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happiness, a union of two lovers, with
no Douglus Marr betw

He awoke suddenly, as if a volee
had called his name, but there was
only the utter loneliness of the bush
He started up, looking around for his
horse, It was gone! It hud slipped
the bridle and bolted. e scarched all
around, but there was no sign of it,
and, fearing to lose himself, he made
his way back to the track. In front
of him, in a tangle of brushwo lay
e D il Jax
it was the  horse that had stumbled,
lut, AMng closer, he saw that It was
wn's igure lyving prone
L all at one mething strange-
Iy familiar in the itline of the man's
head, the thick back halr, struck him
He was In elerical dress, that gave a
sense  of  incongruity  with his sur-
roundings. he coat was torn as if
in a struggle. Paul felt as if he were
still dreaming,  but the dream had
changed its character,

He raised the 1's head, looking
into the ashen fac

Then he knew who it was, and the
knowledge stabbed his heart with in-
tolerable pain. It was the last man
he would have wished to meet under
any circumstances.  Not the wildest
imagination could have foreshadowed
that he should come upon him here.
For it was Douglas Marr, the husband
of Alice!

Iy what strange
there, Paul did not
It seemed to him that the world held
but two men at that moment—him-
self, Paul Lindsay, and Douglas Marr.
Was he dead? For one second a wild,
unholy joy surge through him; then
he fell on his knees, with a volceless
cry for pardon. He put his hand on
Marr's heart, he could feel it throb,
No. he was not dead, but he had bheen
roughly handled, and unless help came,
he might die,

The man who had taken from him
home and love lay there before himg
he was powerless to save him, even
it

fate hud he come
stop 1o question

But, yes, he must save him. e
would stop at nothing to restore him
to Alice. It was useless to go back
to Warralong, there was no doctor
there; the nearcst was at Penwhelli,
more  than twenty-five miles away.
His horse was gone. What was he to
do?

He rose from his knees, staring down
at the unconsclous figure, the pallid,
handsome face. It was a moment of
direst temptation; he guailed under Its
fierce assault. Why not go his way,
leaving him ther Who would be the
wiser? But it was only a moment.
The austere purity of Paul Lindsay
soared above the suggestion.

He was sinewy, spare, and athletic;
he had been a champion runner at the
college sports, his open-air life in Aus-
(ralia had Inured him to fatigue. He
would run all the way to Penwhelli,
and bring the doctor back to Marr.

He raised him to an easler posture,
covering him with his coat, and then
he started for the race. On he plung-
ed through brushwood and scrub,
stumbling sometimes into hidden pit-
falls, recovering, leaping over ob-
stacles, sprinting on with fresh energy.

Thoughts swarmed thick upon him;
in the awful monotony of the bush
they grew into Apollyon shapes of evil
that barred his way. They were jeer-
ing at him for his quixotic folly. Why
should he run this mad race for Alice’s
husband, the man that had robbed
him of everything?

But he closed his ears to them. He
was running for greater stakes than
the life of Douglas Marr. It was for
his own soul. For well he knew that
the death of this man would leave It
smirched for ever.

Then the face of Alice came between
him and the shapes of evil, and they
fled.  His limbs no longer answered to
the brain’s  volition; they went on
automatically Hke a plece of mechan-
ism wearing down. His heart throb-
bed in his throat, he stumbled and fell
again and again, picking himself up
by a ly i effort of
will, and bore on till the first houses
of the township came in sight.

Dr. Catheart, standing at
of his surgery, saw
hatless, coatless Ne
face thrown bhack, and arms locked
to its sides, bearing down upon him
with a stiff. wooden stride. The figure
fell, spent and Mfeless, at his feet

' Eh, what, what?" cried the doctor,
“Why, if it isn't the parson!” He rais-
ed him and laid him on a couch in the
surgery, applying restoratives.  Then,

the door
to his surprise a
figure, with

coming to himself, Paul panted out
his crrand.

“A muan dying in the bush?  Your
horse bolted?  And you ran all the
wiy? Why, maun, you're a he Not
one in w million would have done it
siid the doctor warmly SN yoke
Spanker  to the waggon, and we'll
drive o the rescae™

Douglas Marr was still unconscious
when they reached him

A nusty blow on the head” said
the doctor, A case of a and
robbery, 1 should § W he has
made o fight for it. We must get him
into the waggo

He was taken to the doctor’'s house
s some days before he regained
his senses, and Paul remained in Pen-
whelli till he was on the way to re-
covery.

Y story of Paul's race jew from
Penwhelli to Warralong.  The settlers
had regarded the young misslonary as
something of a saint till then; now he

had  proved himself the h of an
athletic feat.  He had shown himself
capable of o deed that stirred them

to pride in his pluck.  He had run his
Marathon  race, and that not as a
sporting event, cheered on his way by
crowds, but  through the para
loneliness of the bush, and to save
the life of another, Heneeforth he
was their ideal of Christian manhood,
bringing them nearer to God

But il disclaimed  their pradse
He would be a humbler man all his
days for those moments of dire tempt-

ation that had assailed him

1 dare say It was a foolish notion
of mine to think of riding through
the bush to Wilson's station,”  said
Douglas Marr. At least, it proved
80, Two men  accompanied me from
the town [ started from. They were
friendly at first, offering themsclves
us guides, and 1 suspected  nothing.
Then they set upon to rob me. I didn’t
give in without a struggle, but it was
two against one. They rode off with
the horse and my wat and money.
I wandered on till 1 lost consclousnes:
and 1 remember no more till I awoke
here

“ What a surprise  you must have
got, Lindsay, when you came across
ir old room-mate in the hush!  And

y it was for me that you
here to look after the
wife's uncle.  He has

what a mer
did! 1 came
property of my
left her t
8o Wright

ity thousand pounds.™
Paul

b told me”
“ How is your . How is M
My wife? Oh, she's all right.
10t, sinee she has heo © an heiress?
It's quite an unlooked-for  windfall
Kate had not heard of this uncle for
Are—""
Kate!" The  blood
Paul's brow and retreated
but you married Alice Barnett

A queer expression crossed Douglas
Marr's face

“No, T didn’t!” he said.  shortly.
“f married Kate West, Professor Rer

surged  to
“ But

nie’s niece.”

Paul's  heart leant with one wild
throh of joy. Not Alice. but Kate
West! He remembered the professor's

niece, a modern young woman of ad-
vanced opinions and some money.

In sudden anger he turned on Marr.

“You were to marry Alice! You
left her for the professor's nicce?”

Marr smiled wryly.

“Don't excite yourself, Lindsay. I'm
not to blame. Somebody  deserted
Alice, but not I. I shall make a con-
fession to you that a man does not
usually care to make. But vou saved
my life, and there may have been some
mistake. T did ask Alice Barnett—in-
deed, I was so sure of her that I told
some of the fellows that I meant to
marry her at once—but she refused
me. 1 thought it was because she
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had ghven her heart o
think so sull. 1

you, and 1
Know she wanted to
B0 out on the mission sShe has oot
been the same girl since you lefy”
The words threw Paul into a tumult

ol otion,  Had Alice loved him atter
all? Was that the meaning of e
wistful eyes that  had  haunted him?
Had he, e his dour, stupid pride for-
suken her?  Had it seemed o her
that he had scorned her love?

1L waus four years since the spring

afternoen when Alie Barnett and
Paul Lindsay had e « together in
Prince’s Gardens,  She had  seen his

name in missionary reports, and now,
as she sat on a bench under a budding
thorn, she was  thinking ot him,
wondering, in her  tender woman's
if he were happy. well-cared for
at other side of he world to
which he had gone, bidding her scarce

ly a farewell. The Castle heights were
grey, the daffodils shivered in the cast

Someone was coming along the path,

as Paul had come that day. He was
stopping in front. She  raised her
eyes, then, with a cry of joy, she

started up, linging out both hands to
grasp the hands outstretched to hers.
There was no doubt as to Paul's wel-
come. He sat down beside her, keep-
ing her hands in his, and told her why
he had come, and why he had gone us
he had gon

“You asked me about Marr's pros-
pects, and you advised me to go on the
mission,” he sald. “1 thought you
did not care.”

“It was  because |
you, that I talked of
smiled. “That Is a womun's way.
Did 1 not say the mission was the
noblest work? You never guessed how
I longed to go with you?"

** N¢ he said humbly, 1 did not
understand.  But 1 thought if 1 got
called to Orraburn 1 might win you.
Then Marr stepped in there. 1 had a
letter from Wright saying Marr was
going to marry you."

‘““So that was why you wished that
my life  might be all sunshine, and
went, taking the sunshine with you?"
she asked naively.

‘“ All these four years you have been
with me, Alice,” he said. 1 tried to
thrust you away, thinking it a deadly
sin.  But you won!! not go."”

“Small wonder, Pi 1" she said gent-
ly. “1 was thinking of you all the
time.”

It was from Douglas Marr that Alice
first heard of Paul's  Marathon, and,
later on, from the settlers who were
building the new church and house
for the missionary and his bride.

But not even she ever guessed what
a momentous crisis in a soul's history
that race had been.

cared for—for
Mr. Marr,” she
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