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' an unkindly one.
“Fargive me.” be said, “one chould not [ s God.”

. tired and bungry- After he had taken his
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(Uontinued.)

CHAPIEE 1V-

length, and very gravely. “My brain is
tired and my enthmsiasm chilled. Nor any
vou anxious o hear what I have to say.
But, your taunt is UDZEDCTOUS. It almost
<eems as if you are not always so toler-
ant ae men think!”

Schuabe Janghed—a cold Jangh, Dub 10t | eried Govtre loudly, “I know you now
for what you are! You know that Christ

jest with eonvietion. But I should like to
tnlkwiﬂzyou:ho.'l'baem!mtsof
ﬂ:ebninjns&";asthmmlgstsofthe
flesh, and tonighé 1 am in the mood and

knowi~
humor for conversation. ¥irst we'll have | have dared to lift your hand against God.”

a bite to eat.”

<Y Five very simply, he continued,

“and can offer you nothing very elabor- | ing fire.
silence.

ste. But bere is some cold chicken, a
watercress salad, -~ a bottle of claret.”

They sat down on opposite sides of the | raw, damp and cold:

round table. and said little. Both men were

second or two ™ an inaudible grace, and

made the s'gn of the cross before he rose | con-e-ted tho

“Symbol!” said Schuabe, with a eold
smile, as he saw bim.

The truce was over. .

“What is that Cross to which ali
‘Christians bow?” he contimued. “It was
mesym!:oloithewatergodofthe(}a%b,;e

the shape of a cross; the Druids used it

1t as does the pious Catholie here in Sal-
ford to the Christian Cross. There & the

was the sign of Vepms; it appears beside
Baal and Astarte!” -

“Yery possibly, Mr. Schaube,” said
Gortre, quistly “Your knowledge on such
points is fac wider than mine; but that
does not afiect Christianity in the slight-

“Jf course wov. Who ever waid it did?
Pui this veverence for the croms, the in-
sirgment of eseeution on which an ex-
collent teadher, and, as far us we kuow,
a peally gooa man, suffered, angers me
Pesatse it reminds me of the absurd and
ashreasoning supenstitions which eloud the
sainds of so many educated men like your-
sedt.

¢+ azid Gortre, quiedy, “now we
have come to the

Al
ave prippad. We
Pt

“I{ you choose, Mr. Gortre,” Schuabe
answeved; “you are an intellectual man,,
and oune intollectual man has a certain
right fo cha. ~ge another.”

And as Govtre watched him he knew
that here was a brain and intelligence far
koemer aad finer than his own, But with
all {hai certainty he felt entirely uncis-
may- 1. strangely uplifted.

“I have a message for you, Mr. Schu-
abys’” be began, and the other bhowed
ightly, without ireny, at his words. ‘1
have 2 message for you, one which I have
Leetn sent lere—l] tipmly believe—to de-
fiver, bul it is not the message or tie
avoe oné thai you expect to hear.” i

He stopped for a short {ime, marshal-
line his mental forces, and noticing a
slicht but perceptible look of gurprise iu
hic host's eyes,

“] kmow you better than you imagine,
iy’ Gortre said gravely, “and mnot as
many other good and devout Christiane
sec vou. i teil you aere tonight with
alxol te certainty that you are the active
enwewy of Christ—] say active enemy.”

The face opposite became slightly less
teanquil, bu: the voice was as calm as
ever.

“You speak according to your lights,
My, Gortrs,” he said, “I am no Christian,
but there is much good in Christianity.
My worde and writings may have helped
to life the veil of superstition and heredi-
tary intluences from the cyes of many
men. and in that sense I am an cnemy

oi the Christian faith, I suppose. My! ., ¢1e sum »f fourteen thousand Bbde i L sntede i

sinecrity 15 7 enly ap-logy—if one were
ne-ded. You speak with more harshneas |
and lews tolerance that I should have |
thoughi v your pleasure or your duty
o we.”

Gorvire avose. “Man,” he cried, with
sudden stcroness, “1 know! You hate
our Lovd, and would work him evil. You
are as Jodas was, for tomight it is given
e Lo vead fir izto your brain.”

sichunbe rose quiekly from his chair and
ot ol fwcing bim. His face was pallid,
«omething looked out of his cyes which
aimost. frightenad the other.

~What do you know?” he cried, as if
iw a swiit stroke of pam. “Who—?" He
stopped as i by a tremendous effort.

wSome thought c-iie to reassure him.

~Listen,” he said, 1 tell you, paid
priest as you ave, 1 blind man leading the
plind_ that a day is coming when all yonr
boastcd fabric of Christianity will dic
sypear. It will zo suddenly and will be;
vwep( atterly away, And you, you shoil|
oo 7. You shall be left naked of your
jajihy, strpped and bare, with all Chris
tendom beside you. Your pale Nazaroue
ol dic amid the bitter laughter of the
wor d. die as su-ely as He died two thou-
cand  yoars 4go. no mwan or woman
ol remved Hiw, You know notoing,
b wou wis vememwber my words of to-
wight , watil you also beecome us nothing
und emdure the inevitable fate of man-
A!‘ﬂd-h

He had apot with trasrdinary
vehemenee. Wissing the words out with a
venoma and maliee, general rather thau
particwar, from which the Churchtnan
hpow. shudde-ng. There was eneh un-

saw the truth in ..e priest’s soul.

voice. “You know the truth full well and.

room. Schuabe sa® motionless by the dy-

with emotion, he strode. down the hill.
bent his head for a The keen air r<vived his physical powers,
but. his brain was whirlin>, whirling, till

ling hand, and turned to enter his own
door.

to himwself, ha'i conscious’y; and then fell
fainting on the door step, where théy
found him soon, and carried him in to
the sickbed, where he lay sick of a brain

Museum, great, that is; for the private
cross, the ‘Syliot” of | room of an official,
Thor. The cross was carved by Brahmins, | a¢ his writing desk
fines of his article on the Hebr-— -
I bave eeen it il | geription in mosaic which had been die-
covered gt Kefr Kenna.

growing dark

and hopeless twilight of a Winter’s af-|halflife. Rumors had 'been bruited, things
ternoon in central London.
very strongest evidence that the orign!lamp upon the desk threw a bright circle
of the eross is Phailiie! The erux ansata | of light on the sheet of white unlined
paper covered with minute writing, which
lay " before the keeper of Bibilical anti-
quities in the. British Museum.

fireplace.

of relief and then leaned far back in his
swivel chair:
his eyes were dull with some
anl unp'easant kind.

and entered with a bundle of letters which

had just arrived by the half-past-four
post. |

turned to the desk, opened a deep drawer

wi eran'e convicticn i the thin, e¥il voice
ihat, ‘or a wmoment the pain of it was Wie
4 sparin of physieal sgony,

Sclialy: had thrown dewa the mgek:
o wax even as Gorire said—the soul of
(v ariot | jooked out from these eyes, Ths!
man saw the cdergymens sudden dariials;i
ing. .

Tie conle o a devil fached svey e
faee, Govtee tusned to him onee
move and be vy it, Asd ss be wetehsd |
within bim, &

CARETRI PRI P T

| thought so appalling that beside it 1il|a large, irregular hand—a woman’s hand:
e . that had gome before sank into, utter in-

“f¢ is Iate, Mr. Schambe,” he said 3t/ ggoificance.

He staggered for a moment and then' flat tonight at 11, without fail. You'd
rose io his full height, a fearfnl loathing | better come, or things which you wont
in his eyes, a scorn like a whip of fire in| like will happen.
his voice. |

Schu be blanched before him, for he |

“Ag the Lord of Hosts is my witness,”

Schuabe shrank into his chair.
«Antichrist!” pealed out the accusing

i~g. in an awful presumption you
Then there was a dead silence in the
Grotre made his departure in
It was about 5 o’clock in the morning,

With a white face, drawn and haggard

ught was impossible.
He pulled out his latch key with tremb-

The cloud was spreading:
“Lighten our Darkness;” he whispered

CHAPTER V.
A Lost Soul :
In his great room at the British

bert Liwellyn sat
ishing the last few

I¢ was about four in the afternoon,
vith the peculiarly sordid

A reading

A dull fire glowed in the large open
Liwellyn wrote a full line with a ~‘gh
His face was gloomy, and
fnward

communing, apparently of a disturbing

At that moment a messenger knocked

The great specialist rose from his chair;
went toward the door with a swift, cat-
like step, and locked ‘it. Then he rve-|

with a key which he drew from his

watch pocket, and took a gilver mounted
flask of brandy from the receptpcle. He!

poured a small dose of brandy into the |

metal cup and drank it hurriedly. i

Then he leaned back once more in his |
chair. !

The letters which the messenger had |
brought were many in number and various|
ian shape and style.

Five or six of them. which bore foreign |
stamps and indications that they came
from the Continental antiquarian se-\
cieties, he put on one side to be opened'l
and replied to on the morrow.

Then he took up an envelope addressed
to him in firm black writing and turnad
it over. On the flap was the white, em-
bossed ova! and crown which showed that
it came from the House of Commons. His |

florid face became paler than before, the| ence. ‘I ghall want eome dinner at home |

flesh of it turned gray, an unp]easant‘
sight in so large and ample a counten-
ance, as he tore it open. The letter ran‘
as follows: .
“House of Commons.
“Dear Llwellyn: 1 am writing to you
now to say that I am quite determinedi
that the present situation shall not con- |
tinue. You must understand. finally,
that my patience is exhausted, and that,l
unless the large sum you owe me is re-
paid within the next week, my solicitors
have my instructions, which are quite\
unalte-able, to proceed ‘in bankruptey |
against you without further delay. !
“The principal and interest now tot:\]i‘

Your promises to repay, and you in-
numerable requests for more time in‘
which to do so, now extend over a period
of three years. I have preserved all your[
letters on the subject at issues between
us, and I find that so far from decreas-
ing your indebtedness when your promises
hecame due, you have almost invariably
asked me for rther sums,
foolish confidence, as I feel now, 1 have |
advanced to you.

“It would be superfluous to peint out|
to you what bankruptcy would »aean to |
you in your position. Ruin would be the
only word. And it would be no erdinary
bankruptcy. | have a by no means un-\
certain idea where these large sums have|
gone, and my knowledge can hardly fiil|
to be whared by others in London |
society. 1

“1 have still a chance to ofier you, how. |
over, and, perhaps, you will find me by
10 tieans the tyrant you think

“Theve are cerfain wervices you can do.
we, and whick, if you fall in with my |
views, will not only wipe out the few ]
thousands of yonr indehtednecs, but pro-|
vide you with a capial sum which will|
place you above the nacossity for any !
wach finaneizl menocuvres in the future !
aw your—shall J fay infatuation —has jed |
you io rewrt to in the past.

“fi you eare fo lumeh with me ap iy
yooms i the Hotel Caeil, at 2 o’eloek, the
day after tomevrcw—Friday—sve may dis-
cusw your affairs quietly, Ji not. then |
must veler you to my solicitord entirsly, |
Y ours cingaraly.

#CONSTANTING SCHUABE"

Fie big man gave a hewvid _gFean=-aalf |
cnart, haf grean=—the caynd whish comas
fpovy @ fcrong sl dssperais il

{le erassed OVeF 10 iy pieplage And |
pu-hed the lstter dowit 10 & gawing!
cavsea ameng the asgic, halding it theve
with tha op uatil it wes pitesly goa-l
cumed god Satteved wp.the alnmnay frou |
hiz sigh¢ in a ghest &t ash—the very|
colow of his gelaxsd and panduisue ehesks,

Hs opened another lstier, 2 small, |
fragile thing Wrilion oR MEUVE DADEF in|

ol O GBS s, s A

which, .in|Mre. Liwellyn spent most of

By GUY THORNE

’wy5 Bloomsbury Cowrt Mansions.
“Dear Bob: . I shall expect you at the

“You've just got to come.

Yours,
“KRTRUDE.”

He put this letter into mis pocket and
began to walk the room in lomg, sildnt
strides. . :

A little after five he put on a heavy fur
coat and left the now silent and glcomy
halls of the Museam.

The lamps of Holburn were lit and a
blaze of light came from Oxford Circus,
where the winking electric advertisements
had just begun their work on the tops of
the houses.

A policeman saluted the professor as be
passed, and was rewarded by a genial
smile and jolly word of greeting, which
sent a glow of pleasure through his six
feet.

Llwellyn walked steadily on toward the
Marble Arch and Edgeware road. The
continual roar of the traffic helped his
brain. It became active and able to think,
to plan once more. The steady exercise
warmed his blood and exhilarated him.

There began to be almeost -a horrid
pleasure in the stress of his position. The
danger was so immediate and fell; the
blow would be so utterly irreparable, that
he was near to enjoying his walk while
he could still consider the thing from a
detached point of view.

Throughout life that has always been
his power. A strange resilience had .ani-
mated him in all chances and changes of
fortune.

He was that almost inhuman pheno-
menon, a sensualist with ‘a soul.

For many years, while his name became
great in Europe and the solid brilliancy
of his work grew in lustre as he in age,
he had lived two lives, finding an engross-
ing joy in each.

The lofty scientific world of which he
was an ornament had no points of con-
tact with that other and unspeakable

said in secret by envious and less dis-
tinguished men, but they bhad never
harmed him. His colleagues hardly un-
derstood them and cared mnothing. His]
work was all sufficient; what did it mat-
ter if amaller people with forked tongues
hissed horrors of his private life?

The other circles—the lost slaves of
pleasures—knew him well and were con-
tent. He came into the night-world a wel-
come guest. They knew nothing of his
work or fame beyond dim hintings of
things too = uninteresting for them to
bother about.

He turned down the Edgeware road and
then into quiet Upper Berkeley street, a
big, florid, prosperouslo-king man, look-
ing as though the world used him well
and he was content with all it had to
offer. !

His home was but a few doors down
the street and he went upstairs to dress
at once. He intended to dine at home
that night. ;

A {imid knock fell upon the door out-
side. 1t opened and Mis. Lilyellyn came
clowly in.

The profescor’s wife was a tall, thin
womati. Her untidy clothes hung rzund
her body in unlovely folds. Her complex-
ton was muddy and unwholesome; but the
unsmiling, withered lips revealed a Tow of
fair, white, even teeth. It was in her

"The proiessur strode under the avchway,
his feet echoing in the stillnose, atd Tose-
ed over the open space, wnlxr was brul-
Hantly lit with the heoctic radiance of arc
lamps. 1le entered wne of the 1s0vWays,
and turning to the right of the ground
floor away from the lift which was in
waiting to convey DAss3igesd ts the higi-
er sbories, he stopped at No. 13

He took a latch key irom his pockst,
opened the door, and entered. It was
very warm and close inetle, it very sil-
ent also. The narrow uail wus it 1y &
orimson-globed eiotric Jamp. It was heav-
ily carpeted, and thick curtains of plumb-
colored plush, edged with round, fluffy
balls of tine same color, hung over the
doors leading into it.

He hung his hat up on a peg, and stood
perfectly silent for a moment in the
warm ecented air. He could hear 10
gound but the ticking of a French clock.
The flat was obviously empty; and pulling
aside one of the curtains, he went into
the dining room. :

The place was full of light. Gertrude
Hunt, or her maid, had, with characteris-
tic carclesness, forgotten to turn off the
switohes. Llwellyn’ sat down and looked
around him. How familiar the place was!
The casual visitor would have recognized
at a glance that the otcupant of the room
belonged to the dramatic profession.
Photographs abounded everywhere. The
satinwood overmantel was crowded with
them in heavy frames of chased silver.
Bold enlargements hung on the crimson
walls; they were upright, and stacked in
disorderly heaps upon the grand piano.
Al] were of one woman--a dark Jewish
girl with eyes full of a fixed fascination, a
trained regard of allurement.

The eyes pursued hil everywhere; boid
and inviting, he was conscious of their
;nulb'nbmle, and moved uneasily.

A week or two before a picture of this

|

eyes that one read the secret of this lady.
They were large and blue, once beautiful,
co one might have fancied. Now the light
hafl faded from them and they were blur-
red and full of pain.

She came &lowly up to her husband’s
chair, placing one hand timidly upon it.

“Oh, is that you?”’ he said, not brutally,
but with a complete and utter indiffer-

tonight. I shall be going out about 10 t2 2
supper engagement. See¢ about it mnow,
eomething light. And tell one of the

! maids to bring up some hot water.”

“Yes, Rcbert,” she said, and went out
with- no further word, but sighing a little
as ehe closed the door quietly.

They had been married fifteen years,
For fourteen of them he had hardly ever
spoken to her except in anger at some
houschold accident. On her own private
income of six hundred a year she had to
do what she could to keep the house go-
ing. Llwellyn never gave her anytning of
the thousand a year which was his salary
at the Museum, and the grea.er sums he
She knew
no one, the professor went into none but
official society, and indeed but few of his
colleagues knew that he was a married
man. He treated his house as a hotel,
cleeping there occasionally, breakfasting,
and dreseing. His private rooms were the
only habitable par.s of the house. All the
rest was old, faded, and withouf comfort.
i her life with
the two servants in the kitchen.

She alwaya swept and tidied her hus-
band’s rooms herseif. That afternoon she
had built and coaxed the fire with her own
hands.

She slept in a mmall room at the top of
the house, next to the maids, for company.

This was her lfe.

Over the head of the little iron bedstead
of her room hung a great cruciix,

That wae her hope.

When Liwellyn was rioting in nameleds
places ehe prayed for him during the night,
She prayed for him, for hetwesf, and for
the two servant givle, very aimply—that
Heaven mighl receive them all wome day.

e mald brought up somo dinner fwr

the  profersor—i litle moup, o sole, and !

wiing eamonibert,

Tio wte alowly, and snoked & shor Jignte |

Beown clgnr  with his coffea, Then he
bathed, put on evening clothes, dieis.ng
hapwelf with cave und ciraumspeation, und
1eff, the house,

1n the lageware road e goy inva g han-
eofii wid told the man to drive him to
Bloomsbury Court Mansions.

CHAPTER -VI.

Fha Whaspei,

fobert idewiyn paid the aRan et
de the Didin @away WA ed ko he
styaad and isnricoed D,
The Couri Mansons wevs i o 18W
handred yapds frem tho Rritagh Miseym
jbself, bhough he never yisited ther 11 the
fag dme, huge puilding, hhe o greal
hstel, yoce gisyward in 3 apire. I e
qaggmgik; in the ceaips; whieh was pased
with sephale, was an evamp i il laRntain
gurrounded by evergmin plants s tubs.
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‘His voice had not been raise
The effect of
trembling with excitement, staring wit

ous proposal.

' face below.”
'den had app:ared in one of the illustra-
| ted papers. Underneath the photograpl
had been printed:

“The boudoir of one of London’s popular
favorites, Miss Gertrude Hunt, at home.
cat.

Hunt in her new mdtor

for the machine.

The big man seemed to fit into these |

- | pose I can get it somehow. T11 get home

Below had been ano.her picture—*“Mi 8
. ?  Robert

Llwellyn had paid four hundred pounds

Bob, it must be some one else—that's all.
Captain Parker’s ready to do anything, any
time, He's almost a millionaire, you
¥know. Can’t you raise any ‘oof any-
how? If I'd a thousand at once, and
another in a week or two, I could manage
for a bit. But I must have a river-house
at Shepperton. That cat, Lulu Wallace,
has one, and an electric launch and all.
What about your German friend—the M.

b,y He's got -tons of stuff. Touch him
for a bit more.”

“Had lebter . from him this afternoon,”
said Llwellyn, “with a demand for about
fourteen thousand that I owe him now.
Threatens to eell me up. But there was
something which looked brighter: at the
end of the letter, though I couln’t quite
make out what he was driving at.”

“What was bhat?”

“The tone of the letter changed; it had
been nasty before. He said that I could
do him a eervice for which he would not
only wipe out the debt, but for which I
could get a lot more money.”

“You'll go to'him at once, Bob, won’t
YO‘II?”

“T suppose I must. There’s no way out
of it. I can’t think, though, how I can
do him any service. He's a dabbler, an
amateur in my own work, but he’s not
going to pay a good many thousands for
any help in that.”

“Let it alone till you find out,” ehe
said, with the instinctive dislike of her
class ‘to the prolonged discussion of any-
thing unpleasant. She got up and rang
the bell for her maid and supper.

Their conversation - grew fitful - and
strained. The woman was physically tired
by her work at the theatre, and the dark
cloud of menace crept more rapidly into
the man’s brain. The hour grew late. At
last Llwellyn rose to go.

“You'll get the cash

esomehow, dear,

won't you? ehe eaid with  tired eager-
ness.
“Yes, yes, Gertie,” he rephed. ‘& sup-

If it’s a clear night I ehall walk

f'm depressed—it’s liver, I eup-
. :

now.
home.
pose—and I need exercise.
““Have a drink before you go?”
“No, I've had two, and I can’t -take

isurroundings 28 a hand into a glove. In i epirits at this time.”

his rcom at the Museum, on a platform
at the Royal Society, his intellect always
places his
lpersonali‘by was eminent, as his work also.

1| a8 he was passing the Oxford Music Hall,,
| he became conzcious of quick footsteps be- i
ure; he stretched himself to the heat and|hind him. He turned quidkly, and a man

iamimated his face. In such

Here he was changed. Silenus was Lwir
to him; he eniffed the perfume with pleas

warmth like a great cal. He was an in

He went out with 2 periunctory and
uninterested kies. She came to-the arch-
way with him.

Lilewellyn - walked onward, when, just

.| came up. He was of middle size, with

Ifx‘gm] part of the imise-enscene—lost, and | polite, watchful eyes and clean shaven.

| arrogant of his degradation.
A key clicked in the lock, there was

1'pocket of his neat,

into the
black

The stranger put his hand
unoblrusive

rustling of &ilk, and Gertrude Hunt swepti overcoat and drew out a letter.

lint«o the rcom.

| “For you, sir,” he said In calm, ordin-

Qo you're come to time, then,” she|ary tones.

| said in a deep, musical voice, but spoiled
‘ «pP’m| trollable eurprise and took the envelope,
The theatre was crammed; 1|opening it under a lamp. This was the
had to sing the “Coon of Coons” twice. | note. He recognized the handwriting at

by an unpleasing Cockney twang.
dead tired.

The professor stared at him in uncon-

!Get me a brandy and soda, Bob. There's | once:

a good boy—the decanter’s in the side-

| board.”

Hotel Cecil.

“Dear Llewecllyn: Kindly excuse the

| She threw off her long cloak and sank | fuddenness of my request and come down

into a chair.
 tie theatre had hardly
| She looked. as she eaid, worn out.

The. sticky . grease-paint of | to the Cecil with my valet.
been removed.|him to meet you.

1 have sent
: 1 want to settle our
business tonight, and I am certain that

| 'Lhey chatted for a few moments on in-| we shall be able to make some satirfac-

| difterent aubjects, and ehe lit a cigarette. | tory arrangement,
| When #he took it from her lips, Llwellyn|go to bed early.

[ paint dpon them.
op otner you must pay thowe bills I sen
on to you, They must be peif. I can’
do ft, 1'm only getiine B
jromn the theat”
| mout enough G
Jdewylly faer
sy my lasy g
threatensd w
i “0h, dhoev

'g B, and ¥

taile ke v
ajee, NOy
vhag 1 dile
| Wa've b

How, and

foies 3

| Wiy ({5
| e nc
pisassd,
the Hind
| greas se
{ ¢
and you
have w
wangh 3

| noticed that the end was crimsoned by the| -

I know you do not

Most sincerly yours,
“Constantine Schuabe.”

“This is a very eudden request.” he

eWell,” she waid ul lengih, ‘igomehow | said to the servant rather doubtfully, but

¢ | somewhat reaesured by the friendly eig-
t | nature of the  note. “Why, ite two
~’olort ip the morning!”

arry to (roumble you, sir,”‘
“but my mas-|

~ivilly,
* “hat I should find
te. He .told me

be visiting at

so I wait-

I brought

uld not be|

glance,
r-tired
>ming

am very 6orry,

side of the table. Both were smoking.
For a moment there
critical time was at hand.
spoke.
and very businesslike.
voice eeemed to 4
like steel bands. There was gomething
relentless and inevitable about 3ty
seemed rising

smoking jacket and referred to it occa-
sionally.

Liwellyn,” he said, ‘‘and you will "ﬁnd
it better to be quite frank with me.

and pounds?

|# «Please correct me if 1 am wrong in
any point.
Museum is a thousand pounds a year, and
you make about fifteen hundred more.”

everything, Professor. ;
are about to offer you knighthood.”

which stretched out for ancther cigarette
shook a little.

cold words went on, and a certain stern-
ness began to enforce them, “I need hard-
ly- po.nt out that if 1 were to take cer-
tain steps. your position would be utterly

ruined.”

d, nor did it show any éxcitement during‘ this tremend-
Liwellyn was very different.
h bloodshot eyes - at the beautiful chiseled

.belong to the nation. - You do belong to

| than ever it had come to him before,even

man

in,
%+

! he arranged with a
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The greeting was cordial enough. “I| realize that perhaps in tie whole history

The two men faced each other on each

was silence; the
Then Schuabe
was cold and ‘steady
As he talked the
wrap round Llewellyn

His voice

bars
as he spoke.
“I am going to be quite frapk with you,

to you.

ellyn, to catch you ] i i L J .
euddenly like this,” Schuabe aid, “but of the world never was secrecy s0 1L
1 ehculd like to settle the business be-
tween us without delay. I have certain
proposals to make you, and if we agree
upon hem there will be much to consider,
as the thing is a big one.”

portant to a man’s safety—I will do as
follows: I will wipe off your debt at once.
I will pay you ten thousand pounds in
cash this week, and during the year, as
may be agreed upon between us, 1 will
<

make over forty thousand pounds more
Tn all fifty thousand pounds,
exclusive of vour debt.”

His voice had not been raised, nor did
it show any excitement during this tre-
mendous propesal. The- effect on Llwel-
Iyn was very different. He rose from his
chair, trembling with excitement, staring
with bloodshot eyes at the beautiful chis-
eled face below.

“You—you mean it?” he asked huskily.

The m.llionaire made-a single confirma-

He took a paper from the pocket of his tory ge ture.

“You owe me now. about fourteen thous-
99

“Yes, it is roughly that.”

Your salary at the British

“Yes, about that, but how do you—"
“] have made it my ‘business to know
For example, they

Llewellyn stirred uneasiy, and the hand

“] need hardly point out to you,” the

He rose from his chair,

“Bankruptey need ‘not -entirely ruin a
man.” .

“It would -ruin you. You see I know
where the money has gone. Your private
tastes are nothing to me, and it is not
my business, if you choose to spend a
fortune on a cocotte. But in your posi-
tion, as the' very mainspring and arm of
the Higher Criticism of the Bible, the
revolations which would most certainy
be made would ruin you irreparably. Your
official posts would all go at once, your
name would become & public scandal
everywhere. In England one may do just
what one likes if only one does not in any
way, by rea on of position or attainments,

the nation. You can never defy public
opinicn. With the ethical point of view
1 have nothing personally to do. But to
speak plainly, in the eyes.of the.great
mass of English. people .you would be
stamped as. an irredeemably vicious man,
if everything came out. That is what
they would call you. At one blow every-
thing—knighthood, honor, place—all
would flash-away. Moreover, you would
have to give up the other side of your
life. There would be no miore suppers
with Phryne or rides to R.chmond in the
new  motor-car.”

He Jaughed a low, contemptuous laugh
which stung. Tlwellyn's face had grown
pale. His large, white fingers picked un-
easily at the table-cloth.

1lis position was very clearly. shown to
him. with greater horror and vividness

in his moments of acutest depression,

The overthrow would be indeed utter
and complete. With the greedy imagina-
tion of the sensualist he saw himself liv-
ing in some cheap foreign town, Bruges
perhaps, or Brussels, upon hiz wife's
small income, berett alike of work and
pleasure.

“All you say is true,” le murmured as
the other made an end. “I am in your
power. Tt is best to be plain about these

Then the whole magnitude and splendor

of the offéer became gradually plain to

him in all its cignificance.
“I suppose,” he said, “that, as the pay-

| ment is great, the risk is commensurate.”

“«There will be none if you do what [
shall ask properly. Only two other men
living would do it, and, first and fore-
most, you will have to guard against their

s | vigilance.’

“Then, in God’s name, what do you
ask?’ Llwellyn almost shouted. “.The
tension was almost unbearable.

Schuabe rose from his seat. For the
first time the Proiessor saw that he was
terribly agitated. His eyes glowed, the
app'e in his throat worked convulsively.

“You are to change the history of the
world!”

He drew Lilwellyn into the very centre
of the room, and held him firmly by the
elbows. Tall as the Professor was, Schu-
abe was taller, and he bent and whispered

| into the other’s ear for a full five minutes.

There was no sound in his room but
the low hissing of his sibilants.
Liwellyn’s face became white, and then

ashen gray. His whole body seemed to
shrink from his clothes; he trembled
terribly.

Then he broke away from his host and
ran to the fire-place with an odd jerky

movcment, and sank cowering into . aun
armchair, filled with an unutterable
dread.

* * * * * »

As morning stole into the room the Pro-
fessor took a bundlz of bills and acknowl-
edgements from Schuabe and thrust them
into the fire with a great sob of relief. .

Then he turned into a bedroom and
cank into the deep slumber of absolute
exhaustion.

He did not go to the Museum that day.

CHAPTER VIIL.
Last Words at Walktown.

The. great building of the Walktown
national schools blazed with light. Every
window was a patch of vivid orange in
the. darkness of the -walle, The whole
place was pervaded by a loud, whirring
hum of talk and laughter and an increds
ible rattle of plates and saucers.

In one of the classrooms downstairs
Helena Byare, with a dozen of other la-
dies of the parizh, presided over a sccu
of. intense activity. Huge urns of te
ready mixed with the milk and sugar, were
heing carried up the stone stairs to the
big schoolroom by willing hands.” Piles
of - thick eandwiches of ham, breakfast-
cups of mustard, hundreds of slices of
moist wedgeshaped cake, covered the
tables, lessening rapidly as they were car-
ried away to the crowded rooms above.

A Lancashire church tea-party was in
full ewing, for this was the occasion when
Bagil Gortre was to say an official fare-
well to the people among whom he had
worked in the North.

In the team-room itself several hun-
dred people were making an enormoud
meal at long tables, under flaring, naked
gas-lights, which sent shimmering vapora
of heat up to the pitch-pine beams of the
room above,

Basil Gortre, in his long, black-coat, his
ekin somewhat pale from his long illness,
walked from table to table, spending a
few minut~s at each. His face was
wreathed in perpetual smiles, and roars
of laughter followed each sally of his wit,
a homely cut-and-thrust style of humor
adapted to his audience. The fat moth-
ers of familie, wives of proeeperous cole
liers and artisans, with their thick gold
earrings and magenta frocks, beamed
motherhood and kindliness at him. The
Sunday-schoo] teachers giggled and blush-
ed with pleasure when he spoke.

Bagil and Mr. Byars, the vicar, met in
the middle of the room when the tea was
nearly over. Tears were gleaming in the.
eves of the younger man.

“Tt is hard to leave them all.” he gaid,’
“How good and kind they are, how
hearty! ~ And these are the people I
thought disliked me and misunderstood
me. [ resented what I thought was a vul-
gar familiarity and a cowse dislike. But
how different they are beneath the sus-
face!”

The vicar made his way on to the plat.
form and loudly clapped his hands. The
tumult died suddenly away into silence,
punctuated here and there by a belated
rattle of a teacup and the spasmodic chok-
ing. of someone endeavoring to bolt a
large piece of cake in a hurry.

“We will now sing grace,” Mr. Byare
6aid in a clear and audible voice—the
Ol,d Hundred, following our usual custom.

Then he called upon the vicar to make
the presentation,

Basil advanced to the table.

“I am going from among you for a con-
ple of months, as I believe you have
been told, and Mr. Nuttall is to take S
place as your tempcrary pastor for that
{ime. My doctor has ordered me vest for
a time. So my daughter and myself, to-.
gether with Mr, Gortre, who eadly needs
change after his illness, and who is 1o
to take up his duties in Loundon for gev

a holiday. And now I will simpl <
Gortre to accept this tea servicclz) i&?‘;ﬂ&;

things. What is your alternative?”
“My alternative, if you accept it, will
mean certain changes to you. First o
all, it, will be necessary for you to- cbtain
a year’s leave of absence from the Brit-
ish Museum. I had thought of asking
you to resign your position, but that will
not be necessary. I think, now. This can
specialist  easily
enough. Even if .your health does not
veally warrant it, a word. frem me to. Sir
-,mes Fvie will manage that. You will
ave  to:travel. . In ‘Teturn for your ser-

ses' and yourabsolute secrecy—thoigh
len you. hear my Proposas you ywill

EIr"l the name of the congregation of &t
homes as a token of thei i
ooty leir esteem and
He pulled the cloth away and displs

ed scme glittering &ilver ;~essels..ﬁ}l]te\\1;
he handed the agitated young 1nan a golg
watch in a leather cage, g’

Basil faced the shouting, enthusias
crowd, staring through d €3 eria at
the long rows of anima faces.

When . there was a_liftle silence he be-
gan to sp'eak in & voiot of great emotion,

Very simply ‘and eamestly he thanked
them-for- their good will and kindnees.
(To be cotinued.)

eral weeks , are going away together for
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