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CHAPTER XXVII
THE PORPHYRY VASF

The meditations of Ralph Ouatram as
he stood in his dressing-gown before
his glass the morning after the dinner
party were not pleasant, Moruning
meditations, as a rule, are not pleasant,
It is only when the blood has begun to
course swiftly through the brain, and to
shake off the stagnancy where unpleas-

ant visions dwell, that fresher and more |

exhilarating ideas come upward. But
his was not the unpleasantness of antici-
pations or remorse. Only vexation at
having been betrayed into what he
called a “tactical blunder.,” There are
some minds to whom tactical mistakes
are of far more serious consequence and
concern than deadly sin. Ouatram's was

one of these ; and, between his teeth, as |

he performed the duties of his toilet, he
cursed that old professor, that treacher-

ous whiskey, those opiate cigars, those |

odious women, for betraying him into
what might prove the wost serious
trouble of his life. Ior, all the long
home, Mabel, who had recovered

1y from her sw
m Ler sWool, was vinluously

silent, or answered only in monosyll-
ables ; and he knew from her calm, stony
face, as she entered the house, and went
straight to her room, that she had seen

a significance beneath the simple vesture |

of his story, that was known to no one but
himself.

#——those women,” he muttered, “you
cannot show them a pebble, but they
want to build a mountain out of it.
With their intuitions, their inspirations,
their fancies, their suspicions, one dare
not even lift the corner of the veil that

every man, from a sense of duty, should |

keep pegged down over his past life,

And then he went over in detail all
that he could remember of his story and
its suggestions. Suddenly a thought
seemed to strike him with startling
suddenness. He pulled back the sleeve
of his dressing-gown and shirt, and
looked long and anxionsly at a mar
high up on the arm, like the cicatrice of
an ancient wound, except that instead
of being long and narrow, it was a circu-
lar bloteh, rimmed by a ridge of flesh
and sunk down in a pale, flabby skin in
the centre. Then he pulled open his
sairtfront and stared at his breast in the
glass. Yes | There were a few healed
wounds, here and there,

“The marks of Paythan Triangular
Knives, we shall say,” he murmured.
But his face wore a frown of anger and
vexation. He dressed leisurely, turning
over in his mind a hundred things which
he might say to his wife, and debating
earnestly with himself what would be
the most politic course to pursue,—to
make light of the whole thing, to laug
away her anger or her fears, to simulate
anger, to fall h wom =i 1

sneering manner, and then, if the

persevered in her unpleasant mo
hiss defiance at he r—to ma

breast of all and

no, that can

clea

wounld

thed
it elothec

sounterpanes

earthq
t afiord to
* anyone.”

comes,” he said.
appear

Lik

n undress |

J E men who amuse themselves
by anticipations, he was a little pleas
and yet disappointed, to find th
Mabel had not come down to breakf:
The Major was alone, sitting over in his
arm-chair near the fire. He ws 10W
hardly able to move. His lower extremi
ties had been turned into stone. He
was reading a letter, apparently with
great interest, and not without emotion.,

“Here is a letter from Bob,” he said,
as Uuatram came over and held his hands
to the fire. *“You remember Bob ?”

“Of course. Maxwell. What news ?”

“Strange enough. This is what he
says” :

Cahercon, April 30, 1 .

Dear Major : Here is a letter as from
the dead. I have had all the experience
of a Robinson Crusoe, or Haroun al
Raschid for the past seven or eight
months ; and am just now located as
above as farm hand and general overseer
or time-keeper over some marble
quarries, Mast likely you would not
hear from me until my term of probation
had expired ; but T want you to do
something for me, and without delay.
You konow Bernards—Colonel Bernards
He lives down near Killiney. IHis agent
is Steevens, M lire and Co. Well, I
want him to sell me at once a farm,
which is on his estate here, called .
heen, lately occupied by a family named
MeAuliffe, whom he 18 evicted, and
who are now lod r y

The farm is pr ically oss i
him now, as v« k \ dare
take it. And I shall
provided i
sale, duly signed, etc
afterwar

‘No, sir, was the answer ‘ Mrs,
Outram's maid

fast in har roon

ing,”" he said to the Major. “ Wehad a | that he
most stupid dinper, and 1 was bored to
death by a professor of something
short, dumpy, Pic
eyeglass, seals, corpulence, gaiters,
he was in evening dress

said the Major, with humble sorrow.
The two sat silent for a long
watehing the flickering fire, and busy
with their own thoughts.
“Ah!if you had only married Bob

wickian little fellow,

The fellow wanted to prove,”
he continued, ss he poured out his coffee
“that he, who was never outside Ire-
land, knew more than an Anglo-Indian,
like myself, or you—"

“The—fool,” said the Major, who was
particularly sore on that point.

But she put herhand over hismouth and
Then after another pause
she rose up and left the room.
went upstairs to her room, wearily and

balustrade to help her, she paused for a
lobby window of
Here on a pedestal was
the porphyry vase which had been sent
by an unknown hand from India with
| the Sauserit letter which her husband
refused to interpret.

moment beneath
was that, that you can get more informa-
tion out of books than by experience

by reading about a thing than by see-

“And what did you say ?" She had passed it

“I said all 1 could,” said Oatram.
exhausted my knowledge and poured it
through the sieve of the fellow's mind,
I remembered a wise old sa
Answer a fool according to his

thought, except the unconscious admira-
tion of its perfect and polished beauty.

The great broad cavity shone beneath
the coloured glass of the window, here
blue and yellow.
thought she would give a good deal to |

“How was that ?" asked the Major.
“I invented a story jor rather]
legend upon a few facts, as novelists do
and poured it through his little brain, as |
sipped his whiskey and water.

back to her and she remembered, with a
| kind of vague horror, that he said she
never turned out any work
her hands, except with some symbol, or |
symbolic meaning, which sooner or later
would be revealed.
this vase is a symbol
She couldn’t think.
it, she thought she saw the coils of the
green snake, knotted at
the vase, shiver and stir, and she shrank
It was pure imagination,
But she took up a heavy
| paper-weight that lay
five-pound solid shell fixed in mahogany,

entranced that he induced me to tell the

surprised if they also be She argued then—
over half the drawing-rooms in

Dublin in a week.”

But as she watched

perhaps Mabel will tell me all about it

“Yes, Mabel will tell it
understands that
provised for the occasion—a little fact,

“You're going to the city ?” asked the and poising it in her hand in

“Would you mind calling at Steeven's
and Maguire's, and say |
see a representative of the firm to-day,

worry, was over-excited,
or whether the lights that flickered and

she thought she saw the hideous green
They are agents in | reptile stirring agai

one of those streets off Dame Street,

“Little business matters,
of course, in case
should not be able to call.”

porphyry vase parted in two, as if

ground, but remained on
the edges, clean-cut now an inch
about Bob's letter and his commission.
And you see it must be done at once,”

beautiful vase graduated from three or
four inches at the foot to an inch
centre, and then widened out to greater

his address, by the way ?

I hope Mabel will be L :
ible to come down early. was, that I have never

except yourself) who img

y ward and )

lid," said the
, almost with

The Major was too deeply impressed

the arm-chair and was silent.
bethought him of Bob
and fumbling for it, he handed it to her.
She merely glanced at ri

darkened round her and wr;
But she sat motionles:

the footstep on the stair that she knew

“I"ather, could we
go away somewhere? ’
echoed the Major.

CHAPTER XXVIII

was one very troubled s
and around Lisheen during these eritical

the Riviera, to Algiers, anywhere

“What's the matter with you » spirits who could bear wi

t of life alone?” echoed
'h! but I shall. And as

overtheless very

u
And then,” he might have added, and this

of their lives sometime was the one thought t}

harassing the mind of his friend, Father
Cosgrove, “I shall part company with
you as swiftly as 1 may.
| worse whithersoever I go.
Now, there was but one tie, one con- |
dition that seemed to bind him to earth,
| and so far as Father Cosgrove could 500,
that condition would soon end. For he
seemed to understand the moment that
Maxwell and Claire Moulton met, that
they were destined for each other, It
was not foresight, nor caleulation, nor
worldly ;wisdom, but some intuition, be-
longing to such delicate and detached
that created the presentiment
that in this obscure tramp was to be
found the chief |
destinies of Brandon Hall. And when a
little later on he found that by a singu-
lar chain of circumstances Maxwell was
absolutely established in a position of
confidene: under Hamberton, nay, was a
respected visitor at the Hall, and had
been seen with Miss Moulton on her
round of visits, on the sea-beach, or out
at sea, he became quite distressed, and
with the worldly imprudence that char-
acterizes such minds, he thought it time
He had not the slightest
against Maxwell, he even

actor in the future

Maxwell had become

to his imagination the evil genius of the
family, and he felt it his duty to fight
against what he knew to be inexorable

“I want to say something very particu-
particular to you,” he said
one day to Hamberton, closing the re-
mark with that eurious gesture he had
of waving one hand in the air,
“By all means,” said Hamberton.

private matter—rather a
affair,” said the priest, nervously,

Go ahead,” said Ham-

berton, who already guessed what was
in the good priest’s mind.

“I think—I am almost sure
to tell you—there is a i 3
Miss Moulton and your new
steward, and you know it is always well
to stop these things in the beginning,’

ng ir

That is, if they ought

to be stopped at all.”

“But,"” said the old priest, anxiously,
)t contewplate the possibility
e between Maxwell and your

said Hamberton.
“Of course, of course, of course, why
' said the oid man, *But
you know nothing about him,"”

Certainly
' said the the ¢}
“If Idid I should probably have never
here, or dismissed him

is only the men you
don’t know whom you can trust.”
understand,” said the old
“I'm very stupid. I shouldn't
have spoken—I shouldn't have spoken,”
t the slightest harm done, my dear

said Hamberton, gaily. “What

t. So much the
nical Hamberton,

[t is the unknown I
In the case I the un-
Sav, his |
the se w

you v, This fellow
Now, I
% '3 I 1 1
il he :

N .

Har '

er

iend, Al
nl A er
ast b 8
etal thar
won ¢t marry I
mself from himself
erstand,” said the 1d

lite stupid a

17 ve interfered, 1

man
affection,

to see any master in
t

cept its present owner,”
“Not as long as I live,” said the priest,
ind humbly. “When I die,
then—" and he waved
and in the air.

se you will become my
Guardian-Angel,” sald
ou will watech me night
yet I shall elude your
I why? Because I have
t of the world, even if [
sulted about coming into

tired, 1 shall lie down
to rest, as some poet

I shall sleep on the bosom of
and, for the first time, !
eant by pax et tra

know peace,” said the
annot go out of life
isan Avenger beyond

1't your great poet put
v?"
I don't know!" said

ould not discuss these

good ( will gnide

t you. ) shall see
to reveal it

no more,” said Ham

\ke your mind at rest

ers is a strong nature;
d or deceiyed.

g

1berton threv A
dings of IMat

at he had h
is young g
life was to see her

one to whom she could

and his

ve and veneration. e

a2 eynic to believe that
inticipations could be
f all in that remote
rude peasants and
like all unbelievers,

ng tinge of superstitu-
ster. He was a firm be-
stence of those myster-
f being that rush to-
‘emotest poles, and seem
hout any guidance but
And when this young
1, came within his ken,
vstery, his character but
ind yet showing signs of
ind breeding, and when he

saw tuat there was a certain attraction
there for his ward, whose feelings had
been hitherto undisturbed by contact
with the world of men, he began to
think that he was watehing the pro-
logue to some drama, which might event-
uate in circumstances more tragic than

I cannot meet |

select Shakespeare's two greatest plays
Lear and Timon ? There he
mirror up to nature indeed.

suddenly aware, as
stooped and slow
steps, down towards the beach, of the
presence of a stranger,
liked strangers. He had a

king had but two followers—a madman

*Old Timon with

Magnificent Timon !
the noble heart, that strongly loathing,

Fresh faces, fresh trouble, he
The stranger accosted him,
“Mr. Hamberton, I presume?”

“Yes,” said Hamberton, brusquely.

“What may be your business?”

“It is very brief,” said the stranger.

“You have a man in your employment

named Maxwell?"”

No utter hatred, dis-
like, contempt, loathing could be half
strong enough for these base and vile
sycophants that battened on him in his
prosperity and abandoned him when he
fell—fell through his own d—d benevo-

world would have allowed herself to be [ Had the face been wholly fami
murdered in that lamb-like way without
even an effort to save herself.

Dennison, so he claimed, would 1,0t
given the matter a second tho
But as it was, a great fear had
upon him,

Detectives tried to get the ma,
had met, and failed, Then a fay
neurologist came upon the scens
after a long examination, made
learned and techuical words, pre
the same declaration that had falle,
language more pedestrian, frop
lips of the horse owner. Applica
of electricity, massaging and med)
were administered to J. J, Denn
but to no eflect. His manifestatio;
cowardice were at times pitiable,

Then, one day, Deteotive Kelly, y

knew his prayer-book as well as he

the criminal world of the city, cam.

J. J. with a novel announcement,
“Kver heard of Father Drane, |

“Yes,” said Hamberton, He should have poisoned these
wretches at his banquet, and then stood
calmly over them and watched their |
agonizing deaths, Hot water in their |

No, that was weak, William, |
Diluted strych- |
of potassium, would |
But that ‘ Uncover
' is the noblest half line

“I should like to know his history,”
said the stranger.
from, and his antecedents?"”

“Then why the devil don't you ask
himself?” said Hamberton, nettled at
the sudden possibilities that seemed to
loom up before him,

* I am a police officer,” said the man. |
“ 1 thought to avoid all unpleasantness |
by asking you to elear up one or two

with your permission,
nine, or cyanide
have been better.

Could Maxwell do it ?
There is no part for ladies in Timon, but
| could Maxwell do that, do you think ?"
“'"Pis too late now, uncle,”
* Some other time.
“ Yes, if there shall be another time,”
He stopped and paced up and down
Then he suddenly

“ You're on Maxwell's track then
Hamb

rton, without apology.

“ Not quite that,”
* But our suspicions have been arovsed
in a singular manner, and we want to
know something about him. |

his library, musing,

need proceed no further and we shall
spare him some pain.”

But Claire, Claire,” he said, coming over
and stroking her hair tenderly,

* Come along here and we can talk as

over the citadel, won’t you
heart is such a traitor,
“ Never fear for me, uncle,”
“1 do not care so much for Max-
uld cut out his image
if he proves unworthy."”

* Well and bravely said,” cried Ham-
Every woman should have that
the evils of life

First,” said the officer, * where this
man comes from, his former oceupation,

* He came here from
* He was a labourer there

has come here at my invitation
as steward or oversear on my worlke '
are quite aware of all
* But his life previous
to his coming to Lisheen ?'

* Of that I know absolutely nothing,"”

right, if Maxwell is,
think, a good fellow, what then ?

as you believe, and

send him to you.”
Hamberton laughed.

And he turned away,

As if on second thought, however, he
followed the office

but his heart was heav

SUS|
* I'm not at liberty to say
f “ It is possible that

ippearance at church bazaars, where,

forty-five yvears of age t

the involutions of
human and divine with seeming impuni-
still, with unchanging face amassing
fortunes, and throwing them away ;
proclaiming as well by word as by deed,

grinder, he has no story t

“ Well, at least we know whenee
came, and what he tvas before he settled

that he is not peasant-born or bred,”
“ That is quite manifest,” said
* But I hardly think we would
be justified in probing too closely into
He was employed out
of” sheer benevolence by you, uncle,
ifjwe made no condition then we should

Then something happened.

As he entered a downtown saloon one
memorable Inight, some of
who did there most resort observed
His strong head was
not held so high, his shoulders were not
thrown back, and those firm lips of his

startling change.

“Give me a drink, quick !"
‘ But, Claire dearest, take care
very mystery surrounding these
sometimes attractive,
Never fear, uncle,
sball keep watch and ward over the

each other and incidentally broke a few
glasses to accommodate him, their eyes
furtively on the watch in the fear that
he would reach for his hip-pocket.

dollar on the counter, and then looked

“Nolan,"” he said, picking

they're all out, in
a voice thatjseemed another's,in fo

prepared for a surprise
way, when do these Shakespearis 'O
) ian 1

ordered more dri

* On Thursday evening," friends had imagined.
And your parts ?"”

Lady Macbeth and 1

ened that he kept t«

Othello, T suppose ?"
['hat's the programme,” he told them why,
* Not a good one by any means,’ He had, ou that memorable nigh
relaxing into his old bitter
eynicism and forgetting his momentary | £
| anxiety about Maxwell. “ A thoroughly &U onoe envirely unknown anc
He had not noticeq
All he could remember was the

was an impossible fool, and Desdemona

an impossible ninny. No woman in the
|

he inquired, after a few preliminary
marks about the weather,

“That old priest with the tremend

stoop,” asked Dennison, pacing
room restlessly, and wringing
hands when he not ecracki
fingers.

“Yes, He's coming to see you t
Fact is, I've asked him.”

Dennison said nothing,

One hour later Father Drane
rived, and was ushered by the w
detective into the room. For
years he had given most of his ti
the work of bringing sinners back
pentance. People called him
angel of the confessional,” and oft«
peated the saying of some religio
to the effect that the good Father
the angels in heaven so busy rej
that they were obliged to rejoice
time.

“Father,” said Dennison, at
taken by the kind and winning ma
of the good priest, “you know it; ey
body knows it-— I'm afraid, I'm scar

They were sitting close tog
The priest had taken Deunison's
in his, and for pearly hall an
while Detective Kelly looked
respectful distance, their hands
mained locked together, And a
time Dennison went on telling hi
ful story— pausing,stuttering, hab!
even incoherently.

“I think,” said Father Drane at
Lhat I understand your case, and
going to cure you. Kelly, wi
wait outside for a few minutes?"”

And as the detective retired, he
something suspiciously like a stole
ing out of the old priest’s pocket.

“Well, Father,” cried Kel
Father Drane left the room
got him over his fright?”
* My son,” said the prie

) i8 afraid of nothing is a fool.

n isn’t a fool ar
think you can cal] «

“Is he still scared

“We all o

then. Ard it's b

¢ ha

est we get I
ure of sc:re on the installn
God help 1 who gets | r
yefore the jud eat of Chr
tter. e 1
] a r
ill risked
i w
Various were t p nation
I ¢ Fat )
L r €
f
1 a | r
frightene
it

1t
1 rei ral attached to autu
al scenes: leaves falling like our ye

lowers fading like hours, clouds fleeti

by like our illusions, li

aubriand.

Eczema Worse
in the Spring

The Blood is Watery —Difficult to

Get the Healing Process
Started.

But Whatever the Cause You Can

Relieve the Itching and Heal
the Sores With

Dr. Chase’s Ointment

Salt rheum and eczema are

the sudden change of temperature
the watery condition of the blood,
It is not necessary to ref
suffering cansed from the int
nor te

to spread over the entire body.
essential point is how ¢t

bring
cure, and if i

you have heen reading
cures reported from t
paper you will already

me to time i
know that

a cure for ec

and every form of iteching
This ointment stops  t}
ilmost as soon

discharge from the vesicles or blist
cleans out the morbid growth and sti
lates the process of heal

° ing.
Because other tres

vou may feel discouraged, But in
Chase’s Ointment there is a cure
you. We know

ports we have rec
the

ived from so

ands of cases,

ror instance there is the cure of Mr
by X
Nettie Massey of ( onsecon, Ont,, w!

had pscriasis or ehronic
that almost the whole b

about her case,
Dr, Chase's Ointment, G0ec, a box.

| all dealers or Kdmanson, Bates & Co.,
Limited, Toronto,

ght diminishi
like our intelligence, and the sun grow
ing colder like our affections, Chate

usuall

worse at this time of year because

tendency of these ailme

like Dr. Chase’s Ointment
zema, salt rheum, psoria
disea
y itehir
a8 applied, lessens t

itments have failed

this because of the re

eczema so bac
ody was covere
with sores, and three doctors failed tc
cure her. One doctor said she coul
never he cured. Write to Mrs, Massev



