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CHAPTER VIL—Continued.

“This may be,” he said, “the last {ime

[ &hall cver have the pleasure and privi-
lege of speaking to you. 1 want to give
you one last message. I want to urge one
and all here tonight to do ome thing.
seep your faith unspotted, unstained
by doubts, uninfluenced by fears.
that and all will be well with you here
and hereafter.” His voice sank a full tone
and he spoke with marked emphasis. “1
have samet.mes thcught and felt of late
that possibly the time may be at hand,
we who are here tonight may witness a
lime when the Powers and Principalitics
of evil will make a gr-at and determined
onslaught upon the Christian Faith. : |
may not read, the signs of the times
aright, my premonit.ons—for they have
cometimes amounted even to that—may
be unfounded or imaginary. But if such
a time shail come, if the ‘horror of great
darknees,’ a spiritual horror, that we read
of in . Genisig;, descend upon the world
ind envelop it 1 its gloom and terror,
oh! let us have faith. Keep the light
‘burning steadily. ‘Let nothing disturb
thee; let mothing afright thee.. All pass-
. eth: God oniy 'remaineth’ .And. now,
dear brothers and eisters in the Holy
- Faith, thank you, God bless you, and
tarewell.”

There was a tense silence as his voice
dropped to a’close.

Here and there a woman eobbed.

There was something peculiar about his
warn.ng. He spcke almost in prophecy,
as if he knew of some terrcr coming, and
eaw it in advance from afar. His face,
pale and thin from fever, his bright,
earnest eyes, not the glittering eyes of a
fanatic, but the saner,” wiser oncs of the
earnes, eingle-minded man, had an im-
mense influence with them there.

CHAPIER VIIIL.
A Dinner at the Pannier aor.

Helena stood with her hand raised to
her eyes, close by the port padd.e box,
staring straight in front of her at a faint
grey line upon the horizom.

A stiff breeze‘was blowing'in the Chan-
nel, though ‘the sun wos shin.ng- brizhtly
on the tossing:waters,ali yeil»w-g een with
pearl lights, sHi.e a p.ctare by Henry

‘By the tall, graceful figure of the girl,
swaying with the motion® of th steaner
and bend.ng graceiwly to_the sudden on-
slaughts oF, toe wind, stood a thick se!
man of mddle, heizht, dressed in a tweed
cnit. His face was a strong one. Heéavy
redd'sh eyebrows hing over a pair of ciear
grey eyes, inteliectua - and kindly. 1the
nose was beak-lize anl bhe large, rugged,
yed mustache hid tic mouth.

This was Harold Spence, the journalist

N‘Q'Il\rwhom Go.tre w & to live afier the
honddy was over and he beza. his awvork

i

K
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Syence was sratehrng &
{ow days from his work in lleet -lreet,
in order to accombany Gortre and Mr. and

- Aliss Byars to Dicppe. i1t had Leen h;
first introduction to  the vicar and his
daughter. ;

“So that is really France, Mr.Spence!”
sqid Heena; “the very first view of a
{oreign country I've ever had. 1 don’t
zuppose you've an idea of what I'm feel-
ing, now? It seem: S0 wonderful, some-
thing I've been waiting for all my life”

Spence swiled kindly, irradiating his
face wih geod humor as he did so~

“Well,my sensations cr emotions at pres-
snt, Miss Byars, are eiitirely confined to
wondering whether I am going to be sea-
sick or not.”

“Don’t spe k of
voice from which
be draired. and. turiing,
viear at their elbow. )i

His face was livid, his beard hung i
Jank dejection, a sincere misery poure:
from his ' athetic eyes.

Bzsil pulled out
gold watch, which
tered old gun-metal
Though not a poor man,
21l his tastes, ani th> new
3 recurring and childish plea.ure whenever
he looked at it.

“We ought to be in in about twenty
minutes;” he said. “Have you noticed that
the tossing of the ship has already stoD-
sed? 'Lhe land protects us. How clear
the town is growing! I worder if you will
yemember any of your French, Helena?
1 almost wish I was like you, seeing a
foreign country for the first time. Spence
is the real voyageur though. He’s been ail
over the world for his paper.

The vicar came up to them again, just
s there was a general movement of the
passengers towards the deck. A hooting
cry from the steam whastie waied over
¢he water and the boat began to move
slowly.

In a few minutes they had passed the
preakwater and were gliding slowly past
she wharves towards the landing-stage.

Suddenly Helena c!utched hoid of Bas-
al’s arm. /

“() Basil,” she whispered, how
look! Guwding t e harbor!”

He turned and followed the direction or
her glance. =

An enormoue crucifix,more than life size,

' vlanted in the ground, rose iron the low
cliffs on the rigat for ail cntering the har-
nor to see.

They wa'ched the gvmbol in si'ene as
the passengers chat'ered on every side and
vathered up their rugs and band-ba

Gortre slipped h's arm thr: ugh Helena's.

So, as the lovers olided slowly past the

high symbol of God’s paia, the wonship in

iheir hearts found but little ubterance on

- lips, though they were deeply toucii-

n  Bloomsbury.

it,” said a thin voice, &

they saw the

had replaced th® ba®
one ho usual y wore.
he was simple in

beautiful—

Z8.

1t seemed a good omen to
10 France!
Spence remained to look

welcome them

after the lug-

his new ‘and glorious |

!
i
|
i

a'l the blood seemed 10!

i

toy gave him .

i
|
i
!
|
i
i
|
|

i groups with interést.

page and to see it through the customs, |

and the three others resolved to walk to
the rooms which they had taken in the
ranbourg de la Barre on the &teep hi
hehind the chateau. b

They passed over tme raiway line in th
suiddle of the road. and past the cafes
which  cluster around the la-ding stage,
inlo the quaint market place, with the
sreat (o hie Ca heliral Churcl, of St. Jac:
ues upon cne side and the ccl &sal sta ute
of Duquesne surrounded by baskets of
spring flowers in the centre.

To Melena Bvars thu
was oneof unalloyed excitement ani de-
light.
anfamiliar uniforms; an cffic r sippinz ver-
meuth in a cafe, with soars, sword and
helmet shining in the sunj tiwo black
priests, with huge furry hate—all the
moying color -of thé scene gave her new
and delightful sensations.

“Jpe all so aifferent!” sle zaid. breath-

“

|

simnle progre=s i are

|

The #mall and wiry sld’ers in thewr j world

eycs alight with anticip

lessly. *“So bright and gay.

that red thing over the

that little brass dish over the hair-dr:
"a? . Tunk of Walktown or Salit

now!”

They began a steady walk toward the
piet and light house.
iresh, ihougn not troublesome, and at b
o’clock, the sun, low in the sky, was still
bright, and could give his animation to
the picture.

Helena Byere held her own among the
cosmopolitan crowd of women who walk-
ed on the Piage. Her beauty was Saxon,
very English and not of a type that is
always appreciated to its full value on the
Continent, but it shone the more from
Lat n contrasts, and could not escape. rc-
mark.

Every now and again they turned, at
distance of a quarter of a mile or &o, and
during the recurrence of their beat taey
began to mnotice a person whom they met
several times, coming and guing.

He was an enormously big man, broad
and tall, " dressed expensively and with
care, His size alone was sufficient -to
mark him out of the usual, but his per-
sonality scemed to them no less arresting
and's.range.

His large, smooth face was fat, the eyes
emall and brilliant, with heavy pouches
under them. His whole manner was a
trifle florid and Georgian. Basil said that
he seemed to beleng to the Prince Re-
gent’s period in some subtle way. ‘I
can imagine him on the lawns of Brigh-
ton or dining in the Pavilion,” he ea.d.
“What a sensual, evil face the man has!
Of ccurse it may mean nothing, though.
The bishop of ——, one of the saints of
the time. whose work. on the Gospels i8
the most wonderful thing ever done in
the way of Chrisian apolog:tics, has a
face like one of the grotesque devils carv-
ed on bhe roof of No.re Dame or Lincoln
Cathedral, But this man seems by his
face to have po eoul.. One can’t feel it
is there, as one does, thank God! with
most people.”

“But what an intellect sudh a man must
have! Look at him mow. Look at the
chape of his head. And, besides you can
cee it in his face, despite its gensuality
and mater.aiem, He must be some dis-
tinguished person, . 1 seem to remember
pictures of him, just lately, too, in the
illustrated papers, cnly I‘can’t get a
name to them. I’'m certain he’s English,
and some one of importance.”

The big man passed them agdin with a
quiet and swift glance of appreciation for
Helena, He seened loncly. Basil and
Heiena realized that he would have wel-
comed ,a chance word of greeting, some
overture of friendship, which is not &0

imp. &s ble be.ween I‘;nglis‘n peo, le abrrad |

—even in adjac.ni Dieppe—as in our own
coun.ry.

Bu. neither of them responded to the
unspoken wish they felt in the stranger.
Th.y were quite happy with each other,
and presently they saw him light a cigar
and wurn mto one of the great hotels.

They discussed the man for a few min-
utes—he had made an odd impression on
them by his personaiit /—and then found
fhat it was time to join tae others at
tne Cafe des Tribuneaux.

L hey - turned away to the left, leaving
{he sea behind them, and passing through
a narrow-street by the govirnment tobae-
0 factory, came into the town again, and
after a short walk to the cafe.

The place was briga. and animated—
lights, wmirrors and gilding, the stir and
movement of the pavement, combined to
make a novel and attractive picture for
the English girl. The night was not

What ie of a talk with this famous expert on the |
tobacco shop, aud subject ncarest his own h:art,

The win vas -
he wind Wasip g table.

e s
“bring lum.‘!

I know his
“Modern Discoveries and Holy Writ’ “al-
mcst by heart.”
ey watched Spence go across to Sir
The big man staried as he
looked up in surprise, then
and extended a wel-
cat down heside him,
in the m.ddle of a

was spoken to,
smiled ‘vith pleasure,
coming hand. Spence
and they were soon
brisk conversation.

“The poor man looked very hored until
Mr. Spence spoke to him.” said Helena.
“Father, I'm sure you'll have your wish.
He seems glad to have some one to talk
to.”

She was right. After a minute or two
the journalist returned with Llwellyn, and |
the five of them were soon in a full flood
of talk.

“T was going to dine alone at my hotel,”
caid the Professor, at length; “but Spence
says that he knows of a deeent restaurant
here. I wonder if you would let m2 be
one of your party? I'm quite alone in
Dieppe for a couple of days. I'm waiting
for a friend with whom I am going to
travel.”

“QOh, do come, Sir Robert,” said the
vicar, with manifest pleasure. “Are you
going to be away from England for long?”

“I have leave from the British Muaseum
for a year,” said the Professor. “My doc-
tor says that I require ab olute re-t. 1
am en route for Marseiiles and from there
to Alexandria.”

The Pannier d’Or proved a pleasant lit-
tle place, and the dinner wa e ¢ vient.
The Professor surprised and then amesued -
the othens by his criticisn o. the viands.
He made the dinner his especial business,
sent for the cook and had a serious ocon-
versation with him, chose the wines wit.
extreme care.

His knowledge of the culinary art was
enormous, and he treated it with a kind
of reverence] addressing himself more par-
ticularly to Helena.

“Yes, Miss Byars, you must be most
careful in the preparation of really g ol
crayfish soup. This is excellemt. The
great’ secret is to flavor w'th a little lob-
ster spawn and to mix the crumb of 2
Trench rell with the stock—white stock,
of course—before you add the powdered
shells and anchovies.”

Many times, despite his impatience to
oot to deeper and more congenial subjects.
the vicar smiled at the purring of this
gormet, who seemed to pre ‘er a sauce to
an inscription and rissoules to research.

But with the special coffee—covered
vith fine yellow foam and sweetened wi-h
-stals of amber.suzar—the v.cars hour
ne. Sir Robert reasized that it was in-
svitable and with a half siga .gave the re-
juired opening.

Once etarted, his manner changed ut- |
terly. 'The mask oi materialism peeled
away from his face, whica b. cane younger, |
prighter, as thougi animated it, and new,
finer lines came out upon it as knowledge
soured from him.

The conversation threatened to be a
long one. Spence saw that, and proposed
to go on to the Casino with Helena, leav-
ing the two clergymen with Liwellyn. It
was when they had gone that the trio set- |
tled down completely. 1

Gradually * the discussion became  more |
intimate and Dbegan to touch on great |
issues. -+ .

Mr. Byars was in a state of extrordi-
nary interest. His knowledze was wide,
and Llwellyn early realized this, speaking
to him as an equal, b t beside the Pro-
fessor’s all-embracing achievements it Wwas

“The big stranger.

cold, and they sat tunder tire awning at
a listle round table watching the merry
In a few minutes
after. their -arrival they saw Spence and
the vicar now quite restored and weil,
coming towards them. They had for-
borne to order anything before the arrival
of their companions.

Suddenly He.ena turned to Gortre.

“Qh, look, Basil!” she said. *“Lhere is
cur friend of the Plage—Quinbus Fl.strin,
the mountan of flesn—you remeinber your
Swaft ¥’

The big stranger, now in evening dress
and a heavy fur coat, had just come into

now in evening dress and heavy fur coat,
haijust come into the cafe.”

as nothing. The clergyman learned some-

_hing fresh, some cudden, i lumiaating
point of view, some wradiating fact, at
every moment.

“I suppose,” Mr. Byars said at length,
“that the true atuation of the Hoiy S pul-
chre is etill a na.ter of considerable
Joubt. Professor. Your view: would inter-
ast me extremeiy.”

“My view,” said Llwellyn, with remark
able earnestness and with aa emphasi
vhich left no-doubt about his convictionsg
“is that the Sepulchre has.mot yet been |

i
|
{
|
)
|

the cafe and wae sitting there with al

cigarctee and a Paris paper. He seemed

lost in €ome mort of anxious speculation

—at least so it seemed by the drooping
of the journal in his marsive fingers and
the set -expression of abstract.on which
lingered in lus eyes and spread a“veil over
his countenance.

They had all turned at Helena's excla-

mation and looked toward the other eide|

of the cafe, where the man was sitting.

“YWhy, that's Sir Robert Livellyn,” ¢aid
Spence,

The vicar Jooked up ecagerly. . “The
| great authority on the antiquiiies of the

Holy Land?” he said.

“Yes, that’s the man. They knighted
him the other day. He's supposed to he
the greatest living authority you know.”
“Do you know him, then ” asked the
vicar.

“Qh, ves,” said Spence, carvejessly. “One
knows cveryone in my trade. |1 have to.
I’'ve often gone to him for information
when anything very special has been dis-
covered. And I've mer him in the clubs
and at lectures or at firet nights at the
theatres He is a great playgoer.”

“A decent sort of man?” =aid Gortre in
4 tene which certainly impiied a doubt.

Spence hesitated a momen..
[ suppose s0,” he said, carelessly, “Therc
talee about his private life, but prob-

ably quite untrae, He's a man of the
as well as . greit scholar, -and 1
suppose ihe rat unucual combination

makes ecple talk. But he is right up at
the op of the tree—goes everywhere; and

i

i

«Oh, well,:

lgeated.”

“And your view is authoritative, of
course,” said Mr. Byars.

The Professor howed.

“Phat is as it may be,” he said, “Dut 1
have no doubt upon the subje s

“No, Mr. Byar«. my conviction is that
we are not vet able to locate in any way |
the position of Golgoiha and the Holy
Tonab.” : i

“You think that is to come?” asked
Gortre.

“1 feel
with g

certain,”’ answered the Proies=or,
{ deliberation and meaning-— i)
feel certain that we are on the eve of stu- |
pendous discoveries in this direction.”
His tones weye so impressive and so
charged with import that the two clergy-
men lnoked quickly at exch other. It
acemed obvious that Llwellyn was awitte
of some impending discoveries. He must,
they knew, be in constaut touch wita all
{hat was being dome in Pale tine. Curious-

Iy cnough, his words gave each of them
L certain sense of chull, of unecasine 8.
There seemed to hé something beamd

them. soracthing of suggestion, |

which they could not di

sinicter

ine or formulate,

put merely felt as an action upen the
nerves.
Lhere was rather a tense silence for a

chart time.

The Professor broke it.

“Let me show you,” he said, taking 2
gold pencil case from his pocket, “a little
map which published at the time of the
agitation about Gordon’s tomb. 1 can
trace the course of the city walls for you.” |

He felt in his pocket for some pIper |
on which to make the drawing, and took |
out a letter. i

|
)

he’s just been knighted for his work. I'll{ Gortre and the vicar drew their chairs’

go over and speak to him.” {closer. = » » vee
“If he'll come over,” said the vicar, his | Suddenly @ cupious . ppin, shot throngh |
throbbed |

ation and the hove | Basil’s

"head and all his pulses

o . . ‘ . W10 Of
.| please. Taere is nothing 1 should like bet- | 2 = . s
lgreat library. The aroma oi some utteriy

rd ter than a chat with him.

| got

i i
' T want a good long talk w th you before

| chambers again.

in front of a red, glowng fire, gaz.ng|

| tos act.ve to e portly, but

NE |

nounced the blessing, the great organ was
hund.ring out the requiem .of another
Sunday, and Sir Michael was shaking
hands warmly with Basil in the vestry.
Gortre was tired and ehaken by the
long, nervous strain, but the evident plea-
cure of Father Ripon and Sir Michael,
the knowledge that he had acquitted him-
self well, was comforting and sustaining.

women who seem irre‘rievably lost, 4
| fear. very often ave =o.
| -sict .8 hone -com ed with we l-conduct-
‘ed dens of impuity. Th: wm:mn of a
|
i

violently. He experienced a terribly fa-
miliar se sation—.he sic: fear and repul-
i f the night before bis illness in the

evil and abominable personality seemed b0

% ) > certain class hav- fix~d upon the parish as
come into his brain. . ; . :

L L their houe. he farl spe
For, as e had looked down at the pne. Lmentbiefir p 2t
4 ; iutte ly vicious, lizy women. Yo: wi

paper on which the great white fingers | = .t with bo _’1_ ot s
were now tracing thin lines, he had seen, i gl E lé?:"o v.ee. 1 Mpie
before Llwellyn turned it over, a ﬁrm,"vo i .n ;; ”}fl Lr\.nlgeq 1o the ¢ 108 o
plain signatur@—Constantine Schuabe. o v‘}‘“‘:lm s o e A of Lith E
With come excuse about the heat of the ressed, well-fed, " well-housed  girls, to

i i

1 : 2 : show them the spiritual and even the

room, he left it and went out into the | 3 . Sl . e 4 Lo v ling-

night’ economic and material end of their lives, Autumn came to London, a}:ya;-m(;f tl?e
: in )

His brain was busy with terrible intu- requires almecs- superhuman povers.” 2”“% SEHN:E' ,th?‘.e) \:-:: 8‘of town. Al
itive forebodings, he seemed to be caught qut}‘o hed liste .ed with deep wttention f‘»_,m:;t:: :m m'o:}re(‘ll lxnvit;’l‘ languor; ther;e was
up in the fringe of some’ great net, the to Father R po s earne t words. He'ke .u\' o ant in li‘fe f\s )eop’le went and
phantoms of his illness come round him | &30 to realize m:re cleatly th dffi u™ es o enl_loyml th t.re‘et; under so Tipe
once more, the dark air was thick with | ¢f his new li e. And yet the obst:cle dd vaile B i
: S ; e * r ; and genial a sun. .
their wings—vague, and because of that not d uat him. 7They s em d rather a Gortre had settled down to steady,regu-
more hideous. trumpet note for bittle; he felt the ex- 1 'o,r IE At 'no ﬁme before had a réutine
He passed the lighted kiosk at the Ca- | hilation of the tried soldier at a coming sl i e :

«Neither Do 1 Condemn Thee.”

sino entrance with a white, set face contest. i e e
: i : i : : 4 full of work, which, hard as it was came
He was going ‘home to, pray H .urned, said good n'ght with sudden | {5 him with - far more a‘ppealb tha’n his

abruptness, as if he Tad b en ling ri g
too long and was disp eased with himself,
and huri d away. It was his usual man-
ner of farewell.

Nothing ever stag-

duties at Walktown.
hub and centre of

nated here, at the very
things.

Since the evening of his first sermon he
had never seen Schaube again. Neverthe-
less, one thing often reminded him of that |
night. The dark, Jewish-looking lady he
had seen sitting in the same pew with
Schaube often came to church on Sunday
nights when he was preaching. e bold
and insolently beautiful face looked up at |
him with steady interest. The fierce re-|
gard had eomething passionate and yeb!
wistful in 1t.

Sometimes Basil
almost directly to
the unknown woman.
derstanding between them.
he felt it mdst certainly.

CHAPTER IX.

Inauguration.

It was at Victoria Station that Basil
Gortre, the young curate, gaid gcod-by
to Helena Byars. Spence had been back
again in London . for a fortn'ght. Mr.
Byars and his daughter were to go straigat
back to Manchester the same day, and
Gortre was to take pcs:ession of his new
quarters in Linco.n’s Inn and enter on hi:
duies at St. Mary’s Church, in London,
withcut delay.

It had been a pleasant holiday, they all
agreed, as the train brought them up fromn
Newhayen; how pleasant they had hardly

CHAPTER X.
The Resurrection Sermof.

Sir Michael Manchoe was the great help
and standby of St. Mary’s, His father
had been a wealthy banker in Rome, and
a Jew. The son, who had enormously in-
creas>d his inherited wealth. was an early
convert to Christianity during his Oxford
days in England, He was the Conserva-
tive member for a divisicn in Linccln-’
shire, where his great coun.ry house was
situated, and had become a pillar of the

found himself preaching

the face and soul of
There was an un-
He knew it;

Copyright, 1905, by G. P.
Putnam’s Sons.

COHAPTER XL ‘i

been so pleasant to him. His days were |

fr‘hose gorgeous  new flate—Bloomsbury
_Court. Some wealthy scoundrel . pays for
iit all. A man ‘in a very high position,” as

'she eaid with a pathetic little touch of
pride which made me want to weep.

“This poor woman has been coming reg-.
cularly to church on Sundays. The first
{time wis when you preached your capital
{sermon on the Resurrection. Now, she i8
dying of a slow complaint. She will live
|o year or two, the doctors think, and that
!ig all. It does not prevent her from Yiving
| her ordinary life, but it will strike her
{down suddenly some day.
| “She has expressed a wish to see you
ito talk things over with you. She thinke
{you cam help her. Go to her and save
| der. We must.” :
| He handed Gortre a visiting card, om
| which he saw the name of Gertrude Hunt
{with a curious lack of surprise.
“Well, 1 must be off,” said Fatlt;‘!
{Ripon. “Go and see this poor woman Vvo-
| morrow evening. She tells me she sn’f
acting for a week or two rehearsing some
new play.” i

He was gone in a clabtering rush.

*o * * * * *

The next evening a maid showed Gortre
into the hall of the flat of Bloomsbury
Court Mansions, eyeing him curiously as
she did so.

Gertrude Hunt lay back in a low arm-
chair. She was dressed in a long, dull red
teagown of cashmere, with a broad white
band round the neck opening of white In-
dian needlework, embroidered with dark
green leaves.

Gortre sat down at her invitation, and
they fell into a d sult'ry ¢ nversatidm. ile
waited for her to open on the veal sub-
jects that had brought him there.

He watched the tired, handsome face.
Coarse it certainly was, in expression
rather than feature, but that very coarse-

realized till it was all over. Church and State in England. In the
After the farewells had been said in the | House of Comrons he prescnted the He often wondered who the woman was
noisy staticn, and Basii's cab drove him somewhat curious epectacle of a Jew by | —if he sh_ould ever know her.

felt won- | birth leading the moderate “Catholic” | Something told bhim that she wanted

rapidly toward his new home, he
derfully ready and prepared for his new
werk.

The cab moved slowly up Chancery lane
and then turned into the sudden quiet of
Linco'n's Inn. He knocked at the “cak,”
or outside door of the chambers, which
was shut, and waited for a response.

In a few minutes he heard footsteps.
The inner door was opened and he saw a
tall, thin man, Learded and brcwn, peer.ng
1t him through spectacles.

«“Ah! Gortre, 1 suppose,” said the oth-
er. “We were expectng y'u. I'm Hands,
+ou know, home for an:ther month yet.
Give me those bags. Come in, come 1

Something assured him that he|

help.
give it to her.

party. He was the great antagonist of .
should some dav

Constantine Schuabe, and with equw!

| to purer and nobler ends.

ness gave it power. This woman, Wwho
lived the life of a doll, had character. Ong
saw that. Perbaps, he thourht, as heé
looked af her, that the very eagerness and
greed for pleasure marked in her face, the
passionate determinaticn to tear the heart
and core out of life, might still be directed

Then che began to talk to him quite
frankly, and with no disguise or slurring
over the facts of her life.

«Pm sick and tired of it all, Mr
Gortre,” she said, bitterly. “You can’t
know what it means a bit—lucky for you.
Imagine spending all your life in a room
painted bright yellow, eating mothing but
chocolate ‘ creams, Wwith a band playing
comic songs for ever and ever. And even

He followed the Dbig, stooping “fe'low Sy

with a sense of well-being at the cheery then you won’t get it.”

Bohemianism of his greeting. ‘I‘Bﬁsﬂ ’shudder.ed. - :

As he spoke there came a noise of vig- v L That’s how it was at first,” she contin-

orous splashing: from behird one of the| ““He passed\ the lighted kiosk at the Casino entrance with [ved. “l knew there was something ntion:

closed docrs. aad Spence’s voice beliowed a white set face He was going home to pray." 'i_than this’mf life, ttg:ouglh. 1 co:gdt}!;ea i

out a greeting... = i"} people’s taces. ca‘me e ser-
| vice at your church one Sunday evening.

“Here, Basil,oSpence called out, “T've
a note for you from Father Rinen. I
forgot to give .t“to you. He seni it down
by a special messeng:r this morning. Here
it is.”
Father Ripon.was the
Mary’s, Gertre's new chief.
He tock the note and opened it, reading
as follows:— [
«ia Church House, St. Mary’s, Blcoms-
bury.

“Dear Mr. Gortre,—Friend Spence says
t-at you will arrive in London this after-
noon. T don’t believe in wasting time, and

wealth and position, though Schuabe was ( his. ther
by far the more brilliant of the two men, ed conviction within him that the stranger
lie devoted all his energies to the opposi- was in some way concerned .&nd. bound up
tion of the secular and agnos.c. influences } in the part he was to ply In life.
of hig political rival. | Then came bhis curious episode:

Gortre had been introduced .to Sir Mi-| Stokes, one of Gortre’'s fellow-curates,
chael during the week, and ae knew the | came to supger one night in Lincoln’s
great man purposed attending to hear his| Inn. : '
| first sermon at St. Mary’s on the Sunday | Spence was there also, as it was one of
evening, his free nights.

He prepared his discourse with extreme| “Will you smoke, Stokes?”
care. A natural wish to make a good im-| “Thank you, I'll have a cigarette,”
presston animated him, young man replied. “] can’t stand cigars, !

S e - - land DI've left my pipe at the Clergy

The pwpit was high above the headss | House.”
you begin your work with us. Tinight 1|0l tue peopie, IulCu teglcl ulall & Usuds il 11 o’clock Stokes played to them—
am due at Betinal Green to give a lee- | — bua UL Bwile BoL M Lue gred ol uLiClmpin’s wild music of melancholy and fire
ture, I shall'be drivipg home about 10| tse cuuliced. {—and as the hour struck' he went home.
nd T1 call at Lincoln’s Inn on my way.| *fofa wwwmient the preacher paused ana | Basil had not been smoking during the
RENE A htell giallce oyer | evening.\ He had been tco intent

'that at any time.

vicar of St.

]
; Spence said.
i

Lie COugs LUl

if this will not: be too late for you, we

can  then talk matters over, Sinc"rciyl““““" 11€ Baw DI MiCudod  ameiCuue nocturnes, and now he feit a )Vzmt of

yours in Christ, “{RTHUR RIPONZ I 0aih, iyiuit,, Stasuic, elulag a0 e | tobacco.  One of the packets of cigarettes
| lrene pew. 2 1€W sedw Utuallu Ui, wion{lay by him on tie table. He pulled up the

Basil passed the n te to Srence. 2 S
‘flaps and took one. Without thinking what

“YThat'll Le all rig.t,” he said. “I shall ‘\ U ;
be at work, and Hands will be in his own'! ‘h'g was do}ug he drew a little phqtograp.h.
rcom. What a man Ripon is! He's just | ;h}ghly finished and very clear, from the
the inca;mation of breezy energy. Brusque, | 10¢ sllangelliss UL ule dppedralice uml;t“‘»" cardboard case.

3 o He glanced at it casually.

une. nventional as Dr. Parker himself, but t ihe BUOCK 01 1T fad 8L laae wvwmctie BO| oy :
The thing was one of those

a suluc Ul‘uu OL sulptise, DUL DOLaug
tapc, Lle Cdaal dlld evil Dedlicy 01 Lod-
Scaldulle Selawue s e lounua up aw N,

pictures of

one of the sincerest Clxristians and be-t | ueldace of Muligalivil fovl nlal, denu.luslb 1 hial ¢
. ¥ wuere Lo aenver S ¢ | burlesque actresses which ave given away
men I ever met or ever shall meet. He |- LVEE biutle Micoeell Rl t:)lxi kind of tobacco, A tall girl “with
I S 20, A b

|
| Nouse LS €Newy setuitd L0 Lave DO PUWLT |

thei “] quite understand yow,

| to change.

upen the

| And beyond this. there was an unexplain- : I’d never made fun of religion and all.

1 simply couldn’t be-

|lieve it, that was all. Then 1 heard you
preach on the Resurrection. 1 hea-d all
the proofs for the first time. Of r

| could see there wasn’t any dor

the matter at all. Then, curiou
ly 1 began to believe in it.
hate the way 1 was going on,
to Father Ripon, who was ver
he said you'd call.”

M

said Gortre. “That’s the beauty
. When once you believe, then y¢
You believe, at any ra.
! now what are you going to do? I'n
i to help you in every possible way. 1
to hear your vViews, just as you
thought them out.” -
] like that,” she said. *"L'hat’s practicai
I've never cared very much
for sentimental ways of looking at things.
You know 1 can’t live very long. l've goi
enough to live quietly on for some yeams,
put away in a bank, money I've made act-
ing. 1 haven’t spent a penny of. my sal-
ary for years—I've made the men pay for
everythmg. chall go quietly away to the
country and be alone with my thoughts,
close to a little quiet church. You'll find
a place for me, won’t you? That’s what 1

{and sensible.

s'gns his note like that because he means { o\ Lo s wi : |
it. He lives more or less on-porridge— | ., ut 4 Dinanl 4DL0 18 U S
when he remembers to eat it at all—and :
his only extravagence is hansom cabs, €0

short skirts and a large picture hat was

shown in a coquettish attitude that was |
Auower face, unknown to him, arrested In‘ve:mu to be full of invitation.

uls atleauon, Basil looked at it steadily with a curious

that °; T re work: 1 he | : | . el 5
diy”® he can cram more work: Into me‘i _Ale mexes were not separated for wor-|expression on his face. Then he took a
. sh.p in St. Marye. in lne sawme seal large reading-glass from the table and ex-

-'\"t f e taey ,‘“J svent out .tOgP})\(‘ | wiere schauwbe sal was a Wolkan, darx, amined it agam, magn fying it to many
—Spence to his adacent office in Feet | nanusvme, eapeasively areesed | {imes its original size
tIue‘L}n_the '(:“](L") L\m,}o dine quietly at| . S,e also was Jewsh n appearance, He scrutinized it with great care. 1t
e cersity |
1e Univers:ty Club. | though 1t was ouvious lhat tueie was no

|
7 Y : s . . was the portrait of the strange girl who |
They dined guietly and gimply at the Ui | counecaen vewween her and tse muinon-|came to St. Mary’s. !

\\fu‘r‘n Lhﬂ‘) in 11\md1‘ ly. Hands did mosi | are. Her .ace, as tne young cleTuyimans Spence. took the thing. How very|
of the talking and Gortre was content toieyes rest.d on iv 10r a second, secined Lo queer,” he said, “to find your unknown |

"ike this. Gertrude Hunt? Why, she is & |
well-known musical comedy girl, sings and |
dances at the Regent, you know. ‘Lhere
are all the usual stories about the lady,
but possibly they are all lies. l'm sure'
I don’t know. [D’ve chucked that sort of
society long ago. Are you sure s the
same persen?’

“Oh, quite sure! Of course, this shows
the girl 1n a different dress amd so en, but
it's ehe iithout a doubt. I am glad she
icomes to church. It is not what one ex-
E]u‘cis from what one hears of that class of
{woman, and it is not what one¢ generally
l{inds in the parish.”
| He sighed, thinking of the many
months 1 |
squares ol

‘hateu‘ to Lhcv ])lcasaa\t lllL‘llOt()ll)' of tile| pe curiously fawmiuar, as if he saw I every
low, level voice and to fall under the [aay of uus lue, buy 1 neverdieless struck
aan’s peculiap speil or charm—a charn | no personal note.
that he always exeicised upen another | Gorire vegan to speak, taking for his
artistic temperament. llOXi part or a verse fromn tne wpas.le of

1t was 9.30 when they got back to the | St. baui to the Romans— beciarca to be
Hands went at once to the mon of Goa, wita power accerding
his own room to work and Basil sat down ! to tae spirit ¢f holiness, by the resurrec-
tion of the dead.”
nio the hot caverns, lost m reverie. 1t! “in ths world of
wae as though he had taken soma opiate lcalmiy, and ‘witn a
and there was nothing better in life than!
{o sit thus and dream in the warm silence
of the firelit room.

A tew minutes atter 10 he wae suddenly
called out of the clouds by & 1.
knocking at the U.or of the chambe

today,”
cervaln
and precielen n his utterance
in general gre hungering ait e i
tive assurance of actumy spirit ag-ney
in the worid, They crave iopr seicining
to notd by which s outs theanse,ves, |
and waich cannot have grown out i the | N8 experiences of the last lew
1 'the vice-haunted streets and

he began
deiverdann
Ywanat en
it el

chill- |

O

He went to open the deor. i Ifa ther INDCE pelsudeions of men, ’khey cannot i s
ipon, i, new viea, came in-.ike a whir.- F"',m“""}:”“! J“'“_"l‘i “vhf' ch]v them Lh“i'1 '“;‘if)!?-';m“'?: I lear little photo- |
wind. His vol minous bia k ¢loa Lru h whether the events of the Gospes acu-| S t”f up “(,‘ et .".Lk Ll
o ir in ik ToFay bis e g B :.xHj-' passed upon carth or not, .y ma: ! i _‘”“}n‘“l'ﬁ”‘ that ~‘”!‘_C‘_“t "'l(t‘“" 1‘~1‘}m“‘\‘,{:
| persona ity Wwas so S et fasnlon ll.\c;l- own «11.-114:4114)11? all thei . ; n'l‘«.' \-Mi iLV.wllF.l‘(\Clll nuv!:us' \‘\.H)L'\l!l’;i', ']u‘
Giphih strident Al il note d 2 dr a «ame, on the supp sitidg tnat these events | e “'lf er (“ . of the chamoers, and i 1

: el £ occurred, 1f I can tonkht show that dny | vens Lo open it.

;m('l reverie {ld b.fore it . appearance of the Risen Lord is at.ended |
tortre turned up the gas jet awd flo.ded 7§ the same way as-are certain facts com- ! ;

i S ! CIIAPTER X1
the 1oom witn hgat. .

Father Rip n was a tall, well-made ma,
w tir hint

menly accepted as history, |1 shall have
accomplished as much as 1 can hope.”
Then,

Power of Good dnd Evil wo

very @ ear: . sortre W i : .

a tendenvy toward plu pics. whica was through Hw‘sviclltxlli:“?\;n‘! ‘(!'iixyl'i$‘:‘1‘\(ﬁ‘i"it" .(:.U"-“,.O e e o \-,:-"'U' ~‘«0f7{l:
over all.wed 1o pip m.  His ircgray i dences for the truth of the Resurrection. Witiodl: | Ilis knocking .was Ut of e
A'F Was eroppea coe U mw large, weil- i Graduaily, as he mas alel s pruc S 'm ) '!E‘Ih:~u"'l\t'\v' I e . :

shaped heed. Tie s rewd, merry eyts, oo and brought forth one after the otier lic| AL, gaid the viear, 1 bring you news |

| of a famous opportunity. IT you go to worl

coor, Wers 8 ade

a rare red-huzel began, by a eort of mncenselous hypno-io o il / I
. ' Z . Yoy » right way y i v a soul. s
ALYy 2raY LYW, whieh guve thent a sin- | tem of the eve, to make the seat wheve uLs “‘I o b *‘"m ey ;n et 1 2
4 ' sy " a yoor demil-naon ame  crea wnee, A« ancer
galar directue s an p-netrat.on: [ Schuabe and the sirange woluan. eat his l‘ poor demu s gL : |
= Ehicitive at the theatres. She came to me n her
said:— . . i { .
Mo | hrout R v il
“Our conmiegati n is one qu't: peeuliw As he began to bring his arguments L»‘,“.'(m“".'mm‘ her i wd finery, and h“.l !
f = . ; 1 ! o e il ohatiin miy etndy. |1 gave her G4 ewi il
to .he cnmoch,  Youlll reaize thiic wuch g clces e way CONSCIOUR taat ghe people, .~ " (o = ].' w1 alwavs keep some |
vou got anions tiem. 1 doa't euppo. ¢ in | W€ with him. He could recl the brains : “(E 0 "c”“ \1‘”“' L \‘.l' : ,\ ‘1‘> i ‘1 |
e i o thiore is a more difh- ! around him thinking in unison; it was Al r:,g.amtm for the cholr-meln ov m\u: S |
L nole vi L ath most as it he heard the thenghts of when they call. All these woaicn smoke.
enlt: class of people to re weh =tuan out | =~ as if he heard the thoughts of thet .. : e Lty
e o = Fs e Y congresation The dark, handicme I8 & great thing to Wheat THE= PeODl |
cwn I the Rt plive, ite 4 youls il 0, wi b understan ling ad owle ge, Gortre. |

- woman siared straight up at him, Trou-
i a. speasing general y. L B . u SRR ) g e ‘ PR
ga: o, Speaking genchd o {ble wag n her eyes. an awakened IR D Dpriest! ager thenn

“When we ll\i‘gt“ 'hn.‘\l of them, the:! jiiiens and Gortre knew that the truth coster eaid to me lasi weeks When they
very monoto y of their lives make | was dropping siexdily into he‘_‘ Liq it alize that one is a man, then they are
ijon a m re valuab.e thang to them. Bual | {hat vun\'i\’litm e unvelbas il Al l‘l'l'n» fifty times more willing tv allow the oiner |

i the temptations of this ciass are ter.id.yiing, 5 R and more important thing. !

1l me all about |

strcng, .iving alone 1n lodgings as thes
do. The cheap music Eall a d bar attrace
their society.

work lies among |

“Well, this poor girl U A
it, the same very sordid story one 1s al-
ways hearing. -She is la favorite hm-lesqx}e
actress. and she lives very expemsively in

\

\

\

| He finished all his -argument, the last

! of his preofs. There was a hushed cilence

in the church,
It was over.

them; (is ipaion forms

“Then mu b of eur Jather Ripon had wpro-

T ————

Iwere

| cold,

| you.

want to do. But there’s something In the
way, and a big something, t00.””

“I'm here t belp that,”” sa d Basil.

“Jt's / Rob,” she answered. “Tne man
that keeps me. T'm af:aid of him He’s
been awiy for months. out of England,
but hes coming back at once. Tomor ow
as likely as not, he couldn’t say to o day.
I had a letter .from Brindisi last week.
He's been to Pales ine, via Alexandma.”

A quick premoniticn took hold of the
}‘OlIV'g matl.

“Who is he?” he asked.

Qhe tock a photograph from th> mantle.
sheif ard gaves:k to him. It wa one of
the Stereo co e Comp iny's series of “crie-

&

b.ities.” Under {he portrait was printed
—“Sir Roberg Llwel'yn.”

Gertre sten’éed violently.

«] kncw Ham,” he said thickly. “T felt

when 1 met him—What do:s it all mean?”
He dropped his head into his hands,
filed with the, old name.ess, unreasonmng
fear. &
She' locked steadily at him, wonderin
at his m.\hnexn
There wa - a tense silence for a time.
In the silence sudden.y they heard
sound, ¢ eir and d.tinct. A key was b
i g ins reed intq tne door of the flat.
They waited “breachlessly.  Gertrude
Hunt grew  very white. Without any

| words trom her, Basil knew whose fingers

even ncw upcn the fand.e of the

i dooz.

Llwellyn entered. Ilis huge form was
dressed in a light gray suit and he car-
vied a straw hat in his hand. His face was

i burned a deep brown.

He stoppea sudaeny as he saw Gertre
and an ugy lows flashed out on ghe sen-
sual, intedectual face. Some swiit intui-
vion seemcd to give him the key of the
<ituation or somn tiing n.ar it.

“lhe curate of Dieppe.” he said in a
mirthiess veice. “And what, My,

i Gor.te, nmay I ask are you dong hare?”

“\iss Hunt tas a ked me to come and.
soe her,” answered Busil, e
“Cons lin, yoursef w.th the Churel,
(fertie, wil.c your piopre.or is ‘d\\'uy""‘
Llwel vn s:d w.th a sneer. '
Taen hi mavrner chas
He tuined to Gortie. “Nsw, then o
wman? h. snailel, “gtt out of this '1]_““
at once. You may n t knw that |p «1.0‘

the rent and other expenses of this e~tpd
lishment. It is mine. 1 know ai n.ba‘
Your reputation has "e(l”‘led 3

o m

10

suddenly,

from sources you Fave little idea of. An,

I saw you a D.e.pe. T don't p 01;- se tq

resume our a qua nt.nce i ety
n Lon sk

ly. go at once.” it

(To be continued.¥




