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CHAPTER XXVI.—(Continued.)

Closer, below the Antonia Tower, rose
the dark,, lead-covered cupola of the
Church of the Holy Sepulchre.

] Great emotion came to him as ue gazed
! at fhe shrine sacred above all others for
so many centuries. o

.~ He thought of that holy spot éimlm_ﬂh.d

in its ancient glory in the eyes of half the
istian . world. :

erhaps no more would

burst forth from the yellow,
——e.9f The Tomb at Faster time.

‘Who could say?

Was not he, Harold Spence, there to
try that awful issue? _

He wondered, as he gazed, if another
Haster would etill see the wild messengers
bursting away to Nazareth and Betalehem
bearing The Holy Flame.

The eun became suddenly more power-
ful. It threw a warmer light mto the
grey dome, and, deep down, vhe cold, d.ark
waters of Hezekiah’s Pool became bright
and - golden.

Thg sacred places focussed the light and
&p into a new life.

He made the sign of the Cross, wonder-

ing fancifully if this were an omen.
'%‘hen ivibhys shudder he looked to the
; Turkish battle-
ments of the Damascus Gate. -
Tt was there, over by the Temple Quar-
ries of Bezetha, the new tomb of Joseph

lay. < .

yYes! straight away to the norta lay the
rock-hewn sepuchre where the great Goc-
tors had sorrowfully pronounced the end
of so mamy Ohristian hop2s.

How difficult to believe that o short_ a
distance away lay the centre of the
wworld’s trouble! ~Surely he could actually
distinguish the wall

the Holy ¥ire
aged marble

use “in the

which had been built round the &pot.
ead Oriental city—for Jerusa-
lem is always sad, as if the _ancient stones
were still conscious of Christ’s passion—
gazed towards the terrible place, won-
ering, hoping, fearing.
dIt was ggrl;gdxﬁcglt % know '!mw to be-
gin upon this extraordinary affair.

Whenhehndmdetheﬁrstmealofthe
day and was informed with the euccess;
~with the actual fact of what he had to do,
he wus aghast at what seemed his own

of action, no method.
absolutely hopeless.

his friends be-
to the

He had no plan
For an hour he felt

Sir Robert Lilwellyn, so X
lieved, had been in Jerusalem prior
discovery of the New Tomb.

The first duty of the investigator was to
find out whether that was true.

How was he to do it? °

In his .irresolution he decided to go out
into the city. He would call upon various
people he knew, friends of Cycil- Hands,
and trust to events for guiding his further
movements.

The rooms where Hands had elways
stayed were close to the schools of the
Church Missionary. Society; he would go
there. Down in the Muristan area he could
also chat with the doctor at the English

' Ophthalmic Hospice; he would call on his

| nvay, to the New. Tomb.

. It was.at the tomb that he might learn
something, perbaps, yet how nebulous it
all was, how unsatisfying!

-He eet out;, down the roughly paved
streets, through the arched and ebaded
bazaars—places less full of color and more
sombre than the markets of other Oriental
cities—to the heart of the city, where the
streets were bounded by the vision of the
distant hills of Olivet. !

The religious riots and unrest. were long
since over. The pilgrims to the Church
of the Holy Sepulchre were less in num-
ber, ‘but were mostly Russians of the
Greek church, who etill accepted the
Church of the Holy Sepulchre as the true
goal of their desires.

The Greeks and Armenians hated each
other no more than usual. The Turks
were held in good control by a strong
governor. of Jerudalem. Nor was this a
time of special festival. The city, never
quite at rest, was still in its mormal con-
uilion. =g

The - Bedawin women with their unveil-
ed faces, tattooed in blue, etrode to the
ibazzars with the butter they had brought
in from their desert herds. They wore
gaudy head-dresses and high red boots,
‘and they jostled the “pale townsmen”’ as
they passed them; free, untamed creatures

of the sun and air.
by the courtyard of

As B
the Church of the Holy Sepulchre a crowd

'S of Fellah boys ran up to him with candles

ornamented with scenes from the Passion,
pressing ‘him to buy.

T:anm grew hotter as he walked,
though the purple shadows of the narrow,
wall-like streets were cool enough. As he
left the. European . heights of Akra and
dived deep into the eastern central city,
the well-remem! scenes and emells
rose up like a wall before him and the
rest of life.

He began to walk more slowly, in har-
mony with the slow-moving forms around.
He had been to Omdurman with the aveng-
ing army, knew Constantinople during the
Greek war—the East had meaning for him.

And as the veritable East closed round
him his doubts and eelf-ridicule vanished.
His strange mission eeemed possible here.

As he was passing one of the vast ruin-
od structures once belonging to the mediae-
val knights of St. John, thinking, indeed,
that he himself was a veritable Crusader,
a thin, importunate voice came to him
from an angle of the stonework.

He looked down and saw an old Nurie
woman sitting there. She belonged to the
“Nowar,” the unclean pariah class of Pal-
estine, who are eaid to practice magic arts.
A gipsy of the Bussex Downs would be
her sister in England.

'The woman was tatbooed from head to
foot. She wore a blue turban, and from
squares and angles drawn in the dust be-
fore her, Spence knew her for a profes-
sional geomancer or fortune-teller.

He threw her a coin in idle speculation
and asked her “his lot” for the immediate
future.

The woman had a few shells of different

shapes in a heap by her side, and she

threw them into the
ground.

Then, picking them up, she eaid, in bas
tard Arabic interspersed with a hard “h’-
8ike eound, which marks the nomad in Pal-
estine, “Effendi, you have a eorrow and
bewilderment just past you, and, like a
black star, it has fixed itself on your fore-
head. A letter is coming to you from
over the seas telling you of work to do.
And then you will leave this country and
cross home in a steamer, with a story to
tell many people.” 1 L

Spence smiled :at the.glib prophecy. Cer-
tainly it might very well outline his future
course of action, but i wes mo mwre thar

figures on the

a, shrewd and obvious guess.
He was turning to go away when the
woman opened her clothes in front, show-

ing . the upber part of her body literally’

covered with tattoo marks, and drew out
a ‘emall bag.

. “Stay, my lord,” she said.
you much more if you will hear. T bhave
here a, very precious stone rubbed with
oil, which I brougbt from Mecca.. Now,
if .you will hold this stone in your hand
and give me one. dollar you shall hear
what will come to you, O camel of tbe
house!”

The curious sensation of ‘“expectation™
that had been coming over Spence, the
fatalistic waiting -for chance to guide him
which, in ‘this wild and dreamlike busi-
ness, had begun to take hold of him, made
him give the h. 3 what she asked.

There was something in clairvoyance
perhaps; at'any rate he would hear what
the Nurie woman had to say.

She took a dark and greasy pebble from
the bag, and put it in his hand, gazing at
his fingers .for a minute or two in a fixed
atare without speaking:

When " at last .ehe broke the silence
Spence noticed that something had gone
out of her voice. The mendicant whine,
the ingratiating invitation had ceased.

Her tones were impersonal, thinner, a re-
citative.

“Ere sundown my lord will hear that
a friend has died and his epirit is in the
well of souls.” :

“Tell ‘me of this friend, oh, my aunt!”
Spence said in colloquial Arabic.

“Thy friend is a Frank, but more than
a Fraok, for he is one knowing much of

this country, and has walked the stones:

of Jerusalem for many years. Thou wilt
hear of this death from the lips of one
who will tell thee of another thou seek-
est, and know not that it is he. * * *
Give me back the etone, lord, and go thy
way,” she broke off suddenly, with seem-
ing eincerity. “I will tell thee no more,
for great business is in thy hands and
art no ordinary wayfarer. Why did thou
hide it from.me, Effendi?”’

Drawing ber blue head-dress over ber

Spence passed on, wondering. He knew,
face the woman refused to speak another
word.
as all travelers who are not merely tour-
ists know, that no one has ever been quite
able to sift the fraud and trickery from
the strange . power possessed by those
Eastern geomancers. It is an undecided
question still, but only the shallow dare
to say that all is imposture.

And even the London journalist could
not be purely materialistic in Jerusalem,
the City of Sorrows.

He went on toward his destination. Not
far from the missionary establishment was
a building, ‘which was the headquarters
of the Palestine Exploring Society in Jeru-

Cyril “Hands bhad always lived up in
Agra among the Europeans, but much of
his time was necessarily spent in the
Muristan district.

The building was known as the “Re-
search Museum.”

Hands and his assistants had gathered
a valuable collection ‘of ancient curiosities.

Here were hundreds of drawings and
photographs of various excavations. Ac-
curate measurements of tombs, buried
houses, ancient churches were entered in
great books.

In glass cases were fragments of ancient
pottery, old Hebrew seals, scarabs, antique
fragments of jewelry—all the varied ob-
jects' from. which high scholarship and ex-
pert training was gradually, year by year,
providing a luminous and. emtirely freth
commeéntary on Holy Writ.

Here, in ehort, were the tools of what is
known as the |‘Higher Criticism.” Attach-

to the museum was a library and
drawing office, a photogrephic dark room,
apartments for the curator and his wife.
A men who engaged the mative labor re-
quired for the excavations superintended
the work of the men\and acted as general
agent and intermediary between the Eu-
ropean officials and all Easterns with
whom they came in contact.

Thi§ man was well known in fhe city
—character in his way. In the reports of
the Exploring Society he was often refer-
red to as an invaluable assistant. But a
year ago his portrait had been ‘published
in the annual statement of the fund, and
the face of the Greek Ionides in his tur-
ban lay upon the study table of many a
quiet English vicarage.

Spence entered the courtyard of the
building. It was quiet and deserted; some
pigeons were feeding there.

He turned under a etone archway to
the right, pushed open a door, and en-
tered the museum.

There was a babel of voices. .

A emall group of people etood by a
wooden pedestal in the centre of the room
which eupported the famous -cruciform
font found at Biar Eseeb’a.

They turned at Spence’s entrance. He
saw some familiar faces of people with
whom he had been brought into contact
during the time of the finst discovery.

Two English missionarics, one in or-
ders; the English Consul, and Professor
Thg’odore Adams, the American archaeo-
logist, who lived all the year round in the
new western euburb, stood epeaking In
grave tones and with distressed faces.

An Egyptian servant, dressed in white
liven, carrying a bunch of keys, was with
them.

In his band the Consul held a roll of
yellow native was.

An enormous surprise shone on the
faces of these people as Spence walked up
to them.

“Mr. Spence!” said the Comsul, “we
never expected you or heard of your com-
ing. This 1s most fortu however.
You were his great friend: I-think you
gobh shared chambers together in Len-
on?’

Spence looked at him in wonder, me-
chanically ehaking the proffered band.

“T don’t think I quite understand,” he
said. “I came here quite by chance, just
to see if there was anyonc that T knew
about.”

“Then you have not heard—" eaid the
clergyman.

“T have beard pothing.”

“Your friend, our distinguisbed fellow-
worker, Professor Hands, is no more. We
have just received a cable. Poor, dear
Hands died of heart disease while taking
a seaside holiday.”

Spence was genuinely affected.

Hands was an old and dear friend. His
sweet, kindly nature, too dreamy and re-
tiring perbaps for the rush and hurry of
occidental- Jife, bad always been wonder-
fully welcome for a month or two each
year in Lincoln’s Ton. His quaint, learned
letters, his enthusiium for his work had

“I can tell|

become part of the journalist’s life. They
were recurring pleasures. And now he
wuas gone!

Now it was all over! Never more would
he hear the quiet voice, hear the water-
pipe bubble in the quiet old inn as night
gave way to dawn. * * *

His brain whirled with the sudden
shock. - He grew very pale, waitling to
hear more.

“W¢ know little more,” said the Consul,
with a sigh. “A cable from the central
office of the Society has just stated the|
fact and asked me to take cfficial ¢harge of
everything here. \We were just about to
begin sealing up the rooms when you
came. . There are many important docu-
ments which must be seen to. Mr. Forbes,
poor Hands’ assistant, is away on the
shores of the Dead Sea, but we have sent
for him by the camel garrison post. Bub
it will be come weecks before he can be
here probably.”

“This is terribly sad news for me,” eaid|
Spence at length. “We were, of course,
the dearest friends. The months when
Hands was in town were always the pleas-
antest. Of course, lately we did not see
so much of each other; he had become a
public character. He was becoming very
depressed and unwell, terrified, I almost
think, at what was going on in the world
owing to the new discovery he made, and
he was going away to recuperate. But 1
knew nothing of this!”

“I am eorry,” said the Consul, “to have
to tell you of euch a sad business, but we
naturally thought that somehow you kunew
—though, of course, in point of time that
would hardly be possible, or only just eo0.”,

“I am in the-East,” eaid Spence, giv-
ing an expianation that he had previously
prepared if it became necessary to. ac-
count for his presence—”I am here on a
mission for my newspaper—to ascertain
various points about public opinion in
view of all these imminent international
complications.”

“Quite o, quite &0,” eaid the Consul. “T
ehall be glad to help you in any way 1
can, of course. But when you came in we
were wondering what we should do esact-
ly about poor Hands's private effects,
papers, and so on. I suppesee they bhad
better be shipped to England. Perhaps
you would take charge of them on your
return?”

“I expect you will hear from his broth-
er, the Rev. John Hands, a Leicestershire
clergyman, when the mail comes in,” said
Spence. “This is a great blow to me. 1
should like to pay my poor friend eome
public tribute. I should like to write
something for English people to read—a
sketch of his life and work here in Jeru-
salem—his daily work among you all.”

His voice faltered. His eyes had fallen
on_a photograph which hung upon the
wall. A group of Arabs sat at the mouth
of a rock tomb. In front of them, wear-
ing a sun helmet, and holding a ten-foot
surveyor’s wand, stood the dead professor.
A kindly smile was on his face as he look-
ed down upon the white :figures of his

L ]

men. :

“It would be a gracious triblite,” eaid
one of the missionaries. “Every one loved
him, whatever - their race or creed. We
can all tell you of him as we éaw him in
our midst. It is a great pity that old
Ionides has gone. He was the confidential
gharer of all the work here,-and Hands
trusted him implicitly. He  could have
told you much.” .

“1 remember Ionides well,” said Spence.
“At the time of the discovery, of course,
he was very much in-evidence, and he
was- examined by the committee. Is the
old fellow dead, then?”.

“No,” answered the missionary. “Some
time ago,” just ‘after the commission left,
in fact, he came into a considerable sum
of money. He was getting on in years,
and he resigned his position here. He has
taken an olive farm eomewhere by Nabu-
lus, a Turkish city by Mount Gerizim, I
fear we ehall never eee him more, He
would grieve at this news.”

“I think,” eaid Spence, “I will go back
to my hotel. I should like to be alone to-
day. I will cdll on you this evening, -if
I may,” he added, turning to the Comsul.

He left the melancholy group, once more
beginning their sad business, and went
out again into the narrow street.

He. wanted to be alone, in some quiet
place, to pay his departed friend the last
rites of quiet thought and memory. He
would say a prayer for him in the cool
darkness of the Church of the Holy
Sepulchre.

How did it go?

“So when this corruptible ehall have
put on incorruptien, and this mortal ehall
bave put on immortality; Then shz%ll be
brought to pass the saying that is written,
Death is swallowed up in victory. O death,
where is thy sting? O grave, where is thy
victory #”

Always all his life long he had thought
that these were perhaps the most beauti-
ful of wrijten words.

He turned to the right, passed the
Turkish guard at the entrance, and went
down the narrow steps to the “Calvary”
chapel. -

The gloom and glory of the great church,
its rich and sombre light, the cool yet
heavy air, saddened his soul. He knelt
in humble prayer.

When he came out once more into the
brilliant sunlight and the noises of the
cify he felt braver and more confident.

He began to turn his tBoughts earnestly
and resolutely to his mission.

Swiftly, with a quick ehock of memory,
he remembered his talk with the old for-
tune teller. It was with an unpleasant
gense of chill and shock that he remem-
bered her predictions.

Some “strange €ense of divivation had
told her of this sad news that waited for
him. He could not explain or understand
it. But there was more than this. It
might be wild and foolih, but he could
not thrust the yoman's words from his
brain.

She knew be was in quest of someone.
She said he would be told. * * * l

He entered the yellow stone portico of
the hotel with a eigh of relief. The hall
was large, flagged and cool. _ A pool of
clear water was in the centre, glimmering
green over its tiles. The eye rested on
it with pleasure. Spence sank into a deck-
chair and clapped his hands, He was
exhausted, tired and thirsty.

An Arab boy came in answer to his
band<lapping. He brought an envelope
on a tray.

It was a cable from England.

Spence went upstaire to_his bedroom.
From his Litbag he drew a small volume,
bound in thick leather, with a locked
cTasp. - |
"It was Sir Michael Manichoe’s private

1 any law that there might be even ip these

jbegun to mourn in the olive groves, the

cable code—a precions yolume which great
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commercial houses all' over the world
would have paid great sums to see,which
the great man in his anxiety and trust
had confided to his emiesary.

Slowly and laboriously he de-coded the
message, a collection of lettcrs and figures
to he momentous in the history of Chris-
tendom. :

These were the words:

“The woman bas discovered everybhing
from Liwellyn. All suspicions confirmed.
Conspiracy between Llwellyn and Schu-
abe. You will find full confirmation from
the Greck foreman of Scciety explora-
tions, Ionides. Get statement of truth
by any means, coercion or money to any
amount. All is legitimate. Having ob-
tained, hasten home, special etcamer if
quicker. Can do nothing certain without
your evidence. We trust in you. Hasten.

“MANICHOE.”

He trembled with excitement as he re-
locked the code.

It was a light in a dark place. Tonides!
The trusted for many years! The eager
helper! The traitor bought by Llewellyn!

1t was afternoon now. He must go out
again: * A caravan, camels, guides must be
found for a etart tomorrow.

1t would not be a very difficult journey,
but it must be made with speed, and it
was four days, five days away.

He passed out of the hotel and by the
Tower of Hippicus.

A new drinking fountain had been erect-
ed there, a domed building, with pillars
of red stone and a glittering roof, eur-
mounted by a golden crescent.

Some camel drivers were drinking there.
He was passing by when a tall, white-
robed figure bowed low before him, A

voice; epeaking French, bade him good-
day.
The face of the man eeemed familiar.

He asked him his name and business.

It was Ibrahim, the Egyptian servant he
bad seen at the museum in the morning.

The rooms had been sealed up, and the
man had been to the Consul’s private
house with the keye.

This man had temporarily succeeded the
Greek Ionides.

Spence turned back to
bade ‘Ibrahim follow him.

the hotel and

CHAPTER XXVIL

TUnder the Eastern Stars: Towards
Gerizm.

The night was cold and still, the star-
light brilliant in the huge hollow gapphire
of the sky.

Wrapped in a heavy cloak, Spence sat
at the door of one of the two little tents
which composed ‘his caravan.

Ibrahim, the Egyptian, a: Roman Cath-
olic, as it seemed, had volunteered to act
as d n. In a few hours this man
had got together the necessary animals
and equipment for the expedition to Nab:
ulus.

Spence rode a little grey horse of vne
wiry Moabite breéd, Ibrahim a Damascus

bay. The gother men, 2 cook and two
muleteers, all Syrians of Greek Church,
rode mules.

The day’s march had been long and tir-
ing. Night, with its ineffable peace and
rest, was very welcome.

On the evening of the morrow they
would be on the slopes of Pbal and Gerl-
zim, near to the homestead of the man
they sought.

All the long day Spence had asked him-
gelf what would be the' outcome of this
wild journey. He was full of grim deter-
mination to wring the truth from the ren-
egade. In his hip pocket his revolver
pressed against his thigh. He was strung
up for action. Whatever course presented
itself, that he would take, regardless of

far-away districts.

His passport was specially endorsed by
the Foreign Office; he bore a letter, ob-
tained by the Consul, from the Gover-
nor of Jerusalem to the Turkish officer in
command of Nabulus,

He had little doubt of the ultimate re-
sult. Money or force should obtain a full
confession, and then e sWift rush for Lon-
don with the charter of salvation—for it
would ‘be little less than that—and the en-.
gine of destruction for the two terrible
criminals at home.

Ag they marched over the plains the
red anemone and blue iris, the roebuck,
the -wild boar, had fled from the advane-
ing caravan. -

Eagles and vultures had 1_noved heav.ﬂy
through the eky at vast heights.  Quails,
partridges and plovers started from be-
neath the horses’ feet.

'As the sun plunged away, the owls had
restless chirping of the grasshoppers - be-
gan to die away, and as the stars grew
bright, - the nightingale—the lonely song-
bird of th se solitudes—poured out his
melody to the night.

The camp bad been formed under the
shade of a clump of terebinth and acacias
close, to a spring of dlear water which
rma-dJ the grass around it a vivid green, in
pleasant contrast to the dry, withered
herbage in the open.

The men had dug out tree roots for fuel,
and a red fire glowed a few yards away
from -Spence’s tent.

A group of silent figures sat round the
fire. Now and then a low murmur of talk
¢ounded for a minute and then died away
again. A slight breeze, cool anfi keen,
rustled in the trees overhead. Save for;
that, and bthe occasional movement of one
of the hobbled horses, no s::'und broke the
etillness of the glorious night.

1t was here, so Spence thought, that the
Lord must have walked with His disciples
on-the journey between Jerusalem and
Nazareth,

On such a night as this the little group
may have sat in the vale of El Makhna in
quiet talk at suppertime.

The same stars looked down on him as
they did on those others two thousand
vears ago. How real and true it all seem-
ed here! How much easier it was to rea-
lize and believe than in Chancery Lane!

Why did men live in cities?

Was il not better far for the soul's|
health to be here alone with God? !

Here, and in such places as these. God
spoke clear and loudly to the hearts of
men. He shuddered as the thought of his
own lack of faith came back to him. !

In rapid review he saw the recent time
of his hopelessness and shame. How ut-
terly he had fallen to pieces. 1t was dif- |
ficult to understand the_pit into which he:
was falling so easily when .Basil had come
to him.

Now. the love of Ged ran in his veins!
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like fire, every sight and sound spoke to
him of the Christus Consolator.

1t was more than mere cold belief, a love
or perwonal devotion to Christ welled up in
him. The figure oft the Man of Sorrows
was very near him—there was a.great fiery
cross of stars in the sky above him.

He entered the little tent to pray.  He
prayed humbly that it might be even thus
until the end. He prayed that this new
and sweet communion wis his Master
might ,never fade or lessen till the glori-
ous daylight of Death dawned and thijs so-
journing {ar from home was over. = -

And, in the pame of all the unknown
millions whom he was come. to this far
land to aid, be prayed for success, for the
Truth to be made manifest; 'and for a
happy issuc out of all these afflictions. .

“Apd this we beg for Jesus Christ) "His
sake.” : SN

Then much refreshed and comforted he
emerged once more into the serene beauty
of the night. g

He lit his pipe and sat there, ‘quietly
smoking. Preseatly Ibrahim:the Egyptian
began to croom a low eong, one of the
Egyptian songs that eoldiers sing round
the camp fires. i

The man had done his term of compul-
sory service in the past, and perhaps this
sudden tranmsition from the comfortable
quarters in Jerusalem to ‘the old life of
camp-fire and plein air bad ite “way with
him and opened the springs of memory.

This is part of what he sang in & thin
sad voice: - i

Born in Galiub, since my birth, .many

times have 1 seen the: Nile’s waters

overflow our fields.

1 bad a neighbor, Sheikh Abdehei,

whose daughter’s face was ‘known

only to me: -

Nothing could be compared to the beauty
and tenderness -of Fatme. Gl

Her eyes were as big as coffee cups, and
her body was firm with the vigor of
youth. |

We bad one heart, and were free .from
jealous es, ready to be united. .

But Allah curse the military inspector
who bound .my two hands,

Yor, together with many more, we, were
marched off to the camp. :

I was poor and had to seerve, nothing
could soften the inspector’s heart.

The drums and the trumpets daily soon
made ‘me forget my cottage and the
well-wheel on the Nile.

And

The long drawn-out notes vibrated
mournfully in the night air. - % =
 Sadly the singer put his hand to:one
side of his head, bendins as if he were
wailing. ;
* The quaint imaginative song-story throb-
bed through many phases and incidents,
and every mow and -again, the motionless
figures round the red embers. wailed in
sympathy. : ;

At last came the end, a happy climax,
no less loved by these.simple- children -of
the desert than by the European novel
reader. .

So that I was in the hospital and bad be-
come most seriouslyill. " 4. T .

But swifter than the gazelle, the light . of
my life came near the hospital ° . .

And called in at the window, “Ibfahim{
my eye! my heart!” o

And full of joy I carried her about the
camp, and presented her to.all my
superiors, leaving out none, from the
colonel down to the sergeant.

I received my dismissal, to return to Gal-
iub and to marry ;

Old Abdehei was awaiting us, to bless us.
God be praised!

"So sang Ibrahim,the converted Christian,

the Moslem songs of his youth; for -here,
in El Makhna, the plain of Schechem,
there were no missionaries with their
cold reéproof and little hymns in simple
couplets. "

The fire died away,-and they slept un-
til dawn flooded the plain. : by

When, on the next day the eun was
waining, though still high in the western
heavens, the travelers came within view
of the ancient city of Nabulus.

There was a great tumult of excitement
in Spence’s pulses as he saw the city, ra-
diant in the long afternoon lights, and far
away. i

Here, in the confines of this distant glit-
tering town, lay the last link in the. ter-
rible secret which he was to solve.

On either side the purple slopes of the|

mountains made a mighty frame to the
terraced houses below. Ebal and Gerizim
kept solemn watch and ward over the
city.

The sun was just sinking as they rode
into the suburbs. It was a lovely placid
evening:

The abundant cascades of water, which
flow from great fissures in the mountain
and make this Turkish town the-jewe] of
the East, glittered in the light. -

Below them them the broad still. reser-
voirs lay like plates of gold. *

* They rode through luxuriant groves of
olives, figs and vines, wonderfully grateful
and refreshing to the eye after ‘the burnt
brown herbage of the plain, towards the
regular camping ground where all travel-
ers lay. :

In the cool of the evening Spence and
Tbrahim rode through the teeming streets
tg the Governor’s house. S

It was @ city of fanatics, so the English-
man had heard, and during the great Mos-
lem feetivals the members of the various,
and rather extensive, missionary establish-
ments went in constant danger. But as
the two men rode among the wild armed
men who sat in the bazaars or pushed
along the narrow strects they were not in
any way molested. I

After a ceremonious introduction and
the delivery of the letter from the Gover-
nor of Jerusalem, Spence made known his
business over the coffee and cigdrettes
which were brought immediatély on his
arrival. ‘

The governor was a placid, pleasant-
mannered man, very ready to give his vis-
itor any help be could.

1t was represented to him that the man
Tonides, who had but lately settlad in the
suburbs, was in the possession of sgme im-
portant secrets affecting the welfare ot
many wealthy residents in Jerusalem.
These, it was hinted, . were of a private
natute, but in all probability great pres-
sure would have to be put upon the Greek
in order to receive any satisiactory oon-
fession.

The conversation, which was carried on
in French, ended in.an eminently satistac-
tory way. . ; ;

“Monpsteur will understand,” said the
Governor, “‘that 1 make no inquiry into

i
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the nature of the information monseur
wishes to obtain. | may or may not have
my ideas upon that subject. 'I'he Greek |
was, I understand, intimately connected
with the recent discoveries in Jerusalem.
Let that pass. It is none of my business.
Here I am a good Moslem, Allah be prais-|
::fl! it is a necessity of ‘my official posi-|
20, i
He laughed: cynically, -clapped his hauds
for a pew brass vessel of creaming coifee
and continued,— |
1

“A political necessity, monsieur, as I,

man of the world, will quite understand
me. I have been in London, at the Em-
bassy, and I myself am free from foolish
prejudices. I am not Moslem in heart nor
am I Christian—some coffee, monsieur ?—
yes! monsicur also is a man of the World!_"

Spence, sitting crose-legged opposite his
host, had smiled an apswering cynical
smile at these words. - He shrugged his
shoulders and threw out his hands. Every-
thing depended upon making a im-
pression upon this local autocrat.

(s0 be continued.)

WOULD KILL HOPELESSLY BRADSTREET'S SUMMARY
ILL OR INSANE PERSONS|  OF TRADE CONDITIONS

Philadelphia, Jan. 5—Dr.- Charles Eliot
Norton, of Cambridge, bhas joined forces
with Miss Anne S. Hall, of Cincinnati,
and with Mrs. Maud Ballington Booth, 1n
their campaign for the killing off of the
hopelessly insane, hopelessly diseased, and
vicitims of accidents. His views are ex-
pressed in a letter written to Misws Hall,
and made public here today.

Dr. Norton was formerly professor of
literature at Harvard. He was a friend of
Longfellow and Lowell, and with them
made the famous translation of the “‘Divire
Comedy.” He heads his letter “An appeal
to Reason as well as Compassion,” ad-
dressed to Miss Hall, and writes:—

“The principle that it is a duty to pro-
long every buman life as long as possible, |
at whatever cost, has hitherto been gener-’
ally accepted. {

“Its majn support has been the doctrine|
of the sacredness of human life. |

“The doctri e and th= pr ctice have both
been pressed too far. There is no ground
to hold every human life as inviolably
sacred, and to be preserved, no matter |
with what results to the individual, or to|
others. On the contrary, there are cases:
to which every reasonable consideration |
urges that the end should be put.

“Setting aside all doubtful cases, no
right thinking man would hesitate to give
a _dose of laudanum, sufficient to end toe
suffering and life together, to the victim
of an “accident from .the torturing effects|
of which recovery was impossible, however !

many hours of misery might be added to
conscious life by setimulants or surgical

imand and prices are low,

operations.

“Nor should a reasonable man hesitate
to hasten death in the case of a mortal
disease such, for example, as cancer when:
it reached the stage of incessant severe |

pain and when the patient desires to die.

“The prolongation of life in euch a case|¥

by whatever means is mere criminal
cruelty. i

“Or take another instance, that of an
old person whose mind has become a chaos
of wild imaginings, productive of constant
distress not only to the sufferer but to all
who live with and attend him. The plain
duty in euch a case is not to prolong but
to shorten life.

“It is not to be hoped that a superstition
so - deeply rooted in tradition as
that of the duty of prolonging
life at any cost will readily yield,
to the arguments of reason or the
pleadings of compassion, but the discus-
sion of the subject in its various aspects
may lead gradually to a more enlightened
public opinion and to the consequent re-
lief of much misery.” ;

Seven marriages and forty eight births
were registered last week in St. Joho.

New York, Jan. 5.—Bradstreet's state of
trade tomorrow will say:

While unsea.ona.ls weather adversely af-
fects retall trade and re-orders from whole-
salers, it at the same time highly favors the
leading industries and outdoor activities and
tacilitates rallway transport. Spring trade
really shows rather more than usual life, re=
quests for prompt shipments belng in evi-
dence earlier than usual. Clearance sales are
a feature of retail lines, and the feason as

‘& whole in heavy wearing apparel has been

so far disappointing. So far the - printers’
s.rike bas bad rather less than the expec.ed
effect. There seems to be a general conoen-
sus of opinion (hat 1906 promises exceedingly
well {n all lines of trade and industry.

Spring trade at the east shows wore life
in cot.on goods and in &hoe buying from
manufacturers, who are b.ing pressed for
deliveries. The worsted mi.ls bave bad an
extraordinary season. Some cotton goods
mills are reported to have their eniire out-
put sold up and to be unable to accept new
business. Capped corn ie ip excess of de-
while tomatoes.
are scarce and high.

In iron and steel business is of ap excel-
lent character for a period that is usually
dull. Pig iron shows streng.b. Re-sales <§
copper by Chinese speculative interests ten:
to check the upward tr.nd of the market,
business for fu.ure delivery being done on
g basis of 1 cent per pound below the mar-
kets of this country and Europe. Lead is
qulfzt but firm, and there is less activiiy in
gnelter.

F‘o‘,od products have tended upward this
weex.

Business fallures for the week ending Jan.
4, 1906, number 220 aga.nst 2i8 in the like
week of 1905.

Wheat, inciuding flour, expor's for the
week ending Jan. 4, are 3,833,741 bushels

against 1,411,947 this week last yearl. From

iJuly 1 to date the exports are 69,000,000

bushels against 36,175,274 last year.

Corn' exports for the week are 6,265,333
bushels against 3,186,532 a year ago. From
July 1 to date, the exports of corn are 43,-
218,282 bushels against 18,686,586 in 1905. -

Mild weather and lack of snow areé draw-
backs to Canadian trade and collections.
Wholesale and retail trade is still quiet, but
with seasonable weather the latter is expect-
ed to improve, while preparations for a big
ear in wholesale lines go om a

€ pace.
Failures for the week number 22 as against
40 last year.

BITTEN BY MAD CAT;
© _ WOMAN MAY DIE

New York, Jap. 3—Mrs. Clara Leidy.
thirty-one years old, of West wrighton, is
in a hospital horribly injured and may die,
following a furious attack upon ner by a
supnosed mad cat.

Mrs. Leidy went to the back etoop of
her home where two cats, were fighting.
She came upon the cats, biting and claw-
ing each other at the head of ‘the steps
and kicked them. As she did so ome cal
turned and ran. The other eprang at her
and bit her right arm. It then sank ite
teeth into her face seven times, and a
second time in her arm.

The animal was finally driven off by a
man who was passing, and escaped.

SKEEING

Norway’s Favorite Sport

‘WE

ARE Headquarters in Canada for
the celebrated Tajco Skee.

They

are made on the latest approved and most

up-to-date

Norwegian lines, and are excel-

lent evidence of the skill of the expert work-
men who turn them out.

Children’s Skees No.
16. Plain finished, complete
with toe bindings and push stick.
4 ft. $2.26 6 ft. $3.25

5ft. 2.78 7ft. 3.75
8 ft. 34.50

No. 69 Skee. These are made of
selected material, are well formed and very
graceful, mahogany stained. :

5 ft. without bindings $3.00

8 ft.

5.00

No. 70. These are made of extra selected material cor-
rectly formed, and are suitable for all round hard work. Fin-

ished in natural color or dark blue.

7 ft., without bindings, per Pal
[ (] [} [

8 ft

No. 71 Expert Skee.

$9.75
10.50

The very best material obtain.

able, properly shaped and seasoned, guaranteed to be the most

beautiful skee to be had.

7 ft., wltl":out bqullngs

Patent Skee Bindings, per pair ...

Push Siicks, per pair

$13.50
16.60
1.50
2.00
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