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  Chapter One - Encountering
Darkness

Roger Ingram’s peroration
broke over the silent dininghall: “He and such as he are one
with the great conquerors, the great scientists, the great poets;
they have all of them cried of the unknown: ‘I will encounter
darkness as a bride, And hug it in mine arms’.”

He sat down amid applause, directed
not to himbut to the subject of his speech. It was at a dinner
given by the Geographical Faculty of the University of London to a
distinguished explorer just back from South America. The
explorer’s health had been proposed by the Dean of the
Faculty, and the Professor of Tropical Geography had been intended
to second it. Unfortunately the Professor had gone down with
influenza that very day, and Roger had been hastily made to take
his place. The other geographical professors, though vocationally
more suitable, were both learned and low-voiced, as also were their
public addresses. The Dean had refused to subject his distinguished
guests, including the explorer, to their instructive whispers.
Roger might not be a geographer, but he could make a better speech,
and he belonged to the University if to a different faculty, being
Professor of Applied Literature. This was a new Chair, endowed
beneficently by a rich Canadian who desired at once to benefit the
Mother Country and to recall her from the by-ways of pure art to
thehighroad of art as related to action. Roger had been invited
from a post in a Northern University to fill the Chair, largely on
the strength of his last book, which was called “Persuasive
Serpents: studies in English Criticism”, and had been read
with admiration by twenty-seven persons and with complete
misunderstanding by four hundred and eighty-two. Its theme,
briefly, was that most English critics had at all times been wholly
and entirely wrong in their methods and aims, and that criticism
was an almostundiscovered art, being a final austere harmony
produced by the purification of literature from everything alien,
which must still exist in the subjects of most prose and poetry.
However, the salary of the Chair of Applied Literature had decided
him to give an example of it in his own person, and he had
accepted.

He lent an ear, when the toast had
been drunk, to his wife’s “Beautiful, Roger: he loved
it”, and to Sir Bernard Travers’ murmured
“Hug?”

“I know,” he said;
“you wouldn’t hug it. You’d ask it to alight but
good dinner and send it away all pale and comfortable. I was good,
wasn’t I, Isabel? A little purple, butpleasing purple.
Pleasing purple for pleased people — that’s me after
dinner.” He composed himself to listen.

The explorer, returning thanks, was
not indisposed to accept literally the compliments which had been
offered him. He touched on ordinary lives, on the conditions of
ordinary lives, on the ordinary office clerk, and on the difference
between such a man and himself. He painted a pictureof South
America in black and scarlet; Roger remarked to his wife in a
whisper that crude scarlet was the worst colour to put beside rich
purple. He enlarged on the heroism of his companions with an
under-lying suggestion that it was largely maintained byhis own. He
made a joke at the expense of Roger’s quotation, saying that
he would never apply “for a divorce or even a judicial
separation from the bride Mr. Ingram has found me.” Roger
gnashed his teeth and smiled back politely, muttering “He
isn’t worthMacaulay and I gave him Shakespeare.” He
would, in short, have been a bore, had he not been himself.

At last he sat down. Sir Bernard,
politely applauding, said: “Roger, why are the English no
good at oratory?”

“Because — to do the
fool justice — they prefer to explore,” Roger said.
“You can’t be a poet and an orator too: it needs a
different kind of consciousness.”

Sir Bernard left off applauding; he
said: “Roger why are the English so good at
oratory?”

“No,” Roger said,
“anything in reason, but not that.They aren’t, you
know.”

“Need that prevent you
finding a reason why they are?” Sir Bernard asked.

“Certainly not,” Roger
answered, “but it’d prevent you believing it. I wish I
were making all the speeches to-night; I’m going to be bored.
Isabel, shall wego?”

“Rather not,” Isabel
said. “They’re going to propose the health of the
guests. I’m a guest. Mr. Nigel Considine will reply.
Who’s Mr. Nigel Considine?”

“A rich man, that’s all
I know,” said her husband. “He gave a collection of
African images to the anthropological school, and endowed a
lectureship on — what was it? — on Ritual
Transmutations of Energy. As a matter of fact, I fancy there was
some trouble about it, because he wanted one man in it and the
University wanted another. They didn’t know anything about
his man.”

“And what did they know of
their own?” Sir Bernard put in.

“They knew he’d been at
Birmingham or Leeds or somewhere — all quite proper,”
Roger answered, “and had written a book on the marriage rites
of the indigenous Caribs or some suchpeople. He wasn’t
married himself, and he’d never been a Carib — at
leastnot so far as was known. Considine’s man was a native of
Africa, so the Dean was afraid he might start ritually transmuting
energy in the lecture-room.”

“Was Mr. Considine
annoyed?”Isabel asked.

“Apparently not, as
he’s here to-night,” Roger answered. “Unless
he’s going to get his own back now. But I never met him, and
never got nearer to him than his collection of images.” His
voice became more serious, “They were frightfully
impressive.”

“The adjective being emphatic
or colloquial?” Sir Bernard asked, and was interrupted by the
health of the guests. He was a little startled to find that he
himself was still considered important enough to be mentioned by
name in the speech that proposed it. He had, in fact, been a
distinguished figure in the medical world of his day: he had
written a book on the digestive organs which had become a classic,
in spite of the ironic humour with which he always spoke of it. He
had attended the stomachs ofHigh Personages, and had retired from
active life only the year before, after accepting a knighthood with
an equally serious irony.

Mr. Nigel Considine, on behalf of
the guests, thanked their hosts. The chief of those guests, the
guest of honour, of honour in actual truth, had already spoken. The
intellectual value of the journey which they had celebrated was
certainly very high, and very valuable to the scientific knowledge
of the world which was so rapidly growing. “Yet,” the
full voice went on, “yet, ifI hesitated at all at the view
which the most prominent guest to-night took of his own fine
achievement”— Roger’s eyes flashed up and down
again —“it would have been over one implication which
he seemed to make. He set before us the wonder and terror of those
remote parts of the world which he has been instrumental in helping
to map out. Birds and beasts, trees and flowers, all kinds of
non-human life, he admirably described. But the human life he
appeared to regard as negligible. There is, it seems, nothing for
us of Europe to learn from them, except perhaps how to starve on a
few roots or to weave boughs into a shelter. It may be so. But I
think we should not be too certain of it. He spoke of some of these
peoples as being like children; he will pardon meif I dreamed of an
old man wandering among children. For the children are growing, and
the old man is dying. We who are here to-night are here as the
servants and the guests of a great University, a University of
knowledge, scholarship, and intellect. Youdo well to be proud of
it. But I have wondered whether there may not be colleges and
faculties of other experiences than yours, and whether even now in
the far corners of other continents powers not yours are being
brought to fruition. I have myself beensomething of a traveller,
and every time I return to England I wonder whether the games of
those children do not hold a more intense life than the talk of
yourlearned men — a more intense passion for discovery, a
greater power of exploration, new raptures, unknown paths of
glorious knowledge; whether you may not yet sit at the feet of the
natives of the Amazon or the Zambesi: whether the fakirs, the
herdsmen, the witch-doctors may not enter the kingdom of man before
you. But, however this may be, it is not-” He turned
gracefully to renewed thanks and compliments, and sat down.

“Dotty,” said Roger,
“but unusual. The transmutation of energy must have been
biting him pretty badly. I suppose all that was a
get-back.”

“It sounded awfully
thrilling,” Isabel said.“What did he mean?”

“My good child, how should I
know?” her husband asked plaintively. “The
witch-doctors may. Fancy a witch-doctor entering the kingdom of man
before Sir Bernard! Rude of him. Sir Bernard, what did you think of
it?”

Sir Bernard turnedthoughtful eyes
on Roger. “I can’t remember,” he said,
“where I’ve seen your Mr. Considine before.”

“Perhaps you
haven’t,” Roger answered, “in which case you
naturally wouldn’t remember.”

“O but I have,” Sir
Bernard said positively. “I have; just lately. Iremember the
way he curved his fingers. I can’t think where.”

“An unknown path of glorious
knowledge,” Isabel murmured. “The Dean of Geography
looks quite annoyed.”

“He’s thinking of the
other things that are being brought to fruition,” Roger said,
“all about South America. And of the old man who is dying.
D’you think Considine meant any one special? or just as a
whole?”

“I don’t think it was
very nice of him,” Isabel said. “People might take it
the wrong way.”

“Well, if you know how to
take it the right way . . . ” her husband protested. “I
suppose he meant something? O heavens, they’re beginning
again.”

They were, but also they were
approaching the end. The dinner hovered over the point at which
empty chairs begin to appear, and people misjudge their moment and
tiptoe out at the beginning of a speech, and others reckon the
chances of catching their distant friends before they are gone. At
this point every dinner contends with destiny, and if it is
fortunate concludes in a rapid and ecstatic climax; if it is
unfortunate it drags out a lingering death, and enters afterwards a
shuddering oblivion. This dinner was fortunate. The National Anthem
implored Deity on behalf of royalty, and dismissed many incredulous
of both. Sir Bernard accompanied Isabel from the room.
Ingram,buttonholed by a colleague or two, was delayed till most of
those present had gone, and when he reached the cloak-room counter,
he found it, but for himself, deserted. He was waiting a little
impatiently for his things when a voice behind himspoke. “And
with what passion, Mr. Ingram,” it said, “do you
yourself encounter darkness?”

Roger turned and saw Nigel
Considine. They had been some distance apart at the dinner, and on
the same side of the same table, so that Considine’s
personality had not been in play except through his rather obscure
words. Now, as they stood so near, Roger was surprised to find
himself taken aback by the other’s face and bearing. He was
not as a rule easily impressed by those he met; he had far too good
an opinion of himself. But here . . . He saw a man of apparently
about fifty, tall, well-proportioned, clean-shaven, with a good
forehead and a good chin. But it was neither forehead nor chin that
held Ingram; it was the eyes. He thought of the word
“smouldering,” and almost as quickly cursed himself for
thinking of it; it was such a hateful word, only it was the most
accurate. Something, repressed and controlled but vivid, was living
in them; they corresponded, in their flickering intensity, to a
voice that vibrated withsome similar controlled ardour. The word
“darkness” as it was uttered called to him as it did in
the lines he had quoted; he felt as if he were looking at the thing
itself. He began to speak, stammered on a syllable, and at last
said helplessly: “I? darkness?”

“You spoke of it
familiarly,” the other said. “You used her
language.”

Roger pulled himself together; he
answered with a slight hostility. “If you mean my one
Shakespearean quotation-”

“Isn’t that just
darkness making itself known?” Considine asked. “Or do
you use apposite quotation merely as a social
convenience?”

Roger felt ridiculously helpless,
as if a believer accustomed to infidels were suddenly confronted by
a fanatic of his own creed. But the implied sneer stung him, and he
said sharply, “I don’t quote.”

“I believe that —
because of your voice,” the other answered. “You must
forgive me if I was offensive; could I help wondering if you really
made that rapturous cry your own?”

He allowed the attendant to help
him on with his coat as he spoke. Roger’s own things lay
neglected on the counter, and the other attendant waited by them.
Roger himself was absurdly conscious of the presence of those two
auditors. He had often talked highly in similar circumstances
before, not theatrically certainly but with a sardonic
consciousness that the subservient listeners probably thought him a
little mad, with the slight enjoyment of being too much for them,
with an equally slight but equallydefinite and continuous despair
that words which meant so much to him meant so little to others.
But Considine was speaking perfectly naturally, only always with
that sounding depth of significance in his voice.

“I am glad you liked
it,” Roger said foolishly.

Considine said nothing at all to
this, and Roger became instantly conscious of the fatuity of the
words. “Rapturous cry” . . . “glad you liked
it.” Ass! “No, really,” he said very hastily,
“I mean . . . I did really mean it. I mean I do like poetry.
Good God!” he thought to himself, “if my classes could
hear me now.”

Hattedand gloved, Considine turned
to him. “You are a little afraid of it, I think,” he
said. “Or else you have spoken your beliefs very
little.”

“Nobody cares about
it,” Roger said, “and I mock at myself, God forgive me,
because there’s nothing else to do.”

They were moving together out of
the cloakroom.

“There’s much else to
do,” Considine answered, “and I think you believe that;
I think you dare encounter darkness.”

He raised his hand in salutation.
Isabel was ready waiting with Sir Bernard, but before he joined
them Roger stood still watching Considine going towards the door,
and when at last he came to them he was still troubled.

“Darling, what’s the
matter?” Isabel said. “You’re looking very
gloomy.”

“Mr. Considine’s been
talking of the fakirs,” Sir Bernardsaid, “and
Roger’s wondering if he’s one.”

Roger regarded them for a moment
and then made an effort to recover himself. “I don’t
mind telling you,” he answered, “that Mr. Considine has
played me entirely off my own stage in my own play, and I
didn’t thinkthere was a man living who could do
that.”

“Elucidate,” Sir
Bernard said.

“I shan’t
elucidate,” Ingram answered. “I don’t see why I
should be the only fellow to encounter darkness. D’you want a
taxi, Sir Bernard?”

Sir Bernard did, and after having
partedfrom the Ingrams and entered it, he lay back and tried once
more to remember where he had seen Considine. It was quite
recently, and yet he had a vague feeling that it wasn’t
recently. An idea of yesterday and an idea of many years ago
conflicted in his mind — a man with his hand a little lifted,
almost as if it contained and controlled power, a hand of energy in
rest. Perhaps, he thought, it was the theme of the speeches which
had misled him; they had been listening to talk about distant
places, and perhaps his mind had transferred that distance to
time.It must have been yesterday or he wouldn’t remember so
clearly. It couldn’t have been long ago or Considine, who was
obviously younger than his own sixty odd years, would have changed.
His gesture mightn’thave changed, all the same — well,
it didn’t matter. As he got out at his Kensington house he
reflected that it would come back, of course; sooner or later the
pattern of his knowledge would bring that little detail to his
mind. The intellect hardly ever failed one eventually, if one
fulfilled the conditions it imposed. But it did perhaps rather
ignore the immediate necessities of ordinary life; in its own pure
life it overlooked the “Now and here” of one’s
daily wishes. Still, his own was very good to him;with a happy
gratitude to it he came into the library, where he found his son
reading letters.

“Hullo, Philip!” he
said. “Had a good evening? How’s Rosamond?”

“Very fit, thanks,”
Philip answered. “Did you have a good time?”

Sir Bernard nodded, and sat down
leisurely. “Roger told us how he liked poetry,” he
said, “and the explorer told us how he liked himself, and Mr.
Nigel Considine told us how he disliked the University.”

“Not in so many words?”
Philip asked.

“Contrapuntal,” Sir
Bernard said. “When you’veheard as many speeches as I
have, you’ll find that’s the only interest in them: the
intermingling of the theme proposed and the theme
actual.”

“I can never make out whether
Roger’s serious,” Philip said. “He seems to be
getting at one the whole time. Rosamond feels it too.”

Sir Bernard thought it very likely.
Rosamond Murchison was Isabel’s sister and Roger’s
sister-inlaw, but only in law. Rosamond privately felt that Roger
was conceited and not quite nice; Roger, less privately, felt that
Rosamond was stuckup and not quite intelligent. When, as at
present, she was staying with the Ingrams in Hampstead, it was only
by Isabel’s embracing sympathy that tolerable relations were
maintained. Sir Bernard almost wished that Philip could have got
engaged to someoneelse. He was very fond of his son, and he was
afraid that the approaching marriage would make, at the times when
he visited them, an atmosphere in which, but for brief intervals,
he would find it impossible to breathe. Philip’s mind by
itself was at present earnest and persevering, if a trifle slow.
But Philip’s mind surrounded and closed in by
Rosamond’s promised, so far as he could see, to become merely
static. He looked over at his son.

“Roger’s serious
enough,” he said. “But he still expects to get direct
results instead of indirect. He never realizes that the real result
of anything is always round the corner.”

“What corner?” Philip
asked.

“The universal corner”,
Sir Bernard said, “around which we are always on the point of
turning — into a street where there are all the numbers
except that of the house we’re looking for. Good heavens,
I’m becoming philosophical. That’s the result of
University dinners.”

“I don’t think I quite
follow you,” Philip said.

“It doesn’t at all
matter,” Sir Bernard answered. “I only meant that I
should like you to believe that Roger’s quite serious, and a
little unhappy.”

“Unhappy!” Philip
exclaimed. “Roger!”

“Certainly unhappy,”
Sir Bernard said. “He’s fanatic enough to believe
passionately and not sufficiently fanatical to believe that other
people ought to believe. Naturally also, being young, he thinks his
own belief is the only real way of salvation, though he’d
deny that if you asked him. So he’s in a continual
unsuccessful emotional conflict, and therefore he’s
unhappy.”

“But I don’t
understand,” Philip said. “Roger never goes to church.
What does he believe in?”

“Poetry,” Sir Bernard
answered, and “O— poetry!” Philip exclaimed;
“I thought you meant something religious. I don’t see
why poetry should make him unhappy.”

“Tryliving in a world where
everyone says to you, quite insincerely, ‘O isn’t Miss
Murchison charming!’” his father said drily. “Or
alternatively, ‘I can’t think what you see in
her.’ And then-”

He was interrupted by the entrance
of a third person.

“Hullo, Ian,” he broke
off; “how’s the Archbishop?”

Ian Caithness was the vicar of a
Yorkshire parish and Philip’s godfather. He was a tall man of
about Sir Bernard’s age and looked like an ascetic priest,
which was more by good luck than by merit, for he practisedno
extreme austerities. But he took life seriously, and (as often
happens) attributed his temperament to his religion. He was
therefore not entirely comfortable with other people of different
temperaments who did the same thing, and a lifelong friendship with
Sir Bernard had probably survived because the other remained
delicately poised in a philosophy outside the Church. As a
Christian Sir Bernard would have probably irritated his friend
intolerably; he soothed him as a — it was difficult to say
what; SirBernard occasionally alluded to himself as a
neo-Christian, “meaning,” he said, “like most
neos, one who takes the advantages without the disadvantages. As
Neo–Platonist, neo-Thomist, and neolithic too, for all
Iknow.” On the rare occasions when Caithnesscame to London he
always stopped in Kensington; on the still rarer when Sir Bernard
went to Yorkshire he always went to church.

“Rather bothered,”
Caithness said in answer to his friend’s greeting. “The
Government papers are making capital out of the massacres of the
missions, and demanding expeditions.”

“What massacres?”
Philip asked in surprise. “Being down in Dorset for a couple
of weeks has cut away the papers.”

“There’ve been a number
of simultaneous native risings in the interior of
Africa,”Caithness answered absently, “and so far as we
can hear the Christian missionaries have been killed. The
Archbishop’s very anxious that the Government shan’t
use that as a reason for military operations.”

“Why ever not?” Philip
said staring.

Caithness madean abrupt gesture
with his hand. “Because it is their duty, their honour, to
die, if necessary,” he said; “it is a condition of
their calling. Because the martyrs of the Church must not be
avenged by secular arms.”

“A very unusual view for the
Church to take,” Sir Bernard murmured. “Normally . . .
It’s a curious business altogether. I was told this afternoon
that the Khedive has left Cairo for a British warship.
Roger’s anthropological idols getting active, I
suppose.”

“The pressure on Egypt must
be prettybad, then,” Caithness said. “Well, that
isn’t our business. We can’t, of course, object to any
steps the Government think it wise to take in their own interests,
so long as they don’t use the missions as a reason. The
Archbishop has intimated to the Societies who sent them out that no
material ought to be given to the papers — photographs or
what not.”

“Photographs!” Sir
Bernard exclaimed suddenly. “It was — of course, it
was. My mind would have done it, Ian, but thank you for helping
it.” He got up andwent across the room to a drawer in the
lower part of one of the bookcases, whence he returned carrying a
number of old yellowish photographic prints. Out of these as he
turned them over he selected one, and sat down again.

“Of course,” he said,
“I was looking through these a day or two ago: that was what
fidgeted me all the time Considine was telling us about old men and
children. And if that isn’t Considine . . . he’s got
his fingers curved in exactly the same way that he had
to-night.”

Philip moved roundand looked over
his father’s shoulder. The photograph showed two men, one of
about seventy, the other some twenty years or so younger, sitting
in basket chairs on a lawn with the corner of a verandah showing
behind them. The clothes were late Victorian; the whole picture was
Victorianly idyllic. Philip saw nothing surprising about it.

“Which is your Mr.
Considine?” he asked.

“The one on the right,”
Sir Bernard answered. “It’s an exact likeness. When he
was speaking to-night he had his head up and his fingers out and
coiled just like that. And he wasn’t a day older.”

“Who’s the other
man?” Philip asked.

“The other man”, Sir
Bernard answered, leaning back in his chair and looking
thoughtfully at the photograph, “is my grandfather. My
grandfather died in 1886.”

“Um!” said Philip.
“Then of course it can’t be your Mr. Considine. He
looks about fifty there, which would make him over a hundred now.
His father, I suppose.”

“It’s the most unusual
likeness I ever saw, if it’s his father, or his grandfather,
or his great-uncle, or his first, second, third or fourth
cousin,” Sir Bernard protested.

“But it must be,”
Philip said. “You don’t suggest that this is Considine,
do you?”

“The probabilities against it
are heavy,” his father allowed. “But aren’t the
probabilities against two men looking so much alike also
heavy?”

Philip smiled. “But where one
thing’s impossible the other must be true,” he
said.

“And which is
impossible?” Sir Bernard asked perversely.

“O come,” Philip
protested. “If the other figure here is your grandfather this
photograph must have been taken before 1886. So it’s
impossible — or very, very unlikely that the other man is
still alive, and he certainly wouldn’t be speaking at a
dinner. Is it likely? Do you know who took the photograph, by the
way?”

“I took it myself,” the
other said. “With my own little camera. Given me on my
twelfth birthday. By my grandfather. I was staying with him for the
summer.”

“You don’t remember who
this other man was?”

Sir Bernard shook his head.
“I remember being very pleasedwith the camera. And I remember
that various people stayed at the house. And I photographed every
one I could. But what he called himself then I couldn’t
say.”

“But if it was Considine then
he’d be a hundred or more by now! Did he look it?”

“If he looked it,” said
Sir Bernard, “I shouldn’t be staring at this
photograph. No, Philip, you’re right of course. But
it’s unusual.”

“It must have been,”
Philip agreed.

“Though if a man’s
nerves and stomach were sound,” his father went on,
“and if he kept himself fit,and had no accidents — on
my word, mightn’t he look fifty when he was really a hundred?
Perhaps he’s found the elixir of life in the swamps of the
Zambesi.”

Philip felt the conversation was
becoming absurd. “If you take it that it’s his father
and that there’s a strong family likeness, I don’t see
that there’s any difficulty,” he said.

“I know,” Sir Bernard
answered. “But I want there to be a difficulty. So I want
that photograph to be a photograph of him and not of his
wife’s maiden aunt or whatever you suggested. You
needn’t look superior. It’s exactly the way most people
come to believe in religion. And if most people think like that,
there must be something in it, Cogitatio populi, cogitatio Dei-,
and so forth. O well, I shall go to bed. Perhaps I shallmeet Mr.
Considine again one day and be able to ask him. Goodnight, Philip,
good-night, Ian. Wake me if the Africans come.”




Chapter Two - Suicide While of
Unsound Mind

Philip was down the next morning
before his father or his godfather,urged by a very strong anxiety
to see the papers. Trouble in Africa, as it happened, was possibly
going to affect not merely high national and political affairs but
his own personal arrangements. Africa, of course, was a large
place, and the Christian missions had been established he had
gathered, somewhere in the centre; he wasn’t much disturbed
over them. But what his father had called “the pressure on
Egypt” was another matter. Philip’s own job was
engineering, and he had not long before come to an arrangement with
a business company known as “The North African Rivers
Development Syndicate,” by which he was to go out to whatever
North African Rivers were to be developed as assistant constructing
engineer. His chief, a man named Munro, was already out there,
somewhere in Nigeria, and in a couple of months Philip was to join
him. Meanwhile he was putting in some time at the London offices of
the Syndicate, which was run by two brothers named Stuyvesant. But
though these were the official heads it was generally understood in
the City that the real force behind the company was a much richer
man, a certain Simon Rosenberg, who, among his interests in
railways and periodicals and fisheries and dyeworks, in South
African diamonds and Persian oils and Chinese silks, in textiles
and cereals and patent-medicines, rubber and coffee and wool, among
all these had cast a careless eye on African rivers. In that side
of the business Philip wasn’t very interested. Sir Bernard
had satisfied himself that the company was as sound as could
reasonably be expected, and a year’s work — or perhaps
even two years — would give Philip a start in his profession.
Then he would, all being well, come home and marry Rosamond, and
see what jobs were going at home. Munro was a fairly big man and if
Munro gave him a good word . . .

It was consequently something of a
shock to him, when he opened the paper, to find two huge headlines
competing. On the left a three-column space announced
“Multi-millionaire Found Dead; Rosenberg Shot”;
“Terrible Discovery in Rich Man’s Library.” On
the right a similar space was filled with: “Africans Still
Advancing”; “Hordes in Nile Valley”;
“Rumours of Trouble in South Africa”; “French
Defeat in Tangier.” Philip goggled at the thick type, and
instinctively tried toread both accounts at once. He was still
immersed when Caithness came in, just preceding Sir Bernard.

“I say,” Philip cried
to them, “Rosenberg’s shot himself.”

“Rosenberg!” Sir
Bernard exclaimed. “Whatever for?”

“It doesn’t say,”
Philip answered. “He wasfound in the study of his house late
last night by the butler, who thought he heard a noise and went to
see.”

“And found he had,” Sir
Bernard said. “Nasty for the butler.” He picked up his
own paper, and opened it so that he and Caithness could look at
ittogether. But the priest’s eyes went first to the columns
of African news, and after his first glance Sir Bernard’s
followed them. They read the brief obscure telegrams, the
explanatory comments, the geographical addenda. It seemed that
something very unusual was happening in Africa. To begin with, all
communication with the interior had completely ceased. Telegraphs
had ceased to function, railways had been cut, roads had been
blocked. By such roads as had not been blocked there were emerging
against allthe outer districts hostile bodies of natives, some so
small as to be less than a raid, some so large as to mean an
invasion, and at that, wherever they appeared, a victorious
invasion. The Egyptian army, which had for some weeks been moving
leisurely south in order to suppress trouble in the southeast, was
now retiring in considerable disorder and even more considerable
haste. The French had “suffered a set-back”; the
Spaniards had fallen back towards the coast. Communications with
Kenya, with Nigeria, with Abyssinia, with Zanzibar, had ceased.
Raids had taken place on the English territories in the South.
Air-investigation was being undertaken. The Powers were in touch
and were taking necessary steps.

“But what “, Caithness
said, “has happened to the air-investigation of the last
month?”

“It hasn’t come
back,” Sir Bernard answered. “I was talking to a man in
the War Office the other night, and he told me that they’ve
sent out aeroplanes by the score, and hardly any have returned.
Some have, I suppose, but what they reported is being kept dark.
Philip, I think the African Rivers look like being in too much
spate for your engineering.”

“But what about
Rosenberg?” Philip asked. “Do you suppose that’s
what made him kill himself?”

“Did he kill himself?”
Sir Bernard said, turning to the other columns.
“‘Butler hears shot . . . letter for the Coroner . . .
police satisfied. Financial comment on page 10’; yes, well,
we can wait till after breakfast for that. Curious, I wonder what
decided him. Let’s just see whetherthe Archbishop said
anything.”

It appeared that the previous day
had been agitated in both Houses. In the Commons the Prime Minister
had announced that forces were being dispatched immediately to
punish the various tribes guilty of the abominable massacresat the
mission stations. Asked by half a dozen members of the Opposition
at once whether hecould promise that these expeditions should not
develop into costly Imperialistic wars, and whether the action
taken was by request of the ecclesiastical authorities, the Prime
Minister said that the Archbishop had naturally deprecated further
bloodshed but that he and other ecclesiastical authorities had
recognized the right of the State to protect its citizens. Asked
whether he would undertake that no further territory would be
seized, he said that no annexations would be made except by mandate
from the League of Nations. Asked whether other Governments were
taking action, he said that the House should have all information
as soon as he received it.

This had beenin the afternoon. In
the evening the Archbishop had asked the Lord Chancellor for
permission to make a statement, and had then said that — in
consultation with such other Bishops as happened to be in London
— he had written at once that morning to the Prime Minister,
definitely stating that the ecclesiastical authorities were
entirely opposed to the dispatch of punitive expeditions, and
begging that none should be sent. The Bishops were of the opinion
that no secular action should be taken to avenge the martyrdom of
the slaughtered missionaries and converts, and wished to dissociate
themselves from any such action. A noble and indignant peer —
a lately returned Governor–General — asked the
Archbishop whether he realized that natives understood nothing but
force, and whether he meant that war and the use of force was a
sin; whether in short the Archbishop were disloyal or merely
stupid. The Archbishop had referred the noble peer to the
theologians for discussions and determinations of the use of force.
The useof force was an act which was neither good nor evil in
itself; the use of force in circumstances like the present appeared
to himself and his colleagues a breach of Christian principles.
Another peer demanded whether, if the Government were to dispatch
punitive expeditions, the Archbishop would seriously accuse them of
acting in an unchristian manner? The Archbishop said that the noble
peer would remember that Christianity assumed a readiness for
martyrdom as a mere preliminary to any serious work, and that he
was sure no noble lord who happened to hear him and was a Christian
would be unwilling to suffer tortures and death without wishing a
moment’s pain to his enemies. He apologized to the House for
reminding them of what might be called the first steps in a
religion of which many of his hearers were distinguished
professors. The House rose at nine minutes past seven.

“Dear me,” said Sir
Bernard, putting down his paper.

Philip looked up from his own with
a faint but perplexed smile. “Is this you, sir?” hesaid
to Caithness.

“No”, Caithness
answered, “I don’t think so. It seems pretty obvious,
after all.”

“I had no idea the Archbishop
was so venomous,” Sir Bernard said: “I think he
certainly must believe in God. Mythology always heightens the
style.”

Caithness said, rather sombrely,
“Of course the Prime Minister will win in the end.”

“I should think it most
likely,” Sir Bernard said. “What was it Gibbon
said-‘all religions are equally useful to the
statesman’! — Still, you’ve done your best. What
do you wantto do today?”

“I may as well go back to
Yorkshire,” Caithness answered doubtfully. “I’ve
been all the use I can be.”

“O nonsense,” Sir
Bernard said. “Stay a little, Ian; we see precious little of
you anyhow. Stay till the African army lands at Dover, and then
we’ll all go to Yorkshire together — you and I, and
Philip and Rosamond, and Roger and Isabel.”

Philip winced. His father’s
remark struck him as merely being in bad taste. It was too remote
even to be a joke. He said coldly “I suppose I’d better
go tothe office?”

“I think you should,”
Sir Bernard assented. “You’ll be perfectly useless, of
course. If it’s a case of Africa for the Africans,
they’ll want to develop their own rivers, and as the
Syndicate depended on Rosenberg it may not be able to
developitself. But you can find out the immediate prospects. The
inquest will be tomorrow. What about coming to the
inquest?”

“Why, are you going?”
Philip asked.

“Certainly I am going,”
Sir Bernard answered. “I met Rosenberg quite a number of
times, and I’ve always wondered about him. His wife died a
couple of years ago, and I fancy he’s been going to pieces
ever since. No, Ian, not because of monogamy; no, Philip, not
because of love. I’m sorry; I apologize to both of you, but
it wasn’t. It was because he’d developed a mania for
making, for her, the most wonderful collection of jewels in the
world. He had them too — marvellous! Tiaras and bracelets and
necklaces and pendants and earrings and so on. I met her
occasionally — not so often as him, but sometimes, and she
looked not merely like the sun, the moon, and the eleven stars, but
like the other eleven million that Joseph didn’t know about.
She was a magnificent creature, tall and rather large and dark, and
she carried them off magnificently. In fact, she was a creation in
terms of jewellery, the New Jerusalem turned upside down so that
the foundations showed. And then she died.”

“Couldn’t he have still
gone on collecting jewels?” Caithness asked scornfully.

“Apparently not,” Sir
Bernard said mildly. “He saw themon her, you see; they
existed in relation to her. And when she died they fell apart
— he couldn’t find a centrefor them. They were useless,
and so he was useless. At least I suspect that’s what
happened. You didn’t see her, so you won’t
understand.”

Caithness gave a short laugh.
“A noble aim,” he said.

“Well, it was his,” Sir
Bernard remonstrated, still mildly. “And really, Ian, if it
comes to comparisons, I don’t know that it was worse than
collecting poems, like Roger, or events, like me. I might say,
orsouls like you, because you do collect souls for the Church just
as Rosenberg collected jewels for his wife, don’t
you?”

“The Church doesn’t
die,” Caithness said.

“I know, I know,” Sir
Bernard answered. “But that only means you’re more
fortunate than Rosenberg in preferring a hypothesis to a person. At
least, perhaps you are: it’s difficult to say. I’ve a
good mind to ask Roger to come to the inquest too.”

“It seems rather
gruesome,” Philip said, hesitatin [...]
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