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  LONDON,

  December 31st, 2000.




This is the story of the World-Storm.  Leaders in
every field of thought have described the events
of the year 1980, but we who have come aged and
shaken out of that chaos, know well that the half
was not told.



The World-Storm was a human affair, and human
events are ever based on love.  For the love of
woman a man gives all the labour of his life, or in the
loss or lack of love will cast his life away.  For the
love of women men have built cities, or burned them,
won thrones or lost them, have staked things present
and the things to come.  This is the story, then, of a
man's love for a woman.  And if the life of a man is
a love tale, so is the life of a nation, which ends when
the people cease to love their country.  And so is
the life of mankind, which will end when the love of
God dies out from the human heart.  Life is a plant
which has its roots in love.



Reading over many histories of the World-Storm,
by divines, by students, and admirals of the air, the
whole of which have failed to reach down to the
truth: I think that these eminent exact thinkers
were mostly dry at the roots.  Only a lover can
write history.



We set sweet Margaret on the Imperial Throne,
we prayed for her, and all the millions of our prayers
like subtle spirits wrought upon her soul creating
her a queen.  We looked again, and behold she was
august, inspired, beautiful, terrible—England!  Who
but a lover could write of such a queen?  To me, a
plain man who has loved, it is given that I should tell
of that transfiguration, and how the lovely child,
translated by our prayers moved through the
darkness.



Looking back upon those days when frightened
and starving, we saw the old order changed, and the
Millennium born, I see the persons of the drama,
vague, gigantic, fighting in a region of mist and flame
to one great end of Peace.  Yet I knew all the time
that they were human, a woman, and certain men
who loved and sinned, who fought and suffered.  The
evil was burned out of us, the good survives; the
scorched and shaken earth is purified.



The Greeks, who were very wise, invented that
old myth of Phaeton who dared to drive the chariot
of the Sun, but lost his head, and failed, and burned
the world.



There is to be no more war, so I doubt if there
will be any more progress.  Take this heresy if you
will, as the maunderings of an old fighter; but
have not the ages of suffering been ever the ages of
growth?  Strength is the child of pain, and in her
agony the world gave birth to saints and heroes.
The millennial peace will never know the like.  Never
again will there be such a woman as our Lady the
Queen, such men as John Brand, or Lord Sydney.
Their age is memorable, their race illustrious, and
for my part, I do not greatly care to live on after
them.  My work is done, and sitting at my window
as I write these last words of my prologue, I see with
dim eyes the roofs of London reaching away into the
night, the moonlight faint upon her hanging gardens,
her palaces and towers, her spires and soaring domes.
The bells have been tolling the hours of the dying
twentieth century, but now they have broken into
one great peal of triumph, they are ringing in the
Millennium.  "Lord, now lettest thou thy servant
depart in peace; For mine eyes have seen Thy
Salvation."
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"Margaret, by the Grace of God, of the United
Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland, and of the
British Dominions beyond the Seas, Queen, Defender
of the Faith, Empress of India."



In the Year of our Lord, 1980, and on the third
day of June in that year was Margaret crowned.



Three weeks before the Coronation the sun was
setting over St. Michael's woods, and changed the
grey walls of Ulster House to luminous orange.
A purple bloom of shadow lay on the terrace, but
full in the glow from the windows sat the master of
the house asleep.  The cane chair creaked at times
under his weight as he changed dreams.  Dressed in
the evening costume of the period—claret-coloured
broadcloth, and silk stockings, low shoes with
garnet buckles, and white ruffles—he was a picture
of dignified innocence and stately rest: His Grace,
the Duke of Ulster, Chancellor of the federated British
Empire, Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs, full
of years, honours, and a good dinner.



Close to him, in the ivy of the wall, a pair of
ring-doves cooed and crooned between love and slumber.
They were newly wed, and all the world was at rest.



Above the cedars to the eastward a ship rose like
a planet, her aeroplanes in red glory against the deeps
of heaven.  She swept across the south, hovered for
an instant, drooped her ethereal wings, and flashed
in narrowing circles downward until she fell out of
the afterglow and loomed vast in the lower shadows.
With feathery lightness she poised on the lawn, her
gauze propellers singing themselves to sleep with
the whirr of humming-birds.  Then from under the
gloom of her shadow came a man—a gaunt old man
in a grey military cloak—who climbed the steps of
the terrace and crossed the gravel space until he
came in front of the lighted windows.  There the
man stood looking down with austere disgust upon
the sleeping Chancellor.  His ship had risen into the
afterglow before the visitor moved a chair and sat
down, still intently studying Lord Ulster's face.



Under that prolonged stare, the Chancellor
stirred in his sleep, and muttering to himself,
awakened, lifting his heavy eyes.  In the deepening
shadows he saw that silent motionless figure, tried
to dispel the impression with a wave of his hand,
then found himself broad awake, face to face with
Nicholas IV. Emperor of Russia.



At once the Chancellor rose to his feet, and made
his royal guest welcome with many a courteous
phrase.  He offered apology that his servants were
all at a church concert this Sunday evening, and that
neither himself nor his son had been at hand to
receive the Imperial yacht with proper honours.
He offered hospitality, invited his Imperial Majesty
to enter the house.



His words disappeared into the air, slow cold
eyes followed his every movement, and the Emperor
waited in freezing silence.  Motionless, chilled,
shocked, dismayed, the Chancellor stayed his speech.



"Your Grace will understand," said the Emperor,
"that I do not come as a friend."



Germany and France had been gathering armaments,
relations were strained to the breaking point,
war might be declared at any moment, the allies
were only held from attack by the ominous silence
of Russia.  Then Ulster had won the Emperor to
his side, and an alliance was now in treaty between
the Russian and the British Empires which would
make the threatened war impossible.  It was in
the moment of the Chancellor's triumph that
Nicholas IV. came to his house an enemy.



"For your own sake," said the Emperor, coldly,
"you'd better see that we are not overheard."



Ulster seized this chance of covering his confusion,
entered the house, surveyed the empty study
and returned, saying again that his household were
all at the church.  The Emperor had taken one of
the garden chairs, his back to the windows, and
thoughtfully looked out upon the garden, his long
lean fingers tapping a cigarette.  By a gesture he
told the Chancellor to sit down.



"There is," he began in his purring, sibilant
English, "a young Indian prince now resident in
England."



The Chancellor had been racking his brain to find
the meaning of the Emperor's coldness.  His head
was lowered in thought, but now he glanced up
sideways under his heavy brows.



"Lots of them," said he.



"I speak," said the Emperor, "of the Maharajah
of Haidar."



"I remember, sir," answered Ulster, thoughtfully.
"He is serving in Her Majesty's Bodyguard."



"Exactly," said the Emperor in a tone which
forbade further comment.  "This young prince is
descended, your Grace, from the ancient royal line
of the Moguls.  On his elevation to the throne of
Haidar, he was recognized by the Moslem as a sacred
personage.  He demanded of the Indian Government
the restoration of the ancient Peacock Throne,
which had been taken from his ancestors by the
Persians, and later secured by the British from the
Persian Treasury.  He demanded also the right of
a royal salute, claimed to be addressed as a Royal
Highness, and asked for certain privileges of
maintaining armed forces within his kingdom of Haidar.
All these demands were granted."



"Sir," the Chancellor spoke satirically, "these
statements are of the profoundest interest."



"They are," said the Emperor.  "The concessions
granted to this prince actually endangered
the British supremacy in India.  The restoration of
the Peacock Throne met with violent protests both
from the loyal princes and from the English press.
When this throne was brought to Haidar, its arrival
was attended by portents, so-called miracles, a
ferment in the bazaars, riots in many cities, and at
last a revolt in the North West Provinces.  Of
course revolt was crushed.



"The presence of Prince Ali, perfectly loyal as
he was throughout, became so dangerous that he
was hurried out of India, and gradually the country
settled down.  But the memory remained of gallant
English officers who were slaughtered, mutilated, of
innocent children dashed against stone walls, of
women who were—we will pass that by.  Whoever
gave orders for the granting of Prince Ali's claims
was guilty of all that, the massacres, and the
vengeance.  The man who had to face the rage
of England then, might have envied Judas Iscariot.
The Viceroy of India claimed to have received orders
from the India Office in London.  Then the Secretary
of State for India proved that he had issued no such
orders.  So the Viceroy shot himself.  Your Grace
was at that time Secretary for India."



A bluish pallor had overspread Lord Ulster's face,
and he answered nothing.



It was then that the Marquess of Sydney, the
Chancellor's only son, returned from the church.
Entering the house from the north, and making no
sound upon the carpets, he passed through a
curtained doorway into the study.  In the afternoon
he had been writing a letter at the desk set between
the middle windows, and now, returning to finish it,
he was glad to find the room unoccupied.  He sat
down, took the letter from his blotting-pad, and
considered what he had written.



Then he heard the striking of a match outside
on the terrace, and the sound of his father's voice.
Lord Sydney was slightly annoyed, uncertain for
the moment whether to take his writing elsewhere.
Some neighbour, old Pollock probably, had dropped
in to talk politics and would stay as usual lor supper.
His father was still speaking in low, even tones,
not likely to disturb him.  Lord Sydney became
absorbed in his letter.  It is curious to note that
pens and matches were still in those days used by
old-fashioned people.



Outside, the Emperor, striking a match, and
lighting his cigarette, heard the Chancellor patiently.



"Yes," he said, "I understand, of course.  Your
Grace was, comparatively speaking, a poor man, and
could not as such aspire to the Chancellorship.  A
legitimate ambition thwarted by want of means, a
career in jeopardy—yes, I understand.  As to
Prince Ali's demands they seemed quite innocent—a
diamond throne, a royal salute, a few such trifles.
He offered you two millions sterling if the Viceroy
could be moved to grant his claims.  The Viceroy
was moved, had no writings to show in defence—and
shot himself.  The claims were granted, and
babies were dashed against stone walls.  His Grace
of Ulster, with two millions of money, rose to the
Chancellorship.  It might be awkward for my Lord
Duke if these facts became generally known."



The Chancellor gripped the arms of his chair, and
leaning forward laughed in his throat.



"Your Majesty," he answered hoarsely, "has
acted with rare prudence.  I am grateful for the
opportunity of dealing with this disgraceful slander,
which might otherwise have endangered our relations
with your Imperial Majesty's Government.  The
fabrications of some secret service agent——"



"Enough, my Lord; the agent in question was
my agent, the money with which Prince Ali bought
you was my money, and here," the Emperor
produced from under his cloak the famous Russian
papers, "I hold the written transactions."



"Am I a child, sir," cried Ulster, testily, "to be
frightened with bogies?"



Nicholas opened the papers and bent forward that
the Chancellor might see them.



"Is that enough," he asked, "or do you want to
see more?  Look," he turned the papers slowly page
by page, "at this, and this, and this!"



"Forgeries," answered the other boldly,
"forgeries all.  How could your Majesty be so
deceived?"



Nicholas with a smile turned to the last page,
"and this?"



The Chancellor's eyes seemed starting from his
head, his jaw dropped, a moan broke from his
throat; then with a sharp effort he drew himself
together, and pointed at the papers.



"That—that—" he gasped, "that accuses me,
much more it accuses you.  That you, an Emperor,
set such a trap is a disgrace crying aloud to Europe,
that—that your Majesty is unfitted for a throne.
I dare you, I challenge you.  Publish those papers,
and not an ambassador would remain at the Russian
capital!"



"That I set the trap?"  Hot fury darkened the
Russian's face, "This scullion work is not in the
hands of kings.  Would you make me your
partner?"



"Sir," Ulster instantly shot out his arm, extended
upwards over the papers.  "Look!  The yacht has
signalled!"



The Emperor folded the papers, and jammed them
back into the breast of his cloak.



"Let her signal," he answered; "I am not your
partner, neither am I your dupe."



"Take the two millions," cried Ulster, "and give
me these papers."



"I do not bargain with your Grace," answered
Nicholas.



"What do you want me to do?  I'll resign the
Chancellorship, retire, anything!"



"And cheat me of what I bought?"



"If you expose me, you take my life."



"I have taken it, and paid for it such as it is."



"You can't force me to live!  I repeat, to live!"



"As you please.  If you die, these papers shall be
published as a memorial volume.  If you disobey me,
they shall be published.  If you attempt to cheat me,
they shall be published.  You have sold yourself to
me, and I claim you."



Ulster shrank back into his chair, covering his
face, and for some time remained in silence.  At last
in despair he muttered into his breast—



"What are the terms?"



"I will give you back these papers when you have
earned them.  You shall live on, Chancellor of the
British Empire, honoured, reverenced.  When you
die a state funeral will attend you to the grave, and
another truly British monument will disfigure that
poor old Abbey."



Ulster cast about for a weapon, and the Emperor,
divining this, chuckled.



"Under my cloak," he said, "I've got an
automatic, over your house my yacht.  You need
have no fear.  Indeed, I know the limitations of
your power as Chancellor, and shall not press too
hard.  Now as to terms: I permit you, my Lord
Duke, to save your country from the Franco-German
invasion.  But you will complete the Anglo-Russian
Treaty on the terms proposed by my ambassador."



"My colleagues would never consent," cried
Ulster, "I should be thrown out of office."



"Tell your colleagues that unless the treaty is
signed, Russia will join the Franco-German alliance.
My share is India.  They will consent.



"Secondly, your Grace, I have to tell you that
my brother the Grand Duke Alexander Alexandrovitch
was lately slighted by the young Queen.  She
shall marry him."



"Sir, she would die first!"



"She shall marry him, and your Government
shall make the offer of her hand.



"Thirdly, my Lord Duke, I will be secured from
any future treachery.  You will personally entrust
me with the Formula of the Fleets."



When England's great enemy demanded the
Formula of the Fleets, Ulster's brain refused to
receive his meaning.  The naval airship of the
period carried no stored force, but the power driving
her engines was flashed to her through space from
the nearest fortified station of the Admiralty.  Each
station gave its ships a power-field extending two
thousand miles in all directions.  Thus the Home
station was a fortified position in the coal measures
of Staffordshire.  Groups of stations covered Canada,
the West Indies, and South America; South Africa
was in the power-field of the Victoria Falls, Central
Africa was controlled from the White Nile, West
Africa from the Niger Valley.  Another chain of
power-fields centred in the Ocean Fortresses:
Gibraltar, Malta, Alexandria, Aden, Colombo,
Rangoon, Singapore, Hong Kong.  From the Arctic
regions to the Antarctic ice, no corner of the world
was secured from the visitation of our fleets.  To
debar foreign navies from using our stores of power,
each ship had her engines keyed to an exact
adjustment known as the Formula of the Fleets.  Given
that formula, a foreign ship could traverse the whole
planet.  The British Empire and the United States
used one formula, entrusted only to the Chancellor,
the President, and the Adjusters-General, and one
can readily understand that this key of space
conferred most awful powers.



And were the formula changed without due
warning, every ship afloat would be plunged through
space to destruction.



"The Formula of the Fleets," Ulster repeated
vaguely.  "You!"  Then he seemed to awake.
"You devil!" he cried furiously.  "No!"



He choked, he could find no utterance, but
wrung his hands, and, starting to his feet, shook his
arms upward at the heavens.  Then he saw the
Emperor's cold face between the lamplight and the
moonlight smiling, and at the sight drew back.  A
strangled sob broke from him.  "I am trapped,
shamed, broken; I have sinned, but still I am an
Englishman, and all my years are given to England's
service!"



The Chancellor had back his dignity and a new courage.



"The claims of the Russian ambassador insult
this nation; the proposals of that drunken and
disgusting beast, your brother, insult my sovereign;
the demand for the Formula of the Fleets is a deadly
insult to myself.  You have forfeited all claims to
treatment as a sovereign; but such claims as you
have presumed to make to me, I shall lay before my
colleagues, before the Empire, and before the world.
As to your charges against me, they come not from a
friendly prince, but from an enemy too base even for
the courtesies of war.  Our people will not see the
sin of the Chancellor in this crime of Russia."



The Emperor's cruel eyes glittered, the moonlight
caught a gleam from his teeth.



"Most noble patriot," he answered softly, "most
courteous statesman, no doubt the English can be
gulled into a belief that the Russian Emperor came
secretly and at night, and behaved in an unseemly
and ridiculous manner.  They would even believe
that I danced on your terrace by moonlight.  Proof
would at once appear that I never left my house at
Pera, and the mad Chancellor would become the
laughing-stock of Europe.  Consider the cartoons!"



Ulster sank back into his chair, and his face
writhed, for the most heroic are unarmed against
ridicule.



"Moreover," the Emperor smiled, "already a
copy of the documents I have shown you has been
placed by an Englishman in the hands of the editor
of the Times—sealed, and awaiting my orders.  In
these papers there is no reference to Russia, only to
certain transactions between Prince Ali and his
Grace the Duke of Ulster.  Russia does not appear
in such affairs of bribery, fraud, and betrayal.  After
the Chancellor's disgrace, and shameful end, the
Germans and the French will make declaration of
war, will be joined by Russia, and this country swept
from the map of Europe which it has marred too
long.  The British Empire will be divided among
the allies.  I have offered to give you back your life,
and the immortal fame of saving your country.
Refuse, and I give you to shame and death, the
British Empire to destruction.  Of course, if you
want my mercy, you will apologize first for insulting
me."  The Emperor stood up and waved his hand.
"I have called my yacht," he said not unkindly.  "I
give you this minute to surrender."



Far up in the heavens a white light flashed like a
star, and from the great spaces of the night, a shadow
swooped down, winged, swift, instantly growing
gigantic against the moon, then gleaming in her rays.
The Chancellor watched spellbound, and as he
watched the terror seized his brain, the doom of a
great Empire, condemned to this death, abandoned
by God.



Then the agony of a broken man rang out in one
great cry, "I have surrendered!" and the echoes
of walls and trees heard him, and answered.
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THE MASTER OF LYONESSE
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When on the terrace of Ulster House, Nicholas of
Russia dealt heavily with the Chancellor to his ruin,
one witness was so placed that he heard all.  The
witness was the Duke of Ulster's son, James,
Marquess of Sydney.  It is a very pleasant thing to
hold this gentleman in memory, to think of him as he
was in life, and at that time in the thirtieth year of
his age.  He was a tall man, nervous rather than
strong, his face very fair and comely.  In habit he
was lean, bronzed with the sun; in bearing most
knightly and courteous; in manner a little cynical
with a grave humour.  But that tells nothing of the
quality in his eyes, and in his smile, which made one
love and trust him.  None of the pictures or statues
to his memory do justice to that wonderful quality of
the man, nor can a written word call back the charm.



It was on the 11th day of May, 1980, that he
heard the passages between the Emperor and his
father.  It was on Friday, the 30th, four days before
the Coronation, that he moved.  There were railways
in those old-fashioned times, lines of a single
rail.  Catching the 9 a.m. express from Paddington,
Lord Sydney reached the Land's End district by
noon, and alighted at Lyonesse.



This was his first visit to the etheric city, and as
he left the terminus to enter Brand Street, he was
astonished at the grandeur of the place.  Thanks to
the mildness of the Cornish climate, palms and
acacias sheltered the pavement.  Down the long
vistas of sub-tropic trees there were fountains
spraying white splendour into the sunlight, and statues of
golden bronze lurked in the shadows.  The street was
lined with shops and theatres, traffic throbbed upon
the causeway, the pavements were thronged with
people.  The town, even in 1980, was large, its
population numbering half a million, a grey granite
city walled about on three sides by the sea cliffs.
The streets were filled with a tumult of affairs, but
where they converged upon St. Buryan Square, there
was a resting-place of lawns and trees shadowed by
groups of buildings.  Upon the western frontage of
the square, stood a rough-hewn palace some acres in
extent, the office of John Brand III.



Homely and plain was the master's room in that
palace.  The threadbare carpet, the shabby furniture,
the queer old plans and pictures on the walls
were relics passed down from another age.  In that
chair an American of the nineteenth century had
dreamed, from the books of that case had learned, at
that table planned—and the result was Lyonesse.
The relics spoke of poverty, of research, of noble
patience, and the founder's grandson kept these
things as a reminder.



The American sat at his desk, and one might
have known him for Lyonesse, so mighty his physical
strength, so shabby and neglected his dress, so
steady his labour.  They say he was a hard man at
that time, rugged, avaricious, rather feared than
liked.



A sealed envelope was brought to him, with
explanation that a man had called who would not be
denied and had given trouble.  Brand opened the
cover and within found a visiting card.



  "Trooper the Marquess of Sydney,

  Her Majesty's Bodyguard."








His face brightened as he read; gladly he sent a
welcome to his visitor, gave orders that he was not
to be disturbed, and in the interim of waiting set all
his work aside.



He rose at Lord Sydney's entrance.  "Well, old
fellow," he spoke heartily, as they shook hands, "is
it ten years?"



"Fourteen since our last fight at school.  I'm
awfully glad to see you, Brand."



"You've forgotten the black eyes I gave you?"



"I'd be sorry to fight again; you're much too
strong.  But your nose, Brand, you must
remember my sign manual, and I was so proud of
that nose."



Brand stroked his blunt nose thoughtfully,
"Most tender memory!"



Lord Sydney smiled, and as the other led him to
a seat—



"We promised to write to each other."



"We were very young," Brand chuckled.  "So
you went soldiering, I to my trade."



"Each to his tribe, and God for all," said Sydney.
"I used to envy you."



"I wanted to be a soldier," answered Brand.



"But, Sydney, why all this secrecy; why put your
card in a sealed envelope?"



The soldier's face turned grave.  "I have good
reason.  These walls," he looked anxiously about
him, "have they ears?"



"Sydney, this isn't London."



"May I look round?"



Brand laughed, but his visitor walked to the door
and opened it suddenly, making a rapid survey of the
ante-room.  Other doors he examined which led to
the safe, and to Brand's private chambers; then
considering the walls and hangings, returned to his
place.



"I should have been followed from London," he
explained, "but I hired an actor to personate me,
and he is leading a fine chase of spies to Stamboul."



"Who has you watched?"



"My father, and when he knows I've been here
you'll catch the infection.  I warn you, Brand."



"My dear fellow, your father——"



The Guardsman's eyes flashed ominously, his
jaws hardened.



"What do you know of my father?"



"Chancellor of the Empire, his Grace the Duke
of Ulster, K.G., and a lot more twaddle."



"By the Almanac, yes, and head of the Gold
Party which sits up to hate you all night.  Come,
speak out!"



"My dear fellow, I never met your father.  In
politics I like fighting him, and I think he likes
fighting me.  He would never speak evil of me as a
private man."



"Or you of Ulster?  Well, I can't blame your
courtesy, Brand, I don't understand your politics.
They say that you finance the Labour Party.  You've
been accused of Socialism."



Brand chuckled.  "Have you heard about my
eating babies?"



"Even a cannibal might love his country.
Brand, I'm in horrible trouble, and I've come to you
for help."



"You've come to me for help.  Go on, old chap."



"In politics you can accuse a man without any
feeling of hatred?"



"I would not have him butchered."



"Not even if your opponent granted the Peacock
Throne to Ali of Haidar?"



Brand's face flashed with anger.  "My friend,
spare me all mention of that," he said.  "Is it a kind
thing, Lord Sydney, to tear the old wound open?"



"Does it hurt me less?  I'd go on if it killed
both of us, and you shall listen."



"Perhaps you don't know," answered Brand,
"that my young brother saw his wife crucified,
before the rebels gouged out his eyes and burned
him."



"Would you treat the man as a mere political
opponent who granted the Peacock Throne to Ali
of Haidar?"



"The Viceroy died by his own hand.  He is
beyond our vengeance."



"Vengeance?" cried Sydney, "my words bite
deep.  Is vengeance in your code of political
courtesy?  I tell you the man who granted Prince Ali's
claims is still alive, within the reach of vengeance.
He drove the Viceroy to suicide, and thought that
under heaven there was no witness left to rise against
him."



"That is beyond belief; there are limits even to
treachery."



"Are there such limits?  The man who granted
Prince Ali's claims received not thirty pieces of
silver, but two million pounds.  He lives."



Brand turned away his face.



"Prince Ali was an agent, Brand, an agent of
Russia, and the bribe of two million pounds was
Russian money.  The man who received that price
of blood has not hanged himself, neither were his
eyes gouged out, nor was he burned like your brother.
He bought with it the Chancellorship of the British
Empire.  He is my father."



Brand's iron-hard face was sterner than ever now.
"Have you gone mad?" he asked.



"Prove me insane or dreaming, or bewitched.
Prove my father an honest man, and England safe.
It would be all right then, Brand.  Do you think it
is a little thing to tell; that it is easily said?  I,
Ulster's son, that was a gentleman, am now a spy.
His shame has tainted me, and so the leprosy will
spread from generation to generation.  I suppose,"
he added, "you think I'm hysterical."



Leaning forward, Brand laid his hand upon Lord
Sydney's shoulder.



"There's some mistake," he said.



"I tell you that my father, Ulster, is sold to
Russia.  He has forced upon the Government a
degrading treaty."



Brand was silent.  "He has given our Lady, the
Queen, to that drunken beast Alexander."



Brand was silent.



"He has divulged the Formula of the Fleets!"



"Sydney!"  Brand rose overthrowing his chair,
then withholding himself by main force, sat heavily
upon the desk.  "Go on," he said hoarsely, "these
statements need to be proved."



"Time enough for that," Lord Sydney flung
himself beside Brand's knees upon the desk, and
buried his face in his arms.  "I've lived in a dream
world," he said in bitterness, "a world which I
built for myself, where one's father could be
respected, one's mother honoured.  All things were
as they should be; one could play the game——"  He
looked up, and his eyes were reddened.  "I was
a boy in that fool's paradise—but now, ah, well,"
he threw his head back, looking out at Brand with
half-closed eyes, "I suppose I've got to be a
man."  Then he told Brand of the Emperor's visit to Lord
Ulster, and how he had overheard what passed
between them.



"Have you proof?" asked the American.



"I realized," said Sydney, "that I must have
proof.  I watched my father's face from day to day,
and when he returned to town, I went with him.
For once he was glad of my company, while with
treason upon treason he bought the papers which
Russia held against him.  By his face I knew when
the Government consented to the Treaty, when they
agreed to the Russian marriage, when he betrayed
the Formula.  He had earned the papers then.  I
don't think he ever slept until last night, until he
had paid the price.  I was alone with him last night
when the Emperor's messenger came.  We had
finished dinner, the long, dull dinner, the servants
cleared out, and Ulster had his wine.  The messenger
was shown in, bearing a despatch box, and I did
the honours, while Ulster unlocked the thing.  I saw
him take out a sealed package and a letter which
he tried to conceal from me.  The messenger drank
our health, and Ulster escorted him to the door.
I had time to slip a drug into Ulster's wine.



"Yes, he slept almost before he had read the
Emperor's letter.  It was a queer letter.  Once a
month hereafter His Grace would receive a messenger
and to him display this package with unbroken
seals—on pain of instant vengeance.  A little of that
treatment would tame any Chancellor.  The sense
of being watched, the horror lest the package
miscarry, the fear ever with him, the curse that must
be borne in silence year by year, then death and
exposure.  It would have driven him stark staring
mad!  I have relieved my father of that curse, his
spies are chasing me to Constantinople.  Here is
the package—the proof of what I have said, and
you shall break the seals."



Brand opened the Russian papers, the transactions
between Ulster and Prince Ali, which page
by page he examined.  He filled a briar pipe,
lighted, and smoked it through before he spoke.



"I think," he said at last, "that this is a strong
chain of evidence, but only in converging evidence
is there proof.  There is ground here for a charge
against the Duke, not for his conviction; and all
his friends would rally to his defence, making him
stronger than ever.  The value of these papers is
his evident fear.  Now as to the secret treaty."



Lord Sydney produced the Draft, which the
master read.



"There is ground here for an attack upon the
Government.  And as to the Formula?"



"Only my word," answered Sydney.  "You
doubt my word!"



"Not I.  But imagine this case tried by the
House of Lords, the judges being Ulster's friends
with the fear of their own downfall if they failed
him."



Lord Sydney rose distracted and paced the floor,
unnerved, broken.



"And you are going to fail me?" he cried.



"Easy, boy, easy," said Brand, relighting his
pipe, "that kind of play never scored at school.
The games must be played more soberly to be won."



"Don't preach at me, Brand," said the other
roughly.  "Ah, forgive me!  If you only knew—you've
never seen her, have you?  But if you saw
the Queen, you would understand, for she is brave
as a lion, stainless as the lilies, her voice makes us
mad with love; yet she is our Lady, and we scarcely
dare to look her in the face.  And she is to be sold
to infamy!  Oh, God, what can I do, what can I do
to save her?"



"Lord Sydney, you forget yourself."



My lord looked at him, his eyes narrowing, his
mouth hardened, his whole face freezing with
self-suppression.



"Yes, that is so, Mr. Brand.  Back to the facts
then," he laughed nervously, "we have to fight the
Chancellor, we have to fight the Government.  Then
there is Russia to fight, and Europe."



Brand went to the window, and there stood
looking out.  Beyond the pavement and the trees
rose all that city which his fathers and himself had
built upon the storm-swept moors of a wild headland,
his walls the cliffs, his moat the Atlantic; and
this bastion of our island stronghold was not
unworthy to guard the British Realm.



Until that day we knew of Lyonesse as a strong
man, and an humble, so we thought; for in the
twelve years since he came to power, the hard-hitting,
rough-fighting master of industry had never
lost his habit of grave self-command, or let any
breath of passion sway his justice.  A man must be
true to win the confidence of friends, but great to
win the trust of enemies.



Now the deeps were moved, and elemental
forces stirred within him.  Henceforward he was
to suffer, to rejoice, to pity, to slay within no
boundaries of self-discipline, to love with
irresistible passion, to strike with overwhelming rage.
One does not praise or blame the hurricane.



Brand came back to the desk, sat down in his
chair, and laid his hand upon the Russian papers.



"One would think," he said, "that the man who
owned these papers, owned this Chancellor.  He
obeyed Russia—will he fight me?"



"There is the whole party of the capitalists,"
answered the other ruefully, at which Brand was
aroused.



"Will they fight me?" he said.



"But the allies will declare war!"



"Am I not Lyonesse!"



"You cannot fight three nations."



"My father warned me," said Brand, thoughtfully,
"and somehow I always knew that sooner or
later I must take the field to save Britain.  No man
has seen etheric power in action."



Sydney breathed hard.  "You called it once the
Chariot of the Sun."



"The Chariot of the Sun.  Yes.  Heaven send
I may never have to use etheric power for war."











III




OUR LADY THE QUEEN
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In the wondrous romance of our Island history the
reigns of three English Queens stand out with
singular splendour.  First came Elizabeth the Great,
then Victoria the Good, and now in the fulness of
time reigns Margaret the Fair.



At the end of his long reign the old King built
on the site of Buckingham House, a great white
palace for Margaret.  Above the marble walls
terrace upon terrace the hanging gardens bloomed,
and tier on tier of gleaming colonnades; then
pearl-white domes broke the long lines above, and gemmed
pavilions flanked the central towers.  Not that
Margaret cared for palaces.  Her mind ran upon
lighting, and she showed the old King books about
the Varangian Guard of Greek Byzantium, the
Grand Musketeers of Muscovy, the Mousquetaires
of France.  For her sake he took liberties with the
Ancient and Honourable Corps of Gentlemen-at-Arms,
a nice piece of antique frippery which he
changed into a standing regiment generally to be
known as the Queen's Blackguards.  This force he
quartered in the palace and made it a very good
nursery to train young officers for the Imperial
Army.



To enlist, a lad must undergo the severest tests
of mind and body, then pass the school of arms.
Then the Queen granted to him chain mail and
helmet of silver, a black cloak charged with the
royal arms, the sword and the spurs.  For officers
the armour was of gold, the cloak scarlet; for
undress, a suit of woven gold or silver.  Quarters were
given in the palace, but the trooper must provide
his own sustenance, and for his servant a trained
man who rode in the rear rank of his squadron.
The discipline was rigid, and what with training for
the Imperial army, there was little time for mischief.
They were the last cavalry of the civilized world.



Such were the Queen's toys, palace and guard,
beyond all jurisdiction save her will.



The Plutocracy ruled, the Imperial court only
remained in the realm on sufferance as a venerable
fiction, and nobody ever dreamed that Margaret's
playthings, accepted by the nation as a joke, were
destined to prove a most momentous fact.  For the
present it was pretty to see the fair maid, ruddy,
sunburnt, wilful, playing with her glittering
pageantry of state in the white palace.  So the rose
of England bloomed in a garden of swords, and on
the eve of the Coronation no little cloud had risen as
yet in warning.  Looking back through a score of
years it seems a wonder passing belief that June, 1980,
dawned with a cloudless heaven, and the earth at
peace.



One glance at the calendar brings it all to
mind.  Only last Friday Sharon won the Derby,
Jim Carrington up, wearing Tom of Lancaster's
colours—rose red, and how the people cheered the
young prince afterwards!  On Saturday Her
Majesty was at the Colosseum to close the
Pan-Anglican games, and with her own hands crowned
the victors with wreaths.  The Maharajah of
Gwalior gave a Nautch at his palace in Kensington.
On Sunday the great Dignitaries assembled in town
for the Coronation, attended a special service at
St. Paul's.  On the 2nd of June, Monday morning,
the Gigantic arrived—one of Mr. Brand's etheric
liners—with a contingent from the army of the
United States in honour of the Coronation.



Word came in the afternoon that Mr. Partridge
with his yacht Meteor had won the America Cup
at St. Louis.  This evening was set for the
Masquerade at Devonshire House, and there was to be
a torch-light procession of the City Liveries.  As to
the palace, that was mostly concerned on Coronation
eve with matters of apparel, the burnishing of jewels,
nervous rehearsals, and feverish attempts at repose.



In the portico, three saddled horses, overcome
with heat, mouthed their chained bits, and swished
their lazy tails.  In the guardroom, midway upon
the alabaster stairs, three gentlemen of the guard,
Queen's orderlies in waiting, tried not to fall asleep.
They had taken off their casques with the lions, but
still that ridiculous chain mail was suffocating.  They
yawned for want of better occupation, talked to
keep themselves in a state of decent wakefulness.



"Ho-la," said MacNeill, rolling over in his chair,
"I'll grill my other side now.  By the bars of Hades
I'd be cooler at home."  MacNeill was half Spaniard,
a banker's son from Venezuela.  "Ali," he turned to
the Indian prince who lounged by the wall, "you
know all about this business to-morrow.  What's it
like?"



Lazily the Prince lifted his eyes—big, soft,
gentle eyes they were.



"My dear MacNeill, what business?"



"Why the Coronation, of course; weren't you
crowned when they made you King of Haidar?"



The Prince laughed easily.  "It wasn't a crown,
we have a green umbrella."



"The ancestral gamp," said MacNeill,
irreverently.  "Is Haidar so wet?  What do they
worship—ducks?"



"Allah, el Allah!"



The Prince scarcely breathed the awful name,
and his eyes were hard now.



MacNeill apologized with much politeness, and
asked if the State Umbrella was old.



"Very old."  Prince Ali smiled.



"Holy?"



"As my Faith."



"Won't keep out the wet?"



Still smiling, the Prince drew off his gauntlet,
and swept it softly across MacNeill's face.



So long Lord Sydney had watched Prince Ali in
silence, now he came forward, and, with a little bow,
laid claim to the gauntlet.



"Your Highness," he said respectfully, "as a
reigning sovereign cannot fight this cad, or he would
never have dared to insult you.  You," he said,
turning upon MacNeill, "will apologize to the Maharajah
or I'll thrash you within an inch of your life."



"I didn't insult him," growled the offender,
sulkily.  "I don't understand what you're driving at."



"My dear Prince," Lord Sydney turned his back
upon MacNeill.  "He would not understand more
if I thrashed him."



"You're quite right, Sydney," Prince Ali accepted
the return of his gauntlet.  "I have so few
friends that one more," he clasped Lord Sydney's
hand, "has the larger place in a full heart.  I shall
remember."
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