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SUNDAY DEVOTION TO PLEASURE.

HE following is an extract from the Dadly Telegraph of March 1st,
and may speak for itself :—

“ At yesterday’s sitting of the Upper House of the Convocation of Canterbury, the
Archbishop presiding, the Bishop of Exeter laid on the table a petition which sets
forth :—* That there has been of late a very marked increase in the employment of
the afternoon and evening of the Lord’s Day in amusements of various kinds by the
‘upper and fashionable classes of Society. That the Society papers (so-called) in
particular, and occasionally the daily papers on Monday, give more or less full
accounts of entertainments which have taken place. Those of recent date include
formal dinner-parties, smoking concerts, theatrical and semi-theatrical performances
comic recitations, and amusing programmes of fun and frolic, exhibitions of jugglery,
Sunday parade in Hyde Park, coach drivesof clubs, the drags assembling at Hampton .
Court, Richmond, and other places of resort, the * Sunday up the river,” boxing at
the Pelican Club, lawn tennis; dances at clubs’ and private houses, exhibitions {once
at least) of the Wild West Show, and Show Sunday in the studios of artists. Some
of these are novelties in the way of Lord’s Day profanation. That the long lists of
those present at these Sunday amusements, which are given in the Society papers,
embrace men of eminence in art, ‘science, politics and commerce, as well as mere
dilettanti, and of men and women whose prominence is only that of devotion to
pleasure. That many of these amusements are public, that their prevalence testifies
to very loose Sunday habits on the part of the rich, and great, and noble of the land.
Such abuses of the Lord’s Day evidence an insatiable desire for distraction and
dissipation, a very low regard for the claims of the Word of God, and the determina-
tion to put away the restraints of religion.” The petitioners, who numbered 104,
asked counsel on the subject, and suggested a protest against Sunday excursion trains,
and a remonstrance against Sunday amusements and entertainments. The signatories
included members of both Houses of Parliament, clergymen, and others. A discussion
which arose on the question was adjourned till to-morrow, it being considered that the
Bishop of London, who was absent yesterday, should be present, since it was in his
diocese that the alleged Sunday desecration had been committed.”

The debate was resumed on the following Friday, when the Bishop of
London was present. His Lordship at once addressed the House, and
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2 LUCIFER.

declared his conviction that the state of affairs was not very much
exaggerated. But as regards the especial prevalence in his diocese of
this “ desecration,” he was of opinion that it was a consequence of the
gathering toggther in London, during “the Season,” of people who
carried similar practices into effect while in the country, and that greater
attention was attracted to them by “the so-called Society papers.” His
Lordship regarded the “ pursuit of pleasure” on Sunday as much less
excusable‘ in the upper classes than in the lower, “where there is
unremitting toil through the week, and where the other aspect of
Sunday—namely, that it is a day of rest from toil—must necessarily
take up a very much larger space in their thoughts than the character
of it as a day of worship.” His Lordship was rather doubtful as to the
efficacy of the protest, wisely considering that “ protests of this kind, if
they are allowed to be issued and fall flat, are likely to do rather more
harm than good.”

The Bishop of Exeter—the spokesman of the petitioners—followed
with a long extract from the pages of 7%e Bat, a paper which, by the
way, is now defunct. He considered that a simple statement that the
Upper House had had its attention called to the state of affairs, and
that it was of opinion that it “was derogatory to the spiritual and
moral health of all ranks of the people of this country,” would
“ satisfy those who are anxious for the maintenance of the Lord’s Day.”

The Bishop of Winchester made remarks on the difference between
the Sabbaths of the Jews and Christians, and agreed with the dictum
that the Sabbath was made for man, and not man for the Sabbath.
Further, he said that the relaxation of the strict Sabbath rule was, to
some extent, justified by the New Testament. He also asserted that
“ the only form of civil government ever distinctly ordained by God was
the government of the Jewish people, and that in this He ordained
“that the labours of the year should not be continuous, but that there
should be one day’s rest in seven for every man.” The Bishop said that
the memorial referred almost entirely to the Upper Classes, but that his
experience in South London had shown him that a great amount of the
neglect was originally caused by colonies of foreigners, and especially
Germans, who had gathered in that part of London. Therefore, he
thought that the neglect had penetrated every class of Society ; and he
agreed with his right reverend brother of London in thinking that the
day of rest was necessary to the working man, but did not see what
other time he had for observances of a religious nature. While he
thought that over-strictness in Sabbatarianism had an injurious effect,
as in Scotland, he was convinced that any further relaxation in this
country would be still more injurious.

The House was in committee on the subject for an hour, at which the
reporters were not present. Finally, the following resolution was moved,
and agreed to unanimously :
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“That the attention of the Upper House of Convocation having been attracted to
the relaxation of Sunday observance, which appears to have increased of late years,
even among those who have the fullest leisure on other days, and to the great increase
of Sunday labour, the House deems it to be its duty to appeal to the clergy, to all
instructors of the young, and to all who exercise influence over Weir fellow-men
not to suffer this Church and country to lose the priceless benefit of the rest and
sanctity of the Lord’s Day.* Its reasonable and religious observance is for the physical,
moral, and spiritual health of all ranks of the population, and to it our national well-
being has been largely due.”

The foregoing is an abstract of the report in the Dadly Telegraph of
the debate in the Upper House of the Convocation of Canterbury. One
cannot help regretting that we do not have laid before us the various
motives expressed in the hour of committee. Still, enough remains in
the public speeches of their lordships to serve our purpose. We do not
propose to criticise, for we wholly agree that the pursuit of pleasure at
all times and seasons, and regardless of others, is no good thing, but a
selfish one. But we do traverse one thing : the Sabbath was indeed
ordained for man, but nothing was said, cven in those statutes so
especially “ordained by God for the Jews,” as to the religious obser-
vances on that especial day. It was essentially a day of REST,
ordained for man, as it was ordained that the land should lie fallow ;
that is to say, that there shall be no compulsory work for man, whether
religious or secular. But granting that it is essentially a Day of Rest
for over-worked man, he is yet told by those who teach him religion
that, instead of complete relaxation, he must follow “a religious ob-
servance.”

We would ask whether this “religious observance ” is to be a farce or
a reality ? If areality, it is a labour more fatiguing than any ordinary work;
for it is an unaccustomed toil, and one which all except the very pious will-
ingly eschew. Clergymen, whose business in life it is to lead the services,
and who should, therefore, get accustomed to the labour, are exhausted by
the work they have to do on Sundays, and to “feel Mondayish,” has
become a recognised expression. As for children, who are taken to
church regardless of their age and nature, many of them positively hate
“ church-going,” and so learn a horror of religion itself. Thus there is
a forced “education ” in religion, instead of religion being the natural
growth of the noblest part of the human heart. We thus offer to God
not the things which are His, but “ the things which are Casar’s ”—the
lip-service of humanity.

The whole Sunday-question resolves itself into the demand to know
whether it is in any degree right, or in accordance with divine law, that
man should be so devoted to selfish toil, during the week, as to have
virtually no time or strength left for prayer (¢.¢, meditation) during the

* We would refer the reader to ‘The Land of Cant,” by Sydney Whitman, for a review of the

resuits produced in England by the strict ohservance of the Lord’'s Day—in the letter, and not in the
spirit.
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six days, and whether, therefore, it is right that the seventh day or Sunday
should be set apart for it. All depends upon whether doing one’s duty
in the state of life to which one is called, is “doing,” or not doing, “all
to the glory of God.” We think that work is prayer; and if so, the
devotion of Sunday to innocent pleasure is really making it a day
of rest. '

Why should England set forth its observance of Sunday as the only
one sanctioned by God? The present observance of Sunday in England
is founded on the practices of the later and degenerate Jews, who were
not upheld by Jesus in their observances. Even the prophets (vide
Nehemiah viii., 9—12) plainly show that the earlier usage was one of a
day of rest, and that the idea of innocent pleasure, which is now
represented as rather gross and sensual, was not then a forbidden thing.
Reference to statistics in matters of drunkenness and crime does not
show that England is, indeed, in possession of priceless benefits owing to
the observance of Sunday, in which other nations, who do not share that
observance, do not partake. Indeed it is by noumeans certain that in all
those countries where there is indulgence in the class of pleasures so
energetically condemned in the petition, there is not less crime and
drunkenness than exists in England ; and this, too, not merely during
the week, but especially on the Sundays.

Without speaking of Catholic France, Spain, Italy, etc, etc., Greek
orthodox Russia and all the Slavonian lands, take for example Protestant
Germany, where all places of amusement are, if anything, more freely
open than on other days, and Sunday is considered the best day for
theatres, balls, and popular festivities. Surely the other nations,
especially the Germans, are not less religious than in England.

To many who are cooped up during the week, a day in the country is
an education which brings them nearer to God than all the services they
could attend in a church. Of course, we may be met with a reference to the
“two or three gathcred together,” but surely if God is omnipresent,
He is with those who are truly grateful for the beauties of Nature.

No, my Lords, your protest may not fall flat, but it does not strike at
the root of the cvil :—the fact that you are unable to cope with the
increasingly material conditions of life during the present age. The .
people are no longer ignorant, you have to meet men as clever as your-
selves among those who pursue their pleasure in the way against which
you protest. You will not get anyone to follow your religious observ-
ances among those who have broken free from them, unless you can
convince them that yox are right, and that religion must be made the
vital factor in their lives. Many of them recognise no “hereafter,” and
gaily follow the motto:—* Let us eat and drink, for to-morrow we die.”
They recognise no god save their own pleasure ; and we are both agreed
that they are endeavouring to execute a “valse a deux temps” to the
tune of the “danse Maccabre.” Among the ranks of your church are
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many self-sacrificing men, who, from various motives, are endeavouring
to help those of the working classes whose lives are lost in toil. Ask of
them their opinion as to the “Lord’s Day Observance” of religious
duties. They have to deal with the practical difficulties of the situation.
You, in your Convocation, are protesting against an evil of which you
are conscious, but against which you are powerless to act. Why?
Because the form of religion you rely on has lost its hold upon the
hearts of the people, and the “ Service of Man,” according to the late
Mr. Cotter Morrison, has replaced the “ Service of God.”

The reason of this is not very far to seek. The Church has lost the
key to Wisdom and Truth, and has endeavoured to bolster itself upon
authority. The people have educated themselves to ask “ Why?” And
they will have an answer, or they will reject the Church and its teachings,
for they will not accept authority. Religion and its principles must be
demonstrated as mathematically as a problem of Euclid. But are you
able todo so? Are any of the Church’s dogmas worth any of the
tenets of Christ’s Sermon on the Mount, or the similar utterances to be
found in all religions? Do you carry them out in their entirety in your
lives, as the Episcopi of the Church? Do you, as such, take care that

all your clergy do so? You may reply with a counter-question :—“ Do
you, our critics, do so and set us an example?” OQur answer is, that
we do not claim to be the “elect” or the “anointed of the Lord.” We

are unpretending men and women, endeavouring to carry out the Golden
Rules, apart from the ordinances of any form of worship. But you—
you occupy a position which makes you an example to all men, and in
which you have taken a large responsibility. You stand before the
world as exemplifying the effect of the dogmas of the Church you lead.
That Church had and has its work to do, but that it has lost its power
is plain, in that you are only able to protest, and that doubtfully, against
an evil which you feel yourselves unable to check. In the language of
your Scripture, how would it be if, as regards your trust, this night an
account should be required of you?

s
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SELF-EVIDENT TRUTHS AND LOGICAL DEDUCTIONS.
(Compiled from the writings of a Labourer.)
INTRODUCTION.
BSOLUTE Truth is self-evident.® 1t is recognised by all who
A

are in possession of a sufficient amount of Reason to see it;

but those who are not able to see it require intellectual proofs
and logical arguments to persuade themselves that it exists. Everybody
knows that one s one, although no one is able to give any intelligible
reason for it ; but when it comes to making a multiplication of compound
numbers, our Reason may not be sufficient to directly perceive the result,
and we have to call the intellect and mathematical argumentation to our
aid to inform us about it.

Self-knowledge in the Absolute is absolute knowledge; we can
actually know only that which we see and know ourselves. A science
which teaches the true relations which things bear to each other is
relatively true as far as the relations of these things are concerned ; but
it conveys no real knowledge to man ; it can only be a guide to him how
to find the truth in himself. To know and to understand what another
person meant to say, is not sufficient to know the truth oneself. To see
the truth within oneself by the light of Reason and to understand it
intellectually is self-knowledge.

Self-knowledge can only be acquired by self-examination. To develop
the truth we must practise it. Only when it begins to exist in us can we
become self-conscious of its existence.

Those who will practise the following truths will understand their true
meaning.

Those who will not practise them will not understand them.

Those who understand these truths will practise them.

Knowing should be identical with growing. Intellectual acquisitions
without spiritual growth are like flowers that die without producing a
fruit,

i
ONE 1S ONE.

One is @ Unity and cannot be divided into two Ones. The One, if
divided into two, gives two parts of the One. Each of these parts may
assume a form differing from that of the other, according to the
conditions by which it is surrounded ; nevertheless the two parts will
essentially remain two parts of the original one.

* But compare editorial in the February No. of LUCIFER : *‘ Self-evident * truth may be considered
absolufe in relation to this Earth—only casually. It is still relative, not adsolute with regard to its
Universal Absoluteness.—{ED.]
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The Universe, ie., the All, is only one ; it is impossible to conceive of
two or more Allis in the absolute sense, and every part of the Universe
is therefore a part of the All, or a manifestation of the original One in a
separate form, being an integral part thereof. The various forms of
substance and activity in the All cannot be essentially and funda-
mentally different from each other ; they can be nothing else but various
aspects and functions of the indivisible aboriginal One. Matter in all its
shapes, visible and invisible, and Motion in all its forms, unconscious,
conscious and self-conscious, can be only two modes of manifestation of
the originally unmanifested One ; because One is One and cannot be
divided into Two.

The original Ofte or the Cause could not have come into existence out
of nothing and without a Cause; and as it exists (as we see by its
manifestations in Nature), it must therefore be self-existent, having
existed from all eternity by its own power. The One, being self-existent
and indivisible, cannot be divided and transformed into anything which
does not exist. It cannot be. annihilated by anything, because nothing
exists but itself, and its existence must therefore be without an end as it
is without a beginning.

The reason why the finite intellect of man cannot conceive of an
eternal self-existent Cause, God or Law, is because man is not self-
existent, and self-existence is, therefore, beyond his experience, and
beyond his conception.

The original One, manifesting itself as Subdstance in all its shapes and
Power in all its forms, cannot be essentially and fundamentally different
from its own productions, which it must have produced from itself, and
within itself, there being nothing else to produce it from. Nor could
Matter and Motion continue to exist if the self-existent cause that
enables them to continue to exist were to cease to be, or to cease to
stand in relation to, and be active within them.* The unmanifested One
is, therefore, whenever and wherever it manifests itself, a Zrinity of
Causation, Substance and Power.

NOTE.—A just consideration of the above will raise us up to a higher conception of
Nature, with all its multifarious forms, It will bring us nearer to the truth than the
narrow-minded conception which seeks for the origin of power, life and consciousness
within the corporeal forms, while, in fact, forms can be nothing else but vehicles or

instruments through which the Onme which is at once Cause, Substance and Motion
manifests its presence.—[AUTHOR.]

* But can the Absolute have any relation to the conditioned or the finite? Reason and metaphysical
philosophy answer alike—No. The *‘Self-existent” can only be the Absolute, and esoteric
philosophy calls it therefore the ‘* Causeless Cause,” the Absclute Root of all, with no attributes,
properties or conditions. It is the one UNIVERSAL LAW of which immortal man is a part, and
which, therefore, he senses under the only possible aspects—those of absolute immutability trans-
formed into absolute activity—on this plane of illusion—or eternal ceaseless motion, the ever
Becoming. Spirit, Matter, Motion, are the three attributes, on this our plane. In that of self-
existence the three are ONE and indivisible. Hence we say that Spirit, Matter, and Motion are eternal,
because one, under three aspects. Qur differences, however, in this excellent paper, are simply in

erms and expressions or FORM—not in ideas or thought.—{ED.]
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Looked at from this higher standpoint, the Universe appears to us as one Unsversal
Substance, which, in its various states of density, we may call Matter, Ether, Akasa,
Mind-substance, Spirit, and we see it pervaded by one Unmiversal Power, which,
according to its mode of action within the universal substance, manifests itself un-
consciously, consciously, or self-consciously in various ways, which we may call
Motion, Vibration, Gravitation, Cohesion, Affinity, Attraction, Repulsion, Heat, Light,
Electricity, Magnetism, Life, Emotion, Love, Will, etc., while the eternal co-existent
and self-existent Universal Cause of all these manifestations of its own substance,
power and consciousness, remains for ever hidden to all inferior forms of existence,
and can be known only to itself by the power of its own self-consciousness and
self-knowledge.

To express the above in other words, which may render our conception still
clearer :—We may look upon all things in the Universe—not as being essentially
different from each other, but as being all merely various modes of manifestation of
the eternal One. What we know of “ Matter” is not the substance itself, but merely
its external appearance; what we know of “Force” is not the energy itself, but
merely its mode of manifesting itself on the outward plane/ One and the same
impulse going forth from the eternal and self-existent cenfre may cause vibrations in
all planes of existence, manifesting itself in the region of Mind as Thought, in the
astral plane as Emotion, in the ether of space as Motion in all its forms, active or
latent, producing in the sphere of gross matter the phenomena known as heat, light,
electricity, etc,, etc., while rising up again from Matter to Spirit it may manifest itself
as Life, Instinct, Consciousness, Love, Will, Knowledge,"and Wisdom.

We should free our minds from the erroneous conception, due to external and, there-
fore, superficial observation, that forms produce activities, and we should habituate
ourselves to look at all things with the eye of Reason, which (if unclouded by the
intellectual vagaries of the speculating brain} will be able to see that forms are merely
centres, through which already existing powers can manifest themselves, and by
means of which these powers may change their modes of action according to the
law of Induction. :

Thus certain vibrations existing in the Unsversal Ether, and manifesting themselves
in Matter as “Heat,” may, by coming in contact with other forms of matter, be
changed into “Light,” in others into * Electricity,” etc. Thus certain vibrations existing
in the Universal Mind as abstract ideas, may, in the brain of man, take shapes as
Thoughts. Thus other certain vibrations existing in the Unsversal Spiri¢ may, in the
souls of (the ephemeral) living beings, awaken corresponding vibrations, and manifest
themselves according to the nature of these beings as “ Will,” “ Love,” * Faith,” etc.
But Ether, Mind, and Spirit, are, like all other things, fundamentally one, and all may
be changed one into the other by correspondingly changing the conditions under which
they are manifesting themselves, provided that we are in possession of the knowledge
necessary to establish the conditions under which such a change of activity can take
place.*

F. HARTMANN, M.D.
(70 be continued.)

* An illustration of the transformation of will-power into mechanical motion, even without the
aid of the physical body, may be seen if we succeed in dispersing a cloud in the sky by the power of
will ; an experiment which may be successfully tried by anyone who is able to concentrate his
thoughts. (See Cadagnet: ‘' Les mystéres de la Magie."”)
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TALISMANIC MAGIC.

SATURN FZ

THE OCCULT SIGNIFICATION OF HIS SQUARE, SEAL, AND SIGILS.

’

By S. LiDDELL MACGREGOR MATHERS,
Author of “The Kabbalah Unveiled,” &c.

ATURN is called by Astrologers the Greater Infortune, Mars the
Lesser, while Jupiter and Venus are dignified with the titles of
the Greater and Lesser Benefics respectively. That is to say

that the general nature of the operation of the former is supposed to be
evil, and that of the latter to be good. But what superficial students
of Astrology are apt to forget is, that if the so-called Infortunes be
well placed, and casting good aspects in either Nativity or Horary
Figure, their opdration is no longer evil ; and that the Benefics if ill-
dignified and in evil aspect, will work evil instead of good.

I have usually found myself, that if Saturn or Mars be Lord of the
Ascendant at birth, their evil aspects in the Solar revolutionary figure do
little harm comparatively, to the Native.

Now Talismanic Magic is to a certain extent based on Astrology,
inasmuch as that it is dependent on the position of the Stars in the
Heavens and their mutual aspects, but here the similarity ceases. For
while Astrology from the resulting combinations gives information
regarding future events, Talismanic Magic provides a means of modify-
ing the effect of such events, by crystallising, as it were, in a Talisman
the good or evil combinations of the then position.

And as number, weight, and measure ordain the existence of all
created things, so will a certain number when united to matter of its
own nature, have a magical occult power. Thus, then, if a Talisman be
formed not of any, but of a certain matter, so will it have an effect of
the nature of that matter, but not otherwise. Again for the perfect
production of such effect, the Maker of the Talisman must have the
faculty of calling the magical occult power hidden in the Talisman into
active existence, otherwise it will remain dormant, and the Talisman,
though constructed aright, will fail of its effect. Thus, then, each
Talisman requires consecration, for the act of consecration is the
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Sacrament of Will," and consecration by Sacrament of Will is the
Apotheosis of Matter. Let no one rashly think, either, that the Strength
of his own Will, however great it may be, can produce the desired effect,
unless that Will is sanctified and strengthened by that Highest Will of
the Universe from Whom it first derived its existence. For when the
natural Strength of the Will of the Maker of the Talisman is exhausted,
whence can he derive more, unless he can obtain it from the inexhaust-
ible reservoir of the Will of the Universe ? Therefore, in the formation
of every Talisman, it is advisable to employ those Divine Names and
Symbols which have a Qabalistic affinity with and rule over the opera-
tions of the particular Planet under whose beams it is constructed.

Every Talisman properly constructed under the power of a certain
Planet will have either a Good and Fortunate, or an Evil and Unfortunate
effect. The effect will be good if the Planet be in a fortunate position
in the heavens, well dignified, and well aspected. The evil effect will
be produced by the reverse of these. Furthermore, such Talisman
should be constructed during the day and hour over which the Planet
rules.

Having premised thus much with respect to Talismanic Magic
in general, I now come to the consideration of the Planet Saturn in
particular.

The Talismans of Saturn should be made on Saturday, during the
hours of the day when Saturn bears especial rule, these are the first and
eighth hours of the day, and the third and tenth hours of the night.
Saturday is supposed to last from sunrise till sunrise on Sunday. To
find the length of the hours of the day, take the time between sunrise
and sunset, which, divide by 12, this will give the length of each hour of
the day ; for the hours of the night take the period from sunset till
sunrise on the following day, and divide it in the same manner. From
this it will be seen that the length of the planetary hours vary according
to the time of year. It is possible to make Talismans, etc, of Saturn
during any hour on Saturday, but the operation is not quite so strong as
on the hours given, and in such case the name and sigil of the Angel
governing such other hour should be added.

Saturn rules over the colour Black ; over Saturday in the week ; over
the period from the middle of December to the middle of February in
the year ; over Capricorn and Aquarius in the Zodiac, which are called
his houses, and has power in Libra, wherein he receives his Exaltation ;
over the dragon, the ass, the lapwing, the cuttlefish, the mole ; over the
metal lead, the precious stone onyx; he is under the power of the
number three in arithmetic, and the geometrical figure of the equilateral
triangle. By virtue of his rule over Capricorn, Aquarius, and Libra, he
also governs the trees pine, ram-thorn, and box, and the plants dock,
dragon-wort, and scorpion-grass, and the precious stones chrysoprasus,
crystal, and beryl.
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To make a Talismanic Ring of Saturn, a ring of lead should be taken,
in the bezel should be placed a fragment of 'a herb of Saturn with the
hair or skin of some animal sacred to him, and above these should be
set an onyx or other Saturnine stone. A piece of paper with his seals
and square, and the effect desired, should also be placed under the onyx
with the fragments of skin and herb.

To make an ordinary Talisman of Saturn, a small tablet of lead
should be taken, on either side of which a double or treble circle should
be engraved, then on the obverse trace his square in Hebrew characters,
and within the double circle write the Divine names which rule over
Saturn, or the square may be omitted and an equilateral triangle
substituted for it, with the Name and Sigil of the Angel of Saturn traced
within it. On the reverse, inscribe his Seal and that of his Intelligence
(if for a bad effect the seal and name of his Spirit should be added), and
in the double circle write the names which are bound unto the Numbers
of Saturn.

Then consecrate the Talisman with any convenient form of consecra-
tion, and fumigate it with a perfume of the nature of Saturn, such as
pepperwort, or any odoriferous o0t for a good effect, or sulphur if for
an evil effect. When completed the Talisman should be kept wrapped
in Black silk.

The Good Talisman of Saturn should be made when Saturn is in
either Capricorn, Aquarius, or Libra, and well-aspected ; its operation is
to help the birth of children, to render a man powerful and safe, and to
cause success of petitions with the great.

The Evil Talisman, when Saturn is in Cancer, Leo, or Aries, and
evilly-aspected ; it hinders buildings, causes discord, and brings evil,
misfortune, and death. And I cannot too emphatically warn my readers
against the fabrication of any talisman or pentacle for an evil purpose,
for, besides the evil it may work on others, it is certain to bring evil and
misfortune to its maker sooner or later.

The Divine Names which rule over Saturn are :—

Tetragrammaton Elohim, IHVH ALHIM, abx mm.

The Third Sephira, Understanding, Binah, BINH, r33.

The Archangel Tzaphgiel, TZPQIAL, bxpp .

The Angelic Order of Thrones, Arelim, ARLIM, =% .

The Sphere of Saturn, Rest, Shabthai, SHBTHAI, wnaw.

The particular Angel of Saturn is
CASSIEL

and his Sigilis " Az F HE—H
His Assistants are the Angels Machatan and Uriel.

I now come to the Occult signification of his Square, Seal, and Sigils,
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first premising that I know of no work in which their Qabalistical mean-
ing is given.

I mentioned before that the number Three was the Occult number of
Saturn, therefore from this number his Magical Table or Square is
formed, which contains nine compartments, in which the numbers from
one to nine are so arranged as to count fifteen every way in column, line,
and diagonal. And the whole sum of his numbers is forty-five.

THE MAGICAL SQUARE OF SATURN.

IN HEBREW LETTERS. IN NUMERALS. IN ENGLISH LETTERS.
9 o} o | 4 9 2 D T B
3 ] t 3 5 7 G H z
n R 1 8 I 6 CH A v |

The Occult meaning of the Square is to be found by the use of the
Qabalistical Keys, by taking the reading of each column, line, and
diagonal ; thus we obtain :—

B, T, D,=Science governed by Prudence thus obtains its Realization.

Z, H, G,= Action is the Victory of Inspiration.

V, A, CH,= Antagonism is reconciled by the Unity of Will through
Equilibrium of Contraries.

B, Z, V,=The Science of Victory is in Equilibrium.

T, H, A,=Prudence should inspire Will.

D, G, CH,=The Realization of Action should only be in Justice.

B, H, CH,=The Science of Inspiration produces Equilibrium.

D, H, V,=For the Realization of Inspiration Antagonism is necessary,
or, in the words of the Zohar, “ Forces which produce themselves without
being counterbalanced perish in space.”

The Magical Seal of Saturn is drawn from the Square, and its mean-
ing will be found by describing it upon the Square, thus :—

Its meaning is:—Realization can be only obtained through
Antagonism; Prudence and Justice yield Victory; and Action is the
result of the Knowledge of Will-Power.
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The Magical Sigil of Agiel, the Intelligence or Good Spirit of Saturn,
is this, it is a formula of Prudence in Action.

—

The Magical Sigil of Zazel, the Spirit or Evil Genius of Saturn, is

this, it is a formula of Hatred and Antagonism acting through un-
balanced force.

These are the Names which are bound to the Numbers of Saturn:—

3, Ab, AB, " aw, Father.

9, Hed, HD, .

15, Jah, IH, 7, the Name of Creation.

15, Hod, HVD, =21, Splendour.

45, Jehovah, as written in the World of Yetzirah or Formation, IVD,
HA, VAV, HA, nm, wy, 81, 0.

45, Agiel, the Intelligence or Good Spirit of Saturn, AGIAL, %x:an.

45, Zazel, the Spirit or Evil Genius of Saturn, ZAZL, %N

In conclusion I may observe that the ordinary Astrological Symbol
of Saturn

1

2

represents the Cross above the Lunar Crescent, and Alchemically shows
that Lead is of the nature of Silver internally, but corrosive externally.
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“ THE BIRTH OF SPACE”

“ Know, the stars yonder, the stars everlasting,
Are fugitive also . . . .” —EMERSON.

AVES of credulity and of mental analysis alternately sweep
across the face of the world. To the period of blind belief,

which made possible the prospect of mediaval Christendom,
enveloped by a black cloud of false science and theological dogma, has
succeeded an epoch of expansion of the mind’s forces, a wave of all-
dissolving analysis, prompting us to lift the veil of seeming from the face
of Truth, to pierce through the shell of appearances ‘to the central-reality.

The physical scientists long led the van of the new era. Theirs were
the triumphs over the dark places of nature and the falsehoods of
tradition. But they have failed to gauge the force of the wave that
carried them forward, and unless their whole front is changed, they will
become in their turn the credulous ; the reactionists against a new party
of advance. Their error is that they believe too much—that their.
enquiring analysis does not go deep enough. For-the wave of thought
which is permeating us, will finally obliterate and render unrecognisable
many of our present idols and unquestioned verities—ideas now
undoubted even by doubting science. ’

The last of the old-world ideas to perish—and that after the lapse of
ages, perhaps—will be the most familiar and commonplace.

Perhaps last of all will fade our present conceptions of what Carlyle
calls the deepest of all illusory appearances—Space and Time,

But as the sunrise first gilds the mountain-tops, and then floods the
plain with light, so the approaching inspiration of knowledge appears
first in a few of the best minds, and then spreads to the multitude.
Thus we find already Descartes doubting the reality of the external
world ; and Wordsworth, striking the walls of his room to assure
himself that they were objective, and not mere phantoms projected into
the void of nothingness by the mind’s formative power; for this.idea,
he thought, must be shunned as maddenings; forgetting that two senses
may concur to deceive. ’

Space, whether treated by the physicist or the psychologist of the
modern world, remains an unquestioned reality, whether objectively in
nature or subjectively in the mind. )

All the conceptions of science are three-dimensional, endowed with
length, breadth, and height, whether we take the starry depths as
pictured by the author of “First Principles” ; or the human brain, in
the conception of the last would-be scientific chool

But are not the properties of Space indeed mere appearances, and is

-
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not Wordsworth’s fear a shadowy premonition of the truth, that Space
is but a creature of the mind—an unreality ?

This suspicion of the illusiveness of Space is one of the nascent
perceptions of that most new and yet most ancient school of thought,
whose wide generalisation will soon render obsolete and insignificant the
daring doubts of sceptical science. In dealing with space and its
dimensions, it is incumberit on us to show how our present concep-
tions of these could have been generated, on a purely idealistic
hypothesis. If unreil, can we trace the growth of our notions of space
and its dimensions? A theory readily presents itself; but to approach
its consideration we must waive that larger question of the apparent
separation of the One into innumerable units of consciousness, and,
beginning by considering the condition of one such unit, trace the
growth of the congeptions of space, as related to that unit.

Let us first picture such an individualised unit of consciousness—to
use, perhaps, the best available phrase—at the very beginning of its
evolutionary course, in quiescence, absolutely sensationless ; let us endow
it with the power of sensation, though in a latent form. To understand
this, we must use a simple simile. Suppose yourself alone in a dark
room in silence ; suppose the temperature and your position to be
such that you have .become oblivious to your body; none of the
senses are exercised ; the pictorial power of the imagination is also
at rest ; while the mind’s attitude is one of expectation directed towards
the sense of hearing. This is the best available illustration of the
condition of a unit of consciousness with the latent power of sensation,
before sensation has set in. Suppose a musical note to sound close to
the ear, and gradually die away ; let the sound be again gradually excited,
and again die away. The gar—the seat of sensation—is for our
purposes practically a point. The sense of hearing experiences a
sensation, at first vivid, then gradually ceasing ; then again increasing
to vivid activity, and again sinking to rest. As far as physical
knowledge shows, this changing sensation is represented by greater or
less intensity-of vibration of the tympanum.

Now instead of a note dying aivay naturally, suppose some sustained
note sounded near the ear, then withdrawn in a straight line until out of
hearing ; then again brought near the ear, and again withdrawn. If the
experiment be properly carried out, the experience of the sense of
hearing will be exactly the same as before ; their physical counterpart
again being a greater or less intensity of tympanal vibration. The ear
is absolutely powerless to distinguish between the two sets of sensations :
and the only conception of nearness and distance that can be formed,
having regard to the sense of hearing alone, is a greater or, less intensity
of sensation. '

This is equally true of other senses taken separately; the sense of
light, for example, or the sense of heat. Hence, as far as the sense of

-
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sight is concerned, the nearest stars are distinguished from the more
remote chiefly by the greater intensity of their light, and, therefore, of
the vibrations they excite on the retina. In fact, to speak physically,
all our perceptions of varying sensation actually have their origin in
a more or less intense vibration of the sensory surfaces, and their
sources are subsequently projected into space by the imagination. To
express the same thing from the idealist standpoint; all we experience
is more or less intense sensation; our further conceptions are due to
the separation and arrangement of these, by the imagination.

Taste is an example of a sense not yet translated into terms of
nearness and distance, and it is worth mention that this is supposed by
some Theosophists to be the sense at present undergoing development,
and consequently incomplete.

But to return to our unit of consciousness: let us suppose a sensory
point to be formed in it; let a simple sensation excite this sensory
centre, with increasing and diminishing intensity. The effect will be
exactly the same as if the exciting source were to approach and recede
from the sensory point. From this experience, the conception of near-
ness and distance would arise ; in other words, the conception of space
of one dimension.

The conception of the point is derived from a sustained sensation :
that of the line, from a sensation of decreasing and increasing intensity.
So long as the consciousness remained absorbed in sensation no advance
would be made on this conception of space of one dimension : but since
all degrees of intensity from the very highest to complete absence of
sensation may be experienced, this line, this space of one dimension, will
be conceived as of infinite extension. '

Let the consciousness of the unit now be supposed to reflect on this
simple sensation, to stand aside from the point of sensation, and to
regard objectively both that point and the varying intensity of the
sensation ; in other words, the sensory point, and the line of sensation,
along which the exciting cause is conceived as advancing and receding.
Suppose the sensation to diminish in intensity : that is to say, let the
exciting source recede to a point some distance along the imaginary
line. The new point of consciousness arrived at by the act of reflexion,
or contemplative standing aside, is outside the line from the sensory
point to the exciting source. Itis clear that these three points not in
the same straight line imply a plane triangle—which may be formed
by joining them—hence the present attitude of the unit of con-
sciousness implies space of two dimensions. But since the base of the
triangle may be infinite—the sensation having all ranges from the
highest intensity to absolute cessation—and since the point assumed
by the consciousness through the act of reflexion can have no definite
position, the present attitude of the unit implies two-dimensional space
of infinite extension.
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If the unit be conceived as having germs of two senses instead of one
the results are identical, since in the first phase of consciousness, though
we have two independent straight lines radiating from the unit of
consciousness, they do not imply two-dimensional space, since they have
no relation whatever to each other: and in the second phase of
consciousness, instead of one plane triangle we should have two, both in
the same plane. This holds good for any number of senses. The
triangle formed with the line of sensation as base, and the point of
reflexion assumed by the consciousness, as apex, is a sensory area
every point of which is an objective source of perception to the unit of
consciousness.

The perception of the unit of consciousness is now of two kinds ; the
first, exercised at the sensory centre, is one of varying intensity merely,
corresponding in space to the line. That at the point of reflexion, the
apex of the triangle of perception is one of observation, corresponding
to surface extension.

Let the consciousness of the unit now be supposed to stand back from
the point of reflexion, and to contemplate objectively the area of percep-
tion. Standing apart from the area of perception, it now corresponds to
a point outside the plane of a surface, and this implies space of three
dimensions. Since the position of the new point of consciousness, the
point of contemplation, let us term it, is not rigidly determined, and
since the surface of perception is of unlimited, this third attitude of the
unit of consciousness implies three-dimensional space of unlimited ex-
tension.

As the last phase of perception was represented by a triangle, so this
third phase may be represented by a triangular pyramid, or tetrahedron
—every point in which is an object of perception ; the whole forming a
sensory solid—and having four corners; the top being now the seat
of consciousness; one of the base corners, the point of reflexion, or
perception of the sensory area—the base ; another base corner being the
point of sensation of variations in intensity ; and the third base corner
being the position to which the imagination projects the source of
sensation.

Let us now translate these successive experiences into terms of
Consciousness.

The first attitude of the unit of consciousness may be expressed by
the unreflecting, and, so to speak, unconscious perception—in the sense
of being without self-consciousness — “sensation is, or sensation is
not.”

When the stage of reﬁexxon is reached, the consciousness may be thus
expressed : “ I experience sensation.”

The thu'd the contemplative phase, is, “It is I who expenence
sensation ; , “I am conscious that I experience sensation; " the
second “I here being personality, lower self, or false ego—an iject
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of consciousness to the first “I” the true ego, the unknowable
Knower. '

We are debarred from discussing fully the ethical aspects of these
phases of consciousness by the nature of the subject; for—while we
were compelled to begin by considering the condition of an in-
dividualised unit of consciousness, waiving the consideration of
the apparent separation of the One into innumerable units — the
subject of ethics deals almost entirely with the relation of the unit to the
One, for “ the separation of the divine-human spirit into the multitudes
of men on the earth” is only an illusion, and is in reality non-
existent. '

Let us now consider a few resultant truths.

The consciousness, whether in its first phase of absorbing sensation, or
in its later phases of reflexion and contemplation, is itself subject to no
dimensions of space ; it stands detached from space, whether of one, two,
or three dimensions. Hence the self is neither finite, in the sense of
being small, nor infinite, in the sense of being great, it is superior to
space, as to time, or, in the language of the Upaniskads, “the self is
smaller than small, and greater than great” The self, the knower, is
something apart from space and time, and independent of them ; henge
nothing that takes place in space or time can affect it, except as being
an object of its perception.

“ He who knows the self as the slayer, and also he who knows it as
the slain, they both know not rightly. It kills not, nor is killed,” says
the Bkagavad Giid.

In comparison with the realness of the self, time and space are mdyds,
“ illusory appearances,” as Carlyle says.

And what we call the dimensions of space are only expressions by
which the imagination distinguishes and separates various phases of
perception.

As the previous advances in development which we have been able to
trace, were made by the real self detaching itself entirely from the
world it was experiencing, and standing apart as “a disinterested
spectator ” to view this world, recognising the organ of sensation, and
afterwards the personality, as not the self: so, we learn, the next
advance in development is made when a man, “by his awakened
spiritual will, recognises the individuality as not himself,” and detaches
himself from his present world, of which the individuality is lord.

The step must be taken by detachment from the things of space, as
we know them, by detachment from the things of time, as we
know them—by standing apart from these, and, in consequence, by
standing apart from that unreal centre of this life, the personality, the
abandonment of which leads to a condition we can only describe
negatively as selflessness, and by plunging fearlessly into the unknown
abyss. CHARLES JOHNSTON, F.T.S.
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THE BLOSSOM AND THE FRUET
THE TRUE STORY OF A MAGICIAN.
(Continued.)

By MABEL COLLINS.

CHAPTER XV.—Continued.)

LETA threw aside her travelling dress and put on a white
F silk wrap her maid had got out for her ; she loosed her hair and let
it fall about her slender figure. The wrap was made with wide
sleeves, that fell away from the shoulder and left her arms bare. She raised
them over her head and clasped her hands ; and as she did so laughed like
a child. How beautiful she looked! The large soft bed with its silken
sheets all bordered with foamings of lace, and its coverlet of golden em-
broidery, was close beside her. She threw herself intoit, and the white
lids fell heavily over her eyes, the long black lashes lying like pencil
marks on her cheek. In a moment she was buried in a slumber
more profound than even drugs can produce ; for a magician knows
how to take the soul away from earth on the instant, and leave
the body without dreams or any uneasiness, free to rest and recover
like a babe. And Otto standing there looking on this lovely sight
felt his brain turn to fire and his heart to ice within him. He loved
her so desperately and yet so hopelessly, this woman who was at this
moment actually his wife. No effort of his will enabled him to
approach an inch nearer to her. She was absolutely protected, perfectly
isolated from him. And it seems strange indeed that she could rest
there like an innocent child while within only a few paces of her stood a
man-—and that man her husband—within whom burned all that fiery
passion is, who suffered the fulness of longing and hunger insatiable.
At last—for the dawn was creeping in at the window as he did so—
Otto turned and left the room, and went softly down the stairway and
along more corridors and down more stairs, till he reached a little
doorway which he opened with his own key. It was a side entrance
from the great garden and the park beyond. In the breathing of the
soft, keen, morning air, in the roomy freshness of the early sky, his
maddened spirit seemed to find some hope of bathing and recovering itself.
He strode away through the park, and climbed a hill which rose beyond
it. From its summit he could see all over the city, and some extent of
the surrounding country. The sight sobered and strengthened him. He
knew himself to be no petty prince playing at state. True, his was

W
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a small kingdom, and his capital could be seen from end to end from
this hill top. Yet the great powers of Europe watched him with interest.

Fleta was out in the morning light not long after him, dressed in
white ; she wandered alone through the gardens and plucked some rich
roses to wear at her waist. The bloom of supreme youth and beauty
was on her face when she came back from among the flowers ; she had
gathered dew from the grass, and wetted her soft cheeks and lips with
it. Some dewdrops from a rosebush she had shaken gleamed in her
dark hair, beautiful as any diamonds. She sent messages of inquiry for
the Duchess and Hilary by the first servants she encountered ; and she
stood waiting for the answers, leaning against the side of the sunny
window by which she had entered—a brilliant figure that shone the
more brilliantly for the strong light, as a jewel might. And, indeed,
this' Fleta was a jewel of the world—whether her light be baleful or
beneficent, yet a jewel.

The answers were brought to her presently. The Duchess had
been very ill all night, and the doctor was even now with her, and would
not allow her to be disturbed. Hilary was still wrapped in the profound
slumber which had already lasted many hours.

“ Wake him,” said the young queen, “and tell him I shall be waiting
for him in the magnolia arbour in about an hour.”

She wandered out into the garden again, moving to and fro in the
sunlight. It was an entirely secluded garden this, which had been highly
walled and sheltered by trees, so that here Royalty might have sunshine
and fresh air in freedom. And all this sheltering, it being a very sunny
spot, had made it a perfect golden land of flowers. Fleta was very
happy for the moment here ; she became like a child when her mind was
quiet, and when the beauty of nature appealed to her senses. She
gathered here and there yet another beautiful rose that specially caught
her fancy, and fastened it on her dress; so that at last, when it was time
to go to the magnolia bower, she looked like a queen of roses, so
fantastically was she dressed and decked in them.

The magnolia bower was the great beauty of the palace garden. It
stood right opposite to the windows, though at some little distance
across a smooth belt of turf. Originally, an arbour had been built, and
at the side of it a quoits-alley was arranged, filling onc half of the wall
of the garden. It was all open to the house and lawn, and roofed so
that it was protected from rain and wind. Otto’s grandfather had
built this, and had planted many different kinds of rare trees and
creeping plants to grow over it. But the place had in some way suited
the magnolias best of all; they had grown so richly that at last they
had claimed the whole as their own ; and all the winter the roof and
pillars of it were beautiful with great green leaves in climbing masses;
when the magnolias began to flower, it was lovely beyond belief. And
now the arbour and alley were all, by common consent, called the
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magnolia bower. Fleta had been fascinated by the beauty of this place
when she first came out, and had questioned a passing gardener about it.
She felt curiously happy and at home within its shelter ; and here Hilary
found her pacing slowly to and fro. He paused as his eyes fell on her.
She seemed to him the realisation of all possible beauty. She was
younger, fairer, yet stronger in expression than he had ever seen her.
And the pure richness of the flowers about her dressed her as no
diamonds, no rich gowns, could do. For this strange creature was
essentially natural—at home among the flowers or on a mountain-top,
strange and haughty among courtiers and in the ordinary life of men
and women.

“Sit down here,” said Fleta, taking her place on a deep, well-
cushioned couch in a shadowy corner. Ah! how still and sweet the
air was !

“You are better,” she went on, “I can see that. You have slept like
one dead, and have found a new life this morning. It is well; it is what
I expected ; but what might yet not have been. Now, I want to talk
to you. QOur work is close at hand. By noon I have to be dressed,
ready to go to the great Cathedral and be crowned. From that time I
shall be in public all day till late in the evening. But I have learned
how to live alone in a crowd, and to play a part unknown by any one.
And you must do the same. For our work begins to-day. And we
have gained the necessary strength for it.”

Hilary shuddered, even here in the sunshine and amid the flowers.
He knew she referred to that awful scene in the dark yesterday when
he had killed what?

“Fleta,” he said, with tolerable quietude, “do you remember
what I was saying to you last night when I was told to leave
you? Did I not demand an explanation before I did any more work
for you?” :

“Yes; you did. And that is why I sent for you here that I might
explain all that you can understand.” She paused just a moment; and
then went on speaking rapidly yet clearly.

“ We have spoken of the lives of long ago, when we were together
before, Hilary ; when we loved, and lost, and parted, only to meet again
and love and lose again. Like the flowers that yearly bloom and then
die away till another season gives them another life, so once in
an mon have we flowered upon the earth, brought forth the supreme
blossom which earth can produce, the flower of human love. You do
not realise this, Hilary, because you will not claim your knowledge
and experience ; you are weak, and easily content, lacking in faith, and
still filled with love of life. That is why you are my servant. The
power I took when first our souls met on this earth you have never
wrested from me. I have remained your ruler. Now I urge you to
use all the will that is in you and step nearer to my side in knowledge

»
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and in power ; for I no longer have need of you as a servant. I want
a companion. You know that a little while ago I essayed the
initiation of the White Brotherhood, that stately order which governs
the world and holds the reins of the starry universe in its hands. You
know that I failed. I do not regret having had the courage to try; I
should have been a coward indeed to draw back when Ivan himself
was ready to lead me to the place of trial. But I was a fool to over-
value my efforts and my work as I have done. I had served so sore
and so long an apprenticeship, had grown so weary, through many lives,
of lovers and of children, that I thought all human love, all love that
clings to one person in the world, had been for ever plucked out by its
very roots. I thought it was gone from me for ever; that, though I
would work for humanity, that though I would gladly give all that was
in me to any who desired help or knowledge, yet that I myself could
stand alone, leaning on none, looking for none. It seemed to me it
was so—that the mystery was solved for me—that the problem of
human love, of the life of sex, of the mystic duality of existence, was all
set at rest for ever. Oh, if that had been so! Then, Hilary, I should
have blossomed on earth for the last time; I should have found in
myself the fruit, the divine fruit that gives new life, another life, a
divine knowledge, an unshaken power. But I failed. I entered among
them, Hilary—I saw them. No other woman has seen these strange,
austere, glorious beings. But the chill of death, the uttermost anguish
of fear and of longing, fell on me as I looked upon the unfamiliar, un-
human, god-like faces ; and I hungered for the dear face that had so long
been my star. I cried aloud for Ivan.

“ You saw me next. You found me. You know how I was crushed
and broken. But before you came to me I had heard words, spoken, as
it were, by the stars, echoing in the heavens, that told me my fate, and
showed me my work; and bade me be strong to rise up and do it.
Afterwards, I desired to see one of the White Brotherhood, and obtain
a confirmation of my order. But I could not. And then I understood
that I alone was to be judge and compeller of myself.”

She rose now and began to pace up and down in front of him. She
began to speak more slowly, her eyes fixed upon the ground.

“ Sweetheart, wife, mother, these things I can never be again, for the
love of any man. I am alone in the world; I can lean on no man, I
can love no man in that way any more throughout the ages that I may
wander on this earth. That life has gone away from me once and for
all. I stand above it. Are you still ready to devote yourself to me, to
stand at my side, to be my companion?”

A great sigh burst from Hilary. It seemed to him that he was
bidding farewell to his dear, dear love, to his one hope in life, to all that
was fair in woman, to all that he had ever desired or could ever desire.
And then he saw before him the shining white face of a priestess. Fleta
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for the moment was transformed as she gazed upon him. A great light
gleamed from her eyes. He saw that a finer thing, one infinitely more
desirable and satisfying, must take the place of the fair blossom of love
in his heart. All this came to him in an instant; and as the sigh burst
from him he uttered a “ Yes” that seemed to shake his being. And
then on a sudden—on the instant—the white blinding face of the
priestess of life had gone from before his eyes, and he saw instead
the young, fresh, lovely face of the woman he loved. A groan as of
physical anguish passed his lips. .

“Fleta, I cannot do it,” he said ; “I cannot resign you.”

“You have done it!” she said, and laughed.

It was a strange laugh, not womanly, and yet with a ring of gladness
in it

“ You cannot go back from the pledges given by your spirit because
your heart protests!” she said. “ Your heart will protest a thousand
times ; it will seem to dissolve your very body with its suffering. Do I
not know? I have lived through it; I have died from it. But the
pledge once taken, has to be fulfilled. I am satisfied ; for I know now
that you will work with me.”

She walked to and fro a few moments in silence ; then came and sat
beside him, talking in her first manner, rapidly and clearly.

CHAPTER XVL

“] CANNOT go in alone. I cannot go in for myself. I have to learn
the supreme lesson of selflessness. I must take a soul in each hand to
the door, ready, purified, prepared for offering on the altar, so that they
shall even become members of the Great Brotherhood ; while I must be
content to turn back and sit on the outer steps. I have thought it out;
I understand it; but whether I can live it out, whether I can do it, is
another thing—a very different thing. Ah, Hilary, where shall I find
those two hearts, those two souls, strong enough to pass the first
initiation?”

“When it comes to that doorway,” said Hilary, in a strange dull tone
of misery, “ must those two be ready to go on without you, leaving you
outside ?” .

“Yes,” said Fleta. “Certainly yes.”

“Then I will not be one of them,” he said passionately. “I love you,
and I do not want to lose you, even for Heaven itself. I will serve you,
if you choose ; but I must be with you.”

He rose and went away across the lawn, as if he could not endure
any more of the conversation ; in a moment or two he had disappeared
among the trees. Fleta sank back with a weary dejected air ; a pallor
took the place of the brilliant fairness, which but a moment since had
made her face so beautiful. Her eyes, wide open, yet-apparently seeing
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nothing, remained fixed on the grass straight in front of her. She
seemed scarcely to breathe. A kind of sad paralysis had fallen on this
beautiful vivid form.

“What am [ to do?” she exclaimed at last, bringing the words out
by a great effort; “how can I live through the struggle and the
suffering? I wi// live through it. I have invoked the law of pain.
Pleasure is no longer mine, even if I desired it.”

She was silent for a little while after this, and very quiet. Then she
rose and began to walk up and down slowly, evidently in deep thought.
Her mind was working rapidly.

“I cannot do it alone,” she said at last desperately. “Who is to help
me? I cannot yet even guess who is to be my second companion, the
other soul that I am to take to the door of the temple. O, mighty
Brotherhood, it is no easy task you have set me.”
~ She drooped her head while she was talking thus to herself. When
she raised it again, she saw Otto standing on the grass, in the sunlight,
watching her. His face was softer than it had been for a long while as
he gazed at her. She stretched out her hands to him with the same.
sweet subtle smile with which she had greeted him before. He im-
mediately approached her.

“I have been thinking,” he said, “ up there on the mountain, ever since
I left you last night. I have been thinking earnestly. Fleta, I do not
consider myself pledged to that Brotherhood to which you profess
allegiance.”

Fleta’s look became amazed, and then almost stern.

“How 1is it possible you can so deceive yourself,” she said,
“when you have so recently felt the bondage which is placed on the
novice.’

“ What—in my inability to approach you? You are a magician, I
know well ; it is quite useless to try and hide that from myself, because
I have seen you use your power. Those brothers taught you some of
their unholy secrets. No doubt you could make a circle round yourself
now into which I could not enter. In fact, I believe you have done so.
But what of that? I have read, I have thought, a great deal on these
subjects. The supernatural is no more extraordinary than the natural
when once one is used to its existence. That it does not exist, that all
nature stops at a given point, could only be maintained by a blind,
foolish materialist. And I am not that. But I am not awed by the
supernatural. I have always been used to believe in it, having been
educated by Catholics. But your Brotherhood is a very different
matter. This claims to be so positive a thing as to be a force in Nature,
a power which every man has to be with or against at some period of
his development. Is not that what you would say—what Father Ivan
would say?”

“Yes,” answered Fleta.
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“Well, there I cannot follow. I do not see that the Brotherhood has
any right to set up such a claim.”

“It does not set it up,” said Fleta. “There is no need to parade a
fact. Wait and see. You will find it is a fact. [ would rather not
discuss the matter with you. Itis like talking with a man as to whether
the earth is flat or round.”

For a moment a red flush of anger came into Otto’s face; for there
is no doubt that this speech was delivered with an indifference which
savoured of royal insolence, and should only be used by a queen to her
subjects, not to her king. But he conquered himself after a moment’s
thought.

“ After all,” he said, “I can just fancy that it may seem like this to
you. It is useless to argue such a point. But to me the existence of
such a Brotherhood is a purely arbitrary statement. I know that Ivan
is extraordinarily superior to most priests. What makes him so—
Intellect, I should say, for the first thing.”

“No,” said Fleta, “it is the White Star on his forehead which marks
him out from among men and makes him divine. He lives for the
world, not for himself ; like all the Brotherhood he is passionless and
desires no pleasure. Otto, I have to win that star. Will you help me?”

“How?”

“ A great piece of work has to be done. I have to form a school of
philosophy and turn the thoughts of men towards the subtler truths of
life. Itis a mark given me, and I need aid. But that aid can only
be given me by one who makes no claim on my love, who no longer
looks on me as a woman, but as an instrument of the White Brother-
hood ; who is ready to serve and to suffer without any wages or com-
pensation ; one who in fact desires to reach the door of the great
Brotherhood.”

She spoke quickly, enthusiastically, a great hope in her eyes; for his
face had been full of gentleness all this while.

“I came to you,” he answered slowly, “with an offer, a request. I
will make it. I am prepared to be your true lover till death, your
friend, and even servant, in all that is human and natural, if you, Fleta,
will put aside these unnatural aspirations and be my wife and
helpmeet.”

It was a manly speech and said well. The tears gathered in Fleta’s
eyes as she looked at him.

“I have never loved you, Otto,” she answered. “Nor ever can as you
mean it ; yet you can move my being to its depths, and stir my soul.
For you are very honest. But you might as well try to change the
courses of the stars as alter the shape and pathway of my life. It is
written irrevocably ; I myself have inscribed it in the book of fate by
my steady desire through long past ages. But that I under-rated the
difficulty I would now be beyond your knowledge, within the great
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gateway. But I had no real comprehension of the deep unselfishness
needed for that great effort. I see now that I may never live for myself
again, not even in the inner soul of love. I have to work—I ask you to
help me”

Otto looked at her gloomily.

“I ask for a helpmeet,” he said. “And so it seems do you. This is
not as it should be between husband and wife. One must give way to
the other.”

Fleta looked at him and her eyes glittered; she seemed to be
measuring her strength. Suddenly she turned away with a sigh. At
the moment the Palace clock struck. She remembered that it was time
to go in and prepare for the ceremonies of the day. She paused and
looked again at Otto. She was looking very pale now, so that the
roses seemed more bright by contrast.

“Do you wish me to be crowned your queen ?” she said. “Or would
you rather it were not done now that you know me better?”

“1I have no choice,” said Otto, rather bitterly. “You are in fact my
queen already. But you have your own conscience to deal with in
treating me as you are doing.”

“My own conscience!” The words repeated themselves in Fleta’s
mind, as she went slowly across the grass to the open window, without
making any answer to Otto. “Have I what he would call a conscience?
Do I reproach myself for misdeeds, or regret past follies? No; for
how could I live did I do so? I, that have the mystic memory, the
memory denied to ordinary men, and can see myself travelling through
lives and see how I lived them and what my deeds were! Otto will
suffer. He is not strong enough to claim his memory, he loves the
world of healthy, human nature, where the inevitable is not recognised
and Destiny is a force despised even while it works steadily to its ends.
Ah, my poor Otto! ‘husband, lover, friend,’ would that I could save you
the suffering!”

She had reached her own rooms now and was surrounded at once by
maids, who were preparing for her toilette, and by great ladies who
were selected as her companions. She was gracious to all alike, but so
deeply buried in thought that she scarcely distinguished one from the
other, and spoke as gently to the maid who dressed her hair as to the
court beauty who paid dutiful respects to her. This seemed to them all
very strange, and coupled with the sad look on Fleta’s face, filled them
with wonder. Had she already quarrelled with her husband >—or had
she been married to him against her will?

The ceremony of dressing was made on this occasion much more for-
midable than was Fleta’s usual toilette ; and she grew pale and weary
before the end of it. But she looked almost unnaturally beautiful when
she stood up in her sweeping robes ; there was an expression of such
stern resolution and power upon her delicate features. She conquered
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her weariness by an effort of will; and when she entered the great
cathedral and became the chief feature of the pageant within it, she was
once more the brilliant young queen, dazzling the eyes of those who
looked upon her, and conscious of her great beauty and her royal
power. :

And yet, within, her heart was dull with sadness.

For the gateway seemed fast closed! The two who loved her would
only love like other men. She could not give them any gleam or
momentary vision of the great love which does not desire gratification,
but which is divine, and gives itself. Where was she to look for other
souls? Not in this Court, where the men seemed to her more empty-
headed and self-seeking than those she bad left behind. Nor could she
ever hope to begin her larger work, to create any school of philosophy
here. Was every door shut to her? It seemed so. And with that
conviction came the strengthened and more profound resolve to
conquer.

CHAPTER XVIL

EVERYTHING was closed, the world was dark to her; there was no
turning, either to the right or to the left. We have all experienced this ;
even to young children this bitterness comes, when the darkness falls on
their souls. In the grown man it is so great a thing that it blinds him
and blackens his life sometimes for years. In one who is treading so
dangerous, so difficult a path as was Fleta, it comes as a horror, a shame,
a despair. For she had more knowledge, more intelligence, than
ordinary human creatures, who have not yet raised their eyes or their
hopes beyond the simple joys of earth. She had a knowledge so great
that it weighed on her like a terrible load and crushed her very spirit
when, as now, she could not tell how to use it. -

She knew perfectly what it was she had to do; but in what way was
she to do it? She, the supreme, the peerless, the unconquerable one,
who rose up again unaided after every disaster, and 'who could not be
held back by any kind of personal difficulty or danger, was now
paralysed. Paralysed because she had to influence, to guide, to lead,
some other human being. -Alone she could go no further ; another soul
must stand beslde her, and yet another. And as yet none were ready!
None!

She hardly noticed what passed around her, though she mechanically -
fulfilled her part ; and she gave no thought to the events of the day
until she found herself at last in her own room again—once more at
peace, once more undisturbed except by those who waited on her. Even
these she sent away, and sat still in her chair, alone, yet so full of wild
and passionate thoughts that the very air seemed full of their vibration,
and to be quivering with life.
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The queen was alone. How utterly alone none but herself could tell.
One of her maids looked into the room and saw the beautiful young
queen sitting there so completely motionless that she supposed she had
fallen asleep in the great easy chair, and would not disturb her. Fleta’s
face was turned aside, and laid on the silken cushions, and it was so still
and expressionless that one might fancy it a thing carved in ivory
rather than of flesh and blood. For all colour had died out of it, and
there was no faintest fleeting shadow of changing expression.

Fleta was alone with a terrible reality, a fearful problem, ahd one
which she well knew she must solve, or else die of despair. And this
offered her no thought of escape as it does to most, for she knew well
that if she died it would only be to live again, and find herself again
face to face with this problem.

For all nature follows laws; and as the plants grow, so does man.
Life must progress and none can stay it. And Fleta had entered into
the great rush of intelligent and vivid life which lies above the animal
existence with which most men are content. No natural triumph, no
power of her beauty, no magic of her personal charms, no accomplish-
ment of her brilliant intellect could please or satisfy her any longer, for
she had come into a keener consciousness, a knowledge of things
undying. And she knew herself to be undying, incapable of death ; and
that she must suffer and suffer till this terrible point was passed.

It seemed to her impossible to pass it.

She might not ever hope to near the gate she longed to reach, unless
she brought with her other souls, souls purified and ready. Her
strength, her power must be used to save them, not herself.

But there were none who would be saved.

These two men who stood on either side of her, and who through
many lives had stood on either side of her, even now, even yet, after so
long, they were blinded by their love for her. And as she fully realised
this a deep sigh passed all through her frame and made it quiver faintly
like a dying thing in pain.

That love ! with which she had held them and led them so long—the
love of her, which had guided them so near the gate. Was it possible
that now they must fall away, and because of that very love! Was it
possible ?

Suddenly Fleta rose and began to pace the room to and fro
impatiently. “Shall I use my power?” she said to herself half aloud.
“Shall I make myself hideous, old, a withered and faded hag? Would
that kill this passionate love in them? Would that make me their guide
and not a thing which is beautiful, and which each desires for himself?
I must think—I must think!”

Moving to and fro in her room she thought silently for a long while.

But there was no ray of gladness or light of conscious strength on her
facc.
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“I must tryit, I suppose,” she said aloud, at last. “I must throw
aside my youth and my beauty, .and see if they can either of them
discover the soul within. But it is a great risk—a terrible risk.”

This she said quietly and as one in deep thought. But suddenly
something seemed to touch, and rouse, and sting her, as if a knife had
entered her flesh.

“ Great Powers ! ” she exclaimed in a voice of agony. “ What do I see
in myself? Risk >—risk of what? Of their souls being lost because I
am not able to help them. Folly! If they are to be saved some aid
will be given even if it is not mine. Risk!—risk of what. Of my
losing their love. There is no longer any disguising it. I have been
fooling myself. Hilary! Otto! forgive me, that I should ever have
spoken as if I were wiser or more unselfish than you. The mask is torn
away. I am deceived no longer. I never dreamed that I must serve or
save any but these two who have been to me friends and companions
through ages. And this is Fleta, who fancied herself free, able to enter
the hall of truth, able to stand before the great masters and learn from
them ! Is my soul never to be purified? Can my heart never be burnt
out? Oh, fire of agony, come and kill this weakness ! ”

She staggered to her chair and sat there, staring fixedly at the floor
before her with wild eyes.

“How am I to burn these last ashes out of myself? How? And to
think of it!—to know, as I see now, that for lifetime after lifetime I
have fancied myself a saviour, free in myself, only helping these others!
And all this sad while I have but been leaning on their love, clinging to
them as any frail thing might. If these did not love I should fancy love
was not ; if these did not follow and aid me I should fancy the world empty.
And love, true love, the love that gives utterly and asks not, is not yet
born in me! Well, I am punished—I have punished myself before I
knew my fault! The world is not empty, indeed, but I am alone in it.
Yes, utterly alone. My master has left me—my friends have left me. I
have done wrong to each and all, and they are gone. Can I wonder
that thisis so? No, for I deserved it—and I deserve it.”

Fleta drew a cloak round her that hung on the back of her chair. She
drew it over her face and head and her whole form, so that she lay back
like a mummy in its wrappings. For hours she sat like this, and quite
motionless. Several times persons came into the room and looked at
her, but she lay so still, and had so evidently arranged herself in this
way, that no one liked to disturb her, thinking she must be asleep. For
there was nothing ceremonial at which it was necessary for her to appear ;
the king and the queen were to have dined alone quietly. But when
Fleta did not come, the king did not ask for her. And so the evening
passed and the night came.

Then Fleta rose, and hastily putting on a dark robe and cloak hurried
out of the room when there chanced to be no one to observe her
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movements. She stole down the stairs quickly, like a passing shadow,
and succeeded in reaching the garden unseen. The strong fragrance of
the magnolia flowers attracted her, and for a moment she stood still,
seeing in her mind’s eye the scenes of that morning re-enacted. But at
last she broke away, and hurried across the dim lawn till she reached
the boundary of the garden. Then she passed along swiftly and
silently, keeping by the wall. Her object was evidently to find a gate,
or some way out of the enclosure. It was not to meditate under trees,
or to smell the sweetness of the flowers that she had come here. It was
only that she did not know how else to get to the city—she had not

liked to try the great front entrance to the palace, for she did not want
to be noticed or followed. At last she came to an iron gate, high and
well spiked. She looked at it for a moment, and then suddenly sprang
on it and climbed it quickly, passing over it in some swift adroit way
that was rather an effort of will than any skill of body. Just as she
descended she heard the sentry on his beat approaching her. Like a
serpent she glided away into the shadow of some opposite trees. But,
for all her swiftness the sentry had seen her. He knew it was a woman,
this fleet shadow ; he had a single glimpse of the pallid face and its
wild, strange expression; and he was afraid to follow. For he did not
think it a creature of flesh and blood like himself. And yet poor Fleta’s
heart was beating so hurriedly when she reached the shade that she had
to stand still a little while to stay it.

But at last she recovered her nerve, and went steadily onwards towards
the lights of the city. Either instinct or some mysterious knowledge
seemed to guide her, for she went direct to the part of the city she wanted
—its worst quarter, where all night long there was a glare of light and
a crying of strange and discordant voices. For the gipsies were com-
stantly here, in the heart of this city ; nomads though they must be
always, yet here they most frequently returned as to some place
resembling home. And they so inflamed the passions and the love of
excitement which was in the people, that round the shanties and hovels
in which they dwelled, an orgy was held perpetually.

Fleta walked on through the narrow and crooked streets of the poor
district, and walked so quickly and steadily that no one spoke to her
or delayed her, though many paused and looked after her for a long
while. She could not altogether hide her star-like beauty. At last she
reached the place she wanted. Here there was a three-cornered open space,
paved, with a fountain in its centre. When this part of the city was
built, it had been ‘intended for better purposes than those it served ;
workpeople were the class the houses had been planned for. But the
whole quarter was now taken possession of by the race of ruffians,
thieves, and murderers ; a race which lives alone in every city because
none dare be in its midst. This three-cornered square was their
centre, a meeting point of many ways; and in it was held at night an
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open market. It should have had trees around the pathway, and shrubs
beside the fountain in its midst, but all traces of such civilisation had
long disappeared from it. It was given over to squalor and dirt. When
Fleta entered it the market was just becoming lively. It was a strange
mart indeed ; at one stall rags were sold and old cooking vessels ; at
another jewels of some considerable value. But anything of beauty
which might be for sale here, was well hidden under the dingy covering
of squalor which overshadowed the whole.

Fleta walked straight across the square to the fountain. Beside it, at
the point which she approached, was placed a ricketty, dirty old tent.
On the ground inside it was a sort of bed of rags, on which sat an
old woman. The tent was but just big enough to shelter her; she sat
facing its opening. By her side was a wooden stool, on which she told
fortunes with a filthy old pack of cards. A woman was leaning over
her now, watching the cards with breathless anxiety as she dealt them
out. .
Fleta drew quite close and then paused, leaning against the side of
the dry fountain, and regarding this sordid scene with her beautiful
eyes.

The old woman looked up after a moment. “ Ah, it's you? ” she
said.

“Yes,” answered Fleta ; and that was all. The old woman told her
cards and pocketed her silver with elaborate care. Then, her customer
leaving her and no other appearing for the moment, she looked
again at Fleta.

“Want your fortune told.?” she said abruptly. She always spoke
with a rough abruptness and many abbreviations; but it is almost
impossible to give any adequate idea of her peculiar terseness of style,
since she spoke (at all events, to Fleta) the true Romany tongue. To
the woman whose fortune she had told she spoke in a rough dialect of
the country.

“Yes,” said Fleta.

The old woman laughed aloud, a queer, cackling laugh, and then got
out a little black pipe and began to fill it. Suddenly she put this aside
again, and looked up.

“1 begin to feel as if you mean it. That can’t be possible.”

“Yes,” said Fleta for the third time. And her face grew whiter every
time she spoke. The old witch peered at her out of her small
eyes.

“Then it’s come to hard times with you, my dear! But you’re queen
here, aren’t you?”

Fleta only nodded.

“Then how do you manage to be in a place like this alone? Oh,
well, I know you’re clever enough for the devil himself. But what has
happened that you come to me?”
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“] have lost my footing,” said Fleta, very calmly. “I do not
know which way to turn ; and you must help me to find out.”

“I must, must I ?” growled the old woman, her unpleasant amiability
suddenly turning to a virulent ill-humour. *“So you keep your airs?
How did you find out I was here?”

Fleta did not answer.

“You're clever enough for that still, are you, my dear? Then why
can’t you look into to-morrow and next year for yourself?”

Fleta clasped her hands and held her peace.

“] insist upon knowing,” said the old woman, with a flare of fury, “or
I'll not do your bidding, not even if you fill me with pains from top to
toe. I know what you are; I know you’d rack me with torments, as
you’ve done before now, to get knowledge out of me. Go on, do it if
you like. I've got a new trick that’ll help me bear it. I'llnot doa
thing for you unless you tell me why you come to me for help. I thought
you were white as a lily, sitting on a throne, talking with angels. What’s
the reason you're here?”

Such a speech would have made most people smile. But Fleta knew
with whom she had to deal, and regarded it very seriously, weighing
her words as she slowly answered.

“T tried to pass the Initiation of the White Star, and I failed. My
powers are gone, and [ am blind and alone.”

The old woman uttered an extraordinary ejaculation, something
between an oath and a cry.

“You tried for that, did you? Why, no woman has ever passed it.
You deserve to be blind and dumb too, for your insolence.”

And then the old wretch burst out laughing, Fleta standing by
quietly watching her.

“I know quite well what you're set to do now,” the witch said at
last. “You're set to save souls, just as I'm set to send them to hell.
Well, you won'’t find it easy. Nobody wants you now you've started
into that business.”

“I've found that out already,” said Fleta.

“ And they do want me,” cried the witch. “Only think of that, and
remember how pretty you are, and how ugly I am! People like their
souls lost for them ; they hate having them saved. That’s the common
herd that I'm talking of. But there’s somebody wanting to be saved
now—somebody wanting help.”

Fleta remained standing quite still, her eyes fixed on the old woman.

“Shall I tell you who it is?”

“Tell me the truth, Etrenella ; I command it.”

After a moment the old woman spoke in a low voice, less harsh than
before.

“It is your master, Ivan. If you must go saving souls, save his. He
needs somebody to help him.”
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Fleta involuntarily started, and retreated a step; the fixed gaze she
had kept on Etrenella relaxed.

“ Do you mean this?” she exclaimed.

Etrenella laughed, and dropped into her original manner.

“You needn’t pretend you don’t know when I'm telling the truth,”
she said, “you’re not gone back to be a baby, I'm sure of that. Now
look you here, my queen ; I can give you something much better than
your throne, or your king, or your kingdom, or anything else on this
earth for you; I can make Ivan love you more dearly than the White
Star itself ; he’s half way to it already, and does but want a touch. I
can do it if you give me the word—ah ! I see your face, my white queen;
I see your hands trembling—so that’s why you failed, is it ? ”

And this terrible Etrenella took up her little black pipe and pro-
ceeded to fill and light it ; while Fleta leaned against the fountain sick
and faint, as if unto death, with the tide of emotions which rushed over
her.

After one shrewd, cruel glance at this quivering figure, Etrenella
went on speaking.

“You needn’t hesitate. You've got crimes enough on your conscience.
I can see them in the very air round you. What was that you made
Hilary Estanol kill for you, you vampire ? You made him commit
murder, and you know it. The thing was nearly human !”

“You sent it!” cried Fleta, suddenly finding strength to speak.

“Yes, I did. And why not? [I’d heard you were married, and I sent
to hear about you. It was quick and clever of you to kill him and take
his life for yourself. You’d be in a fever now if you hadn’t done it, and
very near death. That little Duchess will die after a while; you scared
her so that she can’t get over it And how about Hilary Estanol?
Isn’t his soul very near lost through this beauty of yours? And so you
can’t have your laboratory now? Ah!”

“Speak to me as you should speak,” cried Fleta, recovering herself
and quickly taking the command again. “Tell me where to look for
Father Ivan.”

“1 can't tell you that,” said Etrenella. “You've got to get much more
hungry than you are yet before you find him ; so much I know. And
I'll tell you this, for it’s quite plain, and you might read it yourself;
everything will crumble away from you—not only your friends, but your
throne, and your kingdom. You will be just as much neglected as if
you were as ugly as the old father of devils. My trade’s a better one.
Come, now, isn’t it so?” .

Fleta turned and walked straight away without once pausing or
looking back or hésitating. It was evident she did not look upon
Etrenella as a person towards whom it was necessary to use politeness.
When Etrenella saw that she was really going she half rose off her rags
and flung a screcch after her.
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“You'll have to go to hell's door to find him, I can tell you
that !”

Fleta walked on, seemingly unmoved. But the words repeated them-
selves again and again in her ears, and seemed to echo along the streets.
The whole city appeared to Fleta to be full of her own woe—there was
none else, and nothing else in it—or, indeed, in the world.

CHAPTER XVIIL

ON the very morrow—or, rather, indeed, on the same day, for the dawn
came as Fleta walked through the city—Etrenella’s predictions began to
be fulfilled. Fleta had entered the palace safely, though how this had
been accomplished she could not even recollect. And at an hour when
she was usually out among the flowers, she lay on her bed in a stupor
of exhaustion and despair. A message came that the King particularly
wished to see her. It sounded so urgent a message that Fleta thought
it best not to deny herself to him, weary though she was. She rose, put
on a Joose white lace robe, and went into a little sitting-room that
looked on the garden, to wait his coming. The singing of the birds
worried her, and she retreated from the window—to which she had gone
from habit—to the. back of the room. She was standing there when
Otto entered, and he paused a moment, startled by her appearance.
The morning freshness, which no midnight labour had ever taken from
her face before, was not on it now ; she was as white as the dress she
wore, and, with her black hair falling unbound upon her shoulders, she
looked like a spectre rather than a living woman.

“You are ill, frightfully ill ! exclaimed Otto.

Fleta deliberately walked to a mirror, and looked into it. And then
she smiled—such a bitter smile.

The thought in her heart was this. “I am fading already—the human
mechanism goes always the same weary old round, and he will very soon
tire of me now. It is over.”

And with this dull sadness in her heart she turned away without any
answer, and sat down on a couch in the dimmest corner of the room.
The appearance of this action was as of indifference which actually
amounted to insolence. Otto was a little nettled by it, and said no
more, for the moment, as to Fleta’s illness.

“I intruded on you,” he said stiffly, “merely because it was my
business to do so. Last night war was declared between England and
Russia. My position and that of my kingdom is simply that of
a gnat between one’s forefinger and thumb; the allied powers are so
strong, and so situated, that I must be crushed. Of course, I must fight
it out, though the end is a foregone one, and inevitable. But you must
not stay here. You must go at once. I cannot guarantee your safety
after another twenty-four hours are passed. And I owe that much to
your father, Go, now, and get ready and leave this place. Do not
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delay an hour or a minute. You have been my queen for a day—no
doubt that has been long enough for you.”

“ Quite long enough,” answered Fleta quietly, “and yet the fall of the
curtain seems a little hurried. I knew your position, of course; but I
thought you expected to save it, and hoped for my assistance in so
doing. That, in fact, it was still a matter of diplomacy.”

“So it was till last night,” answered Otto. “I had no idea that any
such sudden action was meditated. I had intended that we should both
visit London and St. Petersburgh within the next two months, and I
fully admit that I expected great help from you in dealing with these
powers. But everything has been taken out of my hands and it has all
been finished without my knowledge.”

He walked to the window, and then, standing with his back to her,
said, in a tone of deep feeling:

“Is it any of your cursed witchcraft, Fleta? Did you stir these men
in their dreams, so that they should combine to crush me?”

For a moment Fleta seemed about to answer fiercely; but she con-
trolled herself by an effort, and then said, in a very low voice:

“ As your queen I am loyal to you.”

There was something extraordinarily impressive in the way she said
this. It convinced Otto instantly. He turned on her with a sudden
swift flash of interest and vivacity in his face. It was the first gleam
through the cloud that had been on him all the time he had been with her.

“ Will you show yourself to the army before you go?” he exclaimed.
“ It would make all the difference. The men have no heart in them.”

“ Nog!"” cried Fleta, rising instantly. A spot of colour was on each
cheek, her eyes glittered.

“ When shall I come ?” she said.

“Now,” answered Otto, responding to her spirit. “On the great
plain outside the city they are holding parade. Will you come?”

“One moment!” cried Fleta.

She swept past him, and shut the door of her own room. No one
was there, and quite alone she made her toilette. It was so much the
better, for it made her task easier. For three minutes she stood perfectly
motionless inside the shut door. Her face was as set as that of a statue;
every line was marked and rigid, and her eyes were like the eyes of a
tiger. Her fierce will, roused into action, passed through all her frame
and powers, and called out all the latent vigour in them. And so she
worked a miracle, as many a clever conjuror does. It seemed like a
conjuring trick to herself, when, the three minutes over, she advanced to
the mirror and saw her face all alight with life, her cheeks flushed, her
eyes vivid and sparkling, and youth returned more dewy than before.
She hastily coiled up her hair and fastened it by jewelled pins; she
passed her hand over her face, with the same sort of result that women
produce with créme, and rouge, and powder, and half-an-hour’s labgur——
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the whole sparkling effect was blended, softened, made more beautiful.
She threw aside her white robe, and hurriedly found in a wardrobe a
dress of cloth of gold, over which she drew a long cloak all of white
and gold, and lined with crimson.

Then she went to the door, opened it, and said, “I am ready.”

“My God!” exclaimed Otto, “you are indeed a witch. You are
well, you are brilliant, you are twenty times more beautiful than ever.
Oh, Fleta! Hsten to me. I will never leave your side, I will serve you
like a slave if you will only let me love you.”

“Tove me !” exclaimed Fleta, with the most burning scorn. “No—
don’t deceive yourself. You only love my beauty—a thing of the
moment only. If instead of making myself beautiful I chose to make
another woman so, you would transfer your love to her. Come, take
me to your soldiers. They, at least, are honest. They like a woman
while she is young and pretty, and weary her with their love; and
when she is old, they let her cook for them and carry the loads like an
ass. You kings are the same only you have not the courage to say so.
Come—1 am ready—Ilead the way.”

Her manner was so imperious, Otto had no choice but to obey
without further words.

And now came the one brief hour in which Fleta ever felt herself a
queen ; for yesterday's pageant had not touched her. As she moved
among the soldiers it was like a torch carried along that lit fire where
ever it went.

Secing the young queen in her triumphant beauty among them the
men rose to the wildest enthusiasm. Now and again, when it was possible,
she spoke a few words to the men round her, who stood devouring her
with their eyes and listening as though her voice was heaven-sent. The
old General who rode by her carriage looked twenty years younger
when he saw his men’s faces all aflame.

“] wish your Majesty would go into the ficld of action with us,” he
exclaimed suddenly.

“So do I,” answered Otto from the 