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Resume: Major Alan Vernon withdraws from, part-
nership with Sir Robert Aylward and Mr. Cliampers-
Haswell, promnoters of Sahara, Lii'ited, because the
editor of "The Judge" has informed him of the comn-
pany's dishonorable metbods. Vernon refuses to sel1
to Sir Robert a curions idol whici lias been a feature
of the office for over a year, and which seems to have
a talismanic quality. Vernon spends the week-end at
"The Court," Mr. Champers-Haswell's 'home, and while
there Jeeki, the negro servant, tells the story of the
idol, the "Y'ellow God," which was brought f rom Africa.
Miss Barbara Champers, the 'niece of the host, is the
object of 'Sir Robert Aylward's and also Major Ver-
non's devotion.

CHAPTJER IV.
BARBAR-A.

HF was, no bridge or
billiards at the Court thatT night, wliere' ordinarily the
play ran high enougli. After
Mr. Haswell .had been car-
ried to his room, some Of
the guests-among them Sir
Robert Aylward -went to
bed, remarking that they
could do ;no good by Sitting
Up; while others, more con-
cerned, waited to hear the

verdict of the doctor, who must drive fromn six miles
away. He came, and haîf an hour later Barbara
entered the billiard room and tol4 Alan, who was
sitting there, smoking, that her =ucle had recovered
from bhis faint and that the doctor, who was stopping
there aIl niglit, said that he was in no danger, only
suffering from a heart attack brought on apparently
by over-work: or excitement.

At breakfast, as in lier note she had said she
would, Barbara appeared wearing a short skirt. Sir
Robert, who Was there also, looking extremely pale
even for him, and with black rirns round his eyes,
asked lier if she was going to golf, to whicb she
answered that she would think it over. It was a
somewhat rnelancholy mecal, and as though by com-
mon consent, no mention was made of Jeeki's tale
of the Yellow Cod, and beyond the usual polite
inquiries, very little of their host's seizure.

As Barbara went out she whispered to Alan,
who opened the door for hier, "Meet me at half-past
ten ini the kitchen garden."

Accordingly, having changed bis clothes .surrep-
titiousîy, Alan, avoidinLg the others, mnade bis way

doesn't look as though it had been frightening him."
"XVeII, he won't repeat the offer, Alan, for I

heard hini promise my uncle only this morning that
it sbould be sent back to Yarleys at once. But wby
did he want to buy it for such a lot of maney? Tell
me quickly, Alan, I arn dying to hear the whole
story."

So he began and told ber, omitting nothing, while
she listened eagerly ta every word, bardly interrupt-
ing him at aIl until they reached the churcli.

The simple service went on; the first lesson was
read. It cried woe upon tbem that join house to
bouse and field ta, field, that draW iniquity with
cords of vanity and sin as it were witb a cart-rope;
that caîl evil good and good evil, that put darkness
for liglit and liglit for darkness, that justify the
wicked for reward; that feast full but regard not
the work of the Lord, neither consider the operation
of His hand, for of such it propbesied that their
bouses, great and fair, sbould be without inhabitant
and desolate.

It was very well read, and Alan, listening,,
thouglit that the denuniciations of the old seer of
thausands of years ago were flot inappropriate to
the dweliers in some houses great and fair of his
own day, wbo, whatevýer they did or left undone,
regarded not the work of the Lord neither con-
sidered the operation of His hand.,

"Shaîl we walk home by the woods, Alan ?" asked
Barbara. "It is three miles round, but we don't
lunch till two."

"Wha:tdid you mean, Barbara' when ycou said
the I should be a grateful man to-day,?" asked Alan
presently.

Barbara looked, him in the eyes in that open,
virginal fashion of bers, and answered in the words
of the lesson, "Woe unto them that draw iniquity
with the cords of vanity and sin as'it were with a
cart-rope, that lay hause ta house"-and through an
opening in the woods she pointed. to the roofs of
the Court standing on one bill, and to the roof of
Old Hall standing upon anather-"2and field to field"
and with a sweep of lier band she inidicated ail the
country round, "for many. bouses great an~d fair that
have mnusic in their feasts shaîl be left desolate."
Then turning, she said:

"Do you understand now, Alan ?"
"I think so," he answered. "You miean that 1

have been in bad coxnpany."
"Very bad, Alan. One of tbemi is my own uncle,

but the truth remains the truth. Alan, they are no
better than thieves; ail this wealth is stolen, and I
thank God that von have found it f out in time before
you becaxue one of them in heart as well as 'in nan-e."

"If you mean the Sahara Syndicate," lie said,
"the idea is soi.md enough; indeed, I am responsible
for it. The thing can be done, great benefits wouid
result-too long to go into,"

"Yes, yes, Alan, but you know that they neyer
miean to do it, they only nlean to get the millions
from the n)ublic. I have lived wif h rn inrlp f-w 1-

only child, in bis guardianship. Until I amn five and
twenty I cannot even marry or toucli a lialfpenny,
without bis consent; in fact, if I should marry
against bis wiil the most of my money goes ta him."

"I expect that lie lias got it already," said Alan.
"No, I think not. I found out that, nîthougli it

is not mine,1 it is not bis. He cani't draw it witbout
my signature, and I steadily refuse to sîgn anything.
Again and again tliey bave brouglit me documents,
and I bave always said tliat I would consider tliem
at five and twenty, wlien I came of age under my
father's will. I went on the sly ta a lawyer in
Kingswell, and paid Isim a guinea for 'bis advice,
and he put me up to that. 'Sign nothing,' be said,
and I have signed notbing, so, except by forgery,
notling can bave gone. Still for all tbat it mnay
bave gone. For anything I know I arn not wortb
more than the clothes I stand in, althougli my father
was a very ricli man."

"If so, we are about in the same boat, Barbara,"
Alan answered witb a laugli, "for my present posses-
sions are Yarleys, whicli brings in about Lîoo a
year less than the interest on its mortgages and cost
of upkeep, and the £i,700 that Aylward paid me back
on Friday for my shares. If I bad stuck to tbemn
I understand that in a week or two I sbould have
been-wortb £soo,ooo, and now you see, here I amn,
over tbirty years of age, witliout a profession, in-ý
valided out of the army, and baving failed in finance,
a mere-bit of driftwood witbout hope and witbout
a trade."

"You are a curious creature, Alan," she said.
"Wby didn't you take the £15,000 for tbat fetisli of
yours? It would have been a fair deal and bave set
you on your legs."

"I don't know," lie answered dejectedly. "It went
against the grain, so what is the use of talking about
it? I think müy old uncle Austin told me it wasn't ta
be parted with. No, perbaps it was Jeeki. Bother
the Yellow God, it is always cropping up."

"Yes," replied Barbara' "the Yellow God is al-
ways croppîng up, especially in this neigbbourbood."

"I daresay I am a fool," said Alan. "If I wasn't
I sbould not bave mentioned my misfortune ta you,
but sometimes tbings.are too mucli for one. Forget
i and forgive me."

"Oh!1 yes," she said, "I forgive you; a woma-n
can generally forgive a man for being fond of ber.
Whatever sbe may say, she is ready ta take a lenient
view of bis burnan weakness. But as to forgetting,
that is a different matter. I don't exactly see wby
I shonld be Sa anxiaus to forget, who baven't many
people to care about me," and she looked at him in
quite a new fashion.

"You-don't-mnean," lie said doubtfully, "you
don't really mean ?" and lie stood hesitating.

"If you would put your question a littie more
clearly, Alan, I miglit bc able ta, give you an answer,"
she replied, that quaint littie smile of bers creeping
ta the corners of ber moutb like sunsbine through
a iuist of rain.

"'You don't really mean," lie went on, '<that you
care anything about mie, like, like I have cared for
you for years ?"

"O1h, Alan !" she said, laughing autright, "wby in
the name of goodniess shouildn't I care about you?
I didn't say that I do, mind, but wby slildn'1t I?
What is the guif between us?"

"The aid one," lie answered, "that between Dives
and Lazarus."

'<Alani," said Barbara, Iookinig down, "I don1't
know what bas corne over me, but for sonie un-
explained and inexplicable reason I arn inclinedl ta
give Lazaruis a iead-across that gulif."

1I love you, I love you 1" lie said huskily.

(Contined on page 25.)


