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' me of anxiety to serve your interests. And
moreover the man is a Greek, of no great
! jmportance—we are not fond of the Greeks
! we Turks! Now it is of the mest prob
able that the man will not epesk without

7/

s

/

| battlefields, knew the grimness of life in
. many lands. { necessary
. then it must be so. The man

Jmmf!ﬁ.

;world, will understand, no doubt, that
| when a private individual finds it neces-
. sary to invoke the powers of law it is a

_ fig trees were, cool and fresh as the night

CHAPTER XXVI1I.—(Continued.)
“Eh bien, monsicur avail raison-meme-—

that, I repeat, is not my affair. But ths
Jetter from my brother of Jerusalem makes

' persmasion.  Moreover, that persuasion
! were better officially applied to as-
eist momsieur, I shall send Tewhik

and captain command-
fort with half & dozen
men. If this dog will pot talk they will
kmow how fo make him. I suppose you
‘have no scruples as to any imeabs they
may employ? There are foolieh prejudices
among the Wastern peonle.”

Spence took “his decision very quickly.
He was 2 man who had been on many

' Pasha, my nephew,
. ant of the northern

| the end was great if the means were evil.

Tt must be remembered that Spence was
! a man to whom .#he very loftiest and high-
ideals had not yet been made
are degrees in the strug-
[ gle for suintliness, the jourmalist was’ but

]

" these quostions of conduct

He saw
1 . crudely. His conscience  animat-
led his deeds, but it was conscience as yet

| ungrown. And indeed there are many in-

{ struments in an orchestra, all tuneful per-

| haps to the conductor’s beat, which they

! obey and understand, yet not all of equal

| emi beauty in the great scheme of
the concert.

The violin soars inio grest mysteries of

emotion, calling, high “in the deep-domed
; empyrean.” The flutes whisper a chorus
i to the great siory of their comrade. Yet,
‘ though the plangent sounding of the ket-
' tlo-drume, the single beat of the barbaric
! cymbais arc in one note and unfrequent,
! yet these minor messagoes go to swell the
; t tone symphony and make it perfect
{ dn the serene beauty of something directed
' and ordained.

“Sir,” eaid the journalist, “the mmn
must be made to epeak. The methods are
!indiffcrent to me.” =

‘‘Oh, that can be done, we
gaid the Governor.

He shifted a little among his cushions.
‘A certain dryness came into his voice as
| he resumed.—

“Monsienr, however, as a man of the

have a way,”’

move -so ponderous

; also it is a privilege?
1t is not, of course, a pemsonal matter—
ca m'est egal. But there are certain un-
avoidable and indeed quile necessary ex-
penses which must be satisfied.”

Spence well understood the polite hum-
bug of all this. He knew that in the !
Xast one buys justice—or injustice—as one
can afford it. As the correspondent of
that great paper over which Ommaney
presided he had always been able to spend
moncy like water when it had been neces-

' sary. He had those powers now. There
! was nothing unusual to him in the situa-
: tion. nor did he hesitate.

“Your excellency,” he said, ‘speaks
with great truth upon these points. It is
ever irom a man of your excellency’s pen-
' etration that one hears those dicta which
' govern affairs. I have a certain object in
i yiew, and I realize that to obtain it there

! are certain necessary formalities to be
: gone through. I have with me letters of
' credit upon the bapk of Lelain Delaunay
et Cie, of Jaffa, Jerusalem and Athens.”

“4 gound, estimable house,” said the
Governor, with a very pleased smile.

“J¢ but then remains,” said Spence, “to
gxcfer with the eecretary of your excel-

y as to the sum which is necessary to
pay for ihe legal expenses of the inqury.”

“You speak gost sensibly,” said the
Tark.

“In the morning I will.send the captain
commandant and the soldiers to the en-
campment. My secretary ghall accompany
them. Then, monsienr, when the little
preliminaries are arranged,’ you will be
free to start for the farm of this dog Ion-
jdes. It is not more than four miles from
your camp, and my nephew will guide you
there. May Allah prosper your under-
taking.”

*_And have you in His care,” replied
Spence. “I will now bave the honor to
wish your Excellency undisturbed rest.”

He rose and bowed. The Turkieh gen-
itleman rose also and shook hands in geni-
al European fashion.

“Monsieur,” he said, with an expansive
smile, “‘Monsienr is without doubt a
thorough man of the world.”

That night, in the suburbs of the city,
sweet and fragrant as the olive groves and

wind was, Spence slept but little.

1le could hear the prowling dogs of the
streets baying the Eastern moon, the owls
hooted in the trees, but ii was nof these
distant sounds, all mellowed by the dis-
tanee, which drove rest and sleep away,
1t was the imminent sense of the great
jesues of the morrow, a wild and fierce ex-
citemen’ which forbade sleep or rest and
filled his veins with fire. v

Te conld not quite realize what awful
things hung upon the event of the com-
ing day. He knew that his brain could
not contain the whole terror and vastness
of the thought.

Indeed, he felé that no brain could ade-
quately realize the imporianee of it all.

Yet even thai partial realization of
which he was capable was enough to drive
all peace away. the livelong night, to
leave him nothing but the plangent, burn-
ing thought.

Be was very glad when the cool, hope-
ful dawn came.

The nightmarce of vigil was gone. Ac-
tion was at hand. He prayed in the morn-|
ing air. i

Presently. from the city gates, he saw
a little cavaleade drawing near, twelve sol-
diers on wiry Damascene horses, an officer,
with the Governor's seeretary riding by
his side. |

Those preliminaries oi a signed draft up-|
on the bank. which cupidity and the oeca-|
sion demanded. werc soon over. i

These twelve soldiers and . their com-|
mandani cost him two hundred pounds!
“Fnglieh;” but that was nothing i

11 hix own words were ineffective, then
the cord and wedge must do the resti lt'
hiad 1o be pair for. i

The workl was waiting, {

On throngh the olive groves and Hw+

vines laden with purple, On, over the!
Jitile etone-bridged cascades and sireains|
—sweet uifts of lordly Kbal-round the|

eastern wall of the town, crumbling etonc
where the mailed lizards were sleeping in
the sum; on to the low roofs and vivid’
trees where the Greek traitor had made
his home!

At length the red road opened beiore
them on to a burnt plain which was the
edge and brim gf the farm.

It Jay direct and patent to the view, the
place of ths greai secrei. i

Ionides was waiting for them, under 2
light verandah which ran round the house,
before they reached the building.

He bad seen them coming over the

plain.

A little elderly olive-skinnetl man, with
restless eyes the cclor of sherry,bowed and
bent before them twith terrified inquiry in
every goesture. :

His gaze flickered over the arms and
shabby uniforms of the soldiers with hate
and fear in it mingled with a piteous cring-
ing. It was the look which the sad Greek
boatipen on the shores of the Bosphorous
wear all their lives.

Then he saw Spence and recognized him
as :ge Englghman . who had been the
friend of Hands, and wae at the meetings
of the Conference.

The sight of the journalist seemed to
affeci him like a sudden blow. The fear
and uneasiness he had ehown at the first
sight of the Turkish soMiers were intensi-
fied 2 thousandiold.

The man seemed to shrink and collapse.
His face became ashen gray, his lips parcn-
ed suddenly for his tongue began to curl
round them in order to moisten their rigi-
dity.

With a greai effort he forced himself to
speak, in English first, fluent enough but
elementary, and then in a rush of French,
the language of all Europe, and one with
-which the cosmopolitan Greek is ever at
‘home.

The capiain gave an order. His men
dismounted and tied up the horses.

Then, taking the .conduct of the affair
into his own hands at once, he spoke to
Ionides with a enarling contempt and
brutality that he would hardly have used
to a strolling street dog.

“The English gentleman has come to ask
you some questions, dog. See to it that
you give a true answer and speedy. Ior,
if not, there are many ways to make you.
I have “the warrant of his excellency the
Governor to do ag I please with you and
yours.” ( |

The Greek made an inarticulate noise.
He raised one long-fingered delicate hand
to his throat.

Spence, as he watched, could not heip
a feeling of pity. The whole attitude ot
the man was inexpressibly painful in ite
sheer terror.

His face had become a white wedge of
fear.

The officer spoke agajn.

“You will take the English pasha into
a private room,” he said sternly, “where
he will ask you all he wishes. I shall post
two of my men at the door. Take heed
that they do not have to summon me.
And meanwhile bring out food and enter-
tainment for me and my soldiers.”

He clapped his hands and the women of

{the house, who were peering round the

end of the verandah, Tan to bring pilaff
and tobaocco.

Spence, with two soldiers, closely fol-
lowing the swaying, tottering figure ot
Tonides, went into a eool chamber opéning
on to the little central courtyard round
which the house was built.

It was a bare room, with a low bench
or ottoman here and there.

But, on the walls, oddly incongruous in
such a setting, were some framed photo-
graphs. Hands, in a white linen suit and
a wide Panama hat, was there, there was
a photograph of the museum at Jerusalem
and a picture cut from an English illustra-
ted paper of the Society’'s great excava-
tions at Tell Sandahannah.

It was odd, Spence thought gravely, that
the man cared to keep these records of
his life in Jerusalem, crowned as it was
with such an act of treachery.

He sat down on the ottoman. The Greek |
stood before him, cowering against the

wall.

It was a little difficultto know how he
should begin; what was the best method
to ensure a full confession?

He lit a cigaretfe to help his thoughts.

“What did Sir Robert Llewellyn give
you?’—how much?’ he said suddenly.

Again the look of ashen fear came over
the Greek’s face. He siruggled with it be-
fore he spoke.

“] am eorry that your meaning is mot
plain to me, sir, I do not know of whom
you speak.”

I speak of him whom you served secretly. |

Tt was with your aid that the ‘new’ tomb
was found.
and Sir Robert Llewellyn were at work
thére. I have come to obtain from you a
detailed confession of how the thing was
done, who cut the inscription?—I' must
know everything.

will be made to speak.”
He spoke with a deep menace in his
tone, and at the same time dvew his re-

volyer {rom the hip pocket of his riding-;

breeches and held it on his knee.

He had begun to realise the awiul nature |
of this man’s deed more and more poign-|

antly in his presence. True, he was the

tool of greater intelligences, and his guilt|
was not so heavy as theins. Nevertheless..

the Greek was no fool, he had something
of an education, he had not ‘done this
thing blindly.

The man crouched againsi the wall, des-!

perate and hopeless.
One of the soldiers outside
moved and his sabre clanked.
The sound was decigive. With a broken,

the door

husky voice Ionides began his miserabie

confeseion.

How simple it was! Wild astonishment
at the ease with which the whole thing
had been done filled the journalist’s brain.

The tomb, already known to tae Greek.
the slow carving of the inscription at dead

of night by Llewellyn, tite new ooating of |

hamra sealing up the inner chamber.
And yet,'so skilifuily had the forgeries

been committed, chance hud so aided the

forgers, and their secrei had been so well

preserved that the whole world o ex-]

perts was deceived.

In the overpowering ialiel ol tne con-
fossion Spence was but Jittle interested 1n
the details, bus aé length they wers duiy
set down and signed by the Greeks in the
presence of the officer,

By midnight tie journalist was far away
on the road to- Jerusalem.

But before it was found you:

1f not, I tell you with|
perfect truth, your life is not safe. ‘The |
Governor has sent men with me and you|

CHAPTER XXVIIL
The Lest Meeting,
]

In Sit Robert Llawellyn's fat in Bond
street the electric bell suddenly rang a
shrill tinkle i the silence.

Schuabe, who sat by the window, look-
ed up with a strained white face.

Avoiding his glance, Llewellyn rose and
went out iuto the passage. The latch of
the door clicked, thre was @ murmur of
voices and Llwellyn returned, following
a third persoun.

Schuabe gave a scarcely
shudder as this man entered.

The man was a thick-set person of me-
dium height, clean shaven. He was dress-
ed in/a frock-coat and carried a silk hat
neither new or smart, yet noi seedy nor
showing any evidence of poverty. The
man’s face was one to inspire a sensitive
or alert person with a sudden disgust and
terror for which & name can hardly be
found. It was an utterly abominable and:
black soul that looked out of the still |

denie |
rather bilious eyes. |

The eyes were much older than the |
rest of the face. They were iulliof a cold |
and deliberate cruelty and, worse even
than this, such a hideous knowledge of |
unmentionable crime was there! The lips |
made one thin wicked curve which 'hardly!
varied in direction,” for this man could |
not smile.

He belonged to a certain liorrible gang|
who infest- the West, End of London, !
bringing terror and ruin to all they meet:l

{
¢
1
|

perceptible |

These people haunt the bars and music
halls of the “pleasure” part of London.
1t were better for a man that he had
never been born—a thousand times better
—than that he should go among these |
men. Black shame and horrors wonse |
than death they bring with both hands
to the bitter fools who lightly meet them!
unknowing what they are. .
Constantine Schuabe, .in, the moment |
when he saw this man—knowing well who
and what he was—knew the Dbitterest
moment of his life.
Vast criminal that

he -was Thimself,

mighty in his evil brain he was
pure ., o certain infamies were—not
his . . He spat into his hand-

kerchief. with an awful physical disgust

“This is my friend, Nunc Wallace,”
said Llewellyn, pale and trembling.

The man locked keenly at lis two hosts.
Then he sat down in a chair.

“Well, gentlemen,” he said in correct
English, but with a curidus Jack of tim-
bre, of life and feeling in his voice—he
spoke as one might think a corpse would
speak—‘I'm sorry to say that it's all off.
1t simply can’'t be done at any price.
Even I myself, ‘King of the boys as they
call me, confess myself beaten.”

Schuabe gave a sudden start, almost of
relief it seemed.

Llewellyn cleared his throat once or
twice before he could speak. When the
words came at length there was a nause-
ous eagerness in them.

“Why not, Wallace? Surely you and
your friends,—it must be something very
hard that you can’t manage.

The words jostled each other in their
rapid utterance. .

“(tive me a drink, Sir Rovert, and I'll
tell you the reason,” said the man.

Then, with an inéxpressible assumption
of confidence and an identity of interests,
which galled and stung the two wretched
men till they could hardly bear the tor-
ture of it, he began—

“You see, it's like this, we can gener-

ally calculate on ‘putting sa man through
it' if he’s anything to do with racing on
the Turf: I've seen a man’s face kicked
liver-color, and no one knew who did it.
But tiis parson was a more difficult thing
altogether. Then 1t has been very much,
i complicated by the fact of his friend com-
| ing back.
i *The Idea was to get into the chamber
| on the évening of this Spence’s arrival
‘and put them both through it. In fact,
we'd arranged everything fairly well. But
! two nights ago, as I was in the American
Bar, at the Horsecloth, a man touched me
on the arm. It was Detective-Inspector
Melton. He knows everything. ‘Nunc,’ he
said, ‘sit down at one of these little tables
and have a drink. T want to say a few
wards to you.’ Well, of course 1 had to.
He knows every one of the boys.

* “Now look here,’ he said straight out.
! ‘Some of your crowd have been watching
the Rev. Basil Gortre of Lincoln’s Inn;
also, you've had a man at Charing Cross
! waiting- for the continental express. Now
I've nothing against you yet; but I'll just
tell you this. The people behind you
aren’t any guarantee for you. It's mot as
you think. This is a big thing. V1l tell
you something more. This Mr. Gortre and
| this Mr. Spence youre waiting for are
guarded night and day by order of the
Home Secretary. It's an international af-
fair. You c¢an no more touch them than
you can touch the Prince of Wales. Is
that clear. If it's not, then you’ll come
with me at once on suspicion. I can put
[ my finger on Bunny Watson—he's my or-

ganising pal, gentlemen—'inside of an
hour.”
[le stopped at last. ‘taking another

drink with a shaking hand, watching the
| other two with horribly observant eyes.

Ilis cleverness had at once shown him‘y
that he had stumbled into something far |
more dangerous than any ordinary inci-|
dents of his horrid trade. A million |
pounds would not have made him touch |
the “business” now. He had come to say
this to his employers now.

The unhappy men became aware that|
the man was looking at them both with |
| a new expression. There was wonder in|
his cold eyes now, and a sort of fear also.
When Llwellyn had first so-\ught him with
black and infamous proposals, there had
been none of this. That had seemed or-
dinary enough to him, the reason he did |
not inquire or seek to know.

But now. there was inquiry in his eyes.

Both Schuabe and Llwellyn saw it,
| knew the cause and shuddered.

There was i tense silence, and then the
creature spoke agnin. There was o loath-
come contidemtial note i lnw voice,

“Now, gentlemen,”” he maid, ~*you,ve al-
veady paid mae weil for any little kind-
ness § may haya heen able to try to do
for you, | supposs, now that the lietie
job it ‘o’ I shall not get the rest of |
 the sum agresd upon’?”’ i
| Nchuabe, without speaiing, made a sign |

i
1
\
|
l
|
s
|
i

| to Liwellyn. The big mun got up,went to 8 and brillianc work.
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little nest of mahogany drawers which
steod on hiy writing table, and opening
¢ne of them, took from it a bundle of
notes.

He gave them to the assassin. “There,
Nune,” he said; "no doubt you've done
all you could. You wont find us un-
grateful, But I want to ask you a few
ancstions.’ :

The man took the notes, counted them
deliberately, and then looked up with a
gleam of satisfied greed passing over his
face—the gléam of o pale sunbeam in
hell.

“Ask anything you like, sir,” he said;
“J]1 give you any help I can.”
Already there was a ring
patronage in his voice. The word

was slightly emphasized.

“This inspector, who is he exactly? I
mean, is he an important person?”

“He is the man who has charge of all
the big things. He goes abroad when one
of the Dig city men bunk to South
America. He generally works straight
from the Home Office; he’s the govern-
ment man. To tell the truth, I was sur-
prised to meet him in the Horsecloth.
One of the others generally goes there.
When he began to talk, I knew that there
was .something important, more than
usual.”

“He deiinitely said that he knew your
backers?”’

“Yes, he did; and what’s more, gen-
tlemen,” he seemed to kmow too much al-
together, about the business. I don’t pre-
tend to understand it. I don’t know why
a young pamson and a press reporter are
being looked after by government as i
they were continental sovereigns and the
Anarchists were trying to get at them—
fio more than I know why two such
gentlemen as you are wanting two smaller
men put through it. Byt all's well that
ends well. I'm satisfied enough, and I'm
exteremely glad that I got this notice in

“help”

| time to stop it off. But whatever you do,

gentlemen, give up any ddea | of doing
those two any harm. You couldn’t do it—
coudn’t get near them. Give it up, gentle-
men. Somehow or other they know ail
about it. Be careful. Now I'm off.' Good
day, gentlemen. Look after yourselves., I
fear there is trouble brewing somewhere,
though it won't come through me. They
can’t prove anything on our side.”

e went slowly out of the room, back
into the darkness of the. pit whence he
came, to the dark which mercifully hides
such as he from the gaze of dwellers un-
der the heavens.

Only the pelice of London know all
about these men, and their jmaginations
are not, perhaps, strong enough to let the
horror of contact remain with them.

When he had gone, Llweliyn sank heavi-
ly into a chair. He <overed his face with
his hands and moaned— s

“Oh, fool that,k was to try anything of
the sort!” hissed Schuabe. “I might have
known!” :

“What is| the state of things, really, do
you suppose?”’ said Llwellyn.

“Imminent with doom for us!” Schuabe
answered in a deep and melancholy voice.
“It is all clear to me now. Your woman
was set on to you by these men from the
first. They are clever. Michael Manichoe
is Dbehind them all. She got the story.
Spence has been sent to verify it. He has
got everything from Ionides. The gov-
ernment have been told. These things
have een going on during the last few
hours. Spence has cabled something of his
news,. perhaps mot all. He will be back
today, this afternoon. He will have left
Paris by now, and almost be nearing
Amiens. In that train, Llwellyn, lies our
death warrant. Nothing can stop it. They
will send the news all over the world to-
night. It will be announced in London by
dinner time, probably.”

Llwellyn groaned again. In this supreme
hour of torture the sensualist was nearer
collapse than the ascetic. His life told
heavily. He looked up. His face was green.
grey save where, here and there, his
fingers had pressed into, and left red
marks upon, the cheeks, which had lost
their firmness and began to be pendulous
and flabby.

“What do you think must be the end ’
he said.

“The end is here,” said Schuabe. “What
matters the form or manner of it They

may bring i a bill and hang us, they |

will certainly give us penal servitude for
life, but probably we shall be torn in
pieces by the mob. There is only one
thing left.”

He made an expressive gesture. Llwel-
lyn shuddered.

“ A1l i& not necessarily at end,” he said.
“1 ghall make a last effort to get away.
I have still got the clergyman’s clothes I
wore when I went to Jerusalem. There
will be time to get out of London before
this evening.”

“A]l over the continent and America
yvou would be known. There is no getting
away mnowadays. s for me, I shall go
down to my place in Manchester by the
mid-day train. There is just time to
cateh it. And theve 1 shall die before
they can come to me.”

.He got up aid strode away out of the
flat with a set stern face. Never a pussing
look did he give to the man he had en-
riched and damned for ever. Never a
gesture of farvewell.

Already he was
Llwellyn, left to
richly furnished
sobbing.

His big body shook with the vehemence
of his unnatural terror. His moans and
cries were utterly without dignity or
pathos. He was filled with the immense
self-pity of the sensualist.

¢ is the added torture which comes to
the evil-liver.

In the hour of blackness, every moment
of physical ‘gratification or sin adds its
weight to the terrible burcen which must
be borne.

This man felt that he was lost. Perhaps
all hepe was not quite dead, He called on
ge to make a last attempt nt

one in the grave.
himeelf in the silent,
flat, fell into hysterical

all his coura
esenpe,

[T jnust leave this piace al once, ile
would go firsg 1o his  house in Upper
Berkeiey sirveeq, bady Liwellyn‘s house!
His wite

Ropeding sirangs gl lony lorgoiten
moved within him at thay word; What

might net bis life have bheen by her side.
a life lived in open hone, What had he
hls

done with iv all. Hiz grent nume,
same, were built up siowly by his long

Yeoi all the time thal
’

almost of :
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fair cdifice was being undermined by
pocret workers, The lusts of the flesh
were decp below the structure, their ham-
mers were always slowly tapping—and
now it was all over,

He drove up to his own door, unlocked
it, and went up the stairs to his own
TOOmMS.

Though he had not been near them for
weeks, he saw—with how keen a pang
of regret!—that they were swept and
tidy, ready for his coming’at any time.

He rang the bell,

CHAPTER XXIX.
Death Coming With One Grace.

The door opened softly. A long beam
of late winter sunshine which had been
pouring in at the opposite window and
striking the door with its projection of
golden powder, suddenly framed, played
over and lighted up the figure of Lady
Llwellyn.

Sir Robert stood in the middle of the
pleasant room and looked at her.

The sunlight showed up the grey
pallor of her face, the lines of sorrow and
resignation, the faded hair, the thin and
bony hands.

“ate,” he said in a weak voice.

Tt was the first time he had called her
by her name for many years.

The tired face lit up with a swift and
divine tenderness.

She made a step forward into the room.

He was swaying a little, = giddy, it
seemed.

She looked him full in the face and
spw things there which she had never
seen before. A great horror was upon
him, a frightful awakening from the long
sensual sloth of his life.

Moving, working, in that great coun-
tenance, generally so passive, uninfluenced
by any emotion—at  least to her long
watchings—except by a moody irritation,
she saw Doom, Fate, the Call of the
Eumenides. .

1t came to the poor woman in a sud-
den wave of illuminating certainty.

She knew the end had come.

And yet, strangely enough, she felt
nothing but a quickening of the pulses,
a swift embracing pity which was almost
a joy in its breaking away of ‘barriers.

1f the end were here, it should be to-
gether—at last together.

For she loved this cruel, sinning man,
this lover of light loves, this man of
purple, fine linen, and the sparkling dead-
ly wines of life.

“Kate!”

He said it once more.

Her manner changed. Shrinking, timid-
ity, fear, fled for ever. In her over-
powering rush of protecting love all the
diffidences of temperament, all the bars
which le had forced her to build around
her instincts, were swept utterly away.

She went quickly up to him, folded him
in her arms.

“Robert!” she said, “poor boy, the end
has come to it all. T knew if must come
some day. Well, we have not been happy.

I wonder if you.have been happy No,
I don’t think so. But now, Robert, you
have me to comfort yvou with my love

once more, my poor Robert, once more,
as in the old simple days when we were
young.”

She led him to a _couch.

He trembled violently. His decision of
movement seemed to have gone. His pur-
pose of flight had for the moment be-
come obscure.

And now, into this man's heart came
| a remorse and regret so awful, a realiza-
tion so sudden and strong, so instinct
with a pain for which there-is no name,
that everything before his eyves turned to
burning fire.

The flames of his agony burnt up the
veils which had for so long obscured the
truth. They shrivelled and vanished.

Too late, too late, he knew what he
had lost. {

1 The last agony wrenched his brain
| round again to another and more terrible
contemplation.

His thoughts were in other and outside
| hands, which pulled his brain from one
! scene to another as a man moves the eye
| of the camera-obseura to different fields
! of view.

Incredible as it may seem, for the first
| time Llwellyn realized what he had done.
{ Realized, that is, in its entirety, the
whole horror and consequences of that
action of his which was, to kill him now.

He had not been able to see the mag-
njtmlc and extent of his crime before—
| either at the time when it was propesed

to him, except at the first moment of
1specch, or after its committal.
| His brain and temperament had been
| wrapped round in the hideous fact of sen-
!auu_lﬂy, which deadens and destroys sen-
| ~ation.

And now, with his wife's ‘thin arms
round him, her withered cheek pressed
to his, her words of glad love, a martyr’s
swan song in his ears, he saw, knew
and understood.

Through the terror of his thoughts her
words began to penetrate.

*“[. know. Robert—hushand, 1 know.
The end is here. But what has happened?
Tell me everything, that T may comfort
vou the more. Tell me, Robert, for the
dear Christ’s sake!™

At these words the man stiffened. ““For
the dear Christ’s sake!”

Suddenly, in the disorder and tumult
of his tortured brain, came. quite fooiish-
ly and inconsequently, a quotation froni
an old French romance—full of satire and
the keen cynicism of a period—which he
had been reading:—

¢ ‘Tres volontiers,” repartit Je demon.

“Vcus aimez les tableaux changeans;

Je veux vous contenter.’”

Yes! the devil who was torturing him
now had shown him many moving aspects
of life, Les tableaux changeans!

But now, at last, here was the worst
momen{ of all.

“For the dear Christ's sake,
Robert!”

How could lie ieli thin?

Thiy wus his lnsy moment of peace, his
Just chance of any help oy hope,

He had begun to cling o her, to fingie |
foolish icars with hers—ihg while his |
fired brain ranged all the halls of agony, !

Fer if he told her—ihis gentle’ Chris- |
tian lady, to whom he had been o nn-|

tell 1me,

| and women.
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time remaining—would be alone. Alone!

This new revelation that ber love was
still his, wonder of mysteries! this came
at the last moments to aid him,

A Jast grace before the running waters
closed over him. Was he to give this
up?

The thought of_ flight lay like a wound-
ed bird in his brain. It crept about it
like some paralyzed thing. Not yet dead
but inactive. Though he knew how ter-
ribly the moments called to him, yet he
conld not act.

The anyriad agonies he was enduring
nows, agonies so varipus and great that he
knew Hell had none greater, these, even
these were alleviated by the wonder of
his wife's love. *

The terrible remorse that was knocking
at his heart could not undo that.”

He clung to her.

“Tell me all about it, Robert. I will
forgive you, whatever you have done. I
have long ago forgiven everything in my
heart. There aré only the words to say.”

She rested her worn, tired head on his
shoulder. The sunbeams gave it a glory.

Again the man must suffer a terriole
agony. She had asked him to tell her all
_his trouble in a voice full of gentle plead-
ing.

Whose voice did her voice recall to him;
what fatal hour? A coarser voice, a
richer voice, trembling, so he had thouzit,
with love for him. ¥

“Tell me everything,
Gertrude’s voice.

The day of his undoing! The day when
lvis horrid secret was wrested from him
by the levers of his own passions. The
day which had brought him to this. Finis
coronat opus!

But the agemy
agony of contrast.

The great fires round his soul hiad burnt
his lust away. There was no more regret
or longing for the evil past. All the joys
of % sensual life seemed as if they had
never been. Now, the pain was the pain
of a man, not who knows the worst too
soon, but who knows the best too late!

A vivid picture, a succession of thoughts
following each other with such kinetie
swiftness that they became welded in one
single picture, as cne may see a vast
landscape of wood and torrent, cham-
paign and forest, in one flash of the storm
sword, came to him now.

And, at the last, he saw himself seated
at a great table in a noble room. There
were soft lizghts. Silver and flowers were
there. Round the board sat many men
On their faces was the calm
triumph of those who had succeeded in a
fine battle, won an intellectual strife. The
faces were calm, powerful. serene. They
were the salt of society. He saw his own
face in a little mirror set among the flow-
ers. His face was even as their faces.
Self-reverence had dignified it, self-knowl-
edge and self-control had turned the lines
to kindly marble, defiant of time.

At the other end of the table sat a
calm and gracious lady, richly dressed in
some glowing sombre stuff. She was the
grave and loving matron who slept by his
side.

Full of honor, full of the glorious satis-
faction of a great work well done, a life
lived well: hand in hand, a noble and
notable pair, they were making their fine
progress together.

“T am waiting, Robert, dear!”

Then he knew that he must speak. In
rapid words, which seemed to come from
a vast distance, he confessed it all. i

He told her how Schuabe had tempted
him with a vasy fortune, how he was al-
ready in his power when the temptation
had come. How his-evil desires had so
gripped him, his life of sin had become
like air itself to him.

He told of the secret visit to Palestine
and the forgery which had stirred the
world.

Bob!” It was

within bhim was the

As he spoke. he felt, in some subtle
way, {hat the life and warmth were dying
out of the arms which were round him.

The  electric current of devotion which
hid Leen flowing from this lady seemed
to flicker and die away. '

The awful story was ended at last.

Then with a face in which the horror
came out in waves, inexpressibly terrible
to see. with each beat of the pulses a
wave of unutterable horror, she slowly
rose.

Her arms fell heavily to her sides, all
her motions became automatic, jerky.

Slowly, slowly, she turned.

Her feet made no noise as she moved
over the room. Her garments did mnot
rustle. But she walked, not as an elderly
woman but a very old woman. »

The door clicked softly. He was left
alone in the comfortable room.

Alone.

He stood up, tottered a few steps in
{he direction she had gone, and then,with
a resounding crash which shook the fur-
niture in a succession of quick rattles, his
great form fell prone upon the flooz.

He lay there, head downwards, with the
gunshine pouring on him, still and with-
out any reactiomary movement.

The afternoon was begun. London was
as it had been for days. The uneasiness
and unrest which were now become the
common incubus of its inhabitants neither
grew nor lessened.

The afternoon papers were merely repe-
titions of fotmer days. Great financial
houses were tottering, rumors of wars
were growing every hour, no country
was at rest, no colony secure. Over the
world lawlessness and rapine were hold-
ing horrid revel.

But, and long afterwards, thisedact was
noticed and commented on by the™his- g
torians; on this especial winter’s after-
noon there was no ultra-alarming shock,
speaking comparatively, to the general
state of things.

About four o'clock some carriages drove
to Downing Street. In one sat Sir Mich-
ael Manichoe, Father ‘Ripon, Harold =
Spence and Basil Gortre.

In another was the English consul at
Jerusalem, -who had arrived with Spence
from the holy city, Dr. Schmoulder from
Berlin, and the Duke of Suffolk.

The carriages stopped at the house of
the Prime Minister and the party en-
tered.

Nothing cccurred, visibly, for an hour,
though urgent messages were passing over
the telephone wires.

In an hour’s time a cab came driving
furiously down the embankment, round’
by the New Scotland Yard and
Stephen’s Club, into Parliament Street.

The cab contained the Editor of the
Times. Following his arrival, in a few
seconds, a number of other cabs drove
up, all at a fast pace. Each one contained
a prominent journalist. Ommaney Wwas
among the first to arrive, and Folliott
Farmer was with him.

Tt was nearly an hour when these peo- b
ple left Downing Street, all with very
grave faces. X

A few minutes after their departure
Sir Michael and his party eame out, ac-
companied by several ministers, incliding
the Home Secretary and the Chief Com-
missicner of Police.

Though the distance to Scotland Yard
is only a few hundred yards, the latter '
gentleman jumped into a passing hansom
and was driven rapidly to his office.

This brings the time up to about six
o’clock.

*

a
[ %

Hi * * *

*

It was quite dark in Sir Rebert’s room.
A faint yellow flicker came through the
window, which was not curtained, from
a gas lamp in the street. A dull and dis-
tant murmur from the KEdgewater Road
could be dimly heard, otherwise the room
was quite silent.

; (20 be continued.)

ISLAND FARMERS
WANT  LESS DUTY

Charlottetown. B.. B. I, Jan. 9~
(Special)—This afternoon a convention ot
delegates from the Farmers’ Institute of

the island met to prepare for the tariff

o

commission meeting here tomorrow.

A resolution was unanimously — passed
stating that as agriculture was the chief
industry and source of wealth of th's
province, employing eighty-iive per cent
of the people, that the meeting emphati-
cally protests against any increase in the
duties on manufactures, that the duties on
agricultural implements, farm wagons and
vehicles be reduced at least one half, that
binder twine, fencing wire and other
articles now free of duty, used by farm-
cre, be retained on the free list; that the
preferential tariff be endorsed.

The tarifi commissioners are on board
the Minto. which left DPictou’ at 8.40 to-
night for Georgetown. They will arrive
here at 2 a. m. Wednesday.

SETTLERS FLOCKING WEST

Ottawa, Jan. 9.—(Special)—The home-
stead entries for the month of December
show an increase of 423 over December,
1904. The increases are at Regina, Battle-
ford, Edmonton, Red Deer and Alameda.
There were decreases at Prince Albert and
Lethbridge.

W. T. R. Preston will eail for England
on Saturday. He expects that the immi-
gration returns for the present year will
cxceed 1905, At any rate there will be no
cerpation in the vigorous immigration cam-
paign which is now being conducted in
Britain,

Some noble apecimens of Canadian woods
are to be seen in front of the main en-

i will merve as object lessons in connection
| with the Dominion Korestry, Convention

trance to the parliament building, which

whicly will convene in the new railway.

| committes room of the house of commons,

tomorrow. Some of the s:ctions of white
pine are particularly fine examples of this
most valuable of Canadian woods. [

Word reached Ottawa today of the|
death of Omer Lalonde, aged twenty-five,,

kind—thien she would never touch him|of Otiawa eus, Lalinde was killed whil '|

move, : working in a lumber camp at Whitney

The inst heours—there was but little (Ont,) A tree {ell upon him- I
;,:; o —— i
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The Dominion Live Stock record board
met in the live stock commissioner’s room
today for the preparation of the annual
report and the preliminary business inei-
dental to the annual meeting, which will
take place in Ottawa early in March.

William Hutchinson, ex-M. P., has re-
signed as president of the Cenrtal Camada
Exhibition Association.

Rev. A. D. Dewdney on Sunday an-
nounced his resignation to his con;rega'-
tion in St. James’ Episcopal church. Since
then he has communicated the same to
Bishop Kingdon, who has signified his ac--
ceptance. The resignation will take effect
on the 25th inst. Rev. Mr. Dewdney,
lhowever, will probably not leave lere till
the week following. There will probably
be a congregational reunion for the pur-
pese of bidding him farewell. 1t is mot
likely that Mre. Dewdney and her child-
ren will go west till a month later, if in- &
deed they go before the fall of the year.
Mr. Dewdney is already busily engaged
sending forward his household goods.
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