AT

-

R T TR TR

s

AT

PN TR,

¥

e

i

J

o

POOR DOCUMENT

CHAPTER XXV,

‘I'here wae a round table, covered with
a gleaming white cloth, by the fire. The
kidneys 1 the eilver dish were cold, the
grease had congealed. The silent eervants
had brought up a breakfast to him. He
had watched their clever automatic move-
wents. Did they know who they were
attending on, waat would happen—?

His thoughts flashed hither and thither,
now surveying a world in toriure, now

‘vea.ving a trivial and whimsical romance

aboyt-g aiter. The frightful activity of
his brain, imflamed by thoughts beyond
the power of even that wonderful ma-
chine, began to have a consuming physical
effect.

He felt the grey matter bubbling. Agon-
izing ~pains shot from temple to temple,
litulé knives seemed hacking at the back
of his eyes. Once again in a wave of un-
utterable terror, the fear of madnees sub-
merged him,

On this second occasion he was unable
to recall his composure by any effort

wch came from  within himself. He
stumbled into his adjoining dressing-room
and selected a bottle from a shelf. It wae
bromide of potassium, which he had been
taking of late to deaden the clamor and
wibration of his nerves.

In half an hour the drug had calmed

~ him, His face was very pale, but set

and rigid. The storm was over. He felt
shattered by its violence, but-in an'arti-
ticia] peace. :

He took a cigarette.

As he was lighting it his valet entered
pnd announced that Mr. Dawlish, hie man
pf bueness, . was walting in an ante-
room.

He ordered that he should be shown in.

Mr. Dawlish was the junior partner of
the well-known firm of city solicitors,
\Burrington & Tuite. That was his offi-
rial description. In effect- he was Schu-
nrbe’s principal man of business. All his
time was taken up by the millionaire’s
gifaire all over England.

He came in quickly—a tall, well-dressed
man, hair thin on the forehead, mous-
Yache carefully trained.

“You look very unwell, Mr. Schuabe,” he
waid, with a keen glance. “Don’t let these
ffairs overwhelm you. Nothing is €0 dan-
as to let the nerves go in times
these.”
started.

“How are things, Dawlish?” he said.
“Very shaky, very shaky, indeed. The
shares of the Budapest Railway are to be
bought for a ehilling. I am afraid your
investments in that concern are utterly
lost. When the Boumses closed last night
deahngs in Ioreign (Government Stock
were at a standstill. Turkish C and O
bonds are worthless.”

Again the mulhonaire started. *‘“You
bring me a record of disaster,” he said.

“Baumann went yesterday,” continued
the level voice.

“My cousin,” said Schuabe.

“The worst of it is that the situation
is getting worse and worse. We have, as
you know, made enormous efforts. But
all attempts you have made to uphold
vour securities bave only been throwing
money away. The last fortnight has been
frightiul. More than two hundred thous-
and pounds have gone. In fact, an ordi-
nary man would be ruined by the last
month or two. Your position is better
because of the real property in the Man-
chester mills.”

‘“I'rade bas almost ceased.”

“Close the mills down and wait.
cannot go om.”

“If I do, ten thousand men will be let
loose on the city with nothing but the
Union funds to fall back on.”

“If you don’t you will be what Bau-
mann is today—a bankrupt.”

“] have eighty thousand cash on de-
posit at the Bank of England.”

“And if you throw that away after the
rest you will be done for, You don’t
reahze the situation. It can’t recover.
War is inevitable, India will go, I feel
it. England is going to turn into a camp.
Religion is the pretext of war every-
where. Take your money from the Bank
in cash and lock it up in the Safe De-
posit strong rooms. Keep that sum, earn-
ing nothing, for emergencies, then wait
for the other properties to recover. It
will be years perhaps, but you will win
through in the end. The freehold sites
of the mills’ are alone worth almost any-
whing. It is only paper millionaires that
are eaeily /ruined. You are a great prop-

You

erty r. But you must walk very
warily, ¢ven you. Who could have for-
seen all/ this? I see that fellow Hamds is
dead—g¢ouldn’t stand the sight of the mis-

“You yourself, Dawlish, are you suffer-
g the common fate?”

“I? Certainly not! That is to say, 1
suffer of course, but not fatally. All my
investments are in building in safe quar-

/ tere. 1 may bhave to reduce remnts for a
year or two, but my houses will not be
empty. And they are my own.”

“Fortunate man,” said Schuabe, “but
why sham discovery?”

“QOut of business hours,” said the solici-
tor, with some stiffness and hesitation,
“] am a Roman Catholic,” Mr. Schuabe.
(Giood-morning. 1 will eend the transfer
round for you to sign.”

‘I'he cool, machine-like man went away.
The millionaire knew that his fortune was
tottering, but it moved him little. He
knew that his power in the country was
nearly over, had dwindled to nothing in
the stir of greater things around. Money
was only useful as a means of power, and
with a sure prescience he saw that he
would never regain his old position.

The hour was over. .

Whatever would be the outcome of
these great affairs, the hour was past and
over,

The one glowing thought which burned
within him, and seemed to be eating out
his life, was the awful knowledge that he
and no other man had set in motion this
terrible machinery which was grinding up
the civilized world.

Day and night from that there was no
Teliet,

His valet again entered and reminded
his master that some people were coming
to ijunch. He went away and began to
dress with the man’s help. |

The guests were only two in number.
One was Ommaney, the editor of The
Daily Wire, the other Mis. Hubert Arm-
strong.

Both the lady and geatleman came to-
gether at about two o'clock

/

Mre. Armstrong was much changed in
appearance. Her face had lost its seren-
ity; her manner was quick and anxious;
her voice strained.

The slim, quiet editor, on the other
hand, seemed to be untouched by.worry.
Quiet and _inscrutable as ever, “the
only change in him, perhaps, was a elight
briskness, an aroma rather than an actual
exoression of gogd humor and bien etre.

They sat dowh to the meal. Schuabe, in
his dark grey ck-coat, the careful en-
semble of his drass no less than ‘the regu-
face—now smooth and
beyond all mundane
cares. Only y was ill at ease.

The conversation at first was all of the
gctual news of the day, as it had appeared
in the morning’s newspapers.. Hand’s
death was discussed. “Poor fellow,” said
Mrs. Armstrong, tvith a sigh; “it is ead to
think of his sudden ending. The burden
was too much for him to bear. I .can
‘understand it when I look round upon all
that is happening; it is terrible!”

“Surely you do not regret the discovery
of the truth?’ said Schuabe, quickly.

“I am beginning to fear truth,” said the
lady. “The world, it seems, was not ripe
for it. In a hundred years, perhaps, our
work would have paved the way. But it
is premature. Look at the chaos all round
us. The public has ceased to think or
read. They are reading mnothing. 'T'hree
publisfers have put up the shutters during
the week.”

The journalist interrupted with a dry
chuckle. “They are reading The Daily
Wire,” he said: “the circulation is almost
doubled.” He sent a congratulatory glance
ta Schuabe. :

The millionaire’s great holding in the
paper was a secrét known only to a few.
In the stress of greater affairs he had
half forgotten it. A ewift feeling of relief
crossed his brain as he realized what this
meant to his tottering fortunes.

“Poor Hands!” said the editor, “he was
a nice fellow. Rathet unpractical and
dreamy, but a nice fellow. Owing to him
we had the greatest chance that any paper
has ever had in the history of journalism.
We owe him a great debt. The present
popularity and influence of the paper has
dwarfed, positively dwarfed, all its rivals.
I have given the poor f&llgw three columns
today; I wish I could do more.”

Do you mnot think, Mr. Ommaney,”
asked Mrs. Armstrong, “that in the en-
ormous publication of telegrams and politi-
cal foreign news, the glorious fact that the
world has at last awakened to a know-
ledge of the glorious truths of real relig-
ion is being swamped and forgotten? Af-
ter all, what will be the greatest thing in
history a hundred years from now? ‘Wil
it not be the death of the old superstitions
rather than a mutiny in the East or a war
with Russia? Will not the names of the
pioneers of truth remain more firmly fixed
in the minds of mankind than those of
generals and chancellors?”’

The editor made it quite plain that these
were speculations with which he had noth-
ing whatever to do.

“It’s dead, Mr. Armstrong,” he said,
brutally. “The religious aspect is ubterly
dead, and wouldn’t sell an extra copy of
the paper. ‘It would be madness to touch
it now.. The public gaze is fixed on Kabul
River and St. Petersburg, Belgrade and
Constantinople. They have almost forgot-
ten that Jerusalgm exists. I sent out
twelve special correspondents ten days
a0

Mrs. Armstrong sighed deeply. It was
true, bitterly true. She was no longer of
any importance in the public eye. No one
asked her to lecture now. The mass meet-
ings were all over. Not a single copy of
John Mulgrave had been sold for a month.
How differently she had pictured it all on
that winter's morning at Sir Michael’s;
how brightly and gloriously it had begun,
and now how bitter the denouement, how
utterly beyond foresight. What was this
supenrstition, this Christianity, which in its
death struggles could overthrow a world?

“The decisive events of the world occur
in the intellect.”” Yes, but how soon do
they leave their parent and outstrip ite
poar control?

There was no need for women now.
That was the bitterest thought of all. The
movement was over—done with. A pri-
vate in the Guards was a greater hero than
the leader of an intellectual movement.
What e monstrous bouleversement of
everything.

Again the lady sighed deeply.

“No,” ehe eaid again, ‘“‘the world was
not yet strong enough to bear the truth.
T have sold my Consols,” she continued:
“I have been advised to do so. I was in-

vesting for my daughters when I am gone.|

Newspaper shares are the things to buy
now, I suppose! My brokers told me that
1 was doing the wisest thing. They said
that they could not recover for years.”
“The money market is a thing I have
very little concern with, except inasmuch
as it affects large public issues,” said the
editor. “l leave it all to my city editor
and his staff—men in whom I have the
gre@teﬁt possible ‘trust. But I heard a
curious piece of news last night. 1 don’t
know what it portends: perhaps Mr.
Schuabe can tell me; he kuvows all about
these things. Sir Michael Manichoe, the
head of the Church political party, you
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know*, has been buying Coneols enormous- | ‘Even in his terror and agitation an ugly| Buw a short time ago he was as Jeras
His nce- | lem as the collective eye of millions of

lv. Keith, my city editor, told me. He
has, so it appears, invested enormous sums.
Consols will go up in consequence. By*
even then I don’t see how he can repay
himself. They cannot rise much.”’

“I wonder if I was well advised to sell?”
said Mrs. Apfmstrong, nervously.
say Sir Michael never makes a mistake.
He must have some private information.”

“I don’t think that is poss.ble, Mrs.
Armstrong,” Ommaney said. *‘Of course
Sir Michael may very likely know some-
thing about the situation which is not yet
qpu.blicA He may be reckoning on it. But
things are in such hopeless confusion that
no sane epeculator would buy tor a small
rise which endured for half a day. He
would not be able to unload quickly en-
ough. It seems as if Sir Michael is buying
for a permanent recovery. And I assure
you that nothing can bring that about
now. Only one thing at least.”

“What is that?” asked both Mms. Arm-
strong and Schuabe together.

The editor paused, while a faint smile
flickered over his face. “Ah,” he said,
“an imposeibility, of course. If anyone
discovered that ‘The Discovery’ was a
fraud—a great forgery, for instance—then
we should see a universal relief.”

“That, of course, is asking for an im-
possibility,” eaid Mrs. Armstrong, rather
shortly. She resented the somewhat flip-
pant tone of the great man.

“These things were all her life. To Om-

“They |

maney shey but represented a passing pan-
orama in which he took absolutely no per-
sonal interest. The novelist disliked and
feared this defachment. It warred with
her strong eense of mental duty. The high-
ly-trained journalist, to=avhom all life was
but news, news, news, was a strange mod-
ern product which warred with her sense
of what was fitting.

“You're not well!” said the editor, sud-
denly turning to Schuabe, who had grown
very pale. His voice reassured them.

It was without a trace of weakness.

The “Perfectly, thank you” was delib-
erate and calm as ever. Ommaney, how-
ever, noticed that, with a very steady
hand, the host poured out nearly a tumbler
of Burgundy and drank it in one draught.

Schaube had been taking nothing strong-
er than water hitherto during the progress
of the meal. f

The man who had been waiting had
just left the room for coffee. After Om-
maney had spoken, there was a slight, al-
most embarrassed, silence.

A sudden interruption came from the
door of the rcom.

It opened with a qui¥ push and turn
of the handle, quite un the deliberate
movements of any one of the attendants.

Sir Robert Llewellyn strode into the
room. It was obvious that he was labor-
ing under some almost uncontrollable agi-
tation. The great face, usually so jolly
and fresh-colored, was ghastly pale. There
was a fixed stare of fright in his eyes. He
had forgotten to remove his silk hat,which
was grotesquely tilted on his head, show-
ing the hair matted with perspiration.

Ommaney and Mrs. Armstrong €at per-
fectly still. .

They were paralyzed with wonder at
the sudden apparition of this famous per-
son, obviously in such urgent hurry. and
distress.

Then, with the natural instinet of well-
bred people, their heads turred away, their
eyes fell to their plates ‘and they began
to converse in an undertone upcn trivial
matters.

Schuabe had risen with a quick, snake-
iike movement, utterly unlike his general
deliberation. In a moment he had crossed
the room and taken Llwellyn's arm in a
firm grip, looking him steadily in the face
with an ominous and warning frown.

That clear, sword-like glance seemed to
nerve the big man into more restraint. A

Uy TH

wave of artificial composure passed over|
him. He removed his hat and breathed;
deeply.

Then he spoke in a voice which trem-
bled somewhat, but which, nevertheless,
attained something of control.

“I am really very sorry,” he said, with
a ghastly attempt at a smile, “to have
burst in upon you like this. Please ex-
cuse me. But the truth is—the truth is,
that I am in rather a hurry to see you. I
have an important message for you from”
—he hesitated a single moment before he
found the ready lie—‘From Lord —.
There are—there is something going on
at the House of Commons which'-—

“But I will tell you later on. How do
you do, Mrs. Hubert? How are you, Om-
maney? Fearfully rushed, of course! We
archaeologists are the only people who |
have leisure mowadays. No, thanks,|
Schuabe, I lunched before I came. Coffee?|
Oh, yes; excellent!”

His manner was noticeably forced and
unnatural in its artificial geniality. Tlie
man, who had now entered with coffee.
brought the tray to him, but instead of
taking any he half filled an empty cup
with Kummel and drank it off.

His hurried explanation hardly deceived
the two shrewd people, at the table, but at
least it made it obvious that he wished to
be alone with their host.

There was a little desultory conversation
over the coffee, in which Llwellyn took a
too easy and hilarious part, and then Mrs.
Armstrong got up to go. ;

Ommaney followed her.

Schuabe walked with ihem a little way
down the corridor. While he was out of
the room, Llwellyn walked unsteadily to a
sideboard. With shaking hand he mixed
himeelf a large brandy and soda. His
shaking hands, the intense greed with
which he swallowed the mixture, were
horrible in their sensual revelation. The
mask of pleasantness had ‘gone; the re-
serve of good manners disappeared.

He stood there naked, as it were—a
vast bulk of a man in deadly fear.
| Schuabe arose and closed the door si-
lently. He drew Llewlyn to the old spot,
right in the centre of the great room.
There was a wild question in his eyes
which his lips seemed powerless to utter.
| “Gertrude!” gasped the big man. “You
| know she came back to me. I told you at
the club that it was all right between us
again?”’

An immeasurable relief crossed the
Jew’s face. He pushed his' friend away
with a -snarl of concentrated disgust.

“You «ome here,” he hissed venomous-
Iy, *“and ‘burst into my rooms to tell me
of your petty amours. Have I not borne

| is not lost yet.

with the story of your lust and degrada-

He stopped suddenly. The words
i away on his lips.

| Llwellyn was transformed.

|

| sueer blazed out upon his face.
, trils cuxled with evil laughter. His voice
became low and threatening. Something
| subtly vulgar and common stole into it.
| It was this last that arrested Schuabe. It
“\\'ds herrible.

“Not quite eo fast, my good friend,”
' gaid Llwellyn. “Wait aud hear my story;
land, damn you! if you talk to me like
that again, Il kill you! Things are equal
now, my Jewish partner—equal between
fus. If I am in danger, why, so are you;
and either vou speak civilly or you pay
i the penalty.”
! A curious thing happened. The enorm-
| ous overbearing brutality of the man, his
! vitality, seemed to cow and beat down
| the master mind.

| Schuabe, for the moment, was weak in
| the hands of his inferior. As yet he had
heard nothing of what the other had come
to tell; he was conscious only of hands of
l'cold fear knocking at his heart.

i }le seemed to shrink into himeelf. For
the first and last time in his life, the in-
! herited elaviehness in his blood asserted
itself.

He had never known such degradation be-
fore. The beauty of his face went out like
an extinguished candle. His features grew
markedly Semitic; he cringed and fawned,
|as his ancestors had cringed and fawned
| before fools in power hundreds of years
baci.

This *inexpreseibly disgusting change in

tion enough? You come here as if the’—.|clean and worthy—aguin strung up the |
died | ghqrds of his manhood till they vibrated in

b

the distinguished man had its immediate]
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to the town. The veesels with timber for
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“Bit orf,” he said, “waiting like this.

! A bright sun poured into the room.

effect upon his companion. It was new | Solomon’s Temple tossed almost unshelter-! But the sea will go down eoon. Last| He got up and went to the window.
and utterly startling. He had some to lean| ed before the terraces of ochre-colored spring I had to go on to Beyrout, the wea- There was a deep, unspoken prayer in his

on Schuabe, to place the threads of a|
dreadful dilemma in his hand, to rest upon;
his master mind.

So. for a second or two, in loathsome |
pantcmime the men bowed and salaamed |
to each other in the centre of the room,;
not knowing what they did. i

1t was Sir Robert who pulled himself |
together first. The fear which was rush-
ing over him in waves gave him back a|
semblance of control. |

“We must not quarrel now,” Llewllyn
said in a ewift, eager voice. “Listen to |
me. We are on the brink of 1errib]e’
things. Gertrude Hunt came back to me, |
as you know. She told me that she was i
gick to death of her friends the priests, |
that the old life called her, that she could |
not live apart from me. She mocked at
her sudden conversicn. I thought that it
was real. I laughed and mocked with
her. I trusted her as I would trust my-
self.”

He paused for a moment, choking down
the immense agitation which rcse up in his |
throat and ha'f strangled spesch. , -

Schuabe’s eyes, attentive and fixed. were |
still uncomprehending. Still the Jew did
not see whither Liwellyn was leading—
could not understand.

“She's gone!” said the big man, all color
fading absolutely ~frcm his face. “And
Schuabe, in my mad folly and infatuaticn,
in my incredible foolishnmess . . . . I told
her everything.”

A sudden sharp animal
from Shuabe's lips—clear,
bestial in the silence.

His rigidity changed into an extraor-
dinary trembling. It was a temporary
pal:y which set every separate limb trem-
bling with an independent motion. He
waited thus, with an ashen face, to hear
more. .

Llewellyn, when the irremediable fact
had passed his lips, when the enormous
difficulty of ccnfession was surmounted,
prcceeded with slight relief.

“This might, you will think, be just pos-
sibly without significance for us.® It might
be a coincidence. But it is not eo,
Schaube. I know now, as certainly+as I
can kndw anything, that she came to me,|
was sent to me, by the people who have
got hold of her. There has been suspicion
for some time, there must have been. We|
h;\'e been ruined by this woman I trust-
ed.”

“But why * * " how?’

‘“Because, Schuabe, as I was walking
down Chancery Lane not an hour eince I
saw Gertrude come out of Lincoln’s Inn
with the clergyman Gortre. They got into
a cab together and drove away. And
more: I learn from Lambert, my assistant
at the Museum, that Harold Spence, the
journalist, who is a member of his club
and a friend of his)'left for Palestine sev-
eral days ago.” 3

“I have just heard,” whispered Schuabe,
“that Sir Michael Manichoe has been buy-
ing large parcels of Consols.” !

*“The thing is over. We must—"

“Hush!? said the Jew, menacingly. “All|
Perhaps, the strong prob-|
ability is, that only this Gortre knows ye:.
Even if anything is known to others, it is
only vague, and cannot, be substantiated
until the man in Palestine gets a letter.|
Without this woman and Gortre we are;
safe.” |

The professor looked at him and under-|
stood. Nor was there any terror in his |
face, only a faint film of relief.

Five minutes afterwards the two dis-|
tinguished men, talking easily together,
walked through the vestibule of the hotel, |
down the great courtyard and into the
roaring Strand. |

A hotel clerk explained the celebrities in |
a voluble group of American tourists as
they went by. ‘,

moan burst
vibrant and

OHAPTER XXVI. g
The Key to the Secret. |

Harold Spence was essentally a man of
action. His mental and moral health &>
pended for its continuance upon the ac-
tive prosecution of affairs more than most |
men’s. i

A product of the day, “modern” in his
culture, modern in his ideals, he must live
the vivid, eager, strenuous life of his times
for the fibres of his brain became slack |
and loosened.

In the absorbing interest of his first;
mission to the Kast Spence had found
work which exactly euited his tempera-|
ment. It was work which keyed him up |
to his best and most successful efforts, |

But when that was over, when the|
news that he had given briliantly to the .
world became the world’s and was no|
longer his, then the reaction set in. [

The whole man became relaxed and un-|
strung; he was drifting into a sloth of the !
mind and body when Gortre had arrived
from the North tvith his message of hope.

The renewed opportunity of action, the |
tonic to his weak and waning faith—that
faith which alone was able to keep him |

harm=ny. |
Ounce more Sperce was in the Holy City.

Englishmen, the telegraph wires stretcied
out behind him to Leondon.

Now he was, to all official inteuts, a
private person, yet, as the steamer ast
anchor in the roadstead of Jaffa, he h:d
realized that a more tremendous, responsi-
bility than ever befere rested with him. l

The'last words spoken to Spence in Eng- |

!and had been those of Sir Michael Mani- |

choe. The great man was bidding him |
good-bye at Charing Cross. ’
“Remember,” he had said, “that what-|

ever proof or help we may get from this | tried to realize—that on him might de-|
woman, Gertrude Hunt, will be tha b::ﬂlsi pend the salvation of the wworld.
for you to work on in the East. We shall NHe Jaughed aloud at

cable every result of our investigations |
here. Remember that, as we think, youE
have immense ability and resource against |
vou. Go very warily. As I have said be- |
fore, no sum is too great to sacrifice, no
sacrifice too great to make.”

There had been a day’s delay at Jaftu. !
It had been a day of strange, bewuaering |
thoughts to the journalist.

The “Gate of the Holy Land” is not, as
many people suppose, a fine harbor, a
ithronged port.

The navies of the ancient world which |
congregated there were smaller than even
the coasting steamers of today. They
found shelter in a narrow space of more
or less untroubled water between the
shelving rock of the long, flat shore and

a low reef rising out of the sea parallel

| of a pendulum.

Oriental houses.
For several howrs it had Leen too rough

land.
green cea .separated them from the rude

Jadders fastened to the wave-washed quay.

There had been one of the heavy rain-
storms which at that season of the year
visit Palestine. Over the Moslem minar-
ets of the town the purple tops of the

| central mountains of Judah and Ephraim

showed clear and far away.

The time of waiting gave Spence an op-
ortunnty for collecting and ordering his
thoughts, for summing up the situation
and trying to get al the very heart of its
meaning.

The Messagerie steamer was the only
one in the roads. Two coasting craft with
rags of light brown sails were beating over
the swell into the Mediterranean.

The eky was cloudy, the air still and
warm. Only the sea was turbulent and
uneasy, the steamer rolled with a sicken-
ing regular movement, and the anchor
chains beat and rattled with the precision

Spence sat on the indiarubber treads of
the steps leading up to the bridge, with
an arm ctooked round a white-painted
stanchion supporting the handrail. A few
vards away two lascars were working a
chain and pulley, drawing up zinc boxes
of ashes from the stoke-hold and tipping
the minto the eea. As the clinkers fell
into the water a little cloud of steam rose
from them.

There were but few passengers on the
ship, which wore a somewhat neglected,
“ofi-duty’”’ aspect. No longer were the
cabins filled with drilled bands of tourists
with their loud-voiced lecturing cleric in
charge. Not now was there the accustom-
ed rush to the main deck, the pious ejac-
ulations at the first sight of Palestine,
the electric knocking at the hearts even
of the least devout.

Nobody came to Jerusalem now from
England. From Beyrout to Jaffa the mar-
itime plain was silent and deserted, and
no tourists plucked the roses of Sharon
any more.

A German cominercial traveller, with
cases of cutlery, from Essen, was arguing
with the little Greek steward about his
wine bill; a professional photographer
from Alexandria, traveling with his cam-
eras for a New York firm of art publieh-
ers; two Turkish' officers smoking cigar-
ettes; a Russian gentleman with two
voung eons; a fat man in flannels and
with an unshaven chin, very much at
home; an orange buyer from a warehouse
by the Tower Bridge—these were the un-
distinguished companions of the journal-
ist. ’

The steward clapped his bands; dejenucr
was ready. The passengers tumbled down
to the saloon. Spence declined the loud-
voiced Cockney invitation of the fruit
merchant and remained W,]wre he was,
gazing with unseeing eves at, the low Ea_st-
ern town, which rose and fell before I}Im
as the ship rolled lazily from eide to side.

There was something immensely, tre-
mendously incongruous in his position. It
was without precedent. He had come, in
the first place, as a sort of private inquiry
agent. lle was a detective charged by a
group of three or four people, a cle}gyman
or two, a wealthy member of parliament,
to find out the yearold movements—if, in-
deed, movements there had been!—of a
distinguished Furopean professor. .He
was to pry, to question, to deceive. This
much in itself was utterly “astonishing,

strangely difficult of realization. o
But how much more there was to stirj

and confuse his brain!
He was coming back alone to Jerusalem.

But a short time ago he had _seen t,lw.
great savants of Turope—only thirty miles,

Eastern town—reluotantl', g300mor Florence at Halifax Reports

beyond this
pronounce the words which meant the
downfall of the Christian Faith.

The gunboat which had brought them
all was anchored in this very spof.

b

Turkish guard had been waiting yonder |

on the quay, they had gone along the new
road to Jerusalem in open carriages—
through the orange groves—riding to make
history. :

And now he was here once more.

While he sat on this dingy steamer in
this remote corner of the Mediterranean
it was no esaggeration to say that the
whole world was in a state of cataclysm

{such as.it had hardly at least, not often—

knawn before.

It was his business to watch events, to
forecast whither they would lead. He was
a Simon Magus of the modern world, witi
an electric wire ang stylographic pen to
prophesy with., e of all men could sce
and realize what was happening all over
the globe. He was more alarmed then even

the man in the street. This much was cer-

tain.

And a day’s easy ride away lay the little

town which held the acre of rocky ground

from which .all these horrors,

nent upheveal, had come.
Again it seemed beyond the power of

his brain to seize it all, to contain the

vasiness of his thoughts.
These facts, whicli all the world knew,
were almost too stupendous for belief. But

| when he dwelt upon the personal aspect
- of them he was as a traveler whose way is

irrevocably barred by sheer precipice.

At the very first he had been one
mouthpiece of the news. For some hours
the packet containing it had hung in the
dressing-room of a London Turkish bati.

His act had recoiled upon himself, for
when Gortre found bim in the chambers
he was spiritually dying.

Could this suspicion of
Liwellyn possibly be true?

Schuabe and
It had seemed

both plausible and probable in “Sir Mich-!

ael's study in London. But out here in
the Jafia roadsvead, when he realized—or

that
grandiloquent phrase, He was in the
nineteenth century, not the tenth.

He doubted more and more. Had it
been anyone else it might have been pos-
eible to believe.  But be could not see
himself in this stupendous role.

The mental processes became insupport-
able, he dismissed thought with a great
effort of will and got up from his ceat.

At leaet there was eome action, some-
thing definite to do waiting for him. Sper
ulation only blurred everything. He would
be true to the trust his friends in Englard

| reposed in him and leave the rest to han

pen as it was fated.
There was a relief in that Astitude- ihe
Arab attitude. Kismet!

Gnggs, the fruit merchant, came up .

from the galoon wiping his lips.

this immi-
|

o |
monstrous |

{fher was that rough. Ever tried that Vin
'de Rishon le Zion? It’s a treal. Made

| for the passengers an the French boat to from Bordeaux vines transplanted ‘o Pal-
More than a mile of restless bottle-!

estine—you’ll pass the fields on tha way
up—just had a half bottle, Hailo!—look,
. there’s the boat at last—old Frauncis har-
'ane’s boat. Must go and look after my
traps.”

{ A long boai was creeping out from bv-!

hind the reef. Spence went to his cabin
to see after his light kit. It waé better to
Imove and work than to think.

It was early morning—the morning after
Spence’s arrival in Jerusalem. He slept
,well and soundly in his hotel, room, tired
'by the long ride—for he had come on
horse-back over the moonlight slopes of
Ajalon.

When at length he awoke it was with a
sensation of mental and bodly vigor, a
quickening of all his pulses in hope and
expectation, which was in fine contrast to
thed doubts and hesitations of the Jaffa
raads. ! s i

i heart. .
. The hotel was in Akra, the Europein
tand Christian quarter of Jerusalem, close
by the Jaffa Gate, with the Tower of I1ip-
picus frowning down upon it.

| The whole extent of the city lay be-
! neath the windows in a glorious pavo-
| rama, washed as it was in the brilliant
morning light. Far beyond, a dark sha-
dow yet, the Olivet range rose in back-
ground to the minarets and cupolas be-
low it.

His eyes roved over the prospect, mark-
ing and recognizing the buildings.

There was the purple dome of the great
Mosque of Omar, very clear against the
amber-primrose lights of dawn.

Where now the mezzuin called to Allah,
the burnt-offerings had once smoked in
the courts of the Temple—it was in that
spot the mysterious veil had parted in
symbol of God’s pain and death. It was
in the porches bounding the court of the
Gentiles that Christ had taught.

(To be continued.)
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Get Money at Any Cost.

President Schurman of Cornell Declares This is What the
American People Are Doing—Has No Fear of Anything
But Penitentiary and -Scaffold—Cardinal Principle is to

Syracuse, Jan. 2.—Pres. Jacob Gould
Schurman of Cornell University, deliver-
ed a remarkable address on the univer-
sal craze for wealth before the union meet-
ing of the Associated Academic Principals
_of the state of New York. He eaid:

“If a visitor from Mars alighted on our

continent he would hear the pulpits pro-
claim ‘Glerify God:’ butﬁ\e;%‘a%d find
1it the gemeral practice to ‘Glorify Gold.’

“Are we then in the twentieth century
to revert to the barbarous worship of
{ Mammon? = Are Americans to renounce
| their Christian heritage; are {they to re-
i pudiate the Hebrew law of righteousness,
{are they to discizim the Hellenic call to
i reason and beauty, are they to spurn the
dignity and glory of mankind in order
to concentrate all their energies on the
gratilication of acquisitive instincts which
]\\'c possess in common with the brutes,
and . which, when exclusively followed
and satisfied, only leave us more compla-
cently and more hopelessly brutish?
“The universal passion for money and
whatever money buys_is an amusing phe-
nomenon, It has been nourished by the
colossal material prosperity of the age.
It has allied itself with the ambition of
the American youth to succeed in the
world. e should naturally expect that
it would have met invincible opposition
from religion; but religion, already weak-
ened by the decline of dogmatic faith,
land falling back on institutions and o1
ganizations, has iteelf been too often

tempted to purchase the gifts of the Holy
(Ghost. with money. Well, the craze may
endure for a season, but disillusionment
is certain,

“The vice—the natural and almost in-
evitable vice — of a generation which
makes money the chief end of life is dis-
honesty and ‘graft,’ The cardinal max-
im of such an age is ‘Put money in thy
purse.’
or thy neighbors is a matter of little mo-
ment. That is to eay, life being emptied
of all moral and spiritual significance, and
money being exalted as the chief goed,
the man who gets most money has mnot
only achieved the greatest success but
best fulfilled the recognized end of exist-
ence,

“It is a generation which has no fear
of God before its eyes; it fearns mo hell
it fears nothing but the criminal court,
the penitentiary and the scaffold. - To
escape these ugly avengers of civil society
is ite only categorical imperative,  the
only law with which its Sinai thunders.

“To get there and not get caught is it
only Golden Rule. To ‘get rich quick’
the financiers of this age will rob the
widow and the orphan, grind the face of
the poor, speculate in trust funde, and
purchase immunity by using other people’s
money to bribe legislators, judges and
magistrates.

“And then we hear tlie praises of the
poor boys who have become millionaires.
O God! send us men of honor and intes
grity!” i

FRE IN FURNESS
LINER'S CARGD

Spontaneous Combustion Caused
Blaze Which Caused Some Damage.

P

t Halifax, N. S., Jan. 3.—(Special)—The
| furness liner Florence, which arrived from
| London this morning, met with a continu-
ation of terrific head gales and high seas
on the way over and was tossed about
[ badly. The cargo in number two hold
was shifted and a number of barrels of

oil were broken, their contents "mixing

from spontaneous combustion. After hard

work the burning bales were got out by

tbi crew and “thrown over board. The
1

ship received no damage.

SPOTER AT WORK

Street Railway Conductor Reported to
Have Lost Job Through One.

The motormen and conductors on the
St. John street railway are feeling some-
what indignant because of the recent ac-
tivity of a man whom they regard as be-
ing a “‘spotter.”

The pereon in question, they claim, was
formerly in the employ of the street rail-
way. ' It 1s understood that of late he ask-
ed for, and was given, a dozen or so of
transfers by a conductor. This was a vio-
lation of the rules, but the transfers were
given in view of the other’s previous con-
nection with the line. Subsequently, the
conduct of the conductor was reported

at headquarters, and on Monday, he was
suspended. 3

1\\'ith a lot of hemp and causing a fire
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