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THIS present volume is the second of a series. Though 

complete in itself, it deals with only one aspect of a very big 

matter—the problem of human happiness. It should be read in 

conjunction with Will Men be like Gods? the first of the series, 

which it follows. 

May I mention that I am fully aware of the sensational 

character of much that I have related here? I make no apology for 

the same. It is unavoidable. I am dealing with a terrific thing. I am 

dealing with life as it is. 

The problem of pain and suffering, with which this book is 

concerned, is prominent in the minds of men to-day. 

Unfortunately, many only know it as presented by life's rebels—

colored with malice, twisted with cunning sophisms. It would 

seem to be the delight of certain writers to dangle the problem on 

the point of a vitriolic pen and hurl it at the heavens in defiance. 

These rebels offer no solution of the problem of pain and 

suffering. Instead, they sound the clarion of revolt. 

They have no solution to offer. 

There is a solution, however. It is offered in these pages. 
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Chapter 1:  BROKEN 

 

It was a monastery on the lower slopes of the Alps. It was 

night. And it was a knocking on the outer door loud enough for 

the great awakening that roused the monks from their slumbers. 

One of them went down and opened it. Outside three men were 

standing, bearing a roughly-made stretcher on which a dark form 

lay. 

“There's been an accident on the mountains," said one of the 

men. “May we bring him in?” 

The monk led the way to the guest-room. The unconscious 

figure was laid on the bed. 

“I will go and fetch Brother Anselm," said the monk, adding 

that Brother Anselm used to practice as a doctor. He left them. 

They stood staring gloomily towards the bed. One of them 

muttered his annoyance at finding the place was a monastery. 

A few minutes, and Brother Anselm entered—an 

Englishman to their surprise. He looked at the three men—rather 

sharply at one of them; then went across to the bed. They 

explained how it had happened. He got to work and examined the 

battered body. He set a broken limb and bandaged some cuts. 

Next, leaving a monk in charge, he found food for the other three. 

Beds were prepared. No, said Brother Anselm, he would watch; 

they needed sleep. 

As he kept vigil he recalled the face of one of those three 

men—the face of a man he had once known. 

In the morning he examined his patient again. And then he 

gave his verdict. 

“Yes, he will live; but he will be crippled for life. The spine 

is injured.” 

A second doctor was sent for from the town down in the 

valley. He gave the same verdict, adding that there might be a 

good deal of pain from time to time. 

The day came when the sick man asked Brother Anselm how 

soon he would get up. Would his legs be right? 

Brother Anselm did not answer, but looked at him. He was 

thinking how young he was. His physique was splendid, his good 

looks unquestionable. The features, the way of the hair, the shape 

of the hands told of breeding. There was something very attractive 

about him, too, as he had already found. 
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“When shall I get up?” 

“Would you rather I answered your question quite straight?” 

said the monk. 

“Why—er—yes, of course.” 

“You will never get up." 

The other stared. 

“Never get up? What—what do you mean?” 

“You will be a cripple for life. Your spine is injured.” 

There was a silence—a horrible silence. The young man 

turned white. He lay there thinking. 

“Is that true?” 

“Yes, it is true.” 

The meaning of it slowly came to him. The monk saw a 

gleam entering his eyes, and his fists clenching. 

The bed suddenly shook… 

“Curse it! ... Curse God! . . .” Brother Anselm did not stir. 

“Yes—curse God!” 

Brother Anselm waited. 

“I hate Him! He's smashed me up!” He choked it out, his 

voice shaking. 

“God did not smash you up,” said the monk. 

“Oh, don't put me off!” The other glared at him. 

“Why didn't He stop that blasted rope breaking? Why didn't 

He stop me from falling?” 

“Why didn't He work a miracle? That's what you're asking." 

“All right, then. Why didn't He?” 

“Why should He? Is He under any obligation to work a 

miracle?” 

“Yes, if He's any good. What's He for, if He's not for that?” 

“He's not for interfering with His own laws, without good 

reason. After all, you take your own risk on the mountains.” 

“His laws have done for me, damn them!” 

 “You are not done for,” said Brother Anselm. 

“Not done for? I'm broken I'm finished! My life's finished; 

everything's finished—finished. Do you hear? Do you 

understand? It's the end of everything.” 

“It is not." 

“Not? Don't try and blind me. I—I don't want your apologies 

for the Almighty. I don't want your religious talk: you needn't try 
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it on me. I've done with religion. I never had much use for it. I've 

none at all now.” 

Brother Anselm waited, saying nothing…  

“Don’t stare at me I Can't you say something? Can't you do 

something? You people can't do anything when your religion's put 

to the test. Why don't you get your Almighty to put me right—?” 

He stopped. His ear had caught something. It was the monks 

singing their Office. 

“Go and tell them to stop that row! Tell them to stop that 

fool's game! And, if He doesn't put me right, tell them to curse 

Him!” 

Brother Anselm took up a book and began to read. 

The other subsided into a sullen silence—broken by 

occasional mutterings. He began to think. He began to think 

deliberately, fiercely. He thought of all that life had meant to him; 

of his undergraduate days, of his games, his triumphs, of the cups 

standing on his mantelpiece at home. He saw them standing there 

now—in mockery. He saw the colors of the county he played for, 

hanging in his cupboard. His mind travelled to the stables: he was 

patting the silky neck of his favorite mount; swinging himself into 

the saddle. Then to the garage—his car. He was on the road—

switching her on to the full; trees and hedges whistling by. Then 

his friends—his endless friends; bridge friends, tennis friends; 

those summer days on the courts—tea inside. He could hear the 

great Georgian house, his home, ringing with their laughter. He 

saw the sunny lawns in front sloping down to the cool of the trees 

and river. He was swimming in the clear depths, diving into them 

off the bank, shouting to the others stripping there, shouting for 

sheer joy of life. 

Great nights in London flashed before him. The Pullman 

journeys up with that hunting crowd after the day's meet. Dinners, 

wild dinners—pelting one another with paper balls; mad pranks 

men and women well champagned, flushed with the day's wind 

and drink. Afterwards the show—annoying the sedate stalls with 

their tomfooleries. Or the Savoy—the sensuous rhythm of the jazz 

band. Faces came back to him—faces of the women he had danced 

with, fooled with; faces of the women he had loved. Then Prince's 

for supper—and a night-of-it… 

Yes, that was life; gorgeous, full-blooded life! 

Suddenly he came back to realities—to what had happened. 

The horror of it returned—redoubled. Sweat broke out on his 
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Chapter 6:  THE VILLAGE 

IN THE MOUNTAINS 

It was Brother Anselm's idea. 

He proposed it at breakfast, the Cripple munching toast. He 

was due at a village up in the mountains that afternoon. Would the 

other like to come, too? There was a view he wanted him to see. 

There was something else he wanted him to see as well. He would 

send for a car. 

The Cripple said he was “all on.” He looked amazingly 

happy, after the crisis of the previous day. At night, when the 

monk had lifted him into bed, he had ventured rather shyly: 

“I suppose I ought to start saying some prayers. I haven't done 

it since I was a kid. What exactly does one do?” 

“Talk to God in your own way.” 

“But I'm such a rotten blackguard.” 

“Tell Him that for a start,” Brother Anselm had replied. 

They set off soon after the midday meal, the stretcher part of 

the ambulance, with the Cripple inside, and the rest of it on the 

back of the car. “Looks like a travelling circus,” he observed. 

The road wound its way up and up through the rocky passes, 

the car climbing slowly—Brother Anselm's order; the Cripple was 

not to be jolted. From his stretcher he watched the pageantry of 

nature passing by, strangely and newly alive to the beauty of it all; 

great phalanxes of pines patching the road with shadows of purple 

grey; sudden vistas through the clefts of giant cliffs. Or the way 

would open out into a basin in the mountains, meadowed and 

radiant with Alpine flowers of every hue smiling their thanks to 

the sun that brought them forth. Here, too, the oxen grazed, white 

and sleek and solemn-eyed, ringing with the music of their bells—

that sound of sounds, the haunting melody of the mountains. 

They mounted steadily, the air growing keener every mile, 

and at length the village was gained. It was the highest on the 

Italian side of the Alps. The car drove up to the entrance of a The 

Cripple was again placed on his ambulance, and Brother Anselm 

straightway proceeded to wheel him off down the street. 

“What's this? Sort of trot round?” 

 “You wait,” said the monk. 

The Cripple noticed a church ahead and people standing 

about. The children among them saw Brother Anselm coming, 

waved and rushed to meet him. They kissed his hand reverently 
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one by one and then, clinging to his habit and trotting alongside, 

began buzzing questions all together. Who was the signore? Why 

was he in bed like that? Was he Inglese? 

Brother Anselm told them—and why he lay like that. The 

Cripple knew enough Italian to follow some of what was said. The 

rest he guessed; for a hush had fallen on the children. One little 

girl ventured to his side and studied him—big-eyed and 

openmouthed. She announced that he had “beautiful fair hair” and 

told him her name was Innocente. 

Then she stroked his hand with her own little brown one and 

asked him when he would get better… 

“Would you like to be inside the church while I am giving 

Benediction?” Brother Anselm saved him. 

“Rather!” said the Cripple, wondering what ‘Benediction’ 

was. 

They were in front of the church now. A man, a rough 

peasant, came forward hat in hand from the greeting crowd. 

Would the Prete14 let him take charge? It appeared that he was the 

father of Innocente. He wheeled the ambulance through the open 

door inside and stationed the Cripple at the back facing the altar. 

Brother Anselm departed to the sacristy. 

The Cripple looked about, in a state of amazement. The 

whole village was here, the great church filled from end to end; 

men, women and children all silent on their knees, or sitting 

meditatively. Dogs lay about, curled up in content. One, a late-

comer, proceeded to' establish itself beneath the ambulance. There 

was a baby close by, rolling about on the floor in an endeavor to 

stand on its head. An unsuccessful effort landed it by one of his 

wheels. The baby gurgled with glee at the find, clutched at the 

spokes and began a new series of acrobatics. At the altar two small 

boys in red were lighting endless candles, the twinkling flames 

shedding a golden glory down the nave. 

Benediction began. The Cripple watched. That must be 

Brother Anselm, the priest far off at the altar. He was wearing 

some curious clothes. He was placing something high up amongst 

the candles. The peasants sang. How they sang! The sonorous 

chant swung and swayed up and down, on and on. They seemed 

to be all looking at the candles. Was it the candles? No, they were 

looking at what Brother Anselm had placed there. He wondered 

what it was. 

 
14 Prete: Italian for “Priest” 
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What could it be? It was as if they were looking at somebody: 

there was love burning in their eyes… 

Suddenly his intuition told him that God was present to these 

people! 

“The ever-absent God”—the Atheist's sneer came back. 

Absent? But He was here. He was with them. The very way they 

knelt told him that; their very attitude, their intense awareness. 

They couldn't be like that with a God Who was absent. This was 

Someone they knew to be intimately present, someone they were 

talking to. 

A bell sounded. There was a hush. They were all bowing their 

heads. Brother Anselm had turned round —holding Something in 

his hands. The Cripple remembered that he was a “rotten 

blackguard.” Brother Anselm had said—— Yes, he would do 

so… 

It was quite a procession that trooped back with the 

ambulance to the caffé A tiny boy, all braces and breeches, 

insisted on pulling in front. The little girl, Innocente, secured the 

Cripple's hand. 

“Cut you out this time!” he called back at Brother Anselm. 

Revenge came swiftly. The monk whispered something in 

the little girl's ear. She hesitated coyly for a moment, finger in 

mouth. The ambulance stopped. Then she stood on tip toe and 

gave the Cripple—a resounding kiss on the cheek! 

“When you two have finished billing and cooing,” said 

Brother Anselm to the blushing victim, “We're going to have 

coffee-and-cakes.” 

Adios were waved, and the ambulance passed into the 

garden. 
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Chapter 9:  BROTHER 

ANSELM AND THE ATHEIST 

HE Major followed Brother Anselm through the grounds. 

The monk walked quickly and seemed almost to have forgotten 

his presence. As they entered the garden it became apparent that 

trouble of some kind had already begun. A high-pitched voice was 

audible. They came into the open of the lawn. Under the trees at 

the other end the Atheist was standing, back to them, in a 

nonchalant attitude, surveying the Cripple who was flushed with 

anger. He was plainly resenting something the Atheist had said. 

“You can go and take your lies with you! “They're not wanted 

here. He knows a darned sight more about religion than you do. 

You——" 

“Good afternoon,” said Brother Anselm. The Atheist 

wheeled round. For a fraction of a second, he was nonplussed—

but no more. 

“Good afternoon.” And he held out his hand. 

Brother Anselm did not notice it; his look was on the Cripple. 

There was a strained silence. The Major blew his nose… 

“Perhaps”—Brother Anselm turned to the Atheist— 

“perhaps you would be wiser to go.” 

An unpleasant glint appeared in the other's eyes. 

“Thank you for your courteous suggestion.” 

“And you for your courteous intrusion,” replied the monk. 

The Atheist hesitated. His departure would be an 

acknowledgment of defeat. It would make him look an utter fool 

in the Major's eyes... He assumed indifference. 

“Oh well, I have no desire to trespass on anybody's preserves. 

And, of course, your neophyte in religion requires careful 

protection. I always understood hot-house treatment was the best. 

I suppose religion is too fragile to be exposed to the breath of 

criticism.” 

“Don't imagine,” said Brother Anselm unruffled, “that my 

suggestion indicated any fear for my ‘neophyte's’ religion. I 

should say from what I heard that he is quite capable of looking 

after it himself. If by ‘criticism’ you mean your own lying 

arguments, may I remind you that you train yourself to the finger-

tips in those arguments and then take a mean advantage of those 

who have not even studied them. You deliberately schemed to 
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work off your stuff on him in my absence. However, I am here 

now—if you wish me to deal with you.” 

The Atheist just managed to check his anger. 

“Am I to understand that you withdraw your suggestion that 

I should go? You would like to——" 

“I never suggested you should go: I said you would be wiser 

to go.” 

The other failed to appreciate the significance of the remark; 

but instead saw a chance of saving his pride—also of humiliating 

the monk. He would stop and—yes, a monk would be easy. He 

would be gracious. 

“I must ask your pardon for misunderstanding you. I don't 

wish for any unpleasantness myself. May I remark that you 

misjudged me in supposing that I reserved myself for neophytes. 

Let me put to you what I was saying to our friend—” 

Brother Anselm turned to the Major. I must apologize for 

inflicting this on you. I have given this —gentleman a chance to 

leave; since he refuses his chance, I shall take mine of letting him 

know exactly what I think of him.” 

He turned back to the Atheist— 

“Please don't think that I am going to enter into an argument 

with you, at any rate of the kind you are hoping for. It would be a 

waste of breath. You hate religion and you hate God. I doubt if 

you even believe your own lies against His existence; you pay too 

much attention to Him to disbelieve in Him. You hate Him too 

much. Men don't hate what doesn't exist.” 

This was the reverse of what the Atheist wanted. He had 

hoped to draw the monk and then make him look foolish by 

ridiculing his arguments. Instead, he was being lashed with scorn. 

He flared out: 

“You're infernally rude, sir. I didn't stay here to be insulted.” 

“You are at liberty to go whenever you like. That's the way—

across the fields.” 

The Atheist looked at the others. The Major was lighting a 

cigarette uncomfortably; the Cripple watching Brother Anselm. 

He felt maddened at being humiliated before them; exasperated by 

his inability to get to grips with the monk. If he went now, it would 

be like a whipped cur slinking off. No, he couldn't… 

“Very well,” said Brother Anselm. “You choose to stay. So, 

you pretend that I am insulting you. I wish I were. Unfortunately, 

I know you better than you are aware of. You deserve far more 
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than you are getting: you deserve no mercy. I have in my mind at 

this moment the havoc you have worked with your glib21 tongue. 

The crime of murder is light compared with the perpetual crime in 

which you are engaged. A murderer of bodies is harmless 

compared w-with a murderer of souls. Your life is one long 

endeavor to strangle religion in every soul that you can. That is 

how you work off your venom against the God Who made you.” 

“You—” Fury had mastered the Atheist now. He forgot a 

momentary bewilderment at the monk's knowledge of him. 

“You—and your God! Show me your God, and don't fling Him at 

me until you can. Fetch Him from His heaven! You priests find it 

convenient to keep Him up there, out of sight. You're wise. He's 

safer there. You can excuse His silence when He's far away—

conceal His absence, can't you?” The sneer failed to affect Brother 

Anselm. He had himself well in hand. He continued in the same 

deliberate way: 

“Yes, my friend, God is silent to you, and such as you. He is 

absent from you. You don't want Him. You would hardly expect 

Him to force Himself upon you as you force your hatred of Him 

upon others. He treats even His enemies with courtesy.” 

“Words! Mere words You and such as you! Really! And what 

about the world? Does He condescend to give it a sign of His 

presence?” 

“Would you condescend to notice if He did?” said the monk.  

“So, He keeps in His heaven? He never gives a sign? We never 

show you God? Indeed! Have you ever heard of the Incarnation? 

When He does the very thing, you defy Him to do you refuse 

to believe it. You ask for a sign of His presence: when He gives 

one you call it a fable. You challenge us to show Him: The 

Catholic Church has been doing so for two thousand years. You 

scoff at His silence: when He speaks you deride His revelation. 

You won't have His Incarnation. Very well. If you can conceive 

of any better way in which God could show Himself than by 

becoming Man, any better way of speaking than through human 

lips, any better way of being present to the world than in human 

form— if you can, would you suggest it…?” 

Brother Anselm waited. No answer came. The Atheist looked 

about irresolutely… 

“You have no suggestion to offer? …You still choose to 

stay?” 

 
21 Glib: easy or unconstrained, as actions or manners. 
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Chapter 12:  THE CRIPPLE 

DECIDES 

It was not until the following morning that Brother Anselm 

broached the matter of the letter to the Cripple. 

After he had settled him as usual in the ambulance the monk 

wheeled him through the monastery grounds and out of the gates 

along the road. They were both rather silent and not quite at ease. 

They turned off down a lane sheltered from the heat by the cool 

green of the pines, and, further on, came to a halt. 

Brother Anselm sat down on the grass bank at the side. 

“I've been thinking over what your people say.” 

“Yes” 

“Shall I tell you candidly what I think?” 

“Yes, please do”—anxiously. 

“You know I'm very fond of you, don't you?” 

The Cripple looked away. Brother Anselm controlled his 

voice with an effort. 

“If it were a question of my own feelings only, I should ask 

you to stay on here at the monastery. I should love to look after 

you always; you know that without my telling you. But your 

people—well, they are your people, aren't they? —and they have 

to be considered. It is only natural that they should want you to go 

home; after all, you are their son. 

Your father evidently takes it for granted that you will go 

home; otherwise, he would scarcely have secured this—er—male-

nurse that he mentions, to look after you.” 

“Sort of keeper,” said the Cripple, crushing down the pain at 

his heart. “Dear old dad! I know it's awfully good of him; but, oh 

dear! Sounds rather like an asylum.” 

“I don't think there will be much difficulty there,” said the 

monk. “You'll get used to the situation. After all, you've managed 

to get used to me.” 

“Yes, but you're you. And it's all part of your religion to—I 

mean you do it for the love of God- It makes it all so different- My 

helplessness doesn't seem humiliating when it's you looking after 

this old wreck. You do it as if it was a privilege; and I'm not fit to 

lick your boots.” The Cripple swallowed. He thought for a little, 

and then said: “Do you think I ought to go home?” 
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“Yes, I do. Your father and mother want it; also, under the 

circumstances, I think your natural place is at home.” 

“Oh, you're right; I know you're right. But it's so horrible—

the idea of leaving you, and all this. I can carry on fairly easily 

here; but at home, you see, there's no religion there.” 

The Cripple had often talked about his home. Brother Anselm 

had no difficulty in picturing the life there—a family to whom the 

world meant everything, with a reputation of being the smartest in 

the county; abundance of money, ceaseless entertaining of a loose 

hunting set… 

“No, I suppose not, from what you've told me,” He said in 

answer. “That's the funny thing! Your father seems indifferent to 

religion himself, yet he obviously fears your staying on here in a 

monastery. His remark about your last letter having ‘an 

unpleasantly Roman Catholic tone’ is more what one would 

expect of a zealous Protestant. He hopes the kindness of this 

‘Brother Anselm is not influencing you.’ I suppose he is afraid—

” 

“He's afraid of my becoming a Catholic!” burst out the 

Cripple. And there'll be an awful row if I do. In fact, there be an 

awful row, because——” He hesitated, half-fearing to say it. 

“Because I am going to be a Catholic.” 

The Cripple found those grey eyes looking into him… 

“In ninety-nine cases out of a hundred,” said Brother Anselm, 

“if a person had come to an abrupt decision on the matter like that, 

I should have put it down to mere emotion, and told him to go on 

thinking and praying about it for some time longer.” 

The Cripple felt as if the whole interior of him were being 

inspected. 

“With you though I don't think it is mere emotion. I answered 

your question yesterday as I did, because I was certain that God 

was opening your eyes to the truth, and because I knew you had 

surrendered your will. Conviction comes very quickly once a man 

surrenders everything to God.” 

The Cripple's eyes were shining. “Oh, I see it so clearly; as 

clearly as I see you sitting on that bank. Why—why doesn't 

everybody see it like this?” 

“Because their eyes are blinded.” 

“But why? Why can't they find out?” 

“I'm afraid the world sees to it, as far as possible, that they 

shall not find out. The world hates the truth. The masses in 
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England are kept in perpetual prejudice and ignorance of the 

Catholic Faith by the lies and misrepresentations of its enemies—

one long campaign of dust-throwing to blind them. Even the Press 

to a large extent assists the world. It almost invariably supports 

Modernism—that lie of lies, the very antithesis of the Faith of 

Christ.” 

“That man Inge's a Modernist, isn't he? does he hate the 

Catholic Church like that?” 

“It's not my -business to judge Dean Inge,” said Brother 

Anselm. “I only hope he is one of those who know not what they 

do. I only hope he is a blind leader of the blind. However—” 

The monk paused. He wanted to make quite sure that the 

Cripple understood what becoming a Catholic meant.  

“Of course, there are thousands who do see the truth and 

become Catholics, and there are thousands more who would do so 

if only they would give up things for God. That's the Englishman's 

curse. He's been accustomed to a religion that costs nothing. To 

become a Catholic costs something—the surrender of your 

intellectual pride, your self-love, your sins, your friends 

sometimes. You may lose by it—the things of the world; and so 

few are prepared to do it —to sacrifice themselves for God. But I 

am afraid that is the entrance-price of the Kingdom of Heaven.” 

The monk half expected a protest of self-sacrifice. He was glad 

when it did not come. The Cripple evidently took it for granted; 

for he remarked instead. 

“Do you know the Major could scarcely believe you were 

serious yesterday in what you said about the Catholic Church—

the submission idea?” 

“Dear old Major!” said Brother Anselm. “He is a typical 

Britisher. I suppose it would seem a sort of intellectual suicide to 

him, submitting to an infallible authority.” 

“He practically said so. He couldn't imagine me swallowing 

Infallibility!” 

“And I daresay he hasn't the faintest notion what it means,” 

smiled the monk. “The comical thing is that so few people have—

and yet get purple in the face over it. As if the Church could be 

anything else but infallible.   Infallibility is the only guarantee that 

the Christian religion is true. The Church that teaches the truth 

must be infallible: truth is an infallible thing. If Christianity is not 

infallibly true, then there is no obligation upon any man to believe 

it. What's the good of getting up on your hind legs to tell people 

you don't know what the Christian religion is, or whether it's 
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true—that's what it means if you 're not infallible. The Major of 

course. thinks it means blind submission. There's nothing blind 

about it. The Catholic Church comes to men open-handed: ‘Here 

are my credentials, examine them; use your reason, examine my 

claims for yourself!’ She comes with compelling claims, with 

overwhelming proofs, with the beauty of God shining in her eyes. 

Many men see her beauty and feel its lure; but they turn away 

when they see that word ‘Submission’ inscribed above her 

doorway. They try and forget that they have looked into their 

mother's eyes.” 

The Cripple became pensive. 

“I'll have to risk the row with my people. I'll have to write 

and tell them—now.” 

“You would be wiser to wait a few days,” said Brother 

Anselm. “I don't doubt your conviction, but I think you ought to 

give it a little longer test. In any case I could not receive you into 

the Catholic Church for some time yet; you would have to go 

through the ordinary course of instruction in the Faith first. Now, 

let me see. Your father suggests the autumn for your journey to 

England—say two months from now. I could begin instructing 

you straight away. Under the circumstances, providing of course 

your conviction perseveres, I think we might receive you into the 

Church before you go back. When you write, I should tell your 

people quite openly that it is a matter of conviction and of 

conscience with you. Shall that be the programme?” 

“Yes,” said the Cripple. 

They were silent on the way back, as they were often silent 

now. They understood each other. And Brother Anselm 

understood something then—that the Cripple would go home, at 

whatever cost, without a murmur. 

⁂ 

The same day, in the afternoon, an unexpected visitor arrived 

at the monastery. 

The Cripple was reading in the garden, absorbed. So much so 

that he did not become aware of the rustling of feet over the grass 

until the owners of the same discovered their presence by 

laughing- He started, and looked up to find Brother Anselm 

standing there with a little person at his side. This little person ran 

forward gleefully and presented him with a paper bag of 

something. 

“Innocente! Where have you blown from?” 
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Chapter 14:  THE CRIPPLE 

TESTED 

It was autumn. 

Two months had passed, all too quickly for the Cripple. A 

week more, and he would be making his journey to England. The 

Major and the others had said farewell two days after the affair at 

the caffè. The dramatic culmination of matters between Brother 

Anselm and the Atheist had relieved them of the latter's company; 

for on their return to the hotel afterwards, it was found that the 

Atheist had already left—evidently wishing to avoid them. He was 

not seen again. 

He had vanished from their lives. 

The Major had written from London later on to say that he 

would like to superintend the Cripple's journey himself—he was 

“used to transport work.” He would come back week before the 

date fixed. That morning he had arrived, to be duly ensconced in 

one of the monasteries guest-rooms, Brother Anselm having 

refused to hear of him stopping at the hotel. Two male nurses— 

“keepers” the Cripple called them—were following. 

The Cripple was now a Catholic. He had been received into 

the Church by Brother Anselm the previous morning, and had 

made his first Communion immediately afterwards. That ineffable 

experience coupled with the sacramental absolution preceding it 

had left him quite bewildered by the love of God—the God Whom 

four months ago he had cursed! Who had saved him from suicide 

by the almost miraculous intervention of His monk. 

He lay there now in the garden he had learned to love so well; 

his garden of peace. He had watched its trees clothing themselves 

with the full green of summer and then mellowing into the golden 

yellow of their autumn glow. To-day the garden seemed very 

wonderful—a garden of God. His very breath stirred the leaves 

and rustled in the tree-tops; His voice was in the tinkling stream 

and in the song of birds; every sunbeam was gilded with His glory. 

The very leaves were falling at His touch. 

But God was not merely without and about him now. He was 

present to him, in his soul, in his innermost being. That was what 

the Catholic Church had done—placed him in personal 

relationship with a Person. She had given him a spiritual 

experience of God. His submission to the Church had proved to 

be as Brother Anselm had said, submission to God. He had 

become as a child and entered the Kingdom of Heaven. He was in 
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the arms of a mighty Mother, whose strength was the strength of 

God. His very life pulsed through the veins of her body. At the 

touch of her fingers Divine graces poured into his soul. And his 

whole impulsive, generous nature was responding to the God of 

love as harp-strings to the human hand. 

And so, there was music in his soul and gladness in his eyes 

as he lay there in the garden that autumn day amidst the falling 

leaves. Leaves of brown, yellow leaves, leaves tinged with red—

he watched them zig-zagging downwards until they rested with a 

sigh upon the earth, wondering what the garden would look like 

when all the trees were bared. To his quickened imagination this 

slow stripping of the trees seemed symbolical of his own life. He 

was being slowly stripped of everything. It would be Brother 

Anselm next. He hardly dared to think of that. For he loved that 

great rough, masterful man who had cared for him like a mother; 

who sacrificed himself for others and hated it to be known. He 

would never forget him apologizing for letting the Major tell them 

what he had done— ‘I'm sorry, my dears. I don't think I've ever 

hated myself so much. I did it because I thought it might change 

him, if he knew. And—and I've failed.’ And then before them all 

he had buried his head in his arms, and cried his big heart out for 

the soul he had tried to save. 

There was little Innocente too. The child had woven herself 

into his life in a strange way. She had come to see him many 

times—every market-day in fact. He had polished up his Italian 

with Brother Anselm's aid, and their talks had progressed 

famously. Innocente knew now that he would always be ‘like that 

in bed.’ She had asked him one day when he would be able to “run 

about” with her, and he had explained why he would never be able 

to run about. She had been very unhappy about it until Brother 

Anselm told her that the Cripple was one of God's “chosen ones.” 

Then she had looked almost enviously at him and asked Brother 

Anselm if she could be a “chosen one” too. 

To-day he would see her for the last time. She was coming to 

say good-by.  

⁂ 

It was three o’clock; the hour at which Innocente generally 

arrived. 

The Cripple was at the gates; Brother Anselm and the Major 

strolling up and down the gravel-drive nearby. He had not long to 

wait before the market-cart came in sight, climbing slowly up the 

hill. Innocente saw him and waved. Her father raised his hat. 
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As the cart came near, he could see that she had brought the 

doll to say good-bye too, and a bunch of flowers—for himself he 

guessed. She was wearing her blue ‘market-frock.’ At the gates 

her father climbed out and lifted her down. The Cripple raised 

himself to prepare for the usual effusive greeting. But Innocente, 

instead of coming straight to him, ran across to the other side of 

the road. She had seen some flower on the bank and wanted to 

pick it. The father advanced and greeted him, as Brother Anselm 

and the Major came up. 

It was at that moment that a car—a large touring car—came 

round the corner unnoticed by them, running swiftly and silently 

down the hill. 

And then the thing happened… 

It happened with a terrible suddenness. It happened before 

their eyes. For, as the car came level with the gates, its whirr 

caused them to look towards the road. Innocente was skipping 

across, holding up her bunch of flowers for the Cripple to see. The 

driver of the car had his eye on the horse and cart, and did not 

notice her. He heard them shout. There was a screeching of brakes. 

. . 

It was too late. The car had caught that little dancing figure 

and flung it aside. . .  For a few seconds things seemed to stand 

still. A sickening sensation gripped the Cripple. He closed hi' 

eyes… 

He opened them slowly. Brother Anselm was across there. 

He was on one knee, bending over something—over a twisted 

little heap. The Major was there too, bending over, and the father 

with his hand over his eyes. He saw the Major look up sharply and 

say something to the driver of the car, who was waving his hands 

about and trying to explain. He kept quiet then. Next, the Major 

was taking off his coat. Brother Anselm took it and very slowly 

began to work it under what the Cripple now began to realize was 

Innocente's body. 

When that was done, Brother Anselm lifted the burden in his 

arms. The Major stood aside to let him pass. He was coming 

through the gates. As he passed, the Cripple looked. He saw two 

little legs dangling in a helpless sort of way—no more. The father 

followed behind with his head down, his face drawn and haggard. 

The Major stayed a moment to pick up the doll which was 

lying in the middle of the road, and collect the dowers scattered 

about. He hesitated, glanced towards the Cripple, and came across. 
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