing a
charm which he would giv# her,

IHe took from his jacket a brooch of jade inlaid
with rubies and diamonds.

Ruth would have liked to decline it, t

It was an exquisile piece, of pure green; and
must, she knew, be of great value, It struck her as
she hesifated that he looked hutt, so, temembering
the setvice he had rendeved her, she took it fiom him
and fastened it into her dress.

e went ont from her presence more hopelessly
absoibed by her being than ever, and as he was
borne towards the city a slight tremor shook him,
realising that she could never belong to him.

Hardly had the young officer gone when Ching-Lu
arrived,

IHe had come to request Haviland to visit the
Living Buddah, saying ceurteously that the Master
would have called upon him, but that such a conces-
sionn would only annoy the Lamas and the peopls,
and would be likely to prejudice them still more
against the Luropeans,

Lo-Flen had not been seen since the previous
evening, and it scemed moye than probable that
he had bolted, to make sure of saving his own skin,
al any rate,

TTaviland was mosl disinclined to leave the house
under the sole protection of Mr, Blake and Tu-Su,
IHe decided, however, to take the risk,

Catherine looked after him sadly as he weni on
the visit Lo her son, She was hungrily envious.
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A$ Ching-Lu and Ilaviland passed up the hillside
towards Atlava’s dwelling, they saw standing about
many groups of exciled Lamas, lvidently some-
thing unusual was afoot, and Ching-Iu looked around
in amazement,

The calm of the Monastery had been disturbed
during the last half-hour, and he was umblc to
discover the reason,

Ouce or twice as they necared scveral of ithe chat-
lering monks their conversation ccased suddenly, as
if it ware something they did not wish Ching-Lu to
' hear,

Haviland, as he walked along, was revolving in Iis
brain what Catherine had told him about Attava and
Ruth,

Should he throw oul a hini which would give the
saint an opportunity of clucidaling the mystery ?

I1e must tread cautiously, or there was no knowing
what mischief might nol be made,

Near the Tomple atl the top they passed Makah
and the Taitar monk, Ching-Lu thought thal the
yvoung Tibetaa threw a glance of ill-concealed triumph
towards him and the Englishman,

Two or three minuies more and [Taviland was once

again ushered into the presence of Catherine's son,
ala
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Ching-Lu left them together, Haviland hastened to
thank him for his services of {he night before. He
was struck by a subtle change in the Saint’s appear-
ance, The gieal calm and control which had im-
pressed him so much the first time had given way to
a suggestion of unresl,

It seemed to Haviland that he was less apar(, that
his being was more disturbed by eaithly vibrations.

As Ching-Lu bad said, he was anxious for their
safely, Ile had done all in his power to persuade
his people to be lolerant and broad-mihded, but it
was impossible 1o create sainls out of the lower
human clay. The stories that had come up from
olher districts where there were Christians had seized
hold of the minds of the people. The mob believed
the tales of hoyrible atrocities which weie ascribed to
them, There were people in Tsang-Lo who declared
themselves witness of the digging up of the body of
a child who had been in the care of the missionaries
at T-Chang, and asserted that it showed signs of
having been subjected to the most horrible muti-
lation, J A

The convetls who had already been made were the
objects of daily threats,

Al the meniion of the converts Haviland winced,
It seemed cowardly to be running *way even for so
short a time from those who {rusted them,

He was amazed at the eanestness with which the
Living Buddha pleaded for their depaiture, That it
was fear that they were compromising himself he did
not believe. There was something about Attaves
which rendered it impossible to suspect his motives,

e then mentioned the child that Catherine had
rescued,

“They say it is sick/”
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“Thal is s0. But surely the child they themselves
left 1o die of exposurg——-"

The Living Buddha interrupted him quickly.

“Shall we look for argument in sheep?  They say
that it was only saved (o torture it

Then ITaviland Lold him that he had that morning
quite made up his mind (o leave Tsang-Lo, at least
for a time. Ile and his wife were anxious that his
daughter should return Lo her own country.

[Taviland had expected some sign of reliel, bul on
being told this the Living Buddha sat as if carved out
of stone,

After some seconds of absolute silence, Haviland
continued, saying that if anything would prevent his
going {t would be threatencd violence towards him-
self, and more especially towards the converts.

- He did not think it neccssary to say that his
own share in missionary work was coming to an
end,

Duting the inlerview he had been studying the
Living Buddha carcfully, and one Dby one all ihe
salient points of his personality showed sympathetic
to those in~ Catherine, This was indeed the son of
the strongly religious character —with its tremendous
sense of duly and loyally to those around-—and
clearly the son of the man whose character {laviland
knew by hearl—the characier 100 broadly religious to
be bounds by dogma, but fmpressed by the amount of
trnth And beauly to be found in any faiih,

The man before him was the essence of both,
Little wonder that he had become an ingpired
teacher, The (dea of interforing with his work by
the imposing of an earthly tic would be sacrilege.

He inquired of IHaviland whether they would all
accompaity him, mentioning his colleague,
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Tha idea of poor Blake left to himself {n Tsang-Lo
brought a smile to Haviland’s face, although this was
exactly what the plucky little man had wanted when
Haviland had hinled that he and Cathetine might
have (o take Ruth down to Chang-King,

I1e rose Lo take his leave, when the Buddha diew
him gently 1o the end of the gallery and bade him
look down, Haviland did so, and the other pointed
out the rocky platform below, fiom which the slope
of the mouniain commenced,

“I trust thee with a secret,” he said, “Itis possible
lo reach that spot without going 1ound by the Monas-
tery and ascending the slope to it from the othar side,
It is my habit {o commune there with the Supreme
Thought, I was in that place last night when a
maiden came thither in her sleep. I followed her
back to her dwelling to sce that no harm befell het,
Dost thou understand me?”

“I understand you,” answered Haviland, *and |
thank you,” He withdrew.

In the coiridor he met Ching-Lu, who appeated
disturbed, He paused for a moment irresglutely on
secing FHaviland, but finally turned and accompanied
him to the confines of {the Monastery., The groups of
Lamas had somewhat dispersed. After having said
farewell to Ilaviland, Ching-Lu hurtied back to the
Buddha, . e

The most extraordinayy rumdurs had, during the
short timc IHaviland had been with the Master,
reachoed his cars, A distorted version of the incident
of the night before, which, unknown to Attava, had
becn observed by several of the monks, had becn
repealed to him, ’

What these cotruptly minded men had made of
the simple incident was to Ching-Lu a blasphemy.
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IIe hardly knew how {o approach the Master with
the stoty, and yel he folt that it must be told,

On returning (0 him he found him surrounded by
some offictals of the Monaste1y (o whom he was giving
orders,

Ching-Lu was at once conscious of an atmosphere
of reseniment in thom, It was so marked that he
wondeted that the Buddha did not detect it.  Atlava
had a habit, however, of ignoiing pelly displays of
freitation, and wenl calmly on with his work Lill he
had transacted his business with cach one and dis-
missed him, Fle knew that Ching-Lu had entered
In a state of unusual excilement to tell him some-
thing, bul it was not in his nature to interrupi the
work in hand unless expressly asked te do so.

When they were alone he turned Lo him inguiringly,

“ Holiness, there must be some influence working
against thy authority, There has been brought (o
me a scandalous story.”

“If it be bui scandal, let us hear no more of it.”

“IL conceins thee, Master, and is vouched for by
many of the brethren,”

The Buddha looked atl him scarchingly.

“What do they say?”

“They say that lasl night—" Ching-Lu paused,
It required courage to continue-—~“ Thou wasl secn on
that slope, alone with the forclpn girl,”

[To went to the end of the gallery and pointed
downwards, IIc had expected anger al the least,
ITe had not believed that the Buddha could ba proof
against so deadly an insult, bul the Master only
locked more thoughtful, and answeted—

“And what if it weroso?”

Ching-Lu looked at him in amazement, There was
a curious meaning in the Buddha's volice.



The Living Buddha . " 6%

“What if it were s0? " he murmuted dazed,

“ Ching-Lay” sald the Buddha softly, * ever sinde we
irst met, and thou mad’st election to help me in my
lask and to be my biother of brothers, every secret
of my soul hath been shared with thee” He then
lold Ching-Lu of his first meeting with Ruth, and
poured out the whole story of his love for her.

Ching-Lau listened, thundesstiuck, but he at once
saw how lillle those who had slandeied him under-
stoodd this man, IIc might be vilely tempted-—he
could not himself be vile,

“Theie must be some tie between us, the remnant
of an earthly passion indulged too much in another
life, 1 should have told thee of this before,” he
continued, noticing the ciestfallen look of his disciple,
“ bug whuc would have been the profit?”

Ching-Lu was silent. Ile was thinking what a
weapon-this would be in the hands of the reactionary
party, Lo what dimensions the stoiy would swell by
the (ime it had gone the round of the country side,
The fact thal Attava could be victim to an eaithly
passion lowered him in his eyes not at all, for he could
see thal the acuteness of the suffering was only
equalled by the ceilainty of victory, .

Suddenly an idea struck him, and he exclaimed—

“ But these men must have been spying |”

+ Qf this Aitava had no manner of doubt, It was
not the point which interested him,

The way down through the Temple was certainly
supposed to be a scciet known but to a select few,
The discovery of it by others did not appear to him
to be of the gtealest moment.

In former days it had been the seciet of the Living
Buddhas and the immediaie heads of the Monastery,
and bad no doubt becen used for some such purpose
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as thal which the cavesdroppers had altributed to
Altava, ) a

“Why should they have been spying? " questioned
Ching-Lu,

“ It is some attempt to discredit me,”

There was a sound of voices without, and the
Tarlar, followed by several of the monks, buist in,
Simullancously, however, some of the Buddha's poer-
sonal following centered from another door, and stood
round him ready {or eventualitics,

ILven these looked perturbed, The Master had
been accused of treason to the very vow on loyally
lo which he placed the greatest imporlance.

Makah was nol with those malcontents who enteied
the roam,

The %aint mel the intruders with a stern glance,
which was sufficienl, first Lo biing them up abruptly,
sccondly {o wring fiom them the homage due to him,

“What is the meaning of this discourtesy ? "

The Taitar spoke,

“We have been told that which has s0 amazed us
thal we would have some answer for thy traducers.”

“What have ye been told ?”

“There are six brothers here who say that they
gaw thee, IToliness, walking by night with the foreipn
girl who dwells below.”

Ailava looked at them In silence for o moment,
his face neither belraying anger nor irvitation,  After
o moment he putl the simple question—

“Where?”

The Tartar went o the side of the gallery and
poinied down {o the platform,

“On the slope atl the base of this rock.”

“ Al whal hour?”

“An hour before dawn,”
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Jor one moment those in front of him thought the
?Buddha was about {o argue the question, and this
emboldened them, Their manner gathered assump-
tion,

“Let those who say they saw this thing come
[orward,”

Threesor four of the monks standing behind the
Tartar did so,

“Whal were ye doing from your cells at that
hour?” interrogated the Buddha sternly,

At the unexpected question they slunk back
amongst their brethren abashed,

Those behind the Living Buddha waited, bieathless
and expectant, .

At all times the Master had preached continence
lo them, pleaded with them for purity, had imploied
them to work, each in subduing himself, so that
the repufation of the Monastery might be lifted
from that of the most cortupt to that of the most
incorrupt,

The only time he had been known to become
passionale was in thundeting at those whom he
belicved to be backsliders in this respect; therefore
those behind him-—who worshipped and followed him
implicitly—waited (o hear the accusation flung back
in the teeth of those who made it.

They were almost slupefied when the Living
Buddha added—

“Those who were away from their cells conitrary to
the laws of the Monastery will be punished, They
were tight—they saw me walking by night with the
foreign woman, Whal then? Is there any one here
who dares bring a worse accusation?” He paused
for a reply. There being none, he said, “ If ye have
anything to say, say it
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There was siill sllence, and finally the Buddha
poinicd gently towards the door,

They stole oul one by one, When the last had
sone there was again gilence,  Then Ching-Lu made
a gesture to the disciples who were $tanding round,
and they also withdrew,

The Saint sat still with his gaze bent upon the
ground, Ching-Tu went to the side of the gallery
and looked over, hardly conscious of whal he was
doing.

When he turned the Buddha’s cyes were fixed upon
him, and they were wet with tears,

“Qur strength will now ‘be put 1o the test,” he
said, And as he spoke the scnge of impending
disaster was upon him,

Ching-L.u and he sat and talked carnestly over
whal was to be done,

That the rcactionary party would make the most
of the weapon which had been put into their hand
they enteriained no doubt.

“ To our most beloved brethren thou may’st tell the
(ruth, but if my life is not a sulficient recommendation
for the belief in me of the rest, then time must teach
them Lo disbelicve.”

Ching-Lu heaved a sigh of relicf when the Buddha
told him that Haviland was leaving Tsang-Lo, al least
for a time, Ile was a keen obgerver of character, and
had lived so much in the stormy.aimosphere of Dekin
—where the conflicling elements of the Court wore
only cqualled by the antagonisms of the Furopeans-—
that his opportunities for judging the characicr of the
Western nalions had been exceptional. IProm the
first Haviland had puzzled him, so unlike was he to
any of the numerous missionarics he had come across,
He had met much earnestness and devotion amongst
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them, but hardly great mentality, and certainly
nothing like the intellectnal bieadth of Haviland,
Although the opportunities he had had of studying
him had been few, they had been sufficient to convince
him of his general superiority., He had detected a
strong resemblance in character between the Master
and ihis Inglishmanh; and, seeing them together,
had been convinced that there was hetween them a
sympathetic sentitnent,

The belligerent attitude of the monks over the
incident of the night beforc astonished him. It
conveyed a disagreeable impression of organised
revoil. )

Till now their discontent had seemed only a
difficulty attendanl on the refoiming of a corrupt
orthodoxy, *

His former connection with the aristocratic pafty
of conservative teaction had shown him that there
was a growing organisation throughout the Empire
for the purpose of driving out the foieigner, He had,
however, seen so much of the futility of Chinese
organisations in general that he did not believe in its
ever reaching a sufﬁcienlly efficient condition to act
otherwise than in isolated outbreaks. IHe had seen
cnough to convince him -that the foreigner would have
made surc his footing long befote the secret and
so~called patriotic socleties were 1cady., He had
therafore no fear of a great national rising.

[L was since his adhercnce to the Monastery of
Tsang-Lo that the personality which now edntrolled
the Tuchsia League had arisen, grasping with a
master-mind the details of organisation, and swiftly
ei¥ing cohesion to the vast machine which was to do
the work.

Of all this Ching-Lu was ignorant, He simply
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believed thal Haviland &nd his parly were in
imminent dangerof being masgsacred by the populace,
The riot of the night before confirmed this view,

Makah—whao was silently pursuing his object—
had taken care so far lo keep out of the way,

The head of the Iuchsia League had nol told him
whal he himself believed to be probable: thai if
anything happencd to Attava he would most likely
be torn to pieces by the mob, Ile had not thought
it necessary~—reflecting eynically that Living Buddhas
were as plentiful as babies.

But Makah had himself given thc matler some
thought, and it was nol his intention to join too
largely in the attack on the Head ofifhe Monastery.
When the work was done he swould come forward
and, producing the proofs of his 1dentily, save the
‘gituation from chaos.

Besides, they had a trump-card to play. It had
been Makal's brilliant Idea, Ilc undoubtedly had
genius and delermination of no common order,

The night the fat man had come to his cell
he had stated with duthority that Attava was a
foreigner by biith. Makali had not been slow Lo see
the opportunity, Ie and his fcllow-conspiralors
intended to state that the Living Buddha was none
other than a foreigner doing the work of the har-
harians, f

They little knew how near the truth they were,

An ominous calm brooded over the Monastery for
the rest of thal day., The Buddha attended the
service in the Temple, and sat~—like a child’s dream
of the Delty—throned on clouds of incense,

He spoke to the pilgrims as before words of
counsel and wisdom, But now some of the monks
found themselves whispering “ Hypocrite,”
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When night came he was on his knees in the
plain, bare cell where he slept, wrestling in a great
agony. At the moment of his direst nced the superb
figure who had stood before him on the threshold of
his career was with him once again, framed in its
radiatlion of translucent blue which seemed to burn
with an cven steadier glow,

He walited, knowing that it had come to give him
words of comfort,

“Be of good cheer, The end is almost come, Be
thou strong for yet a little while,”

And a great peace fell upon the Buddha’s soul,

19



CITAPTER XXVIII

OnN returning, ITaviland found his wile in a state of,
great distress.  The baby, which had been il for

some days, was woise, ;
A tremmlous waill came fpom the house, and

Haviland hastened in,

Catherine found lime lo make a hurried and
whispefed inquiry as {o how the Buddha looked, and
if he were well, TMad the need of attending to the
child not been pressing she would have wished
him to sit down and tell her eveiy detail of the
interview,

The afternoon had become almost chilly, and the
wailing of the child assisted a grey and dreary sky in
producing an atmosphere of gloom.

The liltle thing lay in Ruth’s arms, and she was
walking up and down with ii, pale and anxious,

Now and then the child ceased its.wall and dozed
off for a moment or two, only o wake up with a
sudden, pathetic cry as il asking for help against
that which oppressed it

The'exposure that the poor mite had undergone
had proved loo much for its constitution,

As ITaviland entered the room it was seized with a
paroxsym of whooping-cough so long that he was

convinced it was the end. In a minutc or two,
* 274 )
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however, the poor little thing, thoroughly exhausted,
lay just breathing,

Everything had heen done for it.

It was improbable that the child would be able to
withstand any more such attacks, Seeing that he
could not help further, Faviland weni out and spoke
to Tu-Su, telling him to get things together, as
directly the child was well enough to be moved they
intended to make a start,

Tu-Su was enchanted, Ile hated Tsang-Lo, and
preferred not to be a martyr unless it was absolutely
necessary, In reply Lo his master he said there were
no tidings of Lo-Fen, and proceeded to explain that
his disappealance was in his opinion a sinister omen.
Lo-Fen, he said, had mixed much more with the
townspeople than any other member of the paily.
ITe had probably heard thal there were to be altacks
on the Christians, and had preferred to seek the safety
of his native town., Tu-Su had never been in a
district where religious feeling ran so high, and hLe
was somewhat puzzied al the presence of so saintly a
personality amongst the Buddhists as Adtava,

Ruth came up as Haviland was giving Tu-Su the
necessary directions, She looked as{onished,

“ Are we going, then?”

“ My clear, there are occasions when I, as head of
an oxpedition like this, must use my own judgment,
I do not consider it safe for us to rcmain Jonger in
the district—at any rate fot the present,”

‘The gir]l paled visibly, and Ilaviland nolicad it.

“ But what does it matier? We arc all going
together,” It struck him for one momentt how
pleasant it would have been if they had been about
o return to England, and a shadow came &ver him
that the obstacle which prevented this should have
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came so inopportuncly. *=ITe, however, thrust the
thought aside as unworthy, ITe hada horror of doing
anything which might suggest to him that his
character had nol been improved by his development
of thought,

« OF coursg, of course,” said Ruth, Bul although
she spoke with an attempt at checrfulngss the pallor
erew, and she cast her cyes involunlarily Ltowards the
Temple above, ¢

Haviland caught the almost instantancous divection
of her gaze, and it was like an index to whal had
puzzled him in her of late.  [le told himsell thal his
brain was becoming unhinged by the complications
in which he was living, Surcly it was impossible,

And yet, had her sure instinet detected her racial
equal In this man, penciraling uvnewingly through
the paraphernalia- of vesttnent and ritual circum-
stance ¢

It was just such a characler as would rouse the
acloration of a girl like Ruth,

Again and again he itried to laugh the idea from
him ; and ever it returned, proving itself by a hundred
and one little evidences which had meant nothing to
him at the time, but which now crowded in upon
him,

The night before she had asked for him when
they rescued her. Ie remembered the glad, exalted
look thal had come into her face when she heard that
he had sent his Lamas o hor help,

It wag the young Mandarin who had saved her,
and she had been grateful, and had expressed hor
gratitude. But the intention of the ong, he could now
sec, thrilled her, while the decd of the other had only
brought sincere thanks.

But surely she was nol in love with a man whom,
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a8 far as he Knew, she had seen but twice—for the
night before she had been asleep,

A cold tremor scized him, He wondered whether
he had been mistaken in this man,

Wasg he afler all a gigantic hypoctite, and was what
his wife had seen the night before some wretched
hypnotic {rick ?

This was the first, woman of his own race, with the
exceplion of Cathetrine, whom he had seen.

Perhaps the concenirated passion of years, dry
tinder from long disuse, had blazed into flame,

The cold sweat broke out on Haviland’s brow as.
he thought of the possibility.

ITe finished giving Tu-Su instructions as well as
he could, and then returned to the house.

IHc stole a furtive glance at Ruth, and saw that
she was wecping silently,

“My darling child—what is the matter?”

“Nothing-~nothing, Last night upset me—that
is all” She escaped from him to her room.

Very thoughtfully and gravely Haviland walked
along the verandah towards the room where Catherine
was nursing the child.,

On his way he met Blake, who was wandering

aboul like a lost soul,

“ Rather ignomlinious, this return, jsn’t it, Havi-
land ?

ITaviland’s nerves were in a high slalc of tension,
and the suggestion thal he would do anything
ignominious would have been al any*time irritaling
{o him, )

“[ don’t know why,” he said sharply, *“ When il's
a cerlainty of being murdered there’s nol much advan-

tage 1o be gained by stopping wherc ‘we are, They
wouldn’t appreciate your sacrifice, Blake—even if you
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cdo wani to scl an example by being tled up in a
sack and thrown into the river”

Mr, Blake quite jumped, Marlyrdom was to him
a great abstraction, To reduce il to detail struck
him as being vulgar anticipation,

A cry from Lhe inner room reached ITaviland,

He hurried in,  With horror in her eyes Catherine
held out the child to him, Tis body was just scttling
down with a last quiver into the stillness of death,

Hestook it in his arms during the final strugple,
afid then handed it~looking like a wax doll—back
to his wifc,

[Te called Ruth, and the two women laid out the
liny Chinesc foundling that had ciept so pathetically
into their hearts,

Haviland came in later and found his wife praying
by the improvised bier, on which the morsel of dead
humanily lay in ils Iittle white nightdress, with a
spray of azaleas, pink against the waxen pallor and
black hair,




CHAPTER XXIX

Tur young Mandarin sat in his housg, filled with
gloomy (houghts,

e had heard of the tumour which was going the
rounds about Ruth and the Living Buddha It had
been carefully disseminated by the rebellious monks,
and when it yeached him it was as a story vouched
for as authentic,

It changed the whole current of his feelings
towards hern  He haidly paused to aigue with him-
self. The authority of the story was undeniable,

» This mdnh who had been setting himself up as a
saint was a wietched hypoctite and, what was mote,
“had won the thing he loved. IHe would cairy out
his original idea, no matier whatl it cost; and, ihas-
much as the ideal atmospheie in which he had
enshrined her had been dissipated by the breath of
scandal, he would bend her to his will,

Wherever he went he heard iibald jests at the
exponse of the Buddha and the barbarian gil, It
infuriated him,

The aristocratic sociely in which he moved,
cynically indifferent Lo religion, and disliking the
barbarians, thought it an excellent joke., The story
gained ground daily, and those who believed it, and

those who did not believe i, formed themselves into
279
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{wo camps full of Dbitler animosily towards each
other,

It was at this point that orders went forth from
the headquarters of the T'uchsia Teague bidding all
members be ready to sirlke, that the hour was al
hand. .

What should he do?
His mood had changed. ITe hardly fell inclined

to give the Eutopeans further warning,  ltven should
e do so thelr altempled depasture would bo like a
spark {o gonpowder, Ile knew that every movement
of theirs was spied npon, and that there was no
intention of allowing them to leave the place in
salcty.

There seemed to him no other fale for the Inglish
girl than hideous massacre, unless hewere to carry
out his scheme, Iiven then, it was a thousand Lo one
that he would be successful and gel her away in
safely, and in the cvent of failure her fatc would be
his,

Again and again he travelled over the whole
ground of the difficulty {rying 1o find some way of
escape, only 1o come {o the conclusion that there was
one,

They were all hopelessly in the toils, and he him-
self must cither swim with the tide and put his
passion for the English girl aside, or go down in the'
ruin that was overteking the reforming monks and
ther ILuropcans,

The fate of the Living Buddha matiered little Lo
him, It was only the girl and her safely over whicly
he thought and thought, till his brain, exhausted,
could think no longer, i

ITe had only one hope, and that was that the
whole affair might miss fire, and he was encouraged:
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to this view by the remembrance that it would be
the bulk of the Brotherhood who would have to carry
out the details, not the instigator,

The chattering, irvesponsible little wife, noticing
his preoccupation, brought his eldest child—a grave-
faced boy—to distract him, She was fond of her
husband in her way, and had rejoiced of late to see
the opium pipe mote and more often laid aside,

The young Mandarin hardly noticed the child,
who looked at him a litlle wistfully; and seeing
something in. her husband’s eyes which startled her,
she gaitheted her baby in her arms and hobbled away,
her feclings almost hutt.

Il was just afier this that his foster-biother, the

heing he {rusted more than any one on eath,
announced a vigitor, and the head of the Fuchsia
Organisation rolled into the room,
_ His visitor seated himself at once in the chair
which he had occupied on the pievious occasion, He
accepled tea, and refused the pipe as before, IHe
seemed in high good-humout, and laughed and joked
incessantly,

IT¢ complimented the young man on his improved
appearance,

“ Not so much of this, I see?” he said, pointing to
the pipe. “That {s good. And even more catre
taken with our personal appearance.”

The young Mandarin was indeed exquisitely
cdiessed, e hardly smiled al the other's joviality,
It failed to carry conviclion, He prefeired the
somewhal sinister manner of the fortmer inter-
view,

¢ ] ¢arry a torch,” said the fat man, “ to set a light
to all the bonfires I have built throughout the
kingdom. 1 am told the good citizens of Tsang-Lo
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had one on their own accouni a few days-ago, and
that you put it oul.”

The young man nodded. ITe thoughtl he could
see the drift of the other's affectled good-humour,

“You waie right—you were tight, T am Lold that
your indignation at the plans of the Brotherhood
being interfered with was wonderful,  The murder of
this foreign girl would have spollt everything,  ‘They
say you quclled the mob yoursclt—and all for love of

our Brotherthood, Ilow devoted !”
e continued to dwell on the supposed devolion

of the Mandarin,

“There was really nolhing for me to visilt you
aboui, except Lo complimenti you ten thousand times
on your braveiry, and to bid you remember that
you will not move your soldiers when the time
comes,”

The Mandarin felt as if the olher were reading his
heast, Ile had the strongest conviction thal this man
had made up his mind exactly how many hours he
had to live, had rceckoned npy that he was eapable of
the greatest energy when the crisis demanded it, anc
was therelote dangerous, Ile already felt like a dead
man sitting on sufferance in the house of life, It only
strengthencd his deteimination to make one final
effort as regards Ruth,

The litlle man then rolled oul ; and was pone from
Teang-Lo, like a nightmare, lenving belind him an
unwriltten warrant for the young man’s execution,

Stolcal as the Mandarin was, he from (hal moment
prew nervous, Imaginamy assassinsg stole towards
him in the twilight by the lotus pond. The figures
on the screens in the room startled him, and swayed
towards him in the gloom,

Silently his servant entered the room {o perform
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some iy, With a cry he sprang to his feet, and
stiffened himself for defence.

The servant looked at him in astonishment, but at
a gesture withdrow,

Trembling in cvery limb the young man sank back
on o the opium couch,



: CHAPTER XXX

I'T was the following evening,

The young Mandarin was alone. Fe lay on the
opium couch and, looking oul, walched the shadows
deepen on the lotus pond, till the blossoms gazed up
at the sky from {he dark waters like pale-faced
spirits.

He lay waiting, certain that -death would soon he
his visitor,

The artificial rockeries in the garden outside took
twisted and terrifying shapes in the uncertain light,
The breeze sighed through the funercal cypress, siir-
ring the leaves till they struck the paper windows
with the light touch of spcctre hands,

The hum of the city was borne 1o him over the
walls.

His soul grew timid. IJc was silting over the ashes
of a futile life, and was full of a weird consciousnecss
of moving amongsl ghosts,

The only real thing that remained {0 him was the
sentiment towards the harbarian girl,

I'le leant forward in his chair and listened.

Was it his fancy, or had the hum of the ¢ity grown
strangely loud ?

It was buzzing stronger and stronger,

With a strange sensation of relief he felt that the

hour of horror had come,
’ 284
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A messenger rushed in to lell him that the Chief
Mandarin wanted him at once, The whole cily was
in an uproar.

IHe sent the man back to say he would follow
instantly.

He had made up his mind.

It had come upon him in an instant thal he would
defy the Fuchsia League, summon such of his soldiets
as would follow, and do his duty.

Fe called for servants.

No voice answered him, .

[e called again for his foster-brother.

The latter was behind in the gloom, sprung as it
were from the earth, and ere the young man could
cry out a third time he had buried a dagger in his

1 strelched him gently on o the lloar,
y fuchsia plant close by, He broke a
t it and dropped it by the side of the

sttening ngure. With it fell a tear upon the pallid,
emacialed face,
Then he stole out into the growing turmoil of the

city.



CHAPTER XXXI

A L1TTLE way from the house Haviland, Cathering,
and the 1est weie standing by a dismal hole dug in
the earth,

They had laid in it the little morsel of humanity
whom conquering death had won from them,

The red glow of the lantern held by Tu-Su threw
a ruddy tinge on the prayer-book in Blake's hands,
on the dark sides of lhe grave, and just revealed a
tiny white shape lying in the earth,

Unsuspected eyes were watching them, Solemnly
the last words of the exquisite [uncral setvice were
spoken,

Catherine and Ruth, oppressed by the mingled
atmosphere of death and loneliness, wept silently in
one another’s arms,

They were returning to the house slowly and
mournfully, when Ilaviland stopped.

Theie was the sound of a roar, mingled with the
beating of gongs and drums, advancing towards them
from the town,

The whole party heard it simullaneously.

As they lisicned, their hearts standing still, lwo
figures appeared out of the gloom in front of them,

It was the Living Buddla and a monk,

tis expression had in il something tremecndous, as

if he were inspired to meel a mighty crisis,
280
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« Quick!” he said, “They are on their way to
attack this place. Put out that laniem.”

He proceeded Lo lead the way across the field,

“ Have you your revolver, Blake?”

111 NO.”

“Get it 1
It was the work of an instant for both men to

secure their revolvers and’ ammunition, bul even that
moment nearly lost them their lives,

The Living Buddha made a gesture of hopcless-
ness as if he were afraid he had not made them
understand the danger,

The next moment they were all hurrying across
the field towards the bushes by the stream.

As they reached the shelter of the bushes they
looked hack and saw the lanierns of the first dozen
or so of the mob moving around the bhouse, Luckily
the night was pitch dark, so dark thal the spies had
nol. been able to see theitr escape,

They hurried on across the stream, over which the
Living Buddha almost carried Catherine. Even at
that momenti of supreme anxiety she shivered with
emotion as she felt her son’s arms 1ound her, and
rememberced the child she had lald beneath the
bushes on that far-off Indian day. Indesctibably
strange and weird was this reunion,

She clung Lo him with a sob, and he, sympathising
with what he conceived to be her fears, enveloped her
with his arms comforiingly.

FHe looked back anxiously al Ruth, but, seeing her
between Blake and her father, went on reassured.

A vague joy filled Ruth’s soul at being near him,
even though it was caused by so great a danger,

Panting they struggled up the hill,

Half way up Haviland called Tu-Su’s name,
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There was no answer, and the whole party paused
in distress.

Haviland knew that he had started across the
field with them, and was at a loss to explain his
disappearance,

They called again and again,

Suddenly a flame shot up into the dead darkness,
cutting it like a crimson kanife, . Then another and
another, till the whole scene was illuminated for them.
The house had been fired, In the glare they could
see the rabble crowding round it like hyenas, Still
there was no sign of Tu-Su. They could hear the
shouts of the infuriated mob, searching for them in
the bed of the stream,

There was no time to be lost, and Haviland, with
grief in his heart, followed the others up the hill,

As they reached the rocky platform lights were
already moving swiftly up the slope. It seemed
as though the direction of their Right had been
discovered.

In a minute the hillside was alive with searcheys,

They arrived at the fissure, through which the

~women went first, the others following, the monk
who was with the Buddha coming last,

The stone was then moved forward, and they were
safe for the time being. 4

As they passed the spot where the entrance to the
cave lay the Saint thought for one moment of hiding .
the Europeans within ity but' remembered that the
secrets it conlained were not his own, In a few
minutes they reached the gallery, where, the Saint
told them, no one would ever think of searching for
them,

He was relying on the fidelity of the monks. He
went out and left them,
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Catherine had not been able to keep her eyes from
him, and yet his glance as he left the room was for
Ruth,

When he had gone Catherine wandered round in
wonder and curiosity at the place where her son had
lived. |

As the Buddha passed through the hall of his
dwelling, accompanied by the monk, on his way to
make arrangements for conveying the Chrisiians in
his own chairs out of the district, he met Ching-L.u
pale and breathless.

“ Flast thou heard ? ” he asked.

“Heard?” the Saint questioned,

“The young Tibetan monk whom thou didst
save-——"

“What of him?”

“He declares himsell the real Living Buddha, and
denounces you as an usurper, Hundreds of the
Lamas accept him,”

There swept over the magnificent prescnce of
Attava a wave of wrath, such as the monk and
Ching-Lu had never witnessed.

I{e seemed in that moment to gather himself
together for battle,

20



CITAPTER XXXII

TuaT had happened which Makah had wished to
avoid,

ITe had been compelled Lo proclaim himself before
he conceived the time Lo be tipe.

Rapidly as the slrength of th¢ reactionary party
had grown, fully as more than half the ILamas
believed in him, he could sce that the night the
revall was to take placc nothing but the public
announcement of hiy claim would satisfy,

The affair had been well managed by the Tarlar
ancd those who had kept the organisation in hand.
Armed, they collected at an appoinied spot directly
those of the IFuchsia League, who had been detailed
to help the attack on Allava, appeared on the scene,

Fortunately for the partisans of the Buddha, these
were fewer than they should have been, and some of
the conspirators held bacl, These two things gave
the loyal paity breathing time,

Makah harangued them,

“Am I not he? Look!”™ Iic held aloft bis
maimed hand, “The Living Buddha should have
been a child born with four fingers on this hand,
w0, [ook al the hand of the man who hay usurped
my place. It is a wound, and was not so al his

birth,”
290
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There was a slir al this amongst the listeners.

“T tell you,” continued Makah, *that he is a
forcigner, a barbarian, Has the Etcrnal Buddha
ever poured himself into the fleshly vessel of a bar-
barian? IMas this man nol forbidden many of ymu
most sacred rites?"

There was a murmur, e had touched his audience
ol a sorc point,

“Can he slay himself and yet live? Has he not
forbideden this sacred and ancient ceremony within
the walls of the Monastery 2 It is hecause his power
is not from Buddha, See!” He held above his head
a large knife.  IHe tore aside the covering of his robe,
which was gathered, across one half of his body, laying
bare his stomach,

As he stood there, his semi-naked body illumi-
nated by a hundred swaying lights, his eyes blazing
fanaticism, his limbs stiff and frenzied, he pesented a
diabolical spectacle,

A deep hush fell on the thousands of monks who
by this time crowded the roofs of the cells around
the green knoll where he was standing, which was
surmounted by a prayer-wheel. They felt they were
aboul to witness a magical feat, which had not been
geen within the walls of the Monastery since Attava
had taken the power into his own hands, Itwasa
ceremony which he had denounced as hideous and
impious,

From afar came the shouts and yells of the
frenzied mob on tlheir way o join in the massacre
of the foreignets, whose cscapc had not yet been
discovered,

Makah suddenly ripped his belly up in one long
slit 1o the dlaphragm, and as the blood gushed forth
into his palm he flung it abroad.
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The bystanders canght the flying drops, and marked
{their shaven crowns in token of alleginnce,

There was a cry of amazement, which subsicded
almost as soon as ralsed,

The lace of the Tibetan had grown phastly pale,
cven in the glow of the lanterys,  For a moment the
multitude thought that he wasg about to [ail.

ITe bent forward and passed his hand over the
wound, and when he removed il there was not the
suggestion of a scar Lo show where it had been, It
was enough,

This cataleptic feal appealed to the majority of
them far morce than {he lofty wisdom and counsel of
the man who hitherto had dominated them,

Within a few minutes of its taking place Ching-I.u
had been lold of what had happened,

That a serious attemptl would be mace (o depose
Altava had never struck him in his wildest dreams,

ITe had the blood of rulers in his veins, The
allack was cvidently imminent, and he immediately
grasped the possibilities of a general massacre of the
progressive party in the Monaslery,

Ie saw in a moment the forces thal Atlava had
raised against himself in his effort {o create a purer
ideal,

The persistent denunciation of secrel socielics
had alicnaled many of his former followers, The
Mohammedan element of the town would Dbe
delighled to join in the altack, All these would
reinforce the reactionary Iamas, and the sudden
proclamation of Makah wag sufficient to demonstrale
the fact thal the plot had been carclully prepared.
Swiftly he considered the possibilities of defence.

The sympathisers and followers of the Living
Buddha would gravitale towards the upper part of
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the Monastery, wherce stood the Chief Temple and
the official dwelling,

The rebels would probably be armed, and as this
lashed across him despair almost scized his soul.
Then he remembered the weapons which the pilgrims
were accustomed to lay at the shiine of I{wanymn,
Goddess of Merey,

ITe instrucled (he head Lamas, who had already
gathered round him, {0 arm their men from this
stock, and {o establish a barrier across the slope,
cutting off the upper part of the Monastery, con-
verting it into a fortress.

The weapons were of every conceivable pattern ;
matlchlocks, uscless from lack of ammunition, bows
ancd arrows, which the Lamas would haidly be able
to wicld, lances, sabres, daggers, and Chinese pikes—
long, slender poles with scythe-like, terrible blades
altached to the end, The Lamas armed themsclves
hurriedly from this miscellany, ,

It was at this moment that Ching-Lu found the
Buddha, and briefly explained what had happened,

‘The Buddha was faced by a problem which was
absolutely impossible of the right solution from his
point of view, IHis conscience had always told him
that the spiritual kingdom has never gained an inch
by violence, IHis martyrdom and death would be a
ten (housand times greater lesson than a violent
victory over his enemies, which would convert him
from a teacher to a man of blood.

Yet il was impossible to persuade those around
him 1o lay down their arms, counting their earthly
lives as irifles not worth consideration, He knew -
(hat—fine and exalled men as a great many of
theim were—their natures made it impossible for

thiem to do this,
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Had it only been a question of himself his death
would mean but little,

His mind was speedily made up.,

Ching-Lu told him that he fearcd the forcigners
hacd been masgsacred, and was amazed Lo hear Chat
they were at that moment safe in the Monastiery,

“] commend them into thy charge,” saicdd Allava,
* For myself I will go and speak to my children,”

Ching-Lu at once detected his idea, which was Lo
walk boldly in amongst the rebels, trusting that when
they had wreaked their will on him they would he
satisficd, Ching-Lu, who by no means thought {he
day was lost, his Aghting instincts aroused, deter-
mined that this should not he,

As Attava emerged into the open place before his
dwelling and the chief Temple, there was a deep
baying from the huge Monastery dogs, who had been
secured by Ching-Lu's orders and brought up to the
summit, His swiftness and forcthought scemed as
if they might save the situation,

Most of the dogs had been shut up in the cells
around ; but a fow, held by monks, strained at their
'leashes when the Buddha appeared, as if anxious Lo
leap to his protection,

On the Temple sieps was gathered a crowd of
boy-Lamas, mere children, pale and in tears,

The Buddha, who had stoopec and caressed a
ferocious-looking dog as he passed, spoke words of
cheer to the children, bidding them enter the Temple
and pray, IHe hoped that when his own life had
beert taken the rebels would abandon the scarch for
the Kuropeans,

But Haviland, with Blake, Catherine, and Ruth,
who had heard the din and had had the reason
explained to them, appeared (rom the Duddha's

-t
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dwellingg, The two Englishmen immediately
announced their intention of fighting side by side
with the Lamas,

The women instinctively drew near to Attava,
ITis eyes met Ruth'’s, Hers were full of an un-
speakable confidence and pathos. They both
derived comfort and reassurance from each othet’s
preserce, :

Ile somchow felt that whatever line of actionshe
look she would undetstand, and that brought him a
full measure of recompense.

The Monastery bells rang incessantly to call those
loyal Lamas, who might be uncertain how to act, to
the place where the defence was to be made.

Adttava, accompanied by a few disciples, went as
(ar as where his followers had established tl1e1r line
of defence,

The other patty had already reached within fifty
yards, a huge, undismphned mob, filling the night
with yells of execration as soon as the Buddha

appeared,
Ie was received with cries of enthusiasm and’
fidelity from his own followers, o

The clouds which had obscured the moon parted’
somewhat, and this, with the additional aid of the

hundregds of lanterns, rendered the opposing parties
clearly visible to cach other. But on the Buddha

himsell the light secemed to have focussed, making
him stand oul from every one else around, as a taper
might shine through the dark, »

e put up his hand ; and instantly over the vast
assembly there fell a great silence

From above came the baying of 'the hounds,and
from far below the noise of the mob. »
But the voice of the Saint, like a supernatural
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thing, would have made itself heard through the
wildest tempest,

[lis expression was majestic and serene,  TL was
the face of one who knew that his hour had come
and who Dhad no fears,

“What would ye?” he cricd,

A Ggure leapt forward, It was Makah, Ile wielded
a large, Lwo-handed sword,

“ Usurper and hypocrite!”

The Saint smiled sadly.
“Wilt thou face the Lord Buddha with a sword?

Dost thou think the way {o him s across a sea of
bhlood 7 "

Haviland and Blake placed themselves beside him,

Ching-Lu was everywhere, filling the loyal with
confidence, and otganising up to the last moment,

The first inclination of the woien was to keep
close to the two men they both loved; but at
Haviland's direction they retired {o the Temple,
where they would be able to attend Lo the wounded,

He suggested this to Ching-Lu, who told off some
of the older Lamas to help them, and carry up the
wounded, ,

Ching-Lu was surprised nol {0 sce the Tartar
amongst the leaders on the other side.

The attacking party macde a rush,

Atlava attempled to go (orth and meet them, but
was restrainec by Ching-La,

Matchlocks were discharged, and scveral of the
defending Iamas fcll,

+ Seeing this, and encouraged by i, the atlacking
parly came on wilh grenaier confidence,

There was a sharp erack from ITaviland’s revolver,
and the foremost Lama came to the earth head-
long.
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Blake, whose eyesight was not particularly good,
failed to bring down his man.

The grey light of dawn came almost simultaneously
with the first attack, The battle had become general,
and as the day grew the fury of the combatants in-
creased with it \

I{ seemed as if the long-repressed animalism of the
monks had gathered together all its latent force, and
was debanching itself in this carnival of blood,

Those wilhout weapons tore and bit at each other
like wild beasts.

Here were two Lamas struggling on the ground,
one in his death-throes, with the fingers of the other
buricd in his throatl, heedless of the blows of a third,
who was endecavouring to drive him off, as a 1abid
dog mighl he beaten from ils piey,

In another place were two monks, who had slain
cach other simultancously, fallen in one ghastly
mound of quivering and bleeding flesh, The fight
was the relief of the pent-up passions of years,

The long, scythe-like lances did terrible execution,
The maichlocks cxploded for the most part harm-
lessly,

Ching-Lt was in the forefront of tlie battle, doing
the work of ten men, HHe fought with a dagger and
a sword,

He had deputed a score or so of Lamas Lo fence in
the Buddha, and on no account to allow him to
sacrifice himself,

Haviland and Blake fired as quickly as they could
load,

Splendid as was the defence made, and advan-
tagcous as was the ground the defenders held, they
were but fifteen hundred strong against many thou-
sands, It was true that only a certain number could
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operate against them at a lime, but these swere
obliged to {ighl desperately, as the crowd hehind
pressed on thicker and thicker, rendering retreat
impossible,  The battle raged up the principal path
and round the rows of cells, converted for the moment
into temporary fortresses,  To add to the luridness
of the scene, that quarter of Tsang-I.o in which the
Mission ITouse stood burst into a blaze, showing that
some fanalic had fired i, heedloss or forgetful of the
danger to Chinese life and property,

Il looked like a blazing cily at the moullr of hell,
and from where he stood ITaviland fancied he saw
hoats putling oul from the shore wilh shapeless
bundles, which were dropped into the river,

The city walls were crowded with people,

TFurther and further up the hill the deflending party
were forced inch by inch, and still the dawn grew, till
the day was fully come, and revealed ihe hillside
flowing with rivulets of blood and covered with
mangled bodics,

Makah had made more than one attempt to reach
the Buddha, but the delenders were gathered round
the Chief Temple, on the steps of which he stood,
ere the Tibetan was able to achicve his objeet,

Ching-Lu had fought like some Chinese hero of
mythical days.

Stripped o the waist-—his white, fincly-hred body,
refined by ascetlcism, bul with muscles like stecl—~he
moved amid the combat with incredible rapidity, not
only performing prodigics of Individual valour, but at
the same time keeping wateh upon all other parts of
the fight, fearfol lest some irreparable crror in strategy
“should be macde,

More than once he had hurled back the press of

" battle, when il secmed 1o gather too closcly round
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the group that acted as the hodyguard of the
Buddha.

Again and again he had sought o engage with
Makah, hoping that, should their leader be slain, the
hearl would go out of the rebellions Lamas.

And now he was lIying dead al the foot of the
Temple steps, He had been facing half a score of
foes, when a weak, degraded monk struck him down
(rom behind,

e lay with a smile on his lips, as if conscious that
the profligate of Pekin had redeemed himself by this
crowning act of ycars of practical repentance,

Haviland and DBlake werc standing beside the
Buddha at the lop of the steps, firing their last
remaining carlridges, Catherine and Ruth, inside
the entrance to the Temple, doing what they could—
even in that hour of tremendous peril—for the
wounded,

Flaviland knew that their last hour had come, and
seeing that only lwo cartridges were left, remem-
bered Catherine and Ruth, and put the revolver in
his belt, seizing a sword from the siiffening hand of
a Lama who lay close by,

Then the cordon around {hem was bioken for a
moment, and Makah leapt forward and stood face to
face with the Buddha,

Makah struck at him, and on an instant a hand of
steel grasped his wrist, and broke it like a twig.

Then the Buddha dropped his arms, and looking
into his opponent’s eyes, cried to him through the din—

«Thou art yel a greater sinner than I, and 1equlre
mote time for repentance.”

The Tibetan's dagger found his hearl, even as
Catherine, with the cty of a lgress, sprang at,

him, and Haviland and Blake reached his side. %,
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At the same moment the dops—vhich hnd been
kept by Ching-Lu as a last resource——were ot loose,

In an instant they dragged the Tibetan to the
ground, and settled on him like wolves upon their
prey, The others, urged on by those who had had
charge of them, flew at the attacking party. The
inexplicable panic which will scize men, even when
Aghting most determinedly, took possession of those
at whom the (erocious hounds hit and tore. They
turned and-{rled to cscape. ‘Those behind did the
same, till & large number were trampled under [oot,
and a wild retreat was made jn two directions, those
unable to reach the path flying down the left side of
the slope to the river, )

The few hundred Lamas remaining of the defenders
pursued them as far as it was safe to do so.

Iaviland looked around at the scenc of hloodshedl,

The hounds were still ferociously pursuing the re-
treating crowd, whose terror was complete, Catherine,
white and specchless, was seated on the bloodstaingd
steps of the Temple, with the head of her dead son
on her knee; whilst Ruth, unbelicving, was endea-
vouring to staunch the wound which his mother saw
was falal,

some of the monks were trying to drive off the
dogs from the body of Makah, which they were
literally cating.

ITaviland, sickening at the sight, turned away o
assist the wounded,

- The sun was beginning to blaze down on the seene
of carnage,

The city walls were still crowded with spectators,
and the last battle with the dogs was being fought,
most of them having been either transfixed, or ripped
or had their brains knocked out,
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Ilere and there, on the line of retreat, were dying
men feebly endeavouring to crawl into cells out of
the way of the remaining hounds. Boats were cross-
ing and recrossing the river, whilst the bridge was
crowdcled,

lixcepting for the mob on the river-bank the
attacking party had deserted the Monastery alto-
grather,

wmoke was still rising from the bulnmg quarter of
the town,

The loyal Lamas werce bewalling their dead Budcdha,
and growls of rage at the Europcans—whom they
belicved to have brought this about—were beginning
Lo grow.

In another foew minutes their position would be
critical in the extreme.

The body of the Buddha had already been carried
into the Temple,

Suddenly the sound of firing, from weapons such
as no Chinese in the district possessed, fell upon
ITaviland’s ecar,

It seemed to come from just beyond the bridge,
He looked in that direction,

Along the river-banks the people were fleeing up
towards the town,

Acrogs the bridge the mob was struggling back to
the cily gates,

Then his eye fell upon an object which brought a
rush of hope to his heart, and almost a shout to his
lips, for there, a couple of miles off, where the Dbosom
of the river grew broad, lay a gunboat, the Union
Jack plainly visible.

“ Good God, Blake! Look| We're saved,”

“We shall hever get past these monks,” replied

Blake,
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Haviland saw that in his excitement over the
appeatrance of the gunboat he had failed to notice
that the monks were collecling as if to rush upon
Blake and himself,

This time there was no Living Buddha or Ching-Lu
{o protect them,

Haviland, always cqol in moments of supreme
danger, forced himseclf to apply cvery atom of
thinking-power {o solving the problem, With a
shudder he saw the few remaining dogs Dbeing
brought in,

The monks had by this time scen the gunboad, and
were evideolly delermined to have donc with the
Europeans before there was any chance of their
rescue,

They hesitated, however, remembering the work of
the revolvers,

Again there was a rattle, like the sound of a quick-
firing gun, from the direction of the ground thal lay
between the Monastery and the hridge,

“They've landed a parly, Blake, There's only one
hope. They'te safe 1o make for the house: if we
could escape by ihe way we came last night. Come,
quick | *

They entered the Temple, expecting that i would
be the signal {or the Lamas to dash at them.

The children cowered in a ¢orner

The two women were kneeling by the slde of the
dead body of the Buddha,

Catherine was gazing, fascinaled, al the regimental
bulton that hung round his neck,

Ruth, realising that nothing could bring him hack,
stopped endeavouring to staunch the wound, and
laooked, bewildered, at the gill trifle which Catherine
held in her hand,
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“He was my son, Ruth—ihe little boy I lost so
many, many years ago.”

Iler tecars fell thick and fast upon the face of the
dead Sainl,

ITaviland stooped and touched her on the shouldet,

“Catherine |”

sShe looked up at him,

“He is in God’s hands now.”

Liven in that moment of danger there was a pause,
Then he briefly explained the new peril,

Blake was examining the base of the image, seck-
ing the panel, With a cry of relief he found it,_

The women rose and followed Haviland,

At that moment the Lamas could be heaid
spurring one another on to enter the Temple

[Taviland was standing aside to let the women and
Blake pass inlo the chamber first,

Ruaih’s eyes were dry, She moved amid the unreal
horror of the events which were taking place around
her, like a figure in a great ¢lassic tragedy, too terrible
for {ears.

Flight seemed vain, and Haviland wondered
whether it would not he better to slay and face
their assailants, than perhaps sir uggle in gruesome
battle with the hideous hounds in that chsmal
underground passage.

An idea seized him. IHe looked around at the
Temple with ils gaudy hangings, its banners and
bedecked images,

The women had cdisappeared down the staircase,
Blake was standing two or three steps down, holding
the trap-coor for Haviland,

Il was the worl of an instant for Haviland to go,
towards the children and drive them, terrified as they
were, to the entrance of the Temple,
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They fledd oul, and almost simuliancously the
Lamas cntered the Dbuilding, a hupe dog in

advance,
The idea which had scized Ilaviland had heen

caused by his eyes fulllng on a large oil lantern.

As the childien made for the door he dashed
the oil over some hangings and ormaments, Then,
seizing another lanlern, scel fire Lo them, In an
instant there was a blaze, the flames running over
the light woodwork like a live thing,

Blake was calling to him impatiently o make
haste, unawarc of whal he was doing.

As Lhe dog croyched for a spring he closed the
panel behind him and joined the others heneath
the ground of the Temple,

e hurriedly explained what he had done.

If the building caught fire, well and good ; they
might probably escape,  If notl, they must sell their
lives dearly, Perhaps in any case it might bring
sufficient delay to save them,

They went on, Haviland striking malches to light
their path,

Suddenly, ahead, a beam of sunlight fell across the
stone corricor.

Reaching i, they found an open space on their
tight, and thinking it might lead to some way of
escape, they passed through i, Blake—who was the
firast—almost stumbling over the dead body of a
Lama, .

His face was fainlly illuminated, and they could
see it was that of the Tarlar monk.

His body was pierced with arrows, while others lay
around,

Before them stood a mighly figure with a slack
bow in its hand,
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LEven as they looked, a thin thread of smoke
passed by them Into the cave on ils way to the
light, Then another,

The fear that suddenly filled their hecarls shey
harvdly darcd to mention to each other,

They hastily cxamined the cave, and; finding no
exil, returned to the passage

The smoeke was stealing down, turning from pale
blue Lo grey as it thickened, They went along tili
they were brought up by the sheer rock,

Could it be possible that they had missed their
wayr

With quick, nervous fingers [laviland ran over the
rock in front. A sigh broke from him as he was
unable to detecl anything which would suggest a
method of effecting an exil.

The smoke thickened,

‘The women stood by, silent and heroic,

At this point thore was only room for one to carry
on the investigaiion, Ifor some minutes [laviland
wenl on searching, the only sound being the nervous
breathing of himself and his companions,

Suddenly, as he pressed against a certain spot, the
wall rolled away as if on oiled wheels,

The liberated smoke rushed past them into mid-

ﬂll‘.i
In a few scconds they were all safe on the rocky

platform.

Betweon them and the sky was a canopy of smoke
from the burning Temple, Thagments of flaming
wood fell around. They looked down, but their
dwelling——a heap of ashes—wag deserted

Thore seemed at least %’:chance.

At the bottom of (Ji& slope they found Tu-Su,
Haviland immediately and sternly ovdered the others

2]
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on. The sight was a terelble one. Their faithful
servant had been literally hacked to picces, By his
side lay a blue linen bag in which ho had kept his
worldly possessions.

Poor Tu-Sul! e had relurned for this world’s
poods, and it had been his undoing. |



CHAPTER XXXIII

Tur night on which the Mission House had been
atlacked Lo-Ifen, (oreseeing—as he thought lo a
ceriainty—the massacre of ihe foreign party, in-
cluding himsclf, had made a clean boll for it.

e had been left to look after the Chinese baby, a
being whose exislence was so worthless in his eyes
that he felt no compunclion at leaving il alone,

Before morning broke he was many tiles away
from Tsang-Lo, and two days afterwards turned up
at Traser's consulate, nearly a hundred miles off, both
he and his pony utterly exhausted. He had had to
be exceedingly careful not to arouse the suspicion of
the officials of the districts through which he had
passed,

e gave IFraser a lurid and exaggerated description
of what had happened Lo Ruth at the Mission House,
conveying the impression that the Jinglish party were
most probably massacred, or in a fair way (o being so,

Fraser was frantic,. He knew that Haviland
would not, In his capacily as missionary, send for
help,

lgfsturbances had been apprehended in his own
district, and a gunboat had come up to overawe the
populace, and take Europeans on board in the event

of a crisis, IHe went and saw the Commander,
307
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Tsang-Lo was further up the river than any gun-
‘hoat had ever been. There were difficuliies in the
way, and it was not at all certain that it would be
possible to gel up, cven should they decide on
going,

Fraser suggested a landing-party., The Captain
did not quite sce throwing a handful of men on shore,
amongst what might at any moment hecome 4 horde
of ferocious Chinamen,

However, they would lry. So they steamed on
carefully, and, the differont depths of the river being
an unknown quantity, it ook them much longer than
if they had been able to go straight ahead.

The morning of the batile at the Monastery they
atrived within sight of Tsang-Lo,

“It looks as though the whole town were on fire,”
sald Fraser, as the smoke from the burning quater
swept across the river far ahcad of them., Drawing
nearer they could distinguish the people on the

walls,

“The whole place seems devilish excited,” said the
Commander coolly, surveying the {own (hrough his
glasses, “They would hardly make such a fuss
about cutting up a couple of missionaries,”

Fraser was deadly pale, and the hand that held
his glass shook. The brusqueness of the sailor he
hardly noticed, IHe knew that he was one of the
vety best-hearted men in the world and would do
everything thai could be done,

" Whereabouts were these people ?”

“ Round there to the left.  You sce the Monastery
climbs up that hill~that's the chief Temple at the
tDp.”

“Ever been in it?” The sailor was trying to
make out something that puzzled him.
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There was a scraping sound, and the hoat, which
was going at snail's speed, stopped,

After a time, when they had found the channel,
the Commander returned to Fraser's side,

“Where did you say these people were living ?”

“You can'l very well see from here, It’s right at
the back of the hill.  The other side is mostly a sheer
precipice, and the housc they ook lies in the country
below, My God | what's that ?”

They were going against stream, and a body was
borne past them, the thicat cut from car to ear

I'rascr’s agilation increased, They were now near
the walls of the town and it would have been unwise
to go furlther, There were crowds between them and
the Monastery, on the bank opposite the town,

The point was, how were they going to find out
whether the Iinglish party still remained alive? They
delermined {o make one effort,

They Janded a party with a couple of Maxims on
the bank opposite the town, and (hen went forward,

The arrival of the gunboat created tiremendous
excilement,

Those beyonr_l the bridge at the fool of the hill,
unaware that the Buddha had been slain, were pre-
paring to renew Lhe altack, when they saw the small
hody of bluejacketls acdvancing,

Contemptuous of their number the mob came
towards them, sending a shower of arrows and stones.
It was no time for indccision, and the Maxims were
at once brought into play,

. The mob dropped like flics,

It was this firing thal Haviland heard,

Twice again did the mob attempi to face the
deadly tubes, and twice the Maxims screamed
defance, filling the Chinamen with horror.
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Thma was a terrified rolreal to the town. Before
long the country in (ront of the Monastery was clear,
and the last remnants of the retreating force were
fighting madly to get through the gales, out of the
way of what seemed a supernatural visitation, -

Fraser could now sce with his glasses the corpses
dotting the paths and ﬂpen spaces belween the
cells,

They ‘had passed a glucsome sight by the river.
side—a sack, with the outline of a human being
inside it, half buried in the mud. Ilis heart grew
sick within him. It seemcd as if the vory worst had
happened,

They reached the path leading from the l:u u:lge to
the Monastery, The Commander was swcepmg the
hillside with his glass,

“It looks as tlmugh they lncl been having a picnic,
Every sign of a scrimimage,”

With a quick eye for stralegy one Maxim was
placed so as to dominate the bridge. By this time
the gates were closed, but it was as well to be ready
for a soriie from the city,

Almost as soon as this Maxim was placed in
position there was an explosion on the wall just above

+ the gateway, and the soldiery, who had becn firing
ineffectually from antiquated guns, and more anti-
quated bows, were scen scattering«in all directions.

“It looks to me,” said the Commander, “as though
they have been aiming one of their muzzle-loaders at
us, and the bally thing has burst, We had betier
try and make our way to Haviland’s house.”

“I am afraid,” said Ifraser sternly, “that there's
very little hope.” Then suddenly he burst out with
energy, “Damn (his counts yl”

Leawng the Maxim in position by the bridge with
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half the force, thay sct off alimst at a mn Ec.ndm the
gulﬁancc of Fraser,

As they rounded the corner of the hill they came
face to face with the four pcople of whom they were

in" search.
" A little way behind them, some straggling Chinese
were keeping at a respectful distance, every now and
then hurling at them mud, stones, or anything they
could lay their hands dn,

Frascr could see at once that all four were almost
done,

“ Haviland |  Thank God | ”

"The hands of the two men met in a warm grip.

“What has happened P ”

“Let us get away from this hell” Haviland's
voice sounded hollow and lifeless.

Within half an hour they were all on beard,

The gunboat was about to move down the river on
her return journey, when a boat came swiftly towards
them, flying the official flag. "

It was the Chief Mandarin, |

Haviland, Fraser, and the Commander met him,
and waited contemptuously to ‘hear what he had to
say,

He was full of apologies, appealed to Haviland as
witness that he had done everything for their pro-
tection, and explained that he was informed that the
terrible scenes which had taken place the night
before were the work of a secret® society, His own’
secretaries had been murdered, What more proof
could be wanted of his own innocence?

The words of the poor man, who really was largely
the victim of circumstances, carried little conviction,

As he passed over the side Haviland said to him—

“There was slain in the Monastery of Tsang-Lo
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thfs thotning man. who mlght have regencrgfd

your country,”
The Mandarin was thinking of a silken corcl, clig-

bursements, and all manner of Leerible and hmulge
retribution.  If it had morely been the nalive and
forcign Chiistians ! But Tsang-L.o hall destroyed by
fre, hundreds of Lamas slain, and mare wounded,
temples burnt}  Iere was matier indeed for gloomy
reflection;

The guithoat moved slawly away,

The two women rofused to leave the deck while
they could sce the last of the Monastery.

More than once the Commander cheerfully invited
them to breakfast, but Haviland-—whao undersiood~—
whispered gently that they were better left alone till
Tsang-Lo had disappeared {rom sight.

Catherine and Ruth stood straining their cyes, as
one by one the buildings oo the hillside boecame
blurred and indistinet, finally disappearing q{to..

gether,

Then the hill itsclf was shut out by a bend in the
tiver, but the column of smoke from the burning
Temple rose high enough in the hcavcns lo be plainly
seen,

[t rose thick and compact to a great height.

Then a small cloud detached itself; and floated
away higher, higher, into the clear blue sky, like a
soul on its way to God,
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